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Chapter One

“I shouldn’t be letting you get away with this,” growled Gina, as her husband eagerly kissed her neck. She twisted in his arms, turning her face from his, and hissed: “I’m still mad at you.”

“I know you are, darling,” her husband, Malcolm, eagerly pressed his lips against her throat, eliciting a frustrated moan from his squirming wife. Gina hated how he knew exactly where to kiss her to turn her on – even if she was furious at him.

“Fine,” Gina sighed, as she trembled in his arms. Malcolm’s big hands were curling around her waist now, and she felt her body reluctantly react to the familiar touch. “But just so you know, this doesn’t mean I forgive you.”

“I didn’t expect it would,” Malcolm breathed hotly into her ear, “but we both have needs, don’t we?”

Gina growled when he said that, but continued to reluctantly accept his kisses. As much as it annoyed her, Malcolm was right. They’d been arguing for almost a week now, and as much as Gina wanted to send her husband to the couch with throbbing blue balls, she needed the physical release of sex as much as he did.

They were standing in the bedroom, with the morning sun pouring through the windows. The kids were with her parents for the weekend, the weather was gorgeous, and if it hadn’t been for their blazing argument…

…which, if Gina was completely honest, she couldn’t even remember what had been about at this point…

…they’d have probably been tussling on the bedsheets an hour earlier.

But as it was, Gina still felt a hot, angry furnace of resentment for her husband – and if it hadn’t been for the smell of his cologne, and the memory of his hot hands and thick cock, she’d have probably satisfied her urges with her Hitachi instead, and let Malcolm twist and turn on the couch with a painful erection tenting out his boxer shorts.

“You know, darling,” Malcolm’s lips were teasing the skin beneath Gina’s ear, and she shuddered at their touch, “they say angry sex is the best sex.”

“Well, that means we’ve been having the best sex every week for the last eight years,” Gina growled back.

“Yes,” Malcolm chuckled, and Gina was infuriated at how his laugh still managed to turn her on. “But I thought we might capitalize on that.”

As Malcolm’s big hands squeezed her ass through her pajama pants, Gina rolled her eyes. What bullshit was this? Why couldn’t he just kiss her, and strip her, and go through the motions they’d perfected after fifteen years of marriage?

The frustrating thing about Malcolm is that he’d learned the strokes – where to kiss her, where to touch her, and how to fuck her – to guarantee a quick and satisfying climax or three.

She just didn’t want any of the emotional bullshit that went with it.

When she was mad, or angry, she could emotionally detach from her husband and just enjoy the physical sensations – why didn’t he get that?

“Trust me,” Malcolm purred hotly into Gina’s ear, running his fingers up the curve of her hips. “You’re going to enjoy this.”

And then he paused – his hand gently cupping one of Gina’s full, firm breasts through her tank top.

“Okay, not enjoy this,” he warned. “But I think it’ll give you what you need.”

Gina paused.

She pushed her husband away, and stared into his sparkling blue eyes and handsome face.

“Will you just quit with the talking and fuck me already?” She growled. “I’m really not in the mood for all this.”

And that’s when he grabbed her.

It was Malcolm’s turn to snarl – and it was such an unexpected and uncharacteristic thing that it made Gina shiver when she heard it.

Her towering husband stepped forward, and grabbed her wrists, and span Gina around as if she was weightless – throwing her face-first across the ottoman at the end of their bed and pinning her down like a butterfly.

“What the hell?” Gina growled, as Malcolm calmly wrenched her wrists behind her back and held them where with an iron grip. “Get the fuck off me.”

Gina wasn’t aroused any more – not sexually, anyway. She’d gone from horny-and-mad to just-plain-mad and squirmed and struggled as Malcolm pinned her to the ottoman.

She was already planning what to do when she got free. She’d slap him, hard – and then she’d spend the next hour berating her foolish husband until she’d given him an emotional castration, if not a literal one.

But frustratingly, Malcolm didn’t release her. He kept Gina’s wrists tightly behind her back, and the next thing she felt was the soft curl of rope being wrapped around them and tightened against her skin.

He was tying her up!

“What the fuck, Malcolm?” Gina struggled desperately, but it was no good. He’d tied her with some kind of soft, silky ropes and the tighter she pulled at them, the more they closed down around her wrists.

And he wasn’t done there.

Still pinning her down with one hand on her wrists, Malcolm roughly grabbed Gina’s ankles and hefted them up onto the ottoman – before tying them with the same rope that was wrapped around her wrists.

In seconds, Gina found herself absolutely helpless – on her knees, with her ass sticking up in the air, and her face pressed against the soft cotton surface of the ottoman.

“I’m going to fucking kill you,” she growled, twisting and squirming. “And I don’t mean metaphorically. The kids are going to have to visit Mommy in prison, because I’m straight up murdering your ass.”

“Promises, promises,” Malcolm chuckled, and Gina was annoyed that she still found his laugh sexy. “I think in a few minutes you’ll be singing a very different tune.”

He paused.

“Or doubling-down on the first one. It’s kind of a crapshoot as far as you’re concerned.”

There was no crapshoot from Gina’s perspective. She meant her words. She was already envisioning how to do it – cracking Malcolm over the head with the cricket bat he kept in the closet, or ‘accidently’ plunging his favorite paperknife between his ribs. Hell hath no fury like an Italian woman scorned, and Malcolm had done a lot of scorning over the years.

But while Gina seethed and struggled, Malcolm calmly went about adjusting her as if she was part of the furniture and he was just doing some daily dusting.

And, to be honest, Gina kind of felt like part of the furniture like this.

Grabbing the end of the ottoman with both hands, Malcolm twisted it around and pulled it from the bed – dragging it out into the empty space at the foot of the king-sized four-poster, so Gina found herself facing the luxurious sheets and oversized pillows.

Then Malcolm grabbed a couple of those pillows and hefted them over to where Gina was struggling. He grabbed the back of her tank top in one large hand and hefted Gina up – like a momma cat picking one of her kittens up by the scruff of its neck. The material ripped and tore, but Malcolm didn’t seem to care. He just stuffed the pillows under Gina’s chest, until her front half was elevated level with her ass, and she found herself staring at the bed.

Gina struggled with the ropes around her wrists and ankles.

“I’m going to kill you.” Her voice had lost its Italian fury and gained an icy, murderous tone. “I’m going to straight up kill you, you piece of shit.”

“I’m sure you are,” Malcolm purred, as he adjusted the ottoman like a fussy butler – making sure it was perfectly straight and aligned with the bed. “After what I have planned, there’s probably no court in America that would convict you, either.”

That statement made Gina raise one eyebrow.

“But if you’re going to murder me,” Malcolm knelt down in front of Gina, and the two of them stared at each other face-to-face, “I might as well give you good reason.”

“You’ve already given me good reason,” Gina hissed, snarling into her husband’s face. “I was ready to do it before you pulled this shit – but tying me up like this?” she shook her head. “You probably thought I’d be into some Fifty Shades of Grey shit, but homie don’t play that.”

Malcolm laughed – and, if it was possible, that made Gina even more furious at him.

But even she admitted to herself that it was pretty funny to see an angry little Italian housewife quoting Homey D. Clown from In Living Color.

“Okay, darling,” Malcolm reached up and placed a palm against Gina’s cheek. She angrily turned her face away. “I think we need to soften you up a little before we start the fun and games.”

“Soften me up?” Gina refused to look her husband in the eye. “If you think you’re going to give me some weak-ass spanks and I’ll suddenly act all lovey-dovey with you, you don’t understand quite how serious I was when I told you ‘I’m going to kill you.’”

Smack!

That sound was Malcolm giving his wife a decidedly not ‘weak-ass’ smack across her round ass.

Gina gasped in shock, her right ass-cheek throbbing at the impact of Malcolm’s hand. Even through the thin cotton of her pajama pants, that had hurt.

“I have nothing ‘weak-ass’ planned for you,” her husband warned, circling her like a shark sniffing blood. “In fact, quite the opposite.”

And suddenly he was kneeling down again, staring into Gina’s eyes with an icy intensity to his expression that she’d never seen before.

It scared her.

And excited her, just a little.

“You’ve been threatening to divorce me, or leave me, or kill me for over a decade,” Malcolm purred. “Today I’m going to give you good reason to do all of the above.”

And then he kissed her.

As Gina knelt there, ass sticking up in the air and her wrists behind her back, Malcolm pressed his lips against hers and gave his wife a kiss of such blistering intensity that even she felt the love in it.

And that infuriated her.

There was a wet-sounding smack as their lips parted, and Gina hissed:

“Go fuck yourself!”

Malcolm stared into her eyes, and his lips curled wolfishly.

“I’d tell you to do the same,” he grinned. “But tied up like that, I don’t think you’re able to.”

Gina opened her mouth to swear at him – but the moment she did, Malcolm suddenly shoved something into it.

It was a thick, round, rubbery ball-gag – and with one strong movement, Malcolm shoved it into Gina’s mouth and yanked the straps around her head.

“Mmmmph!” Gina’s eyes widened. Her teeth sunk into the rubbery plastic. “Mmmmph!” She felt Malcolm tighten the straps behind her head – locking that big, red ball uncomfortably deep inside her mouth. “Mmmph!”

For the first time that day – maybe in her life – Gina got scared.

She looked up as Malcolm backed away, admiring his handiwork. He towered over her, crossing his muscular arms and staring down at his wife as if she was a bookshelf he’d just built, or a tabletop he’d just sanded.

“Mmmph!” Gina’s eyes widened. She felt saliva start to dribble down her chin. “Mmmmph!”

But Malcolm just looked down at her – a dangerous smile on his handsome face.

Saliva dripped onto the cotton of the ottoman, and the rebellious streak in Gina noted that if she hadn’t already been going to kill him for everything else he’d just done to her, that would have been the deciding factor…

…but the rebellious streak was somewhat muted.

As Gina knelt there, wrists behind her back, she started to feel something she didn’t feel very often…

Fear.

This was genuinely scary.

She’d been married to Malcolm for well over a decade now, and he’d never pulled anything like this before. There was something icy and terrifying about the determination in his actions, though. He’d tied her up, and shoved that ball-gag in her mouth, as if he knew that these things could potentially mean the end of their marriage…

(…and, let’s be honest, the end of his life if Gina ever got free…)

…and he just didn’t care.

Malcolm just didn’t care.

There was nothing more terrifying than a man who clearly didn’t give a shit about what the consequences of his actions where, because it meant Gina didn’t know quite how far those actions would go.

She squirmed and struggled against the ropes binding her, because for the first time in her life she was scared of her husband.

Because if he was willing to go this far… How much further would Malcolm venture?

She wasn’t sure she wanted to find out.

***

The knife blade glinted in the morning sunlight, and Gina gasped when she saw it.

Well, it was more of a mumbled: “Mmmmph!”

But, nevertheless, Gina’s eyes widened, and saliva drooled from the ballgag in her mouth, and every hair on her body…

(…and she was Italian. That was quite a lot…)

…stood on end.

Malcolm had pulled a Bowie knife from his bedside dresser, and was slicing it through the air with a devilish expression on his handsome face.

He padded across the room towards her, and Gina very nearly wet herself.

Malcolm had bought the Bowie knife a couple of years ago off the Internet – one of those stupid impulse purchases of his that made her so frustrated.

“When are you ever going to use that?” She’d berated him at the time. “What a waste of money!”

And yet now he was advancing on her with that self-same knife, wearing an expression on his face that would have made Hannibal Lector uncomfortable.

“Mmmph!” Gina’s eyes widened in terror. Drool stretched from her chin and dripped onto the cushions supporting her. “Mmmpgghh!”

She squeezed shut her eyes.

Oh, fuck, Gina thought to herself. I’ve finally done it. I’ve finally pushed my husband too far.

She thought about the horror that was about to unfold, and then silently cursed herself for not cleaning the en suite bathroom. Being sliced apart by her husband was bad enough, but it was even more embarrassing knowing the police would walk into the crime scene and discover how messy they were.

But, as it turned out, it wasn’t Gina’s flesh that Malcolm was interested in slicing.

Squeezing shut her eyes, Gina felt her husband grab a fistful of cotton from her tank top and pull it taut. Then there was a loud riiiip followed by the icy touch of the keen blade against her bare skin. A moment later, Malcolm was tugging the material from beneath her, and tossing it to the floor.

Gina gasped, as her bare breasts flopped free and the cool air conditioning washed across the curve of her back.

Malcolm had calmly sliced off her tank top.

Next, he grabbed the waistband of her pajama pants and Gina squeezed her eyes shut once again – feeling the icy blade press against the tan skin of her hips, and then hearing a loud riiiip as the keen edge of the Bowie knife sheared through the material.

You fucker! Gina swore silently to herself, unable to complain with the ball gag in her mouth. Those pajama pants were from Anthropologie!

A moment later, they joined her tank top on the floor, and Gina found herself absolutely naked on the ottoman – ass in the air, breasts flopped either side of the pillows beneath her chest, and her husband looming over her with that wicked knife in his big hands.

Gina turned her eyes up to look at him, and pleaded: “Mmmmmkph!”

Malcolm just smiled.

He pressed the tip of the knife against her spine, and ran the blade down the curve of her bare back – just firmly enough to remind her that she was absolutely helpless.

“Mmmph! Mmmmmmph!”

“Oh, Gina,” Malcolm shook his head, watching her mumble frantically. “There’s no point complaining. I’ve gone too far with this thing already.”

Gina breathed in relief as Malcolm laid the knife down on the table at the edge of the bed, and knelt down beside her.

A moment later, his handsome face was inches from hers. He was staring at her with a devilish expression in his twinkling blue eyes.

“If I was to let you go now,” he purred, reaching over to stroke his wife’s cheek, “you’d slap me, and yell at me, and I think the fact that I just turned your Anthopologie pajama pants into dusting rags would probably be the least of the sins you’d punish me for…”

Gina’s eyes narrowed. Wasn’t that the fucking truth?

“So I might as well be hung as a sheep, as a lamb,” Malcolm purred. “Which suits me fine, since we both know I’m hung like a horse.”

Gina’s eyes narrowed even tighter – although he wasn’t exactly wrong.

“Here’s what’s going to happen next,” Malcolm warned her, pressing his palm against Gina’s cheek and gazing hotly into her eyes. “I’m going to push you far behind breaking point in every way imaginable…”

“Mmmmpgh!” Gina protested, a glistening strand of saliva stretching down her chin onto the cushion beneath her. “Mmmpgh!”

“…and you’ll either divorce me on the spot when it’s all over,” Malcolm leaned over, and kissed her tenderly on the cheek, “or maybe you’ll learn some fucking respect for me.”

Gina stopped mumbling.

She peered into Malcolm’s wickedly glinting eyes.

Her fear and anxiety had once again been replaced by anger.

Learn some respect? She’d fucking show him.

Bring it on, she challenged.

Although it came out more like: “Mmmmmmpghh!”

“That’s my girl,” Malcolm’s lips curled, and the look in his eyes brought that fear and anxiety back to the pit of Gina’s stomach. “Now, let’s get started, shall we?”

And then Malcolm straightened up, and Gina found herself face-level with the crotch of his pajama pants.

