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Big Black Surprise

Horny Houston Hotwives Part 1

I stared at my phone, mindless scrolling through various short videos while I waited for my husband to get home from work.  It’d been a rather uneventful day, with the weather hitting new heights in the afternoon.  There were even some videos of people cooking eggs on the hood of their cars.

A part of me had regretted moving to Houston, it wasn’t the most ideal city for someone like me.  My husband and I had originally come from up north, in a small little town in Wisconsin.  Even after living in Houston for almost a decade, I could never stand the summer heat.

But, it was the best place for my husband to find a job with decent pay and a great place for people like us to enjoy our little secret lives as swingers.  Very early on in our relationship, my husband, Ethan, had let me know that he had a strange fantasy.  He wanted to have a girlfriend, and eventually wife, who was comfortable sleeping with other men.  Initially, I had been taken aback, and we went our separate ways.

Yet, after a while, I couldn’t help stop thinking about it, and how different of a relationship it would be.  I reached out to him one night and he responded back almost immediately.  Next thing we knew, we were planning out our wedding.  Living in a small town in Wisconsin really limited our ability to fully live out our unique relationship and when an opportunity came to move to Houston, we took off.

As I continued to scroll, my phone chimed as I received a message.  It was from a private WhatsApp channel that I was subscribed to for women who were swingers.  There was an announcement from a woman in Dallas, letting people in Houston know that some young black bulls were going to be around.  Following that post was a picture of three women with six well built black studs, all nude.  The women’s faces were blurred but the men’s were not.

“Hard as steel,” I read as I stared at the picture.  “Wow… that’s impressive,” I whispered to myself, unable to look away.

The six black men were all extremely well endowed, some with long ones, others with thick ones, but all of them much larger than any other men I had been with.  Though, to be fair, I had only been with a couple of black men.  It was a bit harder to find them in the Houston area, and the groups I usually hung out and swung with were white.

I didn’t realize that my lips were salivated as I stared at the picture and the folds of my sex grew warm.  All thoughts crossed my mind as I wondered how I could find at least one of them.  I knew that my husband would definitely love to see me with at least one big black man… if not two.

Unfortunately there was no way to respond to the broadcast and I nibbled on my lower lip.  This was quite the problem I would have to solve.  As I stared at the message, another broadcast showed up, notifying everyone that for a short window that the handles for them will be provided.  My eyes were glued to the screen, waiting for the message.

“Come on,” I whispered impatiently, tapping my foot on the floor as I waited.

My heart began to race as I waited, excitement building up.  I took a deep breath as soon as I saw the message pop up.  The race was on and I took a screenshot as fast as I could.  After getting it, I breathed a small sigh of relief.  Though, the next problem was figuring out how I was going to muster up the courage to contact any of them.

I sighed and watched as the message disappeared, before I headed over to the living room to sit.  My husband would be home any minute now and I wondered if I should tell him.  He would’ve been more than happy to reach out.  But at the same time, I kind of wanted to make it a surprise, have him come home one day to see a big black man with me.

The lips of my sex quivered as I thought about the picture again, I couldn’t get it out of my mind.  I pulled up my phone and went back to it, staring at it as my left hand slid down under the waistband of my panties.  A small moan escaped my lips as I gently tapped on the lips of my sex, rubbing it occasionally as I imagined myself being pounded by one of the black men in the picture.  It didn’t matter which, they all had incredible looking members that would’ve probably stretched me to my limits.

“Mmm…”  I moaned as I put my phone down and closed my eyes.

My fingers danced along the most sensitive spots of my mound before working their way into the folds of my wet sex.  I slowly slid two fingers inside, gasping and moaning as I did.  As my first knuckle slipped in, my body trembled, then the second slipped in and another moan passed by my lips.

“Mmm… yes…”  I whispered as I pictured the image of the black men in my head.

I was slowly lost in the pleasure, sliding my fingers back and forth.  My legs raised up on their own, spreading wide as my feet planted down on the sofa.  I closed my eyes and tilted my head back while gently rocking my hips.

“Yes… yes…”  I moaned softly.

My fingers slid in and out faster and faster, and I gently rubbed my sensitive clit with my thumb.  A tingling sensation rushed through my body as I arched my back and pushed my hips up higher.  My body felt white hot as I slammed my fingers back and forth into my tight little slit.

“Ooo… yes…”  I hissed.

A high pitched ringing filled my ears as I moaned even louder.  I could feel the lips of my sex quivering as I slid my fingers back and forth, making sure to curve them towards the most sensitive parts whenever they plunged in.  My belly began to grow warm as I neared climax.  I could almost imagine one of the black men in the picture slamming his thick black member deep inside me.

As I neared my climax, I heard something and paused.  I froze up as my eyes widened and I looked over to the side to see my husband with a huge grin, staring at me.  He cleared his throat.

“Oh, don’t mind me, keep going,” he chuckled.

I sighed and pressed my head back against the sofa while smiling.  “Oh no, I can’t believe you saw me like this,” I giggled, my face turning pink with embarrassment.  It wasn’t exactly the first time he walked in on me masturbating but it always felt awkward to be caught.

He walked over and kissed me on the lips.  “Wow, what’s getting you all horny?”  Ethan asked as he put his bag down.  “You couldn’t stop thinking about me?”  He joked.

I laughed back as I contemplated on telling him the truth, that there were six black men coming into town.  A part of me did want to keep it a secret but I was still too nervous to reach out to any of them.  Ethan walked over to the kitchen to grab a piece of fruit.

“Hey hon…”  I started, my voice trembling slightly. 

My husband looked up at me as he took a bite of the apple in his hand.  “What’s up?”  He asked.

I nervously licked my lips as I pulled up my phone.  “So… um…  I saw a message on this WhatsApp channel I’m on…”  I started.

“A WhatsApp channel?  What’s that?”  Ethan asked.

“Huh?  Oh, it’s like a chat but only one way.  A broadcast,” I explained.

He took another bite of the apple and nodded.  His curly brown hair bounced with his movements.  “Okay.  So you got a message.”

“Yup.  And it’s for a channel for swingers, mainly wives.”

“Oh… nice…”

“Well, there was a message about some guys from Austin that visited Dallas.  They’re now on a flight here,” I continued.

He tilted his head to the side and nodded.  “Okay, so just some guys?  They have girlfriends or wives or anything to share?”  Ethan asked.

“No, they’re all single, supposedly.”

“Aw, that’s no fun,” my husband sighed as he took another bite of his apple and walked back into the living room.

“Well…  I thought you’d think that but…  Here, take a look at this picture,” I said as I loaded up the message and showed him the picture.

He grabbed the phone with his free hand and paused chewing.  His eyes widened as he stared at the image on my phone.  I glanced down at his crotch to see a small tent forming.

“You like what you see?”  I asked.

Ethan cleared his throat before taking another bite of his apple and wiping his lips with the back of his hand.  “That’s uh… wow, that’s something,” he commented.  “Are they like a traveling group that you have to book or something?”  He asked.

“What?  No, or… at least I don’t think so.  There’s no way to ask,” I replied.

“And there’s no contact information, so it looks like just an advertisement.”

“Oh, I got the contact information.  It was a timed message.”

Ethan’s eyes widened a bit as he took another bite.  “Come again?  A timed message?”

“Yes, it popped up and then it was deleted.  But look, I took a screenshot,” I answered.  “And, I was thinking maybe…  You could contact one of them and see if they’d be interested in a little visit?  They’re only here for a day, I think,” I requested.