She was disturbed to see them tented out. Malcolm’s not unimpressive cock was clearly rock hard beneath the thin cotton.

Butterflies started to churn in Gina’s stomach.

Sadism, cruelty and torture she could endure from him. When he’d challenged her that “she’d learn some fucking respect” she’d almost been excited by the prospect of proving Malcolm wrong.

She was the classic fiery Italian housewife. She’d break before she bent. Gina would endure almost anything just to deny her husband the satisfaction of dominating her…

…or, at least, she thought she would.

But there was something very different about a husband trying to dominate her with bondage and cruelty just for the sake of it…

…and one who was turned on by it.

Because if running that knife down her spine and making her tremble had made Malcolm that fucking hard – who knew how far he’d take this thing?

For the first time that day – perhaps in her life – Gina felt a genuine thrill of fear.

And the worst part?

It excited her.


Chapter Two

“Remember that time we were dating?” Malcolm purred, pacing around Gina’s bound and helpless figure like a shark circling its prey. “When you were giving me road head on the way to the airport, and that police car suddenly switched its lights on behind us?”

Gina squeezed shut her eyes, still struggling against the ropes binding her wrists and ankles.

Despite her attempts to escape, though, she did allow herself to remember what Malcolm was talking about.

Their first summer together – before he was due to fly off to Paris for the summer. He’d driven her car to the airport, and she’d leaned over the center console and given him a long, sloppy blowjob every mile of the journey.

Just as they were approaching JFK Airport, the red and blue lights of a police car had flashed behind them, and Gina thought they were fucked… literally.

Malcolm technically didn’t have a valid license at that point, and she was pretty sure giving road head was a driving violation. Adding insult to injury, Gina hadn’t been wearing her seatbelt – you may or may not know from experience, but it’s impossible to give a highway blowjob if you do – and as a final coup de grâce when Gina didn’t have her lips stretched around Malcolm’s impressive cock, she had them around the lips of a bottle of Taittinger instead. The bottle of expensive champagne was extremely motivating to her blowjob technique, but was also a very clear violation of the ‘open container’ rule.

So, basically, Gina and Malcolm had thought they were screwed when the police car switched on its lights behind them…

…but perversely, Malcolm’s cock had actually got harder in her mouth.

“It’s called a fear boner,” her husband explained, pacing around her and running his fingertips up and down the curves of Gina’s bare back. “And I’ve always wondered if there’s a female equivalent.”

There really was. Gina continued to remember that fateful car ride – and how her own pussy had gushed the moment she’d felt Malcolm’s cock swell in her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” Malcolm had breathed, glancing up at the lights in the rear-view mirror. “Unless you want us to end this car ride in handcuffs, I might not be the only person you’ll let benefit from your world-class blowjob technique today.”

Gina remembered being so turned on by that statement – the inference that her willing mouth and talented tongue might spare them from arrest, if the officers who pulled them over were… open-minded.

But, as it happened, the moment Malcolm had murmured that wicked suggestion, the police car behind them had revved its powerful engine, swerved into the right-hand land and then screamed past them on the highway – apparently off to some other emergency; leaving Gina and Malcolm to enjoy the remainder of their car ride in somewhat breathless peace.

“A fear boner,” Malcolm’s voice drew Gina back to her bound-and-helpless reality. “That’s what I remember from that day.”

And then he was standing in front of her again – Gina’s face level with the tented crotch of his pajama pants, and Malcolm’s imposing frame looming over her.

“Mmmmph!” Gina’s big, brown eyes rolled upwards and she met her husband’s gaze. “Mmmmmpppgh!”

It was impossible for Malcolm to translate what Gina was mumbling – but he definitely got the gist of it…

…and didn’t seem to care.

“Hung as a sheep, as a lamb,” he reminded her, reaching one of his big hands down. “If I’ve gone this far with you, I might as well go all the way.”

And then Malcolm wiped away the drooling strands of saliva gurgling down Gina’s chin – his fingers coming away dripping and glistening.

“Mmmpgh!” Gina narrowed her eyes hatefully at her husband. The ball gag stretching her mouth open was already making saliva dribble from her mouth again. “Mmmmpgh!”

But Malcolm ignored her.

Instead, he paced around behind her, and Gina gasped as she felt one of his hands stroke the smooth skin of her upturned ass.

“Mmmpgh!”

There was a mirror opposite the bed, and Gina could see her reflection in it. Malcolm was looming over her from behind – peering down at her bare, upturned ass like it was a delicious flank steak sizzling on the grill. His eyes flashed hungrily.

“Mmmpogh!” Gina’s eyes narrowed as she snarled at her husband’s reflection. She hated how he’d tied her up – on her knees, with her ass sticking up in the air like she was a horny little bunny rabbit presenting herself for breeding. Her cheeks, and thighs, and cleanly-waxed pussy were presented for display; and Malcolm was drinking them in like an alcoholic at an Open Bar event.

She snarled, as Malcolm stroked one of her firm, round ass cheeks with his dry hand…

…and then pressed the fingers of his other between her thighs.

“Mmmpgh!”

Gina’s eyes widened in outrage.

The fingers of his right hand – the same ones dripping with the saliva he’d just wiped from her chin – slipped between Gina’s firm thighs to press against her bare pussy.

The wetness coating them helped Malcolm’s thick fingers slither smoothly across her skin. His fingertips nuzzled between the lips of her pussy, and Gina’s own saliva guided them along the full length of her exposed cunt. Within a second or two, his fingers were pressed against her clitoris, and he gently started rubbing a circle around her dormant little nub.

It didn’t stay dormant for very long.

With her saliva ensuring his fingers moved seamlessly, Malcolm started stroking Gina’s clitoris – his fingertips moving in circles around it, while his thumb pressed against the entrance to her pussy.

“Mmmpgh!” Gina’s eyes rolled upwards at the sudden sensation – an intense burst of pleasure that she was angry and ashamed about experiencing. “Mmmpgh!”

Fuck! That son-of-a-bitch!

As Gina knelt there, bound and helpless, Malcolm slid his fingers deeper between her thighs and teased her with saliva-slick expertise. Her body instantly betrayed her – goosebumps rippling across her bare skin, her nipples hardening into bullet points, and her pussy gushing with wetness.

“That’s my girl.” Malcolm’s voice was even more humiliating than Gina’s reluctant arousal. “You can’t be married for fifteen years and not know a little about how to rev your wife’s engine.”

“Mmmpppgh!”

Gina had meant to mumble an angry protest, but the sensation of Malcolm’s stroking fingers turned it more into an angry and frustrated moan. Gina squirmed on the ottoman – infuriated at Malcolm touching her, and even more infuriated about the way her body had instantly responded.

And it got worse. As Malcolm’s fingers expertly teased her, Gina felt her pussy growing wetter and wetter.

She was furious at Malcolm – she wanted to kill him – but he was also coaxing her with the nimble fingers of a guitar virtuoso. She let out a shuddering moan as her husband replaced the fingertips circling her clit with the pad of his thumb, and slid those two fingers deep inside her instead.

Gina’s pussy gushed as he stretched and filled her – curling his digits inside her to expertly tease her g-spot.

“Mmmpgh!” Gina squirmed and struggled, as her husband expertly finger-fucked her from behind. “Mmmmpgh!”

God, she’d kill him if she ever got loose. She’d straight up murder his ass…

…although she might consider insisting her let her cum first.

And that was the most frustrating thing – because she knew Malcolm could make her cum. He was coaxing her now with his fingers – sliding them deeper inside her and wriggling them against her g-spot, all the while rubbing her clitoris inexorably with his thumb. He was getting her more and more turned on – wetness was starting to dribble down her thighs…

…but he wasn’t letting her cum.

He was teasing her.

“Mmmmph!” Gina’s eyes rolled upwards. Saliva drooled down her chin, dripping onto the cushions beneath her. “Mmmmmph!”

Her nipples were painfully hard now. Her big breasts ached with arousal. Butterflies churned in her stomach, and Gina’s body with shivering with goosebumps.

Malcolm’s thrusting fingers were making a wet squelch-squelch-squelch noise as he sunk them in and out of her, and Gina was actually ashamed at how wet her pussy was getting.

God, why couldn’t he just let her cum? Shit, at this point, if Malcolm made her cum, she might even consider forgiving him for this indignity.

(Although, let’s be real, probably not for long.)

But he didn’t, and he wasn’t. He was just teasing her more and more – fucking Gina with those gently squirming fingers of his, and getting her closer and closer to the knife-edge of orgasm…

…without ever nudging her over the edge.

“Mmmpgh!” Gina’s eyes rolled upwards. “Mmmmpgh!”

Oh, fuck – just let me cum already, Gina growled to herself.

She even started thrusting her ass back onto Malcolm’s thick fingers – the only movement he’d given her the freedom to still make. She skewered herself on this deliciously thick fingers of his, hoping beyond hope that he’d let her coax herself over the tipping point of climax.

But he didn’t.

In fact, she could tell, Malcolm was deliberately holding her back from orgasm.

Oh, you fucker! Gina growled at him. Just let me fucking cum already!

Although it came out as more of a: “Mmmmpgh!”

Trembling in desperate need, Gina squeezed shut her eyes and thrust her hips back, trying hope beyond hope to fuck Malcolm’s fingers to the point of climax…

…and then he upped the ante.

She saw Malcolm kneeling down in the reflection in the mirror – sinking down onto his knees behind her ass, while never pausing with the firm strokes of his thrusting fingers.

His face was suddenly hidden from view behind the upturned reflection of her round, curvaceous rear-end – but Gina could envision what she was missing. She imagined Malcolm’s handsome face, staring at her round, ripe cheeks, breathless in appreciation.

She knew how much he loved her curves, and she knew right then and there that he was taking a moment to appreciate the unhindered view of her upturned ass.

She was bare, and on display, and presented shamelessy because of the way he’d tied her up.

Gina both loved him and hated him for that. She snarled at the indignity of being tied up like this… but she shivered at the thought of her husband gazing lustfully at her bare ass. There was nothing sexier than being desired – even by a man she was currently plotting to murder in a variety of cruel and ingenious ways.

But that train of thought derailed violently when Malcolm took his free hand – the one that wasn’t buried two fingers deep inside her quivering pussy – and spread the cheeks of her upturned ass.

“Mmmph!”

Gina’s eyes widened, as she felt the cool air conditioning between the crack of her ass. Then the mumble turned to a muffled shriek, as she felt her husband nuzzle his face between her spread cheeks, and his thick, rough tongue slurped her from top to bottom.

“Mmmmmpppgh!”

Holy shit! Malcolm’s scalding tongue slurped right across the wrinkled knot of Gina’s ass, and then swirled around it wetly – saliva drooling between her cheeks.

“Mmmpgh!”

Her eyes shot open. Gina stared in disbelief at her ball-gagged reflection in the mirror, as she felt her husband’s stubbled chin muzzle between the cheeks of her ass, and his thick, probing tongue tease and lick her asshole.

Fuuuck!

This kind of thing was not usual for their love-making – not that this could really be classified as ‘love-making.’ Dear Malcolm was very orally talented (she’d had to have some reasons to stay married to him) but his tongue never usually travelled this far south (or north, given that Gina was currently tied up on her knees.)

Her first thought was how grateful she was that she’d freshly showered that morning – and her tight little asshole was fastidiously clean.

Her second thought – and this was the one that made her pussy suddenly gush with wetness – was how wrong it was for Malcolm to be licking her there.

That was nasty. That was dirty, and disgusting, and wicked – the sort of thing you only ever saw in porn movies…

…but fuck did it feel good.

Gina moaned, and squeezed shut her eyes, and felt a huge throb between her legs. A hot gush of wetness ran down her thighs, and she felt a drooling surge of saliva dribble down her chin. God, these cushions were going to be ruined by the time Malcolm was done with her.

But one thing Malcolm seemed nowhere near was being done with her. His fingers writhed and wriggled as they thrust inside of her, his thumb swirled relentlessly around Gina’s clitoris, and now his tongue was teasing and probing her tight little asshole – nudging it open deeper and deeper, and drooling scalding saliva between her cheeks.

Gina groaned, and squirmed, and thrust her ass back onto Malcolm’s probing tongue and thrusting fingers, trying desperately to nudge herself past the point of orgasm.

God, if he didn’t make her cum soon she was going to have a whole new reason to be mad at him…

…if she was still sane at that point. Right then her breasts were aching, and her nipples were throbbing, and she could feel every beat of her pulse between her legs. Gina was so fucking close to climax that if Malcolm didn’t hurry up and let her cum, she was convinced she’d lose her mind. Her brains would simply melt and leak out through her ears, and then she’d just be a mindless fuck doll, tied up and helpless, and eager for Malcolm to use any way he pleased.

And the worst part? If it meant she’d be allowed to cum, she’d have willingly accepted that fate.

Then, finally, Malcolm’s wicked plans seemed to reached fruition. As Gina thrust her hips back and skewered herself on his probing fingers and tongue, Malcolm felt about blindly beneath the ottoman and finally pulled out something he’d clearly secreted there earlier.

There was the ‘click’ of a bottle cap, and then he pulled his face from between Gina’s cheeks, and the next thing she felt was an icy chill as something cold and wet was drooled between the buns of her ass.

“Mmmpgh!”

Gina’s eyes shot open. She looked in the mirror, at Malcolm’s reflection as he pulled his head from her ass. He was pouring lube over and between Gina’s cheeks as if her ass was a sundae and the lube was chocolate syrup.

Malcolm’s eyes were flashing dangerously. His chin and lips were glistening with wetness, and as he peered down between the cheeks of her ass, it was like he was staring at an unexploded bomb he’d been ordered to diffuse.

(Although given how close Gina was to orgasm, an explosion of some sort was most certainly imminent.)

And then Malcolm held up the object he’d grabbed from beneath the ottoman.

Gina’s eyes widened as she saw the reflection of it in the mirror.

A big, black butt plug.

She was painfully familiar with it – well, not painfully. It was one of a litany of sex toys they’d bought, but one that had never actually seen action - yet.

But now Malcolm was wielding the big, black, rubbery butt-plug like he intended to use it. Gina shuddered. It was huge, and she knew from reading the packaging that it had a built-in vibrator inside it.

“Mmmmmpgh!”

Oh, not. He couldn’t be thinking…

…could he?

But apparently, he could – because Malcolm’s reflection in the mirror grinned wickedly, and the next thing Gina knew was the feeling of that butt plug being pushed gently between the cheeks of her upturned ass.

The lubricant he’d poured between her cheeks did it’s job, and her firm buns parted like the Red Sea in that Bible story. Then the gently pointed end of the butt plug pressed against the wrinkled knot of Gina’s tight little asshole…

…and Malcolm pushed.

“Mmmmpgh!” Gina’s eyes shot open, as she felt her ass resist the invasion. “Mmmmmpgh!”

But it was no good. The copious lube, combined with Malcolm’s deeply probing tongue, did what he’d clearly planned it to.

Gina’s ass tightened one last time, in a token show of resistance, and then blossomed like a flower. She felt, rather than heard, a loud ‘pop’ as the butt plug disappeared inside of her, and then Gina’s greedy little asshole slurped the whole thing inside right up to the oversized, flanged base.

Her eyes shot open wide.

“Mmmmmmmpgh!”

Holy shit! Her ass!

Gina’s ass was suddenly stuffed and stretched wider than it ever had been in her life – and she was a girl who’d never turned down a little anal. But there was nothing ‘little’ about this anal – and her eyes were instantly bulging just as much as her ass was.

And finally, staring at the black base protruding between her cheeks, Malcolm reached down to press a little silver button on the butt plug, and the vibrator buried deep inside it rattled into life.

“Mmmmmpghhhh!”

Gina honestly thought she’d die. She honestly thought her ass would explode, her pussy would gush like a tsunami, and she’d drown Malcolm with her wetness…

…which, to be honest, was no less than the fucker deserved.

But instead, Malcolm left that huge plug shuddering in her ass and returned his focus to her pussy. His thumb swirled relentlessly around her clitoris. He added a third finger to the two already pistoning in and out of her quivering pussy. He coaxed her g-spot with the expertise of a safe cracker, and then suddenly the knife-edge of orgasm because a bottomless precipice that Gina found herself balanced over.

She squeezed shut her eyes. She let out a mumbled, muffled cry of please that sent great strands of glistening saliva down her chin. Then, finally, after what seemed like forever…

…Gina came.

Fuuuck! It was like no orgasm she’d ever experienced before. She’d read stories that described orgasm as an ‘explosion.’ Well, this was more like a nuclear detonation. Every cell in Gina’s body detonated, and great shuddering waves of pleasure radiated from between her legs, and she literally lost consciousness as her whole body was wracked with spasms of ecstasy.

She gushed on Malcolm’s thrusting fingers – literally squirting like a firehose. The ottoman was flooded with her wetness, the cushions beneath her were soaked with the saliva drooling down from her ball-gagged mouth, and for a few blissful moments Gina was so lost in pleasure that she couldn’t have even told you what her name was.

And then slowly, gasping and snorting for air, Gina drifted back down to reality.

Malcolm reached up and switched off the vibrating butt plug – leaving it lodged deeply in her ass. That was bad enough – but the continued shuddering vibrations would have killed her,

Head swimming, pussy throbbing, breasts aching and ass stretched to breaking point, Gina found herself still tied up on that ottoman – and Malcolm making no effort to untie her.

He did unclip the ball-gag, though – and as he pulled the rubbery ball from between Gina’s teeth she coughed up a drooling mouthful of saliva, and then spat it out at the same time she spat out the words: “Oh, you fucker!”

Malcolm laughed.

He stood towering over her, as Gina shuddered and shivered in the aftershocks of orgasm, and just laughed.

She was trembling too hard to make her usual snide comments, and as she looked at Malcolm’s reflection in the mirror, she couldn’t wait for him to pull down those tented pajama pants and plunge that huge, hard cock of his into her soaking, quivering, absolutely ruined pussy.

Because that’s what he was planning to do, right?

That’s why Malcolm was putting her through all this, right? To make her damn-near lose her mind from an explosive orgasm, and then fuck some sense into her like the angry little cock-hungry bitch she was.

Because right now, that’s what she wanted. That’s all she wanted.

But he didn’t.

Malcolm just stood there, a wolfish smile on his handsome face, and he absentmindedly stroked his huge cock through the thin material of his pajama pants.

“W-why don’t you quit fucking around and s-stick in in me already,” Gina stammered, her piss and vinegar returning. “T-that’s what you did this for, right?”

And as if challenging him, she wiggled her backside back and forth – which was pretty much all she could do, with her wrists and ankles tied so tightly.

Wiggling her backside extenuated the stretched fullness of the butt plug in her ass, and Gina’s pussy throbbed at the sensation.

She looked up into Malcolm’s cruelly sneering face, and growled:

“Or are you planning to stick it in my ass?” She wiggled her backside again, and the stretched feeling made wetness dribble down her thighs. “That’s what the plug was for, I assume.”

Gina shuddered, imagining the delicious discomfort she’d feel as Malcolm pulled that oversized plug from her ass, and then replaced it with his straining, rigid cock. She normally avoided anal because Malcolm’s cock was just too damn large – but her ass was eager for it today. Her pussy throbbed at the thought of her husband pounding her ass and exploding deep inside her…

But instead, Malcolm just stood there.

“C’mon,” Gina felt the anger welling up inside her again. “Just do something already.” She was uncomfortable, tied up like this – and it was only the good kind of uncomfortable as long as she had a dick inside her.

But Malcolm ignored her.

He turned, and crossed the room – pulling open the drawer to the bureau and pulling out some more mysterious objects.

“What are you doing?” Gina growled. Her pussy was throbbing. Her ass was hungry for his cock. However, if he didn’t hurry up, her arousal would turn back to anger and she’d happily leave him with blue balls just to punish him for his insolence.

She squirmed against the ropes.

Obviously, he’d have to let her go first.

But apparently that was not part of Malcolm’s plan – because when he turned around again, he was holding two objects that suggested he didn’t have any intention of releasing her any time soon.

One was a large, curved vibrator – Gina’s favorite one, with a vibrating rabbit head at the top and a thick, thrusting head.

The second object was her Hitachi vibrator – the one she’d coaxed herself to countless orgasms with over the years.

Gina stiffened when she saw them.

“Enough, Malcolm,” she warned. “I just want you to fuck me now.” A little uncharacteristic meekness entered her voice. “I-I don’t think I can handle any of that right now.”

And she honestly felt like she couldn’t. That had been a powerful orgasm earlier. It would just be cruelty to try and continue teasing her now.

But Malcolm just advanced, a vibrator in each hand.

“You can handle that,” he warned, a devilish smile stretching across his face, “and a whole lot more.” And then he knelt down, his face inches from hers, and warned his wife: “In fact, you’ll be surprised at what I’ve got in store for you.”

For one of the first times in her life, Gina felt a genuine thrill of fear.

“No, seriously,” she pleaded. “Untie me.” She gulped dryly. “I’ll fuck you oh-so-good, Malcolm.” Gina looked up at her looming husband, and bit her bottom lip in a rare moment of submissiveness. “You can stick it in my ass.” She paused. “You’re going to stick it in my ass. I know.”

But Malcolm just laughed.

It was that wolfish laugh from earlier – the one that sent shivers of delicious anxiety through her body.

“Oh, you’re going to get it in the ass, alright,” Malcolm warned. “And a whole lot more besides. But not yet.”

And then he straightened up, and stepped behind Gina once again.

She looked up at his reflection in the mirror, as he gazed down at Gina’s upturned ass with a gleam in his eyes.

He took the long, pink vibrator that Gina loved so much and pressed the head against the lips of her glistening pussy.

“Oh, fuuuck!” Gina’s eyes widened, as she felt him press the thick vibrator inside her. She was already so dripping wet that nothing in the world could have prevented it sinking insider her, inch after inch, deeper and deeper until it was lodged to the hilt and the vibrating rabbit head was pressed against her clitoris.

With a wicked chuckle, Malcolm turned it on.

“Huuungh!” Gina was suddenly incapable of words. Nothing but a hot, wet, guttural moan left her mouth as the shaft of that thick vibrator started to churn deep inside her, and the vibrating head began to buzz powerfully against her clitoris.

It was an expensive vibrator, and clearly fully charged. Setting it to an intermittent rhythm of powerful vibrations, Malcolm pushed the rabbit as deeply inside Gina as he could, and then watched with satisfaction as it squirmed and shuddered inside of her.

“Oh, God,” Gina rolled her eyes. She was losing her damn mind. “Oh, Jesus, Malcolm – that’s too much.” She squirmed her hips, trying to dislodge the vibrator from inside her. “Y-you’re going to kill me.”

Malcolm just laughed.

“But what a way to go, right?”

“Huuungh,” Gina squeezed shut her eyes and squirmed. God, she was feeling pleasure building between her thighs again. She couldn’t believe Malcolm was doing this. It was just cruelty at this point.

But it got worse.

Taking the Hitachi, Malcolm wedged the base between Gina’s knees and squished the bulbous head between her thighs. Her thighs were tied so tightly together that they clamped down tightly on the thick vibrator, and it was positioned firmly against her clitoris – just a centimeter higher than the already shuddering head of the pink one.

Malcolm’s eyes flashed, and he turned the Hitachi onto its lowest setting.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” Gina arched her back as much as she could, tied up like she was. The Hitachi was rumbling right up against her clitoris, and combined with the sensation of the squirming, shuddering vibrator buried deep inside her, it was enough for Gina to practically lose her mind.

“Y-you’ve got to stop.” She didn’t even have the ball-gag in her mouth any more, but Gina was drooling. Pleasure was shuddering through her relentlessly, driven by those two powerful vibrators, and the worst part is that Gina didn’t know when it would end, or whether Malcolm would ever show her any mercy.

And then he ramped it up even more…

Gently stroking the cheeks of Gina’s ass, Malcolm pressed the silver button on the flanged back of the butt plug.

The powerful vibrator surged into life, and Gina really did lose it this time. The combination of all three toys – stuffing and stretching and shuddering in every hole she had – made her wail in anguish, and a flood of wetness gushed down her thighs.

“Oh, please, Malcolm,” Gina begged. “Oh, God, this is too much!” She turned and looked up at the reflection of her husband – and did what she never thought she’d ever do. She submitted to him.

“God, please, baby,” Gina begged. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry I was such a bitch.” She felt the saliva drooling down her chin, just like her wetness was drooling down her thighs. “Oh, fuck… I’m sorry. I’m sorry, and I’ll do whatever you want.” Her eyes rolled upwards. “I’m fucking begging you… I’ll do whatever you want. I’m yours – completely.”

And then she came.

With a wail, Gina climaxed loudly, and wetly, and shuddered as she was wracked by endless spasms of pleasure that left her shivering…

…but Malcolm just watched.

He crossed his arms, the front of his pajama pants tenting out ridiculously, and watched as his wife was literally tortured with pleasure.

“Oh, God!” Gina tossed her head back and forth, eyes rolling upwards, “Oh, God, you’re fucking killing me!” And then she came again.

At this point, she was worried Malcolm was going to drive her to heights of pleasure so extreme that they’d leave her brain dead. She’d just be a mindless fuck doll, for him to take his pleasure with as he wanted…

…and she was okay with that.

In fact, it made her pussy surge like a waterfall.

But instead, Malcolm smiled even wider, and knelt down in front of his wife as she squirmed and shuddered and shivered in a cruel and endless torment of pleasure.

“Oh, God, Malcolm,” Gina moaned, staring into her husband’s eyes and feeling a strange new emotion flooding her. “Y-you’re so cruel.”

Malcolm’s smile widened.

“No, I’m not,” he purred. “Not normally.” And then his eyes glinted wickedly. “But I think you only respect me when I am.”

Gina moaned at the suggestion.

Malcolm leaned forward and kissed his wife wetly on the mouth. Gina practically devoured him in response. Every cell in her body was buzzing, and she literally feasted on his lips and tongue, making out with Malcolm desperately…

Desperately seeking a rock in the quivering, shivering jello that her deliciously tortured body had become.

Finally, Malcolm pulled his mouth away. Long strands of saliva stretched from her lips to his.

He looked Gina deeply into the eyes. She stared hotly back.

And then she came again.

Gina sobbed in pleasure, and shuddered as another relentless wave of ecstasy rolled over her. You could practically hear the wetness pouring down her thighs, and her breasts ached like smoldering rocks – her nipples rearing out as thick and hard as the tips of her pinky fingers.

Malcolm laughed, watching her shudder and squirm.

“Now I have a surprise for you,” he purred.

Gina struggled desperately to keep hold of reality.

“N-now you have a surprise for me?” She sobbed. “Oh, God, I thought this was a surprise.”

Malcolm laughed wickedly.

He reached over and placed his palm against Gina’s cheek. Thoughtlessly, she turned her hand and sucked his thumb into his mouth – slurping on it as if it was his cock…

…wishing, or praying, that it was his cock.

Maybe if she could suck on his cock, and coax his cum across her tongue, and eagerly gulp it down… Maybe then he’d end this cruelty.

But it wasn’t to be.

“You only respect me when I’m cruel, Gina,” Malcolm purred, as she suckled on her thumb like a baby. “So I’m going to be so cruel to you today.”

“Y-you already are,” Gina sobbed, feeling the pressure of another orgasm building between her thighs.

“Oh, no,” Malcolm warned. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

He pulled his palm from Gina’s cheek – which was an act of cruelty in itself.

“When we make love,” Malcolm purred. “Or, correction – when we fuck... There’s this fantasy you keep coming back to. About watching me with another woman.”

Gina groaned, barely understanding his words.

“You’re always so jealous of my friendships with other women. You make up stories about watching me with another girl when we have sex.” He laughed cruelly. “It only occurred to me today what that means.”

“W-what does it mean?” Gina asked – although at that point she could barely remember her own name, let alone process his complex answer.

“You like the idea of watching me with somebody else,” Malcolm explained. “With a guy, when they get turned on watching their wife with another man, it’s called being a ‘cuckold.’ I think the female version is called a ‘cuck-queen.’”

“Huuungh,” Gina moaned, shuddering.

“That’s what you are, darling,” Malcolm purred, reaching over to gently pinch and squeeze Gina’s distended nipples. “And I realize how that the only answer to your bitchiness, and jealousy, and controlling ways is to give you exactly what you want.”

Gina’s head flopped forward. Drool stretched from the corner of her mouth.

“In a moment I’m going to turn up that Hitachi another notch, and switch the vibrator to a different setting, and as you lose your fucking mind from pleasure, I’m going to introduce you to a brand new friend of mine – and you’re going to watch us together.”

Shivering, Gina lifted her head.

She looked into her husband’s eyes.

“W-what?”

Malcolm just smiled at her.

He just smiled at her as the door behind Gina opened. She saw it in the reflection of the mirror

The bedroom door opened and a woman stood framed in the doorway – a woman Gina had never seen before in her life.

She was a tall, curvaceous African-American woman with a bouffant of beautiful hair, thick lips and skin the rich, dark color of Hershey’s chocolate.

“W-who the fuck…?”

“This is Sabrina,” Malcolm purred, as the beautiful black girl sauntered into the room, and stood looming over Gina.

Gina literally swooned. The woman was tall, and her curvaceous body was thick and muscular. Gina’s nostrils were filled with this stranger’s intoxicating perfume, and when the woman eventually spoke, her voice was as deep and rich as Manouche jazz.

“Well, hello, honey.”

Gina shuddered as she stranger addressed her.

“Your handsome hubby here has told me all about you,” Sabrina purred, and Gina watched in horror as the curvaceous stranger curled one arm around her husband’s waist, and then stretched down to cup his crotch with the other – squeezing that huge hard-on that had been tenting out his pajama pants for hours.

Gina sobbed, squirming with shock, and jealousy.

“We’re going to have some fun, baby girl,” Sabrina purred, gazing down at Gina with huge, dark eyes. “You, me, your husband… and a few new friends of ours.”


Chapter Three

Just as Malcolm had threatened to, he cranked up the Hitachi to a higher power level, and set the vibrator to a new setting.

Gina literally sobbed, as the two powerful vibrators tortured her pussy, and the butt plug continued to rumble relentlessly in her ass.