“What?  Really?”

“That’s what the message says.”

“So you want me to just message them out of the blue?”  Ethan asked as he finished his apple and tossed it in the trash.

“Well, at least just one of them.  I don’t think I can handle six men at once,” I giggled.

My husband paused, staring upwards, zoning out momentarily.  “Wow, that would be something,” he whispered.

“Oh sheesh, hon!  That’s far too much!”  I exclaimed with a huge smile.

“So… I mean, are they expecting someone to call them?”  Ethan asked as he pulled out his phone and walked back towards me.

“Uh… I don’t know, the message didn’t say.  It just says their names and their WhatsApp IDs,” I answered as I loaded up the screenshot with their contact information.

“Huh… let me see…”  Ethan started as he stared at the screenshot and started typing on his phone.  “Guess I’ll just work my way down.  Who’s the first guy?  Mar… Marius?”  He asked as he squinted.

“Hm?  No, Marcus,” I corrected.

“Okay, let me add him.  And then, I guess I’ll give him a call,” Ethan said as he pressed a button.

My heart began to race as a small tune filled the air.  We waited patiently as the music continued, waiting for Marcus to pick up.  Ethan glanced over at me and shook his head as the call attempt ended.

“No answer.  Who’s next?”

“Hm… instead of going down the list, why don’t we try… Tyrone,” I suggested.

“Yeah?  The name sound tough?”  Ethan joked as he began typing on his phone while looking at the screenshot on mine.

“Yeah, kind of.  Right?  Tyrone.  Sounds like someone who would be fierce, powerful,” I responded.

Ethan chuckled as he called Tyrone this time.  The familiar music chimed in again as we waited patiently once more.  I grew more and more nervous as I stared at my husband.  After a bit, Ethan sighed and readied to type in another name but the music stopped.

“Yo, who this?”  A low, bass filled voice answered.

“Ah, hello, um, my name is Ethan and I saw your um…”  My husband paused as he looked over at me.  “Advertisement?”

There was a pause on the other side.  “Advertisement?  What advertisement?”  Tyrone questioned.

“Uh… the one sent on WhatsApp,” Ethan answered.

There was another pause and we could hear a couple of other voices in the background.  “Yeah, this guy saying he saw an ad.  You getting weird calls to?  Yeah man, hey, Marcus, yo Marcus.”

“Uh… hello?  Tyrone?”

A couple of muffled sounds came back and Ethan glanced over at me.  “Should I hang up?  Maybe it was a prank?”

“Hey, are you able to turn the camera on?  I’ll turn mine on if you turn on yours,” Tyrone finally responded.

Ethan glanced at me before nodding and pressing on the screen, turning on the front facing camera.  After a moment, a black man with braided hair that was neatly pulled back showed on the screen.  Even by just looking at his face, neck and shoulders, I could tell he was thick and most likely muscular.

“Sup.  So you real huh?”  Tyrone said.

“Yes, hi, I’m Ethan and this,” my husband swung the front facing camera around towards me, “is my wife, Linda,” he continued.

I nervously smiled and waved at the black man on the screen.  He tilted his head and smiled back as Ethan spun the phone back around to face him.  My husband walked over towards me and sat next to me as he continued.  “So, uh, yeah, I know this is a bit awkward, but I was wondering if um…”  My husband glanced around before locking eyes with me.  “Well, uh… we’re swingers and we’re looking for a partner,” he blurted.

“Huh?  What?  Swingers?  A partner?  Hey man, I don’t know where you got my contact information from but I don’t dance, well, at least that old school swinging style or whatever.  I’m not sure what advertisement…”

Someone next to Tyrone punched him on the shoulder and he glared over towards them.  “Yo, what the hell man?  Why you punching me?”  Tyrone barked angrily.

“You stupid man?  That’s not what swinging means!”  A voice to the side responded.

I couldn’t help but giggle as Ethan choked back a laugh.  The person that had punched Tyrone appeared from the side and he smiled at the camera.  “Excuse my friend here, he’s a little dense,” the man started.  “I’m Dequan, and just hold up one second while I have a chat with Tyrone,” he continued.  “We’ll call you back.”

The call ended and my husband and I looked at each other.  We both burst out laughing.  “Oh sheesh, what is going on?”  I giggled between laughs.

“I… I have no idea.  Are you sure the contact information was legit?”  Ethan responded, looking just as confused as me while laughing.

A couple of minutes passed before my husband’s phone buzzed back to life.  Ethan looked over at me before answering.  It was Tyrone again who was smiling and scratching the back of his head.

“Oh hey, uh, yeah, so I had a bit of an education there.  Uh, yeah, I’m up for being a partner,” Tyrone started.

“Really?  Are you already in Houston?”  Ethan asked.

“Yeah, we landed early in the morning.  Our phones just started blowing up recently though,” he replied.  “Apparently our contact information was put on WhatsApp for wives who enjoy black men,” he continued.

Ethan smirked and gave a small nod, “that’s what my wife said.”

“Well, definitely wasn’t expecting this when we flew in.  I mean, we ain’t complaining though,” Tyrone remarked with a chuckle.

“So are you free to meet up?”  Ethan inquired.

“Wow, y’all getting right into it, huh?”  Tyrone responded, surprised.

“Well, we heard you’re only here for the day.  Wouldn’t want you to miss out on the rest of Houston,” Ethan said.

“I’ve already seen a lot, and I’m down to have some fun.  Where do you want to meet up?”  Tyrone asked.

Ethan glanced over at me and whispered, “do we get a hotel?”

I nibbled on my lower lip for a bit before shaking my head.  “No, let’s do it here,” I whispered back.

My husband raised an eyebrow as he stared at me for a moment.  He then nodded and turned his attention back to Tyrone.  “I’ll message you our address.”

“Sweet, I’ll grab and Uber and get my ass over,” Tyrone replied.

Ethan tapped on his phone, entering our home address and sent it over.  “There you go.  Hope you can get here soon,” my husband said.

Tyrone was silent for a bit as he looked up the address.  “Oh wow, yeah, that’s close.  Looking forward to meeting you both,” he responded.

“Okay, good bye!”  We both said excitedly before Ethan hung up.

We looked at one another as the room fell silent.  I knew that we were both processing what had just happened.  My husband’s eyes were wide open as he nibbled on his lower lip while tapping his foot on the floor rapidly.

“I…  I can’t believe we’re going to do this,” he finally blurted.

“Well, it’s not our first time,” I replied.

“With a stranger from another city, and he’s black!  We’ve never done that before,” he responded.

He was right, we had kept our swinging pretty limited.  It took a lot of time and effort, but we had found a close knit community we could trust.  And, considering where we lived, most, if not all, of our partners had been white.  Except the one or two Asian women Ethan got to experience, and one Hispanic I had been with.

“Was it a bad idea?”  I inquired, feeling a bit nervous.

Ethan chuckled and shook his head, “even if it was, it’s too late now,” he laughed.

“Wow, I think we both need to get a couple of drinks,” I remarked.

My husband nodded as he headed towards our basement.  “Maybe some wine?”  He suggested.

I nodded, “that would be great!”

He nodded back and headed downstairs, where we had a moderately sized electronic wine cellar.  When we initially bought it, we thought we’d look pretentious but it ended up being a fantastic purchase.  It had kept our wines at the ideal temperature even when our air conditioner had broken down in the summer.

Ethan rushed back upstairs and practically slid across the hall as he excitedly made his way to the kitchen.  I headed in and watched as he popped open the cork and show me the label.  “Cabernet Sauvignon, 2019, from Napa Valley.  Beautiful red wine, full bodied,” he said as he grabbed a couple of glasses.