She was going to die, she knew. She was going to have an aneurism from orgasms, and never even find out who this bitch groping her husband was.

Her anger was all that sustained her.

As she sobbed and shivered on her knees, Gina gazed up at the new arrival and glowered at her. Who was this gorgeous monster? With her thick curves, and throaty voice? Where had Malcolm even met her? What was she doing here?

But that last question Gina soon had an answer to.

The stranger – Sabrina – turned and gazed down at Gina with a smile on her thick lips. God, she was intimidating. She must have stood six or seven inches taller than Gina, and her dark skin and firm muscles made her look dangerous and powerful. Her big, brown eyes smoldered with intensity, and she just radiated a predatory confidence.

“So, babygirl,” Sabrina put her hands on her curvy hips, and peered down at Gina as she squirmed and shivered on the ottoman, “your hubby here got talking with me at our monthly writer’s meeting and we just kind of connected, y’know?”

Connected? Her prim and classy husband and this smoldering, panther-like woman? What on earth could they have in common? If you stood them side to side, you probably couldn’t find two more different people…

But even as Gina thought that, she realized she was wrong.

What did that old wisdom say? That your first thought represents your conditioning, and your second thought represents the true you.

Gina realized that her initial reaction had been her conditioning. She’d seen this powerful, predatory woman with the smoldering eyes and chocolate brown skin and made instant assumptions about her.

But then she thought about everything she’d learned – even in the few moments she’d known this stranger.

She’d mentioned a writing group – she was a writer, like her husband. That gave them something in common.

Sabrina had a stunning, powerful body – a thick waist, curved biceps and thighs that stretched the material of her yoga pants almost to breaking point. She clearly lifted weights – which was also one of her husband’s favorite hobbies.

And then there was the wicked look in her eyes – that smoldering intensity, and the way she looked at Gina as if she was considering eating her.

Malcolm looked at her in the same way. There was something very predatory and sexual about it.

As Gina knelt, hands behind her wrists, she gazed up at the beautiful black stranger and realized Sabrina had more in common with her husband than she’d like to admit.

Not least of which: Their current situation.

Sabrina was side-by-side with Malcolm, and they were peering down at Gina like two lions might look at a plump and delicious antelope.

Gina shivered – a shiver entirely different to her squirming, shuddering sexual arousal. She was scared. She was genuinely scared at how helpless she was in this situation.

And the worst part?

It turned her on.

Gina felt tears of delicious shame well up in her eyes, as she remembered what they’d been talking about just a few minutes earlier – about that car ride, when the police car appeared in the rear-view mirror.

Gina had a fear boner – or, at the very least, the female equivalent of one.

And even if she didn’t have a squirming vibrator stretching her pussy, or a powerful Hitachi pressed against her clit, or even that thick butt plug buried deep inside her ass, Gina realized she’d have flooded the ottoman beneath her with wetness.

She’d never been more terrified, or more turned on, in her entire life.


Chapter Four

Pleasure was building up between Gina’s tortured thighs with the intensity of a pressure cooker. As the vibrating toys coaxed her closer and closer to another reluctant climax, Gina looked up at the powerful black stranger and felt an intense, arousing shame at the thought of climaxing in front of her.

Tied up and helpless, Gina was about to cum for the fourth or fifth time – like a wanton little slut, with no power over her own body.

She sobbed, and sunk her teeth into her bottom lip, and then squeezed shut her eyes as another orgasm wracked her entire body.

“Oh, damn,” it was Sabrina, with that intoxicatingly throaty voice of hers. “Look at your little lady go.”

Gina squeezed shut her eyes even tighter and focused on the stranger’s words. She was riding a wave of pleasure right at that second, and Sabrina’s throaty, rumbling voice was somehow just as stimulating as the vibrators.

“Look at her nipples,” Sabrina kept talking… and then she did the unthinkable, and Gina felt the stranger’s hot hands reach down to stroke her bare breasts and pinch her nipples. Gina groaned hotly. “They’re the size of my pinky finger,” Sabrina purred, gently pinching and twisting Gina’s hard, brown nipples. “Jesus, Malcolm – how long have you kept the poor bitch like this?”

Malcolm laughed, and there was something deliciously sadistic about it.

“Not nearly long enough,” he growled. “Today was the final straw, and I thought it was time to teach my darling wife some respect. I’m going to make her cum so many times she won’t even remember her own name.”

Gina sobbed as another wave of pleasure washed over her. She was pretty much there already.

“We’d better get this party started,” Sabrina continued to gently tease Gina’s nipples, “before this beautiful bitch has her brains leak out of her ears.”

Party? What the fuck did she mean?

Gina moaned softly as Sabrina continued to pinch her nipples. Her nostrils filled with the scent of the stranger’s perfume as Sabrina knelt down in front of her – face-to-face with Gina as she knelt squirming on the ottoman.

Gina opened her eyes, and found herself staring into Sabrina’s hypnotic gaze. The beautiful black woman – not girl, definitely a woman – was an inch away from her, and her breath was hot on Gina’s face.

“Your handsome hubby tells me you’re the jealous kind,” Sabrina purred, continuing to roll Gina’s nipples back and forth between her thumb and forefinger. “But that you get turned on by it.”

“Huuungh,” Gina groaned, squirming her hips as the vibrators continued to torment her.

“Well, babygirl,” Sabrina licked her thick lips. “We’re going to put your hubby’s theory to the test. We’re going to see just what effect that jealousy has on you.” And then Sabrina glanced up at Malcolm, and her eyes flashed. “Have to admit, I’ve been looking forward to this ever since I met your handsome hubby.”

“W-why are you doing this?” Gina sobbed, feeling another orgasm slowly building between her thighs.

Sabrina turned back to her, and her eyes flashed again.

“Because it turns me on,” she purred. “Because I think your husband deserves it. Because I think you deserve it.” She leaned forward, and Gina’s eyes shot open as she felt the gorgeous black stranger press her lips against hers.

Gina’s pussy gushed involuntarily.

Sabrina was making out with her! The beautiful black stranger was writhing her thick, soft, sensuous lips against Gina’s, and teasing her with a thick, powerful tongue.

Gina had kissed more than a few girls in her time – but never like this.

Her nostrils were filled with Sabrina’s perfume. The beautiful stranger painted Gina’s lips with her saliva. They kissed with a slow, sensuous passion unlike anything Gina had ever experienced – and even as their lips writhed together and their tongues squirmed, Gina felt Sabrina’s powerful fingers pinching and teasing her nipples.

Oh God, Gina groaned to herself. This is madness.

And it was. When she’d sent the kids off to her parents, she’d imagined a satisfying quickie with her husband and then an afternoon spent watching Grey’s Anatomy on the couch.

Instead she was bound and helpless, quivering with pleasure, while a beautiful black stranger made out with her like they were horny teenagers in the back seat of a Camaro.

Eventually, with a wet-sounding smack, Sabrina pulled her lips away from Gina’s and released her nipples.

Gina moaned, feeling her swollen nipples throb, and her breasts ache with need.

She gazed into Sabrina’s huge, brown eyes and butterflies churned in her stomach.

“Damn!” Sabrina’s voice was a throaty murmur. “I think your wife’s fallen in love with me.”

And the worst part?

She had.

Gina gazed into Sabrina’s handsome, brown face and felt her stomach churn. Maybe it was the intense, intoxicating sexual arousal. Maybe it was Sabrina’s perfume. Whatever the reason, the gorgeous black stranger was right.

Gina had fallen in love with her. She just wanted to feel Sabrina’s lips on hers again, and squirm to the touch of the black woman’s fingers on her nipples.

Sabrina laughed.

“My work here is done,” she murmured, straightening up and once again towering over the bound-and-helpless housewife.

Gina moaned softly.

“Okay, babygirl,” reaching down to stroke Gina’s cheek, Sabrina purred: “Now it’s time for the first act.” And then she turned to Malcolm, and reached her arms out to curl them around his waist.

Gina’s eyes widened, as she watched this beautiful black stranger embrace her husband…

…and then kiss him!

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Gina sobbed, as she watched Malcolm and Sabrina kiss – devouring each other as they stood looming over her.

They were making out like teenagers. Malcolm’s hands explored the impossible curves of Sabrina’s muscular body,  while Sabrina reached down to squeeze and tease the huge hard-on tenting out the front of Malcolm’s pants. All the while, their lips writhed against each other, and the wet sound of hot-and-heavy making out drowned out even the insistent buzzing of the vibrators lodged between Gina’s thighs.

Gina squirmed, and sobbed, and shivered as she watched.

Her husband! Her handsome, sweet, loyal husband…

…he was cheating on her.

He was making out with a stranger right in front of her. He was letting this beautiful black woman squeeze his cock, and he was feeling her up as they kissed.

A searing shard of pain and anger sunk deep into Gina’s heart, and tears of anguish welled in her eyes.

Yet, at the same time, an angry throb between her legs made her moan, and a gush of arousal welled inside her pussy.

Gina realized the impossible.

She was wracked by jealousy, and pain, and anguish…

…but she also thought the sight of her husband making out with another woman was the sexiest fucking thing she’d ever seen in her life.

Oh, fuck – it was delicious torture. It was anguish, and it was ecstasy. As Gina watched, she felt her stomach flip at the thought of her husband’s lips and hands on the body of another woman…

…but fuck did it look sexy.

Her husband’s pale face, pressed against Sabrina’s dark, chocolate skin. His white hands exploring her dark body. Malcolm’s gym-honed muscles, mirroring those of this beautiful black stranger.

In isolation – objectively – they looked beautiful together.

It was only in the context of Gina’s current situation that it hurt. But it hurt deliciously. Was there a word for what she was feeling right now? To be tormented by the most intense and anguished jealousy she’d ever experienced, but also to be so aroused she thought she’d lose her damn mind?

God, if only she could think straight. If only that thick, satisfying vibrator wasn’t squirming relentlessly against her g-spot, and that powerful Hitachi wasn’t strumming her clitoris like a guitar string. If only her ass wasn’t stretched and filled with that vibrating butt plug – teetering on the knife-edge between pleasure and pain, and filling her ass with a delicious discomfort that made her tight rear-end throb greedily.

She wished she wasn’t losing her mind from pleasure, because then maybe she’d be able to process what was happening to her.

Instead, Gina just squirmed, and shuddered, and moaned with desire…

…and then she came again.

As she watched her husband making out with this beautiful black stranger, Gina sobbed with pleasure, and yet another orgasm drove her closer and closer to the brink of madness.


Chapter Five

“When was the last time you sucked your husband’s cock?”

Sabrina was kneeling down in front of Gina again now – her eyes burning into Gina’s with a singular, erotic intensity.

Gina moaned hotly, studying the stranger’s face, seeing the wetness of her husband’s mouth still glistening on Sabrina’s lips.

“I can’t even remember the last time she sucked my cock,” Malcolm stood there, looming over the both of them. The front of his pajama pants was tented out obscenely, and Gina wondered if he was almost as painfully turned on as she was.

Sabrina laughed as she listened to Malcolm.

“Now, that’s a damn shame,” she purred, and reached up to play with Gina’s nipples again. Gina’s bare breasts were hanging either side of the cushions supporting her, and she moaned softly at the touch of Sabrina’s hands as she squeezed and pinched.

“So, why don’t you?” Sabrina’s gaze smoldered into Gina’s. “Why don’t you suck your husband’s dick any more?” Her thick lips curled. “I felt it through his pants. It feels like a nice dick.” Sabrina’s eyes flashed. “I mean, not the biggest I’ve ever had – but more than big enough.”

Gina sobbed, squirming as Sabrina tortured her nipples.

Still drunk with arousal, she allowed herself to ponder Sabrina’s question.

She was uncomfortable with the result.

It was true. Over the last few years she’d grown less and less enthusiastic about sucking Malcolm’s cock. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to suck dick – in fact, she always prided herself on her blowjob skills…

…but somehow, Malcolm’s thick cock no longer made her mouth water.

Maybe it was because he was slightly too big to be comfortable in her mouth. Maybe it was because he used to take a long time to cum.

Maybe those were just excuses.

Maybe Gina had just grown bored of it. Maybe she no longer felt like making the effort. In fact, maybe she deliberately didn’t make the effort – in some kind of unspoken retribution for the things she felt Malcolm didn’t make the effort in.

Marriage was tough. Fifteen years was a long time. If he didn’t make the effort to bring her home flowers or take her out for dinner any more, why should she make the effort to get down on her knees and wrap her lips around his meaty shaft?

It was all a game of give and take…

…right?

“You know, if you won’t suck his beautiful cock,” Sabrina purred, “he’ll just find some bitch who will. Keep your man’s balls empty and his stomach full – that’s what my momma always used to say to me. ‘Cos somewhere out there is a slut with a sandwich.”

Gina’s stomach flipped at Sabrina’s words.

“Just imagine how these would feel, wrapped about your handsome hubby’s dick.” Sabrina leaned forward and kissed Gina again – her thick, soft lips writhing against Gina’s even as Sabrina’s fingers pinched and rolled Gina’s nipples.

Gina sobbed, and made out furiously with Sabrina. It was all she could do – the only sensation she felt she still had control over. She kissed those big lips, and sucked Sabrina’s thick tongue into her mouth, and moaned hotly into this sexy stranger’s mouth as she squirmed and writhed and twisted in the agony of ecstasy.

And, as she made out with this beautiful black stranger, Gina’s mind couldn’t help but explore Sabrina’s question.

What would Sabrina’s thick lips feel, wrapped around Malcolm’s cock?

Sabrina’s African heritage was nowhere more obvious than with her sensuous, thick lips. They were so soft… So plump… As Gina breathed in, her nostrils were flooded with Sabrina’s perfume and musky scent, and Gina sobbed as her pussy throbbed in response.

Finally, after what seemed like a lifetime of delicious torture, Sabrina pulled her lips away – strands of saliva stretching from her mouth to Gina’s.

“Wow,” even the gorgeous black woman seemed a little flushed. “I’m not gonna lie, baby girl. Making out with you has me squirming like a schoolgirl.” She shivered. “You might be an ice queen with your poor husband, but I figure once you get warmed up, you’re a little tiger in the sack.”

Sabrina’s eyes flashed wickedly.

“We’ll soon find out.”

And then, still kneeling in front of Gina, Sabrina turned and looked up at Malcolm.

Gina’s husband peered down at the beautiful black woman’s face, his lips stretched in a mischievous grin.

“God, look at the two of you.” His eyes darted from Sabrina’s proud, lioness face to Gina’s flushed, tear-streaked cheeks. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen two more beautiful women in all my life.”

Sabrina’s thick lips curled.

“Oh, I can guarantee that, sugar,” she purred. “Now let’s stop with the chitter chatter and get down to business.”

And with that, Sabrina reached her large hands upwards and hooked her fingers into the waistband of Malcolm’s pajama pants.

With a yank, she tugged them down – and finally, Malcolm’s huge cock sprang free.

It was like unleashing a snow tiger from it’s cage. Proud and angry, and swollen with aching need, Malcolm’s dick bounced up and down until it finally came to rest – rearing from between his thighs like a pale, powerful torpedo.