“Wow, full bodied?  Won’t it be heavy?”  I asked.

Ethan smirked and shook his head.  He always thought he could be a sommelier, though I wasn’t sure.  “Trust me, it might seem heavy, but it’s got so much flavor.  And it’ll get your body nice and loose,” he answered.

He poured out a little, swirled the glass, smelled the wine and then drank it.  I watched as he swished it around in his mouth a bit before nodding.  “Good, very good,” he whispered as he poured a full glass for both of us.

We clinked glasses and I sipped on the wine.  My mouth was immediately filled with a rush of flavors.  “Oh wow,” I said as I looked at the glass.

"Right? It's got a lot of body," Ethan commented.

"Yeah, but it's not heavy, that's nice," I said before taking another sip.

He leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the forehead. "This is going to be amazing," he said.  "It's like my biggest fantasy," he continued.

"I know," I replied, as I got close and brushed the back of my left hand against his crotch.

I could tell he was hard, his dick starting against his briefs.  He let out a small groan and closed his eyes.  After taking another sip of my wine, I leaned in and kissed my husband on the lips.

Our tongues danced with one another as my body began to grow warm.  The mixture of excitement and alcohol was making my head spin.  Ethan put his wine down and slid one hand past the waistband of my shorts.  His fingers pressed against the lips of my quivering sex, rubbing gently.

A soft moan escaped my lips as he teased me, warming up my body further.  Two of his fingers slid slowly into my tight little wet slit.  I gasped as his fingers slowly worked their way in, sliding deep into me before gliding back out.  His warm breath brushed against the side of my neck as he continued to finger me.

“Mmm… yes…”  I whispered softly.

Ethan gently kissed my neck and also licked it as he fingered me a little faster.  I nibbled on my lower lip as my hips moved on their own.  His fingers continued to glide in and out and we both lost track of time as he teased me.  As my body grew hot, a familiar jingle filled the air, making my husband pause.

We both froze as we heard it again.  It was our video doorbell letting us know that someone had arrived.  Ethan pulled his hand away and licked his fingers as he stared at the front door.

“Is he already here?”  He asked no one in particular.

My heart began to beat faster as butterflies fluttered in my stomach.  “Uh…  Are you ready?”  I whispered back.

He took a deep breath in before giving me a nod and heading towards the front door.  I licked my lips as my legs quivered while watching Ethan.  My husband paused once he reached the door, looking through the peephole to confirm that it was our expected visitor.  He looked back towards me and gave me another nod.

As the door opened, I sucked in my lips and took a couple of short shallow breaths.  A tall black man with a small afro towered over my husband.  He smiled as he introduced himself to Ethan and the two headed into the house.  My heart raced as I stared at the huge black man.

Tyrone glanced around with his hands up, as if he were ready for a fight.  “This isn’t some kind of trick right?  You don’t have some dude here to beat the crap out of me?”  He asked, half jokingly.

“What?  No, no, of course not!  This is actually our first time having a stranger come over for this,” Ethan remarked with a small nervous chuckle.

“Yeah?  But normally you do this with… friends?”  Tyrone asked as they made their way into the living room.

“Acquaintances, sometimes friends.  Swinging is definitely a lifestyle change,” Ethan answered.

“I can imagine.  Oh wow, hello there,” Tyrone paused as he saw me.

“Hi.  Tyrone?”

“Yup.”

“Hi, I’m Linda, it’s a pleasure to meet you in person,” I greeted nervously, my voice trembling slightly.

He took my hand and gave it a small kiss.  “Oh trust, the pleasure is all mine,” he said.

“Would you like a drink?”  Ethan asked.  “We were having some wine.”

“Uh, yeah, wine sounds good.”

My husband nodded and headed to the kitchen.  He poured out another glass as I looked Tyrone up and down.  “Wow, you must work out a lot,” I commented.

“Heh, not lately.  I used to, back in college.  I was a quarterback,” Tyrone answered.

Ethan strolled out with two glasses of wine.  He handed one to Tyrone as he sipped his own.  “Really?  A quarterback?  Wow.  Maybe I’ve seen you in some college football games?”  Ethan inquired.

“Probably not, I wasn’t the starter, I was the backup.  Usually keeping that bench nice and warm,” Tyrone joked.

Ethan laughed as he took another sip, his face was turning a lighter shade of red.  The alcohol was definitely getting to him.  I finished my wine and put my glass away, feeling slightly light headed but still extremely excited.  My heart was racing at an incredible pace as I turned my attention back towards Tyrone.

“Well, you must’ve still been working that body out,” I commented as I reached out and rubbed his massive bicep.

It was so different from my husband’s, it felt like it was molded out of steel.  Tyrone grinned as he gobbled down his wine, taking it down fast.  He handed my husband his glass and licked his lips.

“You want me to take this off?”  He asked as he pulled on his shirt.

I gave a small nod, my whole body feeling as though it was going to melt.  He quickly pulled his shirt up and off his body, revealing his chiseled frame.  I bit on my lower lip and sucked it in as I reached out and rubbed my fingers along his molded abs.

“Wow, that’s incredible,” I whispered.

“Yeah… Wow, none of our partners have a body like you, damn!”  Ethan commented as he took a deep breath and watched.

“Now your turn,” Tyrone said as he stared down at me.

I smiled and pulled off my top.  There was no bra underneath so my soft, supple breasts jiggled gently as I lowered my arms.  Tyrone nodded, “wow, looking good,” he commented.

“Now for the bottom,” Ethan said as he looked over at Tyrone.

“Yeah, let’s see what you’ve got packing down there,” I added with a mischievous little smirk.

Tyrone leaned back a bit, “nah, I ain’t going to pull it out…  you do it,” he ordered.

I gulped before reaching out and grabbing the buckle of his belt.  My fingers trembled as I undid it and then the button of his jeans.  His zipper was next and as it slid down, I nibbled gently on my lower lip.  I took a deep breath before grabbing the waist of his pants and pulling it down while squatting down.

He wore some tight fitting black boxer briefs and I couldn’t help but let out a small gasp when I saw the outline of his thick manhood.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  It had to be fake, I thought.

“Is… Is that real?”  I gasped.

“Why don’t you find out?”  Tyrone answered confidently with a grin.

My fingers trembled even more as they hooked onto the waistband of his tight boxer briefs.  I held my breath as I slowly pulled them down.  His lower abs were cleanly shaven and as I lowered down his boxer briefs, I could tell his crotch most likely was as well.

“Oh my…”  I whispered as I saw the base of his thick monstrous member.

I continued to pull his boxer briefs down, marveling at the length of his thick black shaft.  My husband even let out a small gasp as he watched me pull slowly.  Once I pulled his boxer briefs down to the bottom of his thighs, his thick black member finally swung free. 

“Holy shit…”  I gasped.

Ethan’s eyes nearly popped out of his head as he stared in stunned silence.  He leaned back a bit and supported himself against a nearby table.  “That’s insane,” he whispered.

“You like that?  Honestly, it’s pretty average,” Tyrone said humbly.

“Average?!  Are you crazy?!”  Ethan blurted.

“This is the largest dick I’ve ever seen,” I added as I reached out and touched it with one finger.

“No need to be gentle,” Tyrone said.

I slowly wrapped my fingers around his shaft.  It was still soft and I pulled it up towards me before spitting on his shaft.  I slowly moved my hand back and forth, spreading my saliva on his manhood.