Sabrina pulled the pajama pants from Malcolm’s ankles and tossed them over her shoulder. Then she studied the big dick bouncing at exactly eye-level with her.

Her eyes flashed.

“Well, will you look at that?” Turning to Gina, Sabrina licked her thick lips and growled: “You’ve been hiding this big, beautiful dick on me?” The beautiful black woman laughed mockingly and shook her head – her long black hair swaying from side to side as she did so. “I can’t believe you’ve got this big, thick dick to come home to every day, and you still act like a bitch.”

Gina sobbed, squirming in twisted pleasure.

“Well, why don’t you make yourself comfortable, baby girl,” Sabrina’s eyes flashed – she knew Gina was capable of no such thing – “and I’ll show you how you take care of a big, satisfying cock like that.”

And then she turned back, to gaze up at Malcolm with a look on her face that was a curious combination of submissive dominance.

Her long, brown fingers reached out to curl around Malcolm’s thick shaft. He groaned as he felt her touch on his straining cock.

Sabrina licked her lips, and opened her mouth.

“This baby ain’t going to suck itself.”


Chapter Six

Gina sobbed.

She was still helpless, on her knees, with her pussy and ass stretched and teased and tormented to the point of delirious madness.

And now she was watching another woman suck her husband’s cock.

As Gina knelt there, she watched Sabrina stretch those soft, sensuous lips of hers as if she was uttering a soundless scream – and then engulf Malcolm’s cock into her warm, wet mouth.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Malcolm’s knees nearly gave out. He had to reach out and brace himself against the bedpost as he was suddenly overwhelmed by the incredible sensation of Sabrina’s warm, sucking mouth.

“Mmmmph,” Sabrina curled her long, brown fingers around one of Malcolm’s pert ass cheeks – using his muscular butt to brace herself. Her other fingers reached between his thighs to gently knead and massage his heavy, egg-sized balls. “Mmmph!”

The wet sound of suction echoed across the bedroom. Slurp-slurp-slurp.

As Gina knelt there, wriggling her butt in frustration as those vibrators balanced her on the knife-edge of orgasm, she watched the proceedings with horror and fascination.

A kinky cocktail of jealousy and arousal pumped through her veins. It was like driving past a car accident – it was too painful to look, but Gina knew she couldn’t turn away.

Fuck, it looked sexy.

Sabrina was on her knees, bobbing her head back and forth, effortlessly coaxing inch after inch of Malcolm’s long, thick cock into her mouth until the beautiful black woman’s throat bulged with the width of it.

Saliva was drooling down Sabrina’s chin and dropping onto the material of her t-shirt, stretched across her huge breasts. That same spit was gushing down the shaft of Malcolm’s straining cock, soaking his balls, making the perfect lubricant for Sabrina’s fingers to squeeze and tease and knead his heavy balls.

And the sound of it all! Slurp-slurp-slurp. Suuuck! Drip, drip, drip. Sabrina was shameless as she drooled and gagged and gurgled – saliva drooling down Malcolm’s legs and strands stretching from her lips to his balls as she sucked and slurped on his glistening shaft.

Gina had heard about ‘sloppy’ blowjobs – but she’d had no idea. Sabrina was a Goddamned fucking master of them. As Gina knelt there, she realized she was witnessing the most intense, erotic and expert session of oral sex she ever would in her life. If there was a Nobel prize for sucking cock, Sabrina would have won it countless times already.

With a wet-sounding smack and a gurgling gasp for air, Sabrina pulled Malcolm’s cock from her mouth, and turned to Gina.

She never stopped stroking Malcolm’s shaft as she spoke – and all that drooling saliva made the perfect lubricant…

…but Sabrina took a moment to turn her flushed face to Gina, and grin at her gorgeously.

And she did look gorgeous. Her lioness mane was a tangled mess. Her eyes were flashing with passion. Sabrina’s lips were even more plump and swollen than before, and saliva and drool was dripping down her chin.

“Now that’s how you suck a cock, baby girl,” the beautiful black woman purred. “After today, it’s not going to matter that you don’t want to suck your poor hubby’s big, beautiful dick. He won’t be interested anyway. It’d be like being offered a hamburger off the dollar menu after tasting dry-aged filet mignon.”

Gina sobbed, tears running down her cheeks.

“Aww, don’t be sad, baby girl,” Sabrina leaned forward, and pressed her glistening lips against Gina’s. The two of them made out, and Gina’s nostrils flared as she breathed in the scent of her husband’s cock on another woman’s lips.

“I’ll teach you my secrets.” Sabrina pulled her mouth away, and pressed her soft palm against Gina’s cheek. “You do what I tell you to, and you’ll leave here today able to suck cock better than Bangkok ladyboy.” She snorted disdainfully. “Shit, after I’m finished with you, I’ll have to watch out for you stealing my men.”

Gina squeezed shut her eyes, and gasped, and felt yet another orgasm rock her.

“Aww, that’s right, baby girl,” Sabrina stroked Gina’s tear-streaked cheek. “You cum for us again. You’re going to be doing plenty of that today.”

As Gina returned to reality, she opened her eyes and found herself staring right into Sabrina’s beautiful brown eyes again.

“By the time we’re done with you, honey – you’ll be a whole different woman.”

And Gina sobbed, and panted, and gasped.

Because she’d cum so many times already that morning, she couldn’t even remember what woman she’d started off as.


Chapter Seven

Sabrina went back to sucking Malcolm’s cock, and Gina watched with butterflies churning in her aching stomach.

The beautiful black woman had peeled off her t-shirt at that point – growling “this isn’t spring break. I’m not in a damned wet t-shirt competition.” As she did so, she released two huge, firm breasts that flopped free and hung from her chest like ripe cantaloupes – beautiful, and brown, and peaked with two large brown nipples that were as pointed and tight as bullet points.

They were gorgeous. Everything about this woman was gorgeous. It was driving Gina crazy – well, as more crazy as she could get, wracked as she was by an hour or more of intense erotic torture.

The wet sound of suction started up again, as Sabrina engulfed Malcolm’s cock in her warm, wet, sucking mouth and began bobbing her head up and down.

Slurp-slurp-slurp. Saliva drooled down her chin, and fell in splattered globs on Sabrina’s beautiful breasts. Her fingers coaxed Malcolm’s heavy balls. Her other hand tightened on Malcolm’s pert, white ass – fingers nuzzling between his cheeks and teasing his ass.

“Oh, Jesus,” Malcolm was hanging off the bedpost. “T-that’s incredible.” He was a moment from collapsing, Gina knew. “I didn’t think… I didn’t think it could be like this.”

With a wet smack, Sabrina pulled her lips from Malcolm’s cock.

“Aww, your little babygirl there just needs some practice.” She turned to Gina and winked. “Don’t worry. You’ll be getting plenty of that.”

And then she turned back and Gina’s ears were tormented by that wet, slurping sucking noise again.

Jesus. It was excruciating.

It was also the most erotic sight Gina had ever seen.

Sabrina’s body was incredible – otherworldly, almost. The most impossible combination of muscles and curves. That dark, chocolate skin was flawless. Her ass and boobs were soft and generous. Her thighs and biceps were like bulging boulders. She was an African-American Wonder Woman, and Gina had never seen anything like her.

And maybe that was made this so tortuous.

Gina was wracked by that wicked combination of jealousy and arousal – squirming at how erotic the scene unfolding before her was, but at the same time twisted by the sight of her husband shamelessly allowing himself to be pleasured by another woman.

And what a woman!

That was the worst part.

Despite Malcolm’s claim, Gina wasn’t normally the jealous type. She didn’t need to be. She knew she looked like a curvy, compact Monica Bellucci – and despite Malcolm not having enjoyed the benefit recently, she also knew she sucked cock with more skill and enthusiasm than any other housewife.

She wasn’t threatened by any other regular woman. If she’d caught Malcolm having an affair, she wouldn’t be jealous. She’d be angry. She’d be judging the shit out of her husband for slumming it – for settling for second best, when he’d had her waiting for him at home.

Fuck, perhaps that was why Malcolm had never cheated on her before – the same hamburger-versus-filet-mignon metaphor Sabrina had used earlier.

But Sabrina wasn’t a hamburger.

No – as Gina watched this beautiful black stranger suck and slurp on her husband’s straining cock, Gina felt utterly intimidated. This was the one woman she couldn’t compete with. She couldn’t compete with her impossible curves, or towering frame, or her intoxicatingly dark skin and full, soft lips.

Sabrina was like a lioness, and she made Gina feel like a kitten by comparison.

Gina watched this incredible specimen of femininity drive her husband to the point of madness with her eager and talented mouth, and she let out a heart-wracked sob of jealously and anguish.

And then something broke inside of her.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes, and tightened her bound hands into fists, and surrendered to those relentless vibrators – still squirming and buzzing and throbbing between her thighs.

She came once again – another orgasm after countless others.

But this one cracked her bitchy veneer. It broke down her anger. It smashed the walls she’d built around herself after fifteen years of marriage, and left her naked and vulnerable as she came drifting back down to reality.

Gina flopped onto her knees, panting and gasping, and felt reborn.

She looked up at Sabrina, and her husband, and watched them with a new objectivity – a vulnerability she hadn’t allowed herself since childhood.

And that’s when Sabrina pulled her mouth from Malcolm’s straining cock, and wiped the drooling saliva from her chin.

The beautiful black woman knelt there, eyes flashing wickedly, and surveyed the shuddering, shaking, broken housewife bound on her knees before her.

“I think she’s ready, Malcolm,” Sabrina purred, still stroking Malcolm’s straining cock. “I think it’s time to welcome our other guests.”


Chapter Eight

Other guests?

What other guests?

As Gina trembled, delirious with pleasure, she wracked her brains, wondering what the beautiful black stranger had meant.

Sabrina had been enough of a surprise – and yet there were more people coming?

What the hell had her house become? Grand Central Station?

It was a bitchy comment – as broken as Gina was, you couldn’t take the Italian out of her completely. But it was also a valid one.

She wondered how long Malcolm had been planning this. Shit, Gina had foolishly thought it had been her idea to send the kids to her parents today.

She looked up woozily, at Malcolm’s towering form, and a new-found respect for her husband started emerging.

Turned out he was a lot more devious than she gave him credit for.

And as if reading her mind, Malcolm turned and looked down at his bound and helpless wife.

“Oh, you have no idea,” he told her.

Sabrina clambered up, wiping the saliva from her huge, heavy breasts.

“Oh, baby,” she turned and kissed Malcolm wetly. “You made a mess of me.”

“If you’d kept doing that thing with your tongue,” Malcolm squeezed Sabrina’s breasts with his eager white hands, “I’d have made even more of a mess of you.”

Sabrina’s eyes flashed.

“That’s a tempting thought.” But then she turned to Gina, and squeezed Malcolm’s hand. “But you’d better save it, baby.”

Gina trembled, feeling utterly powerless as this sadistic stranger and her cruel husband looked down at her like she was a delicious piece of meat about to be thrown on the grill.

And, in many ways, she feared she kind of was.

That fear was confirmed by a knock on the door.

“Come in, guys,” Sabrina rubbed her hands together, and turned to the door. “We’re all ready for you.”

Gina looked up at the mirror behind the bed, and saw the bedroom door behind her swinging open. These were the ‘guests’ she’d been warned about.

Her eyes widened. Her jaw hung open.

The door swung open, and a half-dozen stranger hustled into the room – one after the other. Each of them was even more intimidating than Sabrina had been – and just as black.

Six huge, towering, muscular black strangers – wearing t-shirts and sports gear, and eager, hungry looks on their dark faces.

Gina’s stomach did a flip. Her heart stopped for a tortuous moment…

…and a flood of wetness gushed down her thighs.


Chapter Nine

“Damn, Sabrina! What the fuck has been going on in here?”

It was one of the black strangers – a looming man built like a linebacker. With a shaven head and close-cropped goatee, he was one of the most intimidating men Gina had ever seen up close – and she was painfully aware of how vulnerable she was in front of him.

And not just him. The five other men, as well.

“Aww, we were just getting her warmed up,” Sabrina stepped up to the new arrival and kissed him wetly on the mouth – totally unselfconscious about her breasts hanging free, or the white husband standing behind her.

“I can see that,” one of the other strangers was looking down at Gina – drinking in her naked curves as she knelt there with her hands behind her back.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes in shame. She was utterly naked, and these six black strangers were studying her like a piece of meat.

It was the most excruciating moment of her life.

It also turned her on like she didn’t think possible.

“C’mon, let’s give the poor bitch some air.” It was a third stranger, stepping up to Gina and stroking her bare ass. With a groan of relief, Gina felt him switch off the buzzing Hitachi between her legs, and pull it away.

Gina wasn’t quite sure what he’d meant by “give the poor bitch some air” because she most-definitely did not breath from that end – but when the stranger pulled the squirming vibrator from her pussy, she also wasn’t about to complain.

The thick, squirming vibrator slithered free from Gina’s pussy, and her overflowing wetness dripped onto her bare legs. Last but not least was the oversized butt plug, stretching her ass. She cried out as the stranger tugged, and twisted, and finally popped the plug free from her tormented little butt.

“Damn. She could take on the football team, the way you two have warmed her up.” The stranger stood there, the glistening butt plug in his hand, and surveyed Gina’s plump and gleaming pussy and ass. “How many times did you make this bitch cum?”

“Enough for her to lose her damn mind,” Sabrina purred, crossing her arms in front of her big breasts, and winking triumphantly. “And we’ll do it again by the time we’re finished with her.”

The six new arrivals laughed, and high-fived, and Gina shivered as they surrounded her.

She was wracked with feelings.

The first was relief – God, it felt good for her pussy and ass to be free of those tortuous vibrators. She felt hollow and empty afterward – her pussy and ass secretly squirming to be filled again – but there’d been something cynical and inhuman about the countless orgasms Sabrina and Malcolm had forced her to endure.

Gina found herself craving a human touch.

Any human.

And that’s what was so twisted about all this.

The dripping vibrators were tossed in the corner of the room, and then the black strangers turned their attention to Gina’s bound and helpless body.

Big, calloused hands stroked her ass… Ran down the curves of her back… Squeezed her breasts as they hung either side of the pillows supporting her.

Gina trembled, watching in the mirror as these six black strangers explored her body. It felt so good to be touched by people – even if they were people who’s names she hadn’t even learned.

And then the one man who’s name she did know was suddenly kneeling in front of her.

Malcolm’s handsome face was inches from hers, and Gina didn’t know whether she wanted to kiss it, or spit in it.

Malcolm didn’t give her that choice.

He kissed her – and Gina tasted Sabrina on his lips.

“How are you holding up?”

As their lips parted, Malcolm looked deep into Gina’s gleaming eyes.

“I-I’m not sure if I hate you, or have never been more in love with you,” Gina admitted. She trembled, as the black strangers explored her body. “W-who are these people? What are you doing to me?”

Malcolm’s lips curled.

“Remember what I told you earlier?” He purred. “About you being a ‘cuck queen’ who secretly got turned on by the thought of her husband with another woman?”

Gina sobbed. She remembered how she’d felt watching Malcolm make out with Sabrina. It had been delicious torture.