“I think we need to go get the lube,” I said as I glanced over at my husband.

“Huh?  Oh yeah, for sure.  It’s been a while since we’ve had to use it,” he said as he rushed off to the bedroom.

“Yeah?  You must get real wet, huh?”  Tyrone commented.

“Yes but with how thick you are, I’m definitely going to need all the help I can get,” I replied.

I pooled some spit in my mouth and then spat on his shaft again.  The gooey saliva clung to his shaft and I spread it back and forth, this time with both hands.  His thick black dick was getting harder, somehow growing even thicker and longer as it began to defy gravity.

As it grew, my fingers couldn’t wrap around the girth of his shaft.  It was mesmerizing, watching it get bigger and bigger in the palms of my hands.  The thick bulbous tip of his cock throbbed ever so slightly as I felt his shaft tremble.

“Yeah, that’s good,” he groaned.

Ethan came running back with a bottle of lube.  He paused and his jaw dropped.  “Wow, it got bigger?!”

“Come here, why don’t you put those pretty lips around it?”  Tyrone asked as he took a step forward and placed his hands on the back of my head, gently pushing it towards his crotch.

I licked my lips and hesitated for a moment as I stared down his long hard shaft.  My mouth salivated as I opened it and got close.  As my lips gently wrapped the tip of his throbbing cock, a small bit of his seed leaked out onto my tongue.  It tasted oddly sweet as I ran my tongue around the tip of his cock while sucking gently.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” Tyrone moaned.

My right hand ran down the length of his shaft and then cupped his balls, gently massaging them while I used my left hand to continue stroking the rest of his member.  I inched my head closer, struggling to get more of his thick black cock into my mouth.  It was definitely the biggest cock I’d ever had the pleasure of playing with.  Not even my dildos came close to the girth or length of Tyrone’s big black cock.

He gently pushed the back of my head as he moved his hips forward, trying to jam more of his thick cock into my mouth.  I gagged as it hit the back of my throat, tears forming at the edges of my eyes.  Saliva ran down the sides of my lips as I tried my best to take in his member.

"Oh wow," my husband whispered as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his penis.

I glanced over and realized just how much smaller he was.  It wasn't something that had really registered before.  All the other swinging partners we'd been with had been similarly sized.  Tyrone was an absolute beast.

I placed my hands on Tyrone's thighs and began to bob my head back and forth.  At the same time, he thrust his hips faster, sliding his long hard cock in and out of my sloppy mouth.  He tilted his head back and put his other hand on the back of my head.  With both hands pressing against my head, he thrust even faster.

"Damn, she knows how to suck a cock!" Tyrone groaned.

The room filled with the sounds of me sucking, chocking, and gagging on his fat cock as he thrust wildly. Spit flew around as I tried my best.  I still could only get barely past the thick bulbous tip of his big black cock.  Ethan stroked his much smaller member as he watched.  As my eyes watered, I tapped on Tyrone's muscular thighs, signaling for him to pause.  He immediately did, sliding his cock out of my mouth.

I took a couple of long deep breaths as my lungs burned for air.  My husband showed his pace stroking his penis slowly.  He used only his pointer finger and thumb which was in stark contrast to Tyrone, who was using both his hands to stroke his glistening shaft and keep it hard.

"Never felt that before," I coughed.

"Well, you about to feel a lot of new things," Tyrone replied with a huge grin.  "Why don't you get out of all your clothes."

I nodded and took off whatever clothing remained on my body.  Tyrone reached out have my ass a squeeze.  "Yeah, that's nice!  Your body was built for black cock!"  Tyrone exclaimed.

"Lay back on that sofa," he continued.

I nervously looked over at my husband before getting on the sofa, laying back and spreading my legs.  Tyrone positioned himself between my legs and tapped his fat cock against the quivering lips of my sex. Ethan walked over and handed him the small bottle of lube.

"You're definitely going to need this," my husband said.

My heart raced wildly as I started down between my legs.  Tyrone’s thick black cock looked absolutely enormous between my legs, gently rubbing back and forth against my quivering sex.  It felt so hot against my wet pussy lips.

“Please, go slow,” I requested.

Tyrone nodded as he grabbed his shaft and tapped it against my pussy.  He smacked it a couple of times, making my body tremble in response.  I moaned loudly as his rock hard cock hit my sensitive clit.  He made sure to press down and rub it each time he slapped his shaft against my pussy.

Tyrone finally paused and aimed his mighty shaft, placing the tip of his manhood against the entrance to my sex.  I gasped as he gently nudged the tip forward, spreading open my sensitive pussy lips.  He didn’t fully push the bulbous tip of his thick fat cock inside me, instead opting to just constantly nudge it back and forth, teasing me.

“You like that?”  He whispered.

“Yes,” I whispered back, my hips moving on their own, trying to get him to push his cock inside me.

“You want it?”  He continued to tease as he just barely edged the tip of his cock into me.

“Mmm… yes!”

“Tell me you want it.”

“I want that dick,” I responded as my hips continued to thrust, trying to get him to jam his member into me.

“Nah, this ain’t a dick,” Tyrone said as he continued to tease me, driving me wild.

“I want that big black cock!”  I yelped, unsure of what else I could say.

Tyrone nodded as he slowly pushed his hips forward while gripping his shaft tightly.  I gasped and arched my back as I felt the thick tip of his big black cock slowly work its way into my tight pink pussy.  He groaned as he held onto his shaft and inched forward, struggling a bit.

“Oh wow, this pussy is tight,” he grunted as he glanced over at Ethan.

Ethan nodded as he slowly stroked himself with his fingers.  “Yeah, I mean, for you, I can imagine,” he whispered.

I gasped as the thick bulbous tip of Tyrone’s massive black cock popped into my pussy.  He slowly worked in the rest of his shaft, taking his time and finally pausing when he was about a quarter of the way in.  I could feel his cock throbbing as he took a deep breath and pulled back.

“Oh wow, damn…  Really gotta work this pussy open,” Tyrone grunted as he slowly rocked his hips back and forth, sliding just the tip of his cock in and out of me.

He opened up the bottle of lube and poured some on my quivering pussy lips, then onto his shaft.  I nibbled on my lower lip as he slowly worked his way in deeper with each stroke.  He was hitting places that had never been touched.  It wasn’t just the impressive length but also the sheer girth of his thick black shaft that was sending shocks of pleasure through me.

“Yeah that’s it, open that pussy up,” Tyrone said as he managed to slide a little over half his shaft inside me.

Ethan was standing close by, his eyes glued to my crotch as he watched and masturbated.  “Wow, you’re really stretching her open.  Look at her pussy grip your cock,” he commented excitedly.

Tyrone grunted again as he tried to push in the rest of his shaft.  I squealed and immediately reached between my legs to press my hands against his chiseled abs while shaking my head.  “No, no, that’s too deep,” I moaned.

“Oof, wow, that’s tight,” Tyrone responded as he paused and pulled his hips back.

I let out another loud moan as I felt his thick shaft leave me, my pussy gripping tightly around it as if to stop it from leaving.  Tyrone reached up and squeezed both my breasts tightly as he pulled his cock out, leaving just the tip before pushing forward again.  My body trembled immediately, my legs shaking wildly as I felt his thick shaft stretch my pussy to its limits again.

“OH!  OH YES!”  I squealed as he pushed in a little deeper than before.

As he tried to push in deeper, I tapped on his abs again, signaling to him that he needed to pull back.  Tyrone grunted and pulled back again.  He was slowly getting my pussy adjusted to his girth and length, pushing in slightly deeper with each stroke forward.

“Ungh, yeah, that’s it, open up that tight white pussy,” he groaned as he squeezed even tighter onto my tits while thrusting.

“AH!  AH!  OH MY GOD!  AH!  OH GOD!  I’M GOING CUM!”  I screamed as he continued to thrust.

Only a little over half his shaft was sliding in and out of me and I was already climaxing.  My entire body turned white hot as I squeezed my toes together.  I could feel my thighs trembling uncontrollably as a powerful wave of bliss rushed through every inch of me.

“Wow, you already made her cum,” Ethan groaned as he watched.

“Fuck, she’s really tightening up,” Tyrone replied as he slowed his strokes and pulled his cock back out.

He tapped his thick meaty shaft against my quivering pussy lips, smacking it against my sensitive clit.  I squirmed as the intense heat within me turned into a cold chill.  Seconds later, my pussy squeezed tightly and I felt something shoot out from between my legs.  I gasped and stared down, my eyes wide as I watched my pussy juices squirt all over Tyrone’s abs.

“OH GOD!  OH MY GOD!”  I screamed, stunned at what I was seeing.

“That’s it, squirt on this fat black cock,” Tyrone said with a smirk while he continued to rub his thick shaft against my clit.

“Holy shit, I didn’t even know you could do that!”  Ethan exclaimed, his fingers furiously working away at his much smaller shaft.

As soon as my climax peaked, Tyrone gripped his shaft and slid it right back into my tight little cunt.  He was able to push in even deeper, almost managing to get the entire length of his shaft inside.  I closed my eyes, arched my back and instead of tapping on his abs, I placed my hands on the bed and squeezed tightly onto the sheets. 

“AH!  YES!  GO DEEPER!  DEEPER!”  I cried out as I braced myself.

Tyrone moved his hands to my hips and held them tight as he grunted and thrust with all his might, squeezing his big fat cock into my already full, tight little pink pussy.  I cried out at the top of my lungs as it felt as though every part of me was cramped full.  Initially, a stinging, painful sensation rushed through me, but it was immediately overtaken by a huge rush of pleasure.

He paused and groaned loudly as my pussy squeezed around his thick fat shaft.  For a moment, I thought I had lost feeling in my legs as my lower body numbed.  Ethan took a step back as he tilted his head back.

“Ah!  Ah!  Oh jeez!”  My husband moaned as he stopped stroking his dick.

I glanced over at him to see him finish, a little stream of his jism squirting onto the ground.  He shuddered as he took a couple of deep breaths.  While my husband’s penis deflated, Tyrone’s was still rock hard as he began to pull his hips back.  My eyes widened and I let out another moan, feeling every inch of Tyrone’s big black cock as it left.

“OH MY GOD!”  I cried out as I felt his cock leave.

A strange feeling of emptiness overtook me before Tyrone slowly thrust forward again.  Ecstasy washed over me as his big black cock slid back into me.  Tyrone shifted his position, ever so slightly, as he thrust, making his cock push in a slightly different direction.  He hit places that had never been touched before pulling back and jamming his cock right back in, again pushing it in a different direction, left, right, up and down.

“OH YES!  YES!  RIGHT THERE!  OH GOD!  OH FUCK!”  I screamed as another climax hit me.

Tyrone didn’t let up as he continued to thrust his hips while I trembled beneath him.  My toes curled and I held tightly onto the sheets as my pussy clamped tightly around his thick hard cock.  A powerful blast of warmth shot through my body, followed by a chilling sensation that rocked me to my core.  I trembled unfortunately beneath Tyrone as he finally slowed his strokes.

Ethan got close, leaned in and kissed me on the forehead.  Tyrone pulled his cock out from my pussy and tapped it on me as my climax began to subside.  He gently rubbed my clit again with his shaft.

"Damn, look how wet she is now.  Ain't no need for lube any more," he commented.

"You're still ready to go, huh?" Ethan said.

"Oh yeah, we're just getting started.  Let’s take this to the bedroom," Tyrone said as he hoisted me up onto his shoulder effortlessly and walked down the halls.  “Is it this way?”

“Uh… yes, uh past that door,” Ethan stuttered as he followed closely.

Once we reached our marital bed, Tyrone tossed me onto it.  He then grabbed my waist and flipped me around onto my belly.  After lifting me up, he placed a couple of our pillows beneath me so that my ass was lifted up towards him.  Ethan stepped away and watched as Tyrone grabbed his rock hard shaft and aimed it carefully against the lips of my still quivering sex

"Damn, this ass was made for black cock," Tyrone said as he slowly worked his manhood back into my tight little cunt.

I gasped, closed my eyes and held tightly onto the edge of the bed as his thick cock slowly slid in again.  It was amazing how different it felt in this new position.  My feet lifted up on their own as Tyrone slid the entire length of his shaft into me.

My husband got close again and I reached out with my right hand.  He placed his own hand on mine and I squeezed it while staring at him, moaning loudly as Tyrone pounded away from behind.  Ethan's eyes darted left and right, looking into my eyes then towards my ass and back.

"You look so hot," my husband said as he held my right hand tightly.

Tyrone grunted as he continued to slam his big black cock into my tight little white pussy.  He even gave each of my ass cheeks a hard smack.  It was a shock at first, a rush of pain working its way through me.  But once that initial shock wore off, my ass felt warm and it added to the pleasure.

"Yeah, this fucking ass is nice!" Tyrone exclaimed as he smacked my ass cheeks again.

I gasped and moaned as I felt the heat rush through me again.  Tyrone moved his hips in slightly different directions again, hitting all different sides and nearly driving me insane with pleasure.  I squeezed even tighter onto Ethan’s hand as I felt yet another climax work its way through me.

“OH MY GOD!”  I squealed as I lifted my feet up higher, my toes clenched tightly, as my pussy clamped around Tyrone’s thick black shaft.

All kinds of sparks flew within me as I nearly blacked out from the pleasure.  As I reached the peak of my climax, Tyrone squeezed some lube between my ass cheeks and then pressed his thumb into my tight little virgin backdoor.  My eyes widened as I felt his thumb wiggle into my ass.

"Yeah, you like that don't you?" Tyrone teased as he continued slamming his hips back and forth.  "You getting real tight."

He was right, even though the intruder in my ass felt weird, it was somehow elevating the pleasure I felt.  I could barely breathe correctly as my entire body tightened up.  I buried my face into the sheets as I let out another loud moan.

"Ah fuck here it comes," Tyrone grunted as he pulled his thick black cock out of my soaking wet cunt.

He tapped his shaft against my ass cheeks as he stroked it.  Ethan stared in awe while holding my hand tightly.  After a few seconds, Tyrone groaned and I felt his thick, gooey warm load land on my lower back and ass.

"Ungh!  Fuck," Tyrone grunted as more of his seed shot onto my back.

Once he was done, he rolled me onto my back.  I looked down between my legs and gasped.  "Holy shit!  You're still hard!" I cried out, shocked by the sight.

“Damn straight I am, let me get some more of that,” Tyrone responded as he grabbed my legs and pulled my lower body up towards him while he stood on the bed.

I yelped as he pulled my feet over my head and then pressed them down by the ankles.  My ass was now pointed straight towards the air, with my body practically folded in half.  Tyrone smiled and aimed his thick cock downwards, carefully pushing it against my pussy.

“You ever try this?  The piledriver?”  Tyrone asked as he looked over at my husband.