“Well, I’m kind of the same way.” Malcolm lifted his hand and pressed his palm against Gina’s cheek. “I’m so fucking turned on at the thought of watching you with another man.” He gulped dryly, and all it took was a glance down at his straining cock to reveal just how turned on he was. “..or other men.”

Gina shuddered.

“M-men?” She looked up at the reflection of the six black strangers, who were stroking and squeezing and exploring her olive-skinned body with their dark, calloused hands. “Y-you mean these men?”

“Well,” Malcolm purred. “I didn’t invite them over the watch the game.”

Gina gulped, her mouth suddenly dry.

“Y-you can’t be serious.”

“I can, and I am,” Malcolm warned. “We’re going to torture each other today, my beautiful, bitchy baby girl. And it’s doing to be delicious.”


Chapter Ten

Gina squirmed as six black strangers felt her up.

“Damn, look at this bitches’ curves,” one of the black strangers purred, squeezing her ass. “I didn’t think they made white women like this.”

“She reminds me of that woman from that movie…”

“You’re going to have to be more specific, man.”

“What was that one with Keanu Reeves? The Matrix. Remember that hot piece of ass in the white dress?”

“Oh, Monica Bellucci. Yeah, she’s fine.”

“She looks a lot like Gianna Michaels.”

“The porn star?”

“Fuck yeah.”

“The one who fucks all those black guys.”

“That’s her.”

There was a ripple of laughter from the six strangers.

“That’s a coincidence.”

Gina shivered, squeezing shut her eyes and listening to their voices.

God, what a situation to be in.

Despite standing barely five feet tall, Gina was not exactly a shrinking violet. She was normally the badass little bitch in charge, and people jumped when she raised her voice…

(And, let’s be honest, she was Italian. She raised it a lot.)

This meant she was very uncomfortable having the tables turned – being utterly helpless and at the mercy of these strangers.

And, more so, being at the mercy of her husband.

And Malcolm was sitting on the edge of the bed, watching her, with a sadistic smile stretching across his handsome face.

And Sabrina?

The beautiful black woman was kneeling down in front of him, bobbing her head up and down in Gina’s husband’s lap.

It was like a knife twisted in Gina’s gut. She felt a hot sear of jealousy stab her, as she watched her husband being slurped, and sucked, and licked by a woman she couldn’t possibly compete with.

But wasn’t that the point?

She looked up at the men stroking, and exploring her body. She felt big, rough hands squeezing her dangling breasts. Calloused fingers stroked her bare ass. Thick fingertips ran up and down her exposed thighs – leaving a trail through the wetness still running down her skin.

As Gina watched in the mirror, she saw the black strangers peeling off their clothes – tossing t-shirts across the room, and tugging down their shorts.

One by one, the black strangers got naked.

Gina’s eyes widened.

Malcolm’s interest in watching her with other men hadn’t come entirely out of the blue. She and Malcolm watched a lot of porn together, and Malcolm had a fondness for the interracial scenes…

…but they hadn’t prepared her for the reality.

These six men were big – in every sense of the word.

Rippling muscles. Slap-like pecs. Bulging biceps. All swollen beneath beautiful black skin adorned with tattoos. These were six of the biggest, most athletic men she’d ever seen in her life.

And as they pulled off their shorts?

Porn had once again failed to prepare her.

Out swung huge black cocks that were so impossibly big that Gina wouldn’t have believed they existed if she’d seen them on TV screens.

But she couldn’t deny them now she was looking at them with her own two eyes.

As the men kicked off their shorts, Gina had a suddenly uncomfortable flashback to her last visit to the petting zoo – when she’d seen the horses with their impossibly huge cocks swinging back and forth between their legs.

It was a disgusting comparison – but a valid one.

And that was what made Gina suddenly feel more on the same level as her husband. She’d been incredibly intimidated by Sabrina – a gorgeous black woman that Gina felt she couldn’t possibly compete with.

But by comparison? Her handsome husband – even with his gym-honed muscles and thick cock – couldn’t compete with these black strangers.

These men were bigger than him. Darker than him. More muscular and masculine. And their cocks were impossibly huge.

Malcolm had nothing on them… Just like Gina felt she had nothing on Sabrina.

And as Gina turned back to her husband, and watched him eagerly staring at her, she felt a thrill run through her belly.

Malcolm was as tortured with jealousy and arousal as she was. And at excited her as much as it clearly excited him.


Chapter Eleven

“Damn, look at Sabrina go.”

The six black strangers were watching Sabrina, as she knelt between Malcolm’s knees and slurped and sucked on the white man’s cock.

“She’s like a fucking machine,” one of the men joked.

“Well, it’s easier, when you’ve got a little white dick to suck,” another shrugged. “I’d like to see her try that with this.”

And when he said ‘this’ he gestured towards his own cock, swinging at half-mast between his muscular thighs.

Gina peered at the reflection in the mirror, and her pulse raced. The stranger had a point.

Malcolm was very far from having a ‘little’ white dick – but even his impressive appendage had nothing on this black stranger’s dick. Even half-hard, it was as long as two Coke cans stacked end-to-end, and just as thick.

And so dark. There was something beautiful and sexy about the chocolate brown skin, and the swollen almost-purple tip.

Gina shuddered when she stared at it.

Her pussy quivered.

It was imperceptible, but somehow that electric pulse between her thighs seemed to signal something. The six men turned from Sabrina, and started to study Gina again – once more reaching out with their big hands to explore her bound and helpless body.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes and submitted – because it wasn’t as if she had the option of doing anything else.

She felt big, calloused hands squeeze her breasts and pinch her nipples. Fingers squeezed her thighs and the cheeks of her ass.

Then fingertips traced a path up her inner thighs, which were utterly exposed as she knelt there.

“Damn, this bitch is wet,” one of the strangers murmured, as his fingertips nuzzled between Gina’s thighs, and teased the exposed lips of her pussy.

She gasped.

The fingertips nuzzled between the lips of her pussy, up and down, teasing her relentlessly.

“She’s as slick as melted butter,” the stranger continued – and then those fingers pressed against the entrance to Gina’s pussy, and the countless orgasms she’d endured had prepared the way.

They slipped inside her effortlessly – as thick and firm as the vibrator had been earlier.

“Huuuungh,” Gina groaned, as she felt her pussy stretched and filled by the two fingers. They sunk in, deeper and deeper, until they were buried to the knuckles of the stranger’s fist, and his fingertips were pressed against her g-spot.

They squirmed inside her. Gina shuddered and gasped. That reaction just got stronger as the stranger used the pad of his thumb to start circling her clitoris.

“Fuuuck, man,” he mused, as he finger-fucked the helpless housewife. “She’s dripping wet.” He chuckled, his laugh deep and masculine. “She must want the dick bad.”

His buddy, looming over Gina and squeezing her ass, used his free hand to stroke his rapidly hardening cock – just as impossibly huge as that of his comrade.

“She’s in luck,” he grinned wolfishly. “Dick is the one thing we’re not short of in this room.”

“All in good time. I’ve got to taste this bitch first.”

And then the stranger finger-fucking Gina knelt down behind her, and she cried out as she felt his tongue between the cheeks of her ass.

Gina’s eyes stretched wide, as she felt this black stranger slurp and lick her ass, even as he rubbed her clitoris and relentlessly finger-fucked her soaking pussy.

Her eyes darted from the reflection in the mirror – of the top of this stranger’s face, as he buried his face between her cheeks – to the face of her husband.

Malcolm was staring at her, his eyes just as wide as hers were.

“Fuuuuck…” His mouth hung open. “T-that’s so fucking sexy.”

There was a wet smack as Sabrina pulled her mouth from Malcolm’s cock. She tossed her thick, black hair over one shoulder, and turned to look at Gina as she had her ass devoured by the black stranger.

“Damn!” Sabrina clambered up from her knees and turned around. She gazed down with almost motherly approval, as the six strangers pawed and groped Gina. “They’re taking care of your baby girl something good.”

And then Sabrina reached down and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants.

As Gina knelt there, trembling at the slurping tongue and probing fingers coaxing her towards yet another climax, she watched as Sabrina wriggled her yoga pants over her huge, muscular ass and tugged them down her thick thighs.

A moment later, the beautiful black woman was kicking them aside – standing there absolutely naked.

Her pussy was level with Gina’s face – clean shaven, dark and glistening. It radiated heat and a musky scent that filled Gina’s nostrils like an intoxicant.

“Fuuuck,” from behind her, the man eating her ass pulled his face from between Gina’s cheeks and groaned: “The moment she got a sniff of you, her pussy fucking flooded.”

Sabrina bit her lip.

“She’s not the only one.”

And then that looming, powerful black woman shuffled back, and started to lower herself onto Malcolm’s lap.

“I want to watch this,” Sabrina purred, reaching down between her thighs to find Malcolm’s cock. “I want to watch these handsome fuckers ruin your wife.”

And then Sabrina adjusted the angle of Malcolm’s cock until it was pressed against the entrance to her pussy…

…and sunk down onto it.

Gina gasped.

She watched in horror as Malcolm’s straining white cock sunk inch after inch into Sabrina’s chocolate brown pussy.

Totally naked – no condom.

Gina couldn’t believe it. Not only was her husband fucking another woman in front of her – he was doing it bareback.

Who the fuck was she? Where had she been? The way she sucked and slurped Malcolm’s cock, and the casual ease in which she stripped naked in front of these black strangers, suggested she was very far from a virgin.

But as horrified as Gina was, she was also fascinated.

She watched as Sabrina lifted herself up and then sunk back down on her husband’s cock – watching the lips of Sabrina’s pussy stretch and huge each inch of her husband’s shaft.

It was so fucking sexy, to watch that thick white cock sinking inside that glistening brown pussy. To see her lips cling to his shaft. To see her wetness gleaming on his dick. To see her clitoris peeking from between the folds of her pussy, oversized and throbbing.

Gina closed her eyes, searing the image into her brain.

As she did so, the stranger behind her slithered his tongue deep into her ass, and pressed her fingers deep into her pussy, and circled her clitoris with his thumb just a fraction harder…

…and she came.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” bound behind her back, Gina’s hands clenched into fists. “Fuuuck!” She thrust her ass back, onto the stranger’s probing tongue. “Oh, God, don’t stop…” And she came again. The stranger kept licking, and fingering, and the first burst of pleasure was followed by another that rippled across Gina’s body and left her trembling and gasping.

How many times had Malcolm made her cum with those vibrators?

It was as if he hadn’t.

That orgasm, just then – on the fingers and tongue of a big, black stranger – was the best of her life.

And she had a feeling it was just the beginning.

With a wet smack, the stranger pulled his face from her ass, and clambered to his feet. The black stranger’s lips and chin were glistening. When he pulled his thick fingers from inside her, they came away dripping.

Gina shuddered. She felt something soft-yet-hard brushing against her thighs.

A glance in the mirror confirmed her suspicions.

The stranger who’d just eaten and finger-fucked her to orgasm was no longer just hand-hard. His immense cock was standing to attention – impossibly thick, gnarled with throbbing veins, and swollen almost purple-black.

The stranger curled his fingers around the shaft, and positioned it between Gina’s thighs.

She gasped. She could feel this big, black stranger pressing the head of his cock against her pussy.

Looking up, eyes wide, Gina found herself staring into Malcolm’s face.

He looked as horrified and fascinated as she was. He was staring in amazement, even as Sabrina bounced up and down on his cock.

“Looks like my boy’s about to pop your girl’s black cherry,” Sabrina cooed, as she ground her ass into Malcolm’s lap. “This I’ve got to see.”

Gina was shivering. She could feel that impossibly huge cock nudging against the entrance to her pussy. One thrust, and it would spread her open and sink inside.

“P-please,” Gina closed her eyes, and sobbed, “p-put on a condom.”

“Ha!” The black stranger rolled his eyes. “We didn’t bring any condoms, baby girl.”

Sabrina was bouncing up and down on Malcolm’s lap. She bit her lip, and purred: “You don’t want a rubber, honey. When you have your first black dick, you deserve to have it raw.” Sabrina reached down and grabbed Malcolm’s hands, lifting them up to place them on her huge breasts.

Malcolm’s pale fingers squeezed Sabrina’s soft, chocolately breasts.

Gina groaned.

“Don’t you worry, baby girl,” Sabrina groaned, squirming in Malcolm’s lap. “My boys are all super clean. The only thing you’re going to catch from them is an addiction to black dick.”

Gina groaned, feeling the stranger behind her slide his fingers around her hips – ready to thrust inside her.

“I-it’s not that,” Gina groaned – well, not entirely that. “I’I’m not on the pill.” She’d quit the birth control when Malcolm had his vasectomy.

Sabrina listened to this and her eyes grew wide.

She looked over her shoulder, into Malcolm’s face.

“Damn! This is the first time you thought to mention this, handsome?”

“I-I didn’t think about it,” Malcolm groaned.

“That’s the kind of thing you might want to think about,” Sabrina purred, and licked her full lips. “Especially before you let six boys bareback your wife.”

Malcolm groaned, his eyes half-shutting and his fingers tightening on Sabrina’s big, swinging tits.

“I-I was so turned on by the idea…”

“Of my boys fucking your wife?” Sabrina reached between her legs, and started to squeeze Malcolm’s balls. “Or the thought that one of them might knock her up?”

Malcolm groaned hotly.

“Fuuuck, baby,” Sabrina was grinding a little more deeply on Malcolm’s cock now. “I swear you grew an inch when I said that.” She shivered deliciously. “I could feel it inside me. You literally got bigger.”

She laughed wickedly.

“Is that it? You want to watch my boys knock your pretty little wife up?”

“Fuuuck,” Malcolm groaned.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina shivered. She watched as Sabrina rode Malcolm. She gazed into her husband’s eyes and saw the almost painful arousal on his face.

That was it, wasn’t it?

Rather than be horrified by the idea, he was turned on by it.

At least, in the heat of the moment.

“Well, I guess it’s down to the baby girl.” Sabrina turned to look at Gina.

Gina was squirming now, shivering at the pressure of that hot, hard cock at the entrance to her pussy.

“It’s up to you, baby girl,” Sabrina purred. “My boys are emptying their balls one way or another today, so it’ll be your ass or mouth up for grabs instead…” She tightened her grip on Malcolm’s balls, and grinned when she heard him groan. “Or maybe your hubby’s little ass, if you want…”

Gina groaned at the thought of that.

“So you just say the word, and we won’t risk it. You don’t want to leave today with a black baby inside you…”

Sabrina’s eyes flashed.

“Do you?”

Gina’s breasts ached. Butterflies churned in her stomach. She could feel every beat of her pulse in her overstimulated pussy – the pussy that, right now, was being poked and prodded by almost a foot of thick, black cock.

She thought about how it would feel to be stretched and filled by it. To be fucked from behind by a big, black stranger. To gaze into her husband’s face as another man used her like a whore, and then came deep inside her – breeding her like a prize-winning mare.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina groaned. Her hands clenched and unclenched behind her back. “Oh, fuck, just do it.” She squirmed her ass against the cock between her thighs. “Just fuck me already.” And then she thrust her ass back onto that big, beautiful black dick at the same time as it’s owner thrust his hips forward.

Her pussy was dripping, and stretched, and as slick as melted butter.