“Huh?  What?  No, I… I never would’ve thought… wow,” Ethan responded, stumbling over his words.

Tyrone pressed the tip of his cock into me and turned his attention back towards me.  “I’m going to take you to heights you’ve never reached,” he cooed as he slowly descended, sliding his shaft deep inside me.

I squirmed a bit and wiggled my toes as I felt his girth, stretching my pussy open once more.  The familiar sensation of feeling full overtook me as he jammed the entire length of his shaft into my tight cunt.  Tyrone waved my husband over.  “Here, hold onto her ankles,” he ordered.

Ethan rushed over and did as he was told, placing his hands on my ankles and keeping my feet down over my head.  Tyrone placed his hands on my ass cheeks and began to pump up and down, pounding my pussy with all his might.  He occasionally spanked me, smacking each ass cheek as he thrust away.

“OH SHIT!  THAT’S SO DEEP!  OH GOD!  YES!  YES!  RIGHT THERE!”  I screamed as I reached up and grabbed onto my husband’s forearms.

He continued to hold tightly onto my ankles, keeping my feet planted on the bed.  It felt absolutely incredible, having Tyrone’s thick black cock sliding in and out of me in this new position.  He seemed to somehow get in deeper, hammering my quivering little cunt.

His low hanging balls slammed and smacked against my upturned ass with each thrust.  The bed creaked loudly as our bodies bounced off of it.  Another searing heat rushed through me and I closed my eyes, nearly blacking out as I climaxed again.  My pussy clamped shut and I felt an immense pressure between my legs.

“OH FUCK!  OH MY GOD!  OH SHIT!  OH SHIT! OHSHITOHSHITOHSHIT!”  I cried out as the pressure exploded.

Tyrone groaned and pulled his cock out.  Immediately after, my pussy clenched tightly and a long stream of my juices fired out, squirting all over Tyrone, my own upper body, and in my husband’s face.  My pussy was like a geyser, my juices flowing and squirting high up into the air.  It was somewhat embarrassing and my face turned bright red as I trembled, my climax hitting its peak at the same time.

“God damn!  Look at her go!”  Tyrone exclaimed as he tapped my pussy with his big fat cock.

I could barely remember to breathe as I tried to regain control of my senses.  A high pitched ringing filled my ears and I felt dizzy once my climax subsided.  Ethan wiped his face with one hand as Tyrone turned around and then placed the tip of his cock back against my pussy.

“Keep them legs held down,” Tyrone said as he turned back to look at my husband.

Ethan nodded as Tyrone gripped my ass cheeks and slowly pushed his cock right back into me.  I opened my eyes to stare up at Tyrone’s ass, his balls dangling above me as he jammed his cock down between my legs.  As he thrust his hips, his balls slammed against my clit, sending a bolt of pleasure through my core.

“OH FUCK!”  I screamed as my lower body bounced against his.

“Oh my… holy shit,” Ethan gasped as he watched.

“This is so… SO AMAZING!”  I yelled as Tyrone spread my ass cheeks and squeezed them while hammering away.

Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me and I would’ve sworn I had multiple orgasms in a row.  My body felt numb and almost weightless.  I gasped and my eyes rolled back as Tyrone slid his right pointer finger into my ass, gliding it in deep while he continued to thrust.  It was the most amazing sensation, feeling such a long intruder in my ass while my pussy was being stretched to its limits.

My body was drenched in a mixture of my sweat and juices.  I cried out as Tyrone slid another finger into my ass while he thrust his hips faster.  His cock was throbbing wildly as it glided in and out of my juicy pink cunt.

"Ungh! Yeah! Who's pussy is this?" Tyrone asked as he thrust his hips.

"AH! YOURS!"

"Yeah, that's right!"

His two fingers wiggled inside my ass, driving up the pleasure.  I held on even tighter to my husband's arms as my body went white hot again.  My legs shook uncontrollably, and I thought I would black out again.  As a numbing chilling sensation rushed through me, my eyelids fluttered and my mind blanked out.

My mouth opened but no sounds came out as one of the most powerful climaxes I'd ever felt hit.  I spread my toes as the rest of my body trembled.  Tyrone pulled out again, and soon enough, a powerful, long stream of my juices shot into the air.

Ethan let go of my legs out of concern and they landed back on the bed.  Tyrone had moved aside so that my legs wouldn't hit him.  They watched me tremble on the bed as my pussy continued to squirt.

"Damn, I think I broke her," Tyrone chuckled.

"You're still ready to go though, huh?" Ethan responded.

"I'm almost there.  I'm sure I can get off using her tits," Tyrone replied.

"Seriously?"

"Yeah, watch."

Tyrone carefully got atop my upper body and placed his thick glistening cock between my breasts.  He squeezed them together against his shaft and pushed forward.  The bulbous tip of his cock hit my chin as he did.

“Stick your tongue out,” he ordered.

I tilted my head down and stuck out my tongue, licking the tip of his shaft.  He groaned in response and nodded approvingly before pulling his hips back.  His cock slid down within my cleavage.  After a second, he thrust back forward, letting the tip of his cock hit my tongue again.

“Oh yeah, damn these tits are nice and soft,” Tyrone groaned.

He spit on his shaft and let it seep down the sides to help lubricate his movements.  His cock was already nice and slick from my juices so it wasn’t really needed.  I stared down between my breasts to see his thick black cock slide back and forth, bumping up against my tongue each time he thrust forward. 

“Ah fuck… oh I’m close,” Tyrone grunted as he began to thrust faster and faster.

I kept my mouth open and soon he thrust forward, releasing my tits and pulling my head down towards his cock.  His throbbing member jammed into my mouth and he continued to thrust.  I gagged as I took in his member, just managing to get a bit past the tip as he pumped his hips.

“Ah… shit… here it comes,” he grunted as he tilted his head back and pushed his lower body forward, trying to push his cock into my mouth as deep as he could.

My eyes watered as I choked on his fat cock, feeling it quiver inside my mouth.  Within seconds, I saw his abs clench, and soon a thick load shot into my mouth, sliding into my throat.  I gagged as I took it in, instinctively swallowing while my tongue was pressed down against the bottom of his throbbing shaft.

I tapped on his leg and he pulled back, sliding his cock out of my mouth.  I coughed, spitting out his thick gooey seed.  As it rolled down my lips, Tyrone grunted and another long stream of his hot load shot out, landing on my face, some of it even shooting past my head.

“UNGH!  Fuck!”  He groaned as he gripped his shaft and stroked it as if to push out every last drop.

He placed the tip of his cock against my lips and squeezed his shaft, pushing his hands up to the tip.  Whatever was left in his cock dripped out, landing on my lips.  I stuck out my tongue, licking the tip of his cock.

“Oooo, that’s it,” he groaned.

I smacked my lips while licking them, tasting his seed.  It was so different from my husband’s.  While it was salty, there was a slight sweetness to it, along with a bit of tanginess and sourness mixed in.  It wasn’t all that bad.  Though, I did have to cough a bit as his gooey load clung to my throat.

“Whew!  Fuck that was good,” Tyrone said as he stood and hopped off the bed, his still rock hard cock bobbing up and down.

I was exhausted as I laid still.  Ethan quickly rushed over to a nearby closet and grabbed a towel.  He gently wiped my face, cleaning Tyrone’s thick load off of it.  Tyrone stretched his arms and then placed his hands at his hips.

“You ready to go another round?”  He asked.

An exhausted sigh left my lips and I turned my head to look at him.  His big black cock was still rock hard, glistening in the light, as it bounced up and down excitedly.  I was at a loss for words as I stared.  “How are you still hard?  Aren’t you tired?”  I gasped.

Tyrone smirked and smacked his cock playfully.  “Nope, that was like a warm-up,” he chuckled.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I sighed, my pussy throbbing and aching as I laid still with my legs outspread.

“Nah, I’m serious,” Tyrone replied with a huge grin.

“Hey, why don’t you stay over for dinner?  We can order something, maybe get some more wine and let Linda take a small break first?”  Ethan offered.

“I’m down for that.  But uh, Linda, you sure a small break will be enough?  I mean, I don’t want to overstay my welcome, you know?”  Tyrone responded.

I took a deep breath as I winced as I tried to move.  "Oof... wow, you really beat this pussy up.  But I think after a little rest, maybe a hot bath, I might be able to go again," I answered.

Ethan’s eyes widened as he looked over at me.  “Are…  Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I think that’ll be enough.  Maybe you can join in,” I suggested.

“Oh… That does sound interesting…”  Ethan whispered.

“I have to warn you both, I eat a lot,” Tyrone informed.

“I can imagine, you’re built like a tank,” my husband replied.

“Ugh… Okay, um, I can barely move, so Ethan, do you think you can get the bath ready?  And then order something?”  I requested.

Ethan rushed over to the bathroom and I heard the water turn on.  I tried to get on my side but everything ached.  Especially the area between my legs, my crotch throbbing wildly with my movements.

“Oof… wow, okay… this is going to be harder than I thought,” I grunted.

Tyrone got close, placed his hands under me and then gently lifted me up off the bed.  He effortlessly carried me off the bed and out towards the hallway.  I dozed off a bit in his arms as we waited for the hot water to fill the tub.  Once it was full enough, Tyrone carefully lowered me into the water, taking his time and letting me get adjusted to the heat.

“Ooo… wow… that stings a bit but it feels good,” I moaned as the hot water brushed past my sensitive crotch and enveloped my aching body.

Tyrone carefully placed me down until my ass hit the bottom of the tub and then pulled back.  I couldn’t help but notice that his thick black cock was still hard, bouncing around with his movements.  His large black balls were still swinging around as he wiped his wet arms on a towel.  I licked my lips as I stared at his glistening member.

“Maybe I can get another load out of you with my mouth…”  I offered.

His ears perked up as he turned to look down at me.  “Yeah?  I’m down for that.”

As he stepped closer, Ethan walked into the bathroom with his phone.  “So, what’s everyone in the mood for?”  He asked.

“Looks like she wants some more of this dark meat,” Tyrone replied with a chuckle as he placed the tip of his cock against my lips.

“Oh wow… Uh… Why don’t I just order whatever while I watch?”  My husband responded.

Tyrone nodded as my lips slowly wrapped around the bulbous thick tip of his cock.  This wasn’t exactly what I had planned for the evening…  But it definitely turned out better than anything I had expected.


Dirty Little Fantasy

Horny Houston Hotwives Part 2

My phone buzzed several times while I typed away on my keyboard.  I had a couple more formulas in my spreadsheet to complete before I could call it a day.  It was near fiscal year end for my company and, being in finance, I had to make sure all the numbers were tidied up.  Not the most ideal time for my phone to keep trying to get my attention.

“Oh for crying out loud,” I whispered as I glanced down at my screen.

It was a friend of mine in Dallas, Katrina, constantly texting me.  I sighed, ignored my phone and continued finishing my work.  Once done, I did one last look over before grabbing my phone and unlocking it.

Katrina had blown up my inbox with messages, asking me what I was doing, if I was available, if I could call her, and other variations of them.  “Oh lord, Katrina, what in the hell,” I sighed as I called her.  “You know it’s yearend for me, it’s hectic as all hell,” I continued, trying to hold back my anger.

“I know, I know, but this was important, it’s a one time opportunity that I don’t want you to miss out on,” Katrina replied.

“Really?  What kind of bargain basement deal did you find today?”  I responded sarcastically.  There was a slight pause on the other end and my anger turned to worry as I waited in silence.  “Don’t tell me that got you riled up,” I continued.

“Huh?  What?  Hon, no, I’m trying to send you a picture, hold on,” Katrina said.

I rolled my eyes as I began surfing on my laptop.  There were a couple of new emails I quickly read over until I heard Katrina make a small whistling noise.  “There we go, check your messages,” she said.  I paused my surfing, put Katrina on speaker, and then opened my messages.

“Holy hell!”  I yelped as I saw the picture that loaded.

It was a picture of Katrina, nude, with a huge black man that towered over her, who was also buck naked.  My eyes were immediately drawn to his long, thick black shaft hanging low at his crotch.  I was speechless at the sight.

“You still there honey?”  Katrina asked, breaking me out of my little trance.

“What… what is… what did you send me?”  I gasped, my voice trembling slightly.

“That right there is prime dark meat honey, and he was absolutely amazing!  I know you and your husband are into cuckolding and thought you’d be interested.  He’s going to be in Dallas tomorrow,” Katrina replied.  “I’m going to see him again tonight, but trust me, he’s the most amazing experience you’ll ever have.”

I was momentarily at a loss for words.  “What?  You want me to just randomly call up this stranger?”  I questioned.

“Trust me, he ain’t a stranger hon, he knows me… intimately,” Katrina giggled.

“Oh jeez, and what am I supposed to tell Patrick?”

“Asimina, you always worry about what your husband will think.  You and I both know the answer though, he doesn’t care.  He’ll do whatever you tell him too, he loves being dominated,” Katrina replied.

She was right, my husband always did as told when it came to something sexual.  He had spent years bodybuilding when he was younger and had taken all kinds of supplements and steroids.  While he was still fit, the unfortunate side effect was that he had a smaller penis.  In gyms, when he showered, he had overheard others calling him a little needle dick, which hurt his pride.

When we first met, he never brought it up, but once we got close and intimate, he let it slip that it was one of his insecurities.  Though, strangely enough, he found it exciting to get teased about it.  Once we got married and started discussing our deepest fantasies, he had let me know that being cuckolded was what really got him hard.

He had to explain to me what that meant, and while it had initially shocked me, I decided to try it out.  Coming from a large and loud Greek family, there wasn’t much that would keep me surprised.  We first started swinging with other couples but Patrick never felt comfortable with his partner.  Instead, he just wanted to watch me with another man.

“So, do you want his number?”  Katrina asked, breaking me out of my thoughts.

“Huh?  Oh.  I don’t know…”

“Honey, what’s there to not know?  How long have we known each other?”

“A couple of years.  I wasn’t in Dallas that long,” I replied.

“Wow, okay, well, how many secrets have we spilled to one another?  Trust me, this’ll be one of the best decisions of your life,” Katrina said.

"I need to think on it," I responded.

"Don't think too long! They're in Houston for only one day."

"They?!"

"Oh right, I forgot to tell you, there's a group of them.  I'm actually going out tonight to meet them.  Along with some other hot wives around town," Katrina replied with excitement in her voice.

"Wow, y'all are crazy over there."

"Ha, ha, ha, you don't know the half of it.  Come on!  Here, I'll just text you Dequan's number right now and I'll tell him about you," Katrina offered.

“I don’t know about this…”  I replied cautiously.

“Oh come on, what’s the worst that can happen?  You have a number in your phone on standby.  Though, I’ve heard that one of the wives set up some kind of WhatsApp group a long time ago and is planning on blasting out that these big black men are showing up in Austin.”