The stranger’s big, black cock might have been impossibly huge – but it stretched and filled Gina effortlessly. Inch after inch of thick, throbbing cock filled her – deeper and deeper, reaching parts she didn’t even know possible.

Gina looked up, into Malcolm’s face, as her husband watched this black stranger penetrate his fertile wife.

That word.

Fertile.

She imagined the anguish on Malcolm’s face, if she let this stranger blow his load inside her. Breed her.

Gina came – shuddering and gasping as the stranger bottomed-out inside of her; his hips pressed hard against her ass.

Skewered with a foot of thick, bareback black cock, Gina had yet another mind-blowing orgasm – and this one was almost as intellectual as it was physical.

She wasn’t just getting off because of the huge cock, or the hot hands on her hips.

No, she was climaxing at the power she had over her husband; and how he was squirming and shivering at the sight of what she was doing.

Gina stretched her fingers out behind her, and even with her wrists tied behind her back, she could feel her fingertips brush against the taut muscle of the black stranger’s stomach.

A big, beautiful black stranger was buried balls-deep inside of her.

And his five equally beautiful friends were gathered around, eagerly awaiting their turn.


Chapter Twelve

The ottoman creaked, as Gina was firmly and thoroughly and deeply fucked on it.

With his fingers sinking into the pale flesh of her hips, the big, black stranger thrust himself deep inside Gina, and then pulled out almost to the tip – before thrusting back inside and stretching and filling Gina in ways she didn’t even know were possible.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina was gasping, clenching and unclenching her hands behind her back. “Oh, Jesus.” Saliva was drooling down from the corner of her mouth. This stranger was literally fucking her stupid. “Oh, Jesus, that’s so fucking big.”

And as Gina was reamed deeply from behind, she found herself staring at her husband’s awestruck face, and the beautiful black woman squirming and grinding in his lap.

Gina felt a hot throb of satisfaction. She’d been so horrified at her husband fucking another woman… Now this was payback.

The ultimate payback.

Gina had felt so intimidated by Sabrina, and so inadequate when she’d seen Malcolm making out with her. But you know what?

Nothing Malcolm could do – not to Sabrina, or to her – came close to this.

As thick and satisfying as her husband’s cock was, it could never stretch her like this. It could never fill her to the same depths – and there would never be the same contrast of this stranger’s dark, brown hands tightening their grip on her tanned white skin.

And Malcolm couldn’t do what this stranger might… To thrust himself deep inside her, and flood her with his scalding seed, and leave a baby inside.

And if this stranger didn’t?

His five friends were gathered around, stroking their own cocks, each waiting their turn.

Gina looked up at her husband, and deep into his eyes, and realized that the tables had turned.

He’d tied her up, and coaxed her to countless climaxes, and made her squirm with jealousy when he’d brought Sabrina into the bedroom with him.

But Malcolm’s scheming had run it’s course.

Compared to what happened next, he was left deeply inadequate.

Gina bit her bottom lip. Fuck that was sexy.

She felt the black stranger’s cock thickening and swelling inside her. His grip on her hips was getting tighter. His thrusting was getting deeper, and faster.

“J-joking aside, baby girl,” the black stranger moaned, “I’m about to bust my nut in this sweet pussy of yours.” He released one hand from her hips, to wipe the sweat from his brow. “I know it’s sexy as fuck to talk about, but I can pull out before I cum.”

Gina felt his cock throbbing – almost doubling in size inside of her.

She doubted very much he’d be able to pull out.

Not that she wanted him to.

Gina looked up, into her husband’s face. She stared into Malcolm’s eyes, as he sat on the bed, Sabrina squirming and writhing in his lap.

“D-don’t you dare,” Gina murmured to the man fucking her. “I want it inside me.” She bit her bottom lip, and felt butterflies churning in her stomach. “I want it deep inside me.”

“You sure, baby girl? This is your last chance.”

“Just fucking give it to me,” Gina groaned, shuddering and squirming. She thrust her ass back onto the stranger’s swollen dick. “I’m your little cum dumpster. Fucking fill me.”

“You don’t need to tell me twice,” the stranger finally relented.

He grabbed Gina’s hips, and started really giving it to her – fucking her harder and faster, until the ottoman creaked as it rocked back and forth, threatening to break apart entirely.

Gina looked up into her husband’s face, and growled at Malcolm: “Is this what you wanted, baby?”

Malcolm just groaned, as Sabrina rode his straining cock.

“Did you want to see me get knocked up?” Gina groaned, breasts aching and body trembling. Every nerve ending in her body was ablaze. “Did you think it would ever go this far?”

“N-no,” Malcolm confessed, tightening his grip on Sabrina’s huge breasts as she skewered herself on his cock.

“This is what happens,” Gina groaned. “This is what you get when you try to make me jealous.” She stiffened, her body balanced on a knife-edge. “Y-you get more than you could possibly dream of.”

And then she got that too.

The black stranger fucking her groaned, and thrust himself as deeply inside her as he could, and Gina felt his cock swell, and throb, and finally spurt hotly into the quivering depths of her pussy.

Gina felt herself flooded with scalding spurts of cum – each one hitting her g-spot with the force of a water cannon, and tipping her over the edge into orgasm.

But as much as it was the physical sensations that made Gina cum, it was the mental implications that really drove her over the edge.

She was letting a big, black stranger empty his balls inside her fertile pussy. She was making her husband watch. And she was about to do it all over again.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina groaned, shuddering in orgasm. “I can feel it. I can fucking feel it.” She cried out: “There’s so much, baby. So much fucking cum.”

She shuddered, and shook, and practically passed out from her orgasm…

…and even as she lost herself in pleasure, Gina gazed woozily at her husband, and saw Malcolm stiffen and shudder.

“That’s it, baby,” Gina gasped. “Watch him knock me up. Watch him fucking breed me. Watch him give me what you no longer can!”

Malcolm groaned, and stiffened, and flooded Sabrina’s pussy with his hot spurts.

“Oh, you fucker,” Sabrina’s eyes widened. She laughed, grinding herself on Malcolm’s cock, milking his load into her pussy. “You fucking came in me, you dirty bastard.”

But Malcolm wasn’t listening. He was staring into Gina’s eyes – locked gaze-to-gaze with his wife as she trembled and shook from her climax.

Behind her, utterly drained, the black stranger pulled his softening cock from Gina’s plundered pussy.

A hot gush of cum ran down her thighs.

Gina shuddered with another mini-orgasm, thrilling to the feeling of a stranger’s potent seed overflowing from her fertile pussy.

And then, trembling and gasping, she watched the first black stranger step aside…

…and another take his place.


Chapter Thirteen

“Damn, Malcolm, baby,” Sabrina reluctantly clambered off Malcolm’s softening cock. A hot dribble of cum poured out of her. She laughed, clamping her hand between her legs. “Is that all you got?”

Straightening up, Sabrina towered over Gina’s husband, and stared at him.

He’d been so handsome and powerful before – looming over Gina and radiating confidence and cockiness.

Now he looked pale and pathetic – his cock drained and sticky.

“I... I couldn’t help it,” Malcolm panted.

Sabrina laughed.

“I don’t blame you. I nearly fucking came when I saw Reggie breeding your wife.” She shivered. “In fact, I was really hoping you’d let me.”

And then she reached behind her, and grabbed the chair from Gina’s dresser, and pulled it across the room.

“In fact, get down on your knees and give me what you owe me.” Sabrina sunk onto the chair and spread her legs – placing her ankles on the bed either side of Malcolm, and offering him her pussy. “Get down and show me what you’re good for. You’ll have a good view of your woman while you do.”

Malcolm’s eyes widened.

“I’m not fucking joking,” Sabrina growled – and their comradely connection from earlier seemed to dissipate. She was genuinely angry at him. “Get on your fucking knees, and give me what you owe me.”

Gina laughed.

It was such an unexpected sound that everybody in the room turned to look at her – the tied-up housewife with her tits hanging out and cum dribbling down her thighs.

She’d been helpless and trembling all morning – powerless to prevent whatever wicked whims Malcolm and Sabrina dreamed up for her.

But now, even with her wrists tied behind her back and her ankles bound, Gina had regained her power.

So she laughed, and looked at her husband, and purred at Sabrina: “He eats pussy really well.” A delicious shiver ran through Gina’s tingling body. “Even more so when it’s full of cum.”

Sabrina’s eyes flashed.

They exchanged a look – a deadly and instant camaraderie between two devious women. The look that two girls will give each other, when they find out the same guy cheated on them both.

There is no more instant, powerful or dangerous bond than two former female rivals who’d found a common purpose.

“I’ll tell you how well he does, baby girl,” Sabrina purred, giving Gina a wink. “Now why don’t you give your handsome hubby a show?”

And Gina was happy to oblige.

As she knelt there, hands and ankles tied, breasts dangling beneath her and ass sticking up in the air, Gina had never felt more powerful.

She felt the second of those black strangers shuffle up behind her, and pull apart the cheeks of her upturned ass – exposing her pussy.

As he stretched her open, another hot gush of cum ran down her thighs.

“Damn,” the second stranger laughed. “You really filled her, Reggie.”

The first black stranger – Reggie, apparently – laughed too.

“Her pussy’s sweet as pie,” he chuckled. “I know I promised I’d pull out of the bitch if she wanted me to, but I honestly don’t think I could have done.” He sighed with the deep satisfaction of man whose balls have just been drained. “I was busting my nut deep inside her whether she wanted me to or not.”

The second stranger grabbed the base of his cock and pressed the head between the lips of Gina’s freshly fucked pussy.

She gasped, as he nuzzled the head up and down, from top to bottom, spreading her lips and coating the tip of his dick with her wetness and Reggie’s cum. As a coup de grâce, he rubbed the tip of his dick in circles around Gina’s throbbing clitoris, making her gasp and shudder at the stimulation…

…and then he thrust inside of her.

“Fuuuuck!” Gina’s back arched – at least as much as much as the ropes binding her would allow. She gasped and panted as she felt the second stranger thrust inside her – inch after inch, stretching and filling her with a cock that was possibly even bigger than the first.

As she shuddered and squirmed, Gina watched Sabrina grab a fistful of Malcolm’s hair and bury his face between her muscular brown thighs.

“Oh, fuuuck, that’s it, baby,” Sabrina’s head flopped back. “Get that tongue deep in there.” She groaned, holding Malcolm’s head between her thighs with one hand, and squeezing and kneading one of her heavy breasts with the other. “Damn, that bitch ain’t lying. You can eat pussy something good.”

As Malcolm’s tongue and lips feasted obediently on Sabrina’s pussy, his eyes peeked over the brown flesh of her thigh – watching obsessively as Gina was fucked and filled from behind.

Gina met her husband’s gaze – his eyes pleading, and helpless.

Gina laughed. She squirmed her ass back onto the stranger fucking her, and watched the anguish in her husband’s face.

It was delicious – almost as delicious as the thick, satisfying black cock stretching out her cum-filled pussy.


Chapter Fourteen

The room was silent, except for the creaking of the ottoman, the slurping and sucking of Malcolm’s tongue, and Gina’s moans and sighs as the second black stranger fucked her.

It was Sabrina who broke the silence first.

“Oh, fuck, baby,” she tightened her grip on Malcolm’s hair. “That’s it, baby. Work that tongue.” She shuddered. “You’ve nearly got me there…” Sabrina was squeezing her big breast almost painfully hard. “Just a little bit more…”

“Mmmmpgh,” Malcolm mumbled, from between Sabrina’s thick thighs. “Mmmmph!”

The slurping, sucking noise echoed around the room.

“Oh, you’d better get me there, baby,” Sabrina’s head flopped back. The taut muscles of her abs were quivering. “You’d better, or I’ll get one or two of these boys to bend you over the bed and give you some of what your wife is getting.”

“Mmmmph!”

“Oh, fuuuck!” Sabrina’s back arched. “I’m not sure if that scared you, or turned you on – but keep doin’ what you’re doing!”

And apparently Malcolm did – because a moment later Sabrina started humping her hips into his face, pinching her nipple hard between her thumb and forefinger, and there was a sudden wet gush onto the carpet beneath them.

For what seemed like an eternity, Sabrina kept Malcolm’s head clamped between her thighs – until Gina was genuinely worried she’d smother him…

…but then the beautiful black woman released Gina’s husband’s hair, and he flopped back onto the floor, gasping and panting.

Sabrina literally melted into the chair, her big breasts heaving.

“D-damn,” she gasped. “You do eat pussy well.” Turning to Gina, Sabrina purred: “You’re a lucky girl.”

Gina groaned, as she was rocked back and forth by the second stranger’s deep, satisfying thrusts.

Pressure was building between her thighs – another orgasm approaching boiling point.

“A-aren’t I just?” Her eyes flashed, as she looked at her flush-faced husband sitting bare-assed on the floor. “When all this started, Malcolm wanted to torture me.” She felt the black stranger quicken his thrusts. “I-I think it’s the opposite now.”

“Here it comes, baby,” the black stranger fucking Gina tightened his grip on her hips. “Oh, fuck… Your pussy is so fucking sweet.”

And then he thrust himself deep inside Gina, and uttered a guttural moan, and Gina felt herself flooded with his spurts.

Once again, she came instantly – climaxing the moment she felt her fertile pussy flooded with another man’s seed, and knowing her anguished husband was watching from the floor.

Gina was still shuddering and gasping as the second stranger pulled out, and gave her ass a wet, sticky smack.

“Damn!” He watched the cum running hotly down Gina’s thighs. “You look like a Twinkie.” He smacked his lips. “You’re as sweet as one, too.”

Gina blushed.

As she knelt there, getting fucked and filled and impregnated by strangers, she hadn’t expected a compliment – as cheesy as it was.

But there was more to come.

Sabrina stood up on wobbly legs – pushing the chair away.

“You know what, baby girl?” The naked black woman padded to where Gina was kneeling, and reached down. Gina groaned in relief as she felt Sabrina’s nimble fingers untie the ropes around her wrists and then her ankles.

The black strangers helped Gina struggle to her feet – arms tingling, legs wobbly, cum running down her thighs.

“Your handsome hubby eats pussy like a fucking champ,” Sabrina purred – leaning in to kiss Gina hotly on the lips.

The two of them made out for a moment – surrounded by the six black strangers, and studied from the floor by Gina’s drained, trembling husband.

There was a smack as Sabrina pulled her lips away from Gina’s.

She stared hotly into Gina’s eyes.

“Things have changed,” she purred. “I think the game is different now.” Together, the two women turned and studied Gina’s husband, sitting bare-assed on the floor. “I think it’s time your handsome hubby here got a taste of his own medicine.”


Chapter Fifteen

The bed rocked as four of the black strangers dumped Malcolm across it.

He lay there, staring at the ceiling, as Gina crawled onto the bed beside him.

For a moment they were face to face – Gina’s beautiful face hanging over his.

She kissed him.

Their lips met, and Gina tasted Sabrina’s pussy on his lips, and her nostrils filled with the scent of Malcolm’s own cum; eaten from between the black woman’s muscular thighs.

Fuuuck, it was sexy.

“I-I love you,” Gina murmured, as their lips parted. She squeezed her husband’s arm in a moment of intimacy; trying to convince him that their connection would endure this thrill of delicious cruelty.

But Gina saw the flash in Malcolm’s eyes, and the twitch of his recently-drained cock, and recognized that he was as swept away by this madness as she was.

Which was a good job, too – because who knew how much further it would be.

Smack!

Sabrina’s big hand left a stinging imprint on Gina’s bare ass.

“Quit lollygagging,” she laughed, “and ride your handsome hubby’s face.”

Gina’s ass stinging, she did as she was told – swinging one thigh over Malcolm’s face, and climbing onto him like you might mount a motorcycle.

It was kind of like a sixty-nine position – but as Gina positioned her ass in the air, and found herself staring down at Malcolm’s drained cock, she was aware that this position was more for the benefit of the six eager men in the room; not hers.

She was on her knees, straddling Malcolm’s face, with her pussy and ass facing the six black strangers and their grinning taskmaster.

Sabrina clapped her hands as she saw it.

“Damn! I hadn’t seen your pussy up until now!” Gina could see Sabrina’s reflection in the mirror, as the towering black woman studied her exposed pussy and ass. “You boys beat that little kitty up.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” it was the third of the six strangers – stroking his immense cock. “I haven’t blown my load in a fucking week.”

“Me neither,” it was his comrade, cradling his heavy, aching balls. “I’m backed up like you wouldn’t believe.”

Sabrina laughed, and slapped one of the men on their muscular ass cheeks.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Get up there and knock that little slut up.” She laughed. “Give her husband something to look at!”

Truth be told, Malcolm already had something to look at.

His wife was knelt astride his face, and Malcolm was staring up at her neatly waxed pussy – but that was the only thing neat about it.

An hour being tormented by oversized vibrators had been bad enough – but taking two of the biggest cocks either of them had ever envisioned had left her pussy pink, and puffy, and literally throbbing.

Not to mention drooling – with her own gushing wetness, and the drooling pearlescent strands of two hot loads of cum.

Malcolm felt his stomach flip, as those strings of cum stretched from Gina’s quivering pussy and dripped onto his lips and chin.

Instinct kicked in. He licked his lips. He gulped down the salty strands, and then opened his mouth wide as Gina lowered herself onto his face.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” Gina’s hands clawed at the bedsheets as she felt her husband’s tongue slither inside of her. “Oh, my God, Malcolm. That’s so dirty.”

And it was… But it felt amazing. Malcolm’s lips sucked her clean, and his tongue explored her cum-filled folds, and then together they swirled around Gina’s throbbing, over-stimulated clitoris until she was gasping and panting.

That just intensified, as the bed rocked.

The third stranger was clambering onto the bed, crawling up behind Gina. He planed a big hand between Gina’s shoulder blades and shoved her roughly forward – until she flopped down onto Malcolm with her ass sticking up in the air.

The swollen head of the stranger’s cock nuzzled up and down between the glistening folds of her pussy. Gina gasped, her stomach doing flips…

…what must Malcolm be thinking? Or seeing?

He’d be lying there, this stranger’s dangling black balls dragging across his forehead, and that huge, hard cock just inches above him – nudging at the entrance to his wife’s pussy.

How humiliating! How submissive!

How fucking hot!

And then the stranger pressed the head of his cock at the entrance to Gina’s pussy and grabbed her hips. He thrust inside her, and Gina arched her back as she was stretched and filled anew.

“Fuuuuck!”

Straddling her husband’s face, Gina’s pussy was filled by yet another stranger’s cock – and this time she was free to arch her back, and thrust her hips back onto the big, black dick, and take advantage.

And she did.

“Fuuuuck,” Gina groaned, panting as she lifted herself up onto her hands and knees. “Oh, my God!”

She stared at her reflection in the mirror, as she was thrust back and forth by the big, black stranger fucking her from behind.

Fuck… She looked hot.

Her black hair hung in a tumbledown mess. Her face was pink and flushed. Her heavy breasts swung back and forth beneath her, nipples grazing Malcolm’s cock on each stroke.

His thickening cock, she might add. Malcolm was definitely getting harder.

And then she realized why.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” Gina’s eyes shot open wide, as she suddenly felt Malcolm’s tongue swirling around her clitoris. As she was deeply fucked from behind, her husband had thrust his head between her thighs and was sucking, and slurping, and licking her pussy even as a big, black cock slithered in and out of it.

“Damn!” It was the black stranger fucking her. “I can feel this fucker’s tongue. Dirty bastard!” He groaned, and Gina felt his cock swelling inside of her. “That’s nasty.” The black stranger laughed. “Just the kind of nasty I like.”

And Gina liked it too.

She was ashamed to admit it, but pleasure was building between her thighs yet again – and this time her own husband was driving her there. His sweetly sucking lips and swirling tongue were teasing her inexorably – and that big, black cock pounding and prodding her g-spot was doing the rest.

“I-I’m going to cum,” Gina groaned, gripping the bedclothes in her fists. “Oh, fuck! I’m going to cum!”

And then she exploded on her husband’s tongue, and as an orgasm wracked her entire body, her pussy tightened down on the thrusting cock inside her…

…and tipped the stranger over the edge too.

“Damn, girl!” He groaned, and sunk himself as deeply inside Gina’s clenching pussy as he could. “That’s some kind of magic or something.” And then the stranger shuddered, and groaned, and Gina felt his cock swell and spurt inside of her.

“Fuuuuck,” the black stranger groaned, emptying his balls into Gina’s fertile pussy. “Daamn, I needed that.” And then he pulled his cock from Gina’s quivering cunt, and a deluge of cum gushed out – right into Malcolm’s open mouth.

“Sorry, bro,” the black stranger laughed, climbing off the bed. “I was a bit backed up.”

But if Malcolm cared, he didn’t mention it. Instead he just buried his face into Gina’s freshly-fucked, cum-filled cunt and feasted.

“Oh, God,” Gina groaned, flopping forward across her husband’s legs. “Oh, Jesus, Malcolm, you’re killing me!” But in the best possible way. As she felt Malcolm’s mouth sucking and slurping the cum from her, she came again – shuddering and squirming as she ground her hips onto Malcolm’s feasting face.

The bed rocked again, and the fourth stranger batted Michael away before sliding his cock deep into Gina’s pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina clung to the bedcovers. “Oh, God, that’s so big!”

And it was – perhaps the biggest of the impossible cocks she’d already taken that day. It stretched and filled her to bursting point – almost more than she could take.

And then the best rocked again, and Gina was suddenly presented with a huge, hard black cock, bobbing up and down in front of her face.

“I got horny,” the black stranger nudged his immense dick against Gina’s mouth, and stroked her cheek. “Although if you suck dick even half as well as you fuck it, that’s not going to be a problem.”

Gina’s mind flashed to what Sabrina had said earlier – mocking her for not sucking Malcolm’s cock more often.

But she hadn’t lied to herself. It wasn’t that she didn’t like sucking cock. She just didn’t feel like sucking Malcolm’s cock any more.

Which made it perversely simple to just stretch open her mouth and let this big, black stranger slide his cock between her lips.

“Aww, yeah,” the stranger grabbed Gina’s head – holding her steady as he stretched her mouth open. “I’ve wanted to fuck your face ever since I first saw you.”

And that’s what he proceeded to do. Gripping the side of Gina’s face, he thrust himself into her mouth and only pulled out when she started gasping and choking for oxygen.

The bed creaked. The black strangers groaned. Gina let out a mumbling sigh as she found herself fucked front and back by two big, black strangers – all the while feeling her husband’s questing tongue and eager lips beneath her.

It was the most intense, erotic experience of Gina’s life – so much so that for a moment she almost felt like she was having an out-of-body experience; watching from a third angle at her own disembodied figure as she was fucked like a porn star.

“Oh, Jesus,” the man fucking her from behind groaned. “Jesus, I’m so fucking close.” And then he howled, and shuddered, and thrust himself inside Gina; flooding her with cum.

Gina climaxed instantly, feeling the spurts hit her g-spot like a fire hose. More than that, she climaxed because she knew the inevitable.

How many loads of cum had been pumped inside her already?

There was no way she wasn’t pregnant.

Knocked up by big, black strangers – while her husband got a bird’s eye view, and licked and sucked and swallowed the gushing leftovers.

Fuuuck.

It was so dirty. So wrong.

So perfect.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes and swirled her tongue around the big dick thrusting in and out of her mouth. She wondered if she’d get this stranger’s scalding load across her tongue; gulping it down eagerly. Or would he wait for his own shot at her overflowing pussy; adding his seed to that of the four others who’d cum – or were cumming – inside of her?

Gina groaned, and climaxed again, and begged to some unknown God to deliver her from this madness, and let her cum so hard she couldn’t even remember her own name.

And she never knew if that God delivered – but her husband’s relentless tongue certainly did.


Chapter Sixteen

The phone rang.

Gina reluctantly opened one eye and stared at it, across the room.

It was probably her parents – wondering why they hadn’t turned up to pick up the kids yet.

Screw it, Gina thought to herself. They can wait. The kids loved hanging out with Grandma and Grandpa.

With a groan, the trembling housewife rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling.

She found herself staring into the face of Sabrina – peering down expectantly at her.

“You okay there, baby girl?”

Gina mumbled a response. Apparently, it was satisfactory.

“My boys really worked you over,” Sabrina purred, looking Gina up and down with an amused smile. “Look at you, you dirty little slut.” She snorted disdainfully. “You look like a damned Twinkie.”

Gina shivered, and felt a gush of cum dribble down the crack of her ass.

Sabrina wasn’t exactly wrong.

Turning her head, Gina looked at the upside-down view of the six black strangers as they pulled on their t-shirts and yanked up their shorts.

They looked exhausted. Drained.

That was understandable.

Six big, black strangers. One little Italian housewife.

They’d taken her repeatedly that afternoon. After the last of them had busted their nut deep inside Gina’s quivering, cum-filled cunt, the first of the big, black studs was already hard again – and eager for a repeat performance.

Sabrina had been more than happy to play Master – or is that Mistress? – of Ceremonies.

“Damn girl’s forgotten how to suck dick,” she’d laugh, as the horny black strangers lined up. “Her poor hubby here hasn’t had her mouth on his balls in as long as he can remember.”

That wasn’t exactly true – and nor had Gina ‘forgotten’ how to give a blowjob. But she might as well have done, given the reeducation she received.

First on her hands and knees, Sabrina’s hand on the back of her head, forcing her head down deeper and deeper in a black stud’s lap.

“That’s right, baby girl,” Sabrina laughed. “It ain’t a blowjob until you’ve got tears in your eyes.”

Gina had plenty of those – and she coughed and gagged and hacked up lungfuls of spit during the learning process as well. But within an hour of sucking and deep-throating those big, black cocks, she’d developed a rhythm even she didn’t think was possible; and was handling those big dicks like a porn star.

“That’s it, baby girl,” like a protective mother, Sabrina would kneel beside her, and stroke Gina’s cheek, and encourage her: “Take it all down. Feel his balls contracting? You’re about to…”

Coughing. Choking. Frantic gulping.

“…get his load,” Sabrina laughed, as Gina struggled to gulp down the stranger’s salty, scalding cum.

And yet still those big, black cocks bobbed up and down, eager for more – and Sabrina was happy to give it to them.

Cushions were piled on the bed. Gina was tossed face-first over them – ass up in the air. Then the remaining black studs lined up, and Gina’s eyes shot open as she felt their hands, and fingers… and tongues exploring her.

Sabrina lay on the bed, idly stroking Malcolm’s cock, as the two of them watched Gina subjected to the delicious indignities that followed.

“I don’t know what it is,” Sabrina purred to Malcolm – as casually as discussing last night’s episode of The Young and the Restless. “Black guys love eating ass.”

And they did. One after another, the black strangers lined up to bury their face in the upturned cheeks of Gina’s ass and devour her like she was a rare and exotic fruit.

Tongues swirled. Fingers probed. Gina’s fingers tightened on the bedsheets as these black strangers ate her ass and fingered her pussy and drove her to a whole new cannonade of climaxes that the poor housewife didn’t even know were possible.

…and then the tongues were replaced with something else.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Gina clawed at the covers. “You’ll tear me in half!” She watched her reflection in the mirror, as the black studs clambered onto the bed and lubed up their straining shafts with the same lube that Malcolm had used to slide that butt plug home – what seemed like a lifetime earlier.

But as impossibly thick, and huge, and throbbing those black cocks were – the butt plug, and that eager ass-eating – had done its job.

Gina cried out, and squirmed, and ripped the bedsheets as the first black stranger forced his cock into the tight little channel of her ass…

…but her ass surrendered. Eagerly. Even more eagerly when Malcolm returned to sixty-nine with her; laying back on the pillows and devouring her pussy even as the hung black strangers reamed her ass.

The first cock was uncomfortable. The second made her gasp. By the third man to fuck her ass, Gina was humping her hips back eagerly – coaxing him deeper inside her butt.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned, Malcolm’s hard cock slapping her in the face as she lay across his body. “Fuck, I’m going to cum!”

And Gina came. Three times. She didn’t even know you could have an ‘anal orgasm’ but the black strangers fucked her to a hattrick of them, aided by her husband’s probing, questing tongue.

Three times Gina orgasmed with an impossibly huge cock in her tight little ass; and each time it was followed by hot spurts of cum deep inside her bowels, as the black strangers claimed the last part of her body they hadn’t yet deliciously defiled.

And finally – eventually – it was over.

Gina lay quivering on the bed, every nerve ending tingling, with cum drooling from her reamed and ruined pussy, ass and mouth.

How many times had they flooded her? How many strangers had emptied their balls deep inside of her? God, it’s lucky you could only get pregnant the once.

Gina shuddered at the illicit, wicked thought.

Her hand slipped down, to cup her cum-filled belly.

Pregnant. What a thought.

“Bye, baby girl,” Sabrina kissed Gina’s forehead, and slowly the six black strangers and the gorgeous woman sidled out of the doorway.

A moment later Gina heard the sound of cars starting in the driveway, and she realized she was alone with Malcolm once again.

Gina raised her head from the mattress, and found her husband looking down at her with a stunned expression on his face.

“Oh, my God,” he gasped, literally trembling. “I… I never expected that.”

Gina hiccupped – and it tasted like cum.

She looked up at Malcolm, and murmured: “I-I don’t know where you met that woman, or where you found those men.” Her pussy throbbed. “B-but I hope you kept their number.”

“Oh, you bet I did,” Malcolm nodded. “I mean, we might need it, nine months from now.”

Another illicit thrill ran through Gina’s body.

She looked down, and saw that Malcolm’s cock was rock hard – whether at the sight of her quivering, cum-filled body, or the notion of her being knocked up, she didn’t know.

But she did know that despite all the hard, cum-filled cocks she’d taken that day – in every part of her willing, fertile body…

…when it came to her darling husband, she was always willing to take one more.

“Come here,” Gina extended her arms, and spread her sticky legs. “I don’t know if I’m crazy, or a whore, or even…” She bit her lip. “…pregnant. But I do know one thing. I’m not mad at you anymore.”

And as Malcolm crawled across the bed and slid between her sticky thighs, Gina thought to herself how that might have been the most expected thing about that wild, wanton afternoon.

THE END
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