“Ok, ok, fine,” I yielded.

“That’s the spirit!  Maybe I’ll send you some pictures from later tonight,” Katrina giggled.

I shook my head and sighed.  “Have a good time.”

Once I hung up, I took another look at the picture she had sent me.  I nibbled on my lower lip as I zoomed in, focusing on his crotch.  My lips trembled as I took a closer look, it almost looked fake, his big black manhood.

Katrina’s forearm was near his thigh and I did a double take.  Dequan’s shaft looked as long and thick as her forearm.  I wondered if she was playing a joke, modifying a picture to make it look bigger.  “There’s just no way,” I whispered to myself.

It definitely looked real and Katrina wasn’t one to really mess around with technology.  My body grew warm and I put my phone down to take a deep breath.  I hadn’t realized it initially, but my heart was pounding.

“Ok, get a hold of yourself,” I whispered while closing my eyes and leaning back on my seat.

Katrina was right, my husband did like to get dominated and did as ordered.  He also enjoyed watching me with other men.  Though, we’d never really experimented with black men.  It had never really crossed our minds.

I got up and headed to the kitchen.  Working from home meant that I was usually the one preparing dinner.  Patrick would be home soon and I decided to at least approach him with the topic.

***

My husband mowed down his food, like usually does, while glancing at his phone.  When he used to workout, he had focused on being bulky yet lean.  He was still a large man, tall, with broad shoulders, and fading blonde hair.  Unfortunately, his gym days were behind him, yet he still ate like he went to it, causing him to grow wide, but in the wrong direction.

“Slow down,” I warned.  “You’re going to choke on your food.”

“Huh?  Babe, what?”  He began to cough and placed his hands on his neck, acting as if he were choking.  Acting poorly.

I rolled my eyes and sighed as I took another bite of my food.  “Ha, ha, real funny.  There’s something I want to talk to you about.”

“Uh oh.”

“Really?  Uh oh?”  I questioned as I raised one eyebrow.  “Look, do you remember Katrina?”

He tilted his head and looked up, trying to remember the name I could tell he was really struggling.

“Back when we were in Dallas for a while.”

“Oh, the blonde.  Yeah.”

“Well, she reached out to me this afternoon to see how we were doing,” I started.

“Yeah?  I didn’t know you still kept in touch with her.”

“It’s rare but we chat every now and then.  But anyway, she sent me this,” I said as I pulled out my phone and loaded the picture she had sent me.  Once I spun my phone around so he could see the screen, he stopped eating immediately.

“Damn, I didn’t realize she had such nice tits,” he commented.  “And she’s with some black guy now?”

“That is a visitor that was in town.  She sent this over to me to let me know that he’s going to be in Houston tomorrow,” I replied.

“Holy cow, look at the size of his dick,” Patrick responded, excitement filling his voice.

“Is that getting you hard?”  I teased as I turned my phone back around.  I straightened my leg and pressed my foot against his crotch.  “Do you think you’d like it if he were plowing me with it?”  I continued as I gently pushed and rubbed his crotch with my foot.

“Mmm… ugh…”  Patrick groaned as he closed his eyes momentarily.  “Oh babe… Come on, you can’t tease me like that.”

I smirked and licked my lips.  “Well, if it does get you hard, then maybe something can be arranged.  Katrina gave me his number and…”  I paused and glanced at the clock.  “She’s probably having a good time with him right now.  She told me that she’ll be telling him about me,” I continued.

Patrick groaned again as he leaned back, enjoying the feeling of my foot against his crotch.  I could feel his little hard dick press against the bottom of my foot.  While I had been hesitant initially, I hadn’t been able to get the thought out of my head while preparing dinner.  All throughout, I kept seeing the picture Katrina had sent me in my mind’s eye.

I thought I could wait a little longer before bringing it up, but I couldn’t help it.  Patrick took a deep breath and opened his eyes.  “Oh wow, yeah, I’d very much like that,” he groaned.

“Yeah?  Should I let Katrina know that we’re interested?”  I inquired as I continued to gently rub his crotch with the sole of my right foot.

“Oo, wow, yes.  Slow it down,” he requested.

I smirked and pulled my foot away.  “So yes?”  I asked for confirmation while typing on my phone.

“Yeah…  Let’s do it.  He’s flying in tomorrow?  It’s just one day?”  Patrick inquired.

“Yup, that’s what she told me.  Let me confirm,” I answered while sending a message to Katrina.

“Was that a real picture though?  No manipulation?  Cause his dick looked big,” Patrick asked.

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure it’s real.  I zoomed in a couple of times this afternoon and I didn’t see anything strange,” I replied.

The phone buzzed as Katrina responded with a winking emoji.  Then another buzz, she sent another picture.  I gasped, covering my mouth with one hand as I loaded the picture.  It was Katrina again, but she was flanked by two big, muscular, black men, each of them nude.

“What?  What is it?!”  Patrick responded as he stood up and leaned forward to try and get a look at what I was looking at.

I flipped my phone around and handed it to him.  His eyes nearly popped out of his head as he saw the picture.  “She’s with TWO of them?!”

“Yeah, I guess so…  She did mention she’s meeting with others,” I replied.

“Other swingers?  Is this like some orgy she’s at?”  Patrick asked, his voice trembling with excitement.

“Maybe?  Why don’t you calm down a little though,” I replied.

As he handed my phone back to me, Patrick walked away to fill up his cup of water.  He nervously glanced over at me.  “Would… would… you ever… consider something like that?”  He asked, his voice shaking a bit.

It was strange seeing such a large man act so nervous and weak at the knees.  “What was that?  Consider what?”  I asked, my eyebrows furrowing a bit in confusion.

“Uh… Ah, never mind, forget about it,” he sighed.

“What?  Come on, man up!  Consider what?”  I questioned, raising my voice a bit and making him shake momentarily.

“Well, I mean… She’s taking on two black guys, I was wondering if…”  He paused, letting his words trail off.

“You want to see me with two?”

He gulped, his Adam’s apple visibly bobbing up and down as his eyes darted around.  “I mean, only if… like if you were, like, if that made you comfortable.  Only if you wanted to, basically,” he stuttered.

I stared at him in silence, watching him squirm uneasily as he waited for my response.  A big, former bodybuilder nervously moving side to side in front of me, a woman barely over five feet, felt a bit silly to be honest.  I let his question longer while leaning back in my seat and crossing my arms.  I'd never been with more than one man at a time before.

To be honest, I felt a bit excited by the idea.  Though the sheer size of both men had me a bit worried.  I nibbled on my lower lip for a bit as I thought about it.

"You know what, why not," I answered.  "It's been a rough quarter at work.  Might as well try something new and exciting."

Patrick's eyes lit up at my words.  "Really?!"

"Well let me reach out to Katrina first.  Who knows if both those black men are coming here," I answered as I began typing on my phone.

"Oh wow, I can't believe this is happening," Patrick whispered.

"Don't get too excited," I warned as I sent my message.

"Oh, sorry."

I took a deep breath and went back to eating our dinner as we waited.  Patrick Pace around for a bit.  "Babe, stop circling around and finish your dinner," I ordered.

He nodded and sat back down.  "Sorry, I'm so amped up," he replied.

I watched as he began to vacuum up his food again.  He kept glancing at my phone, waiting for it to buzz.  Even after we finished dinner, there had been no response from Katrina.

"Has she responded?  Do you think something happened?" Patrick asked.

"I'm sure she's busy enjoying her time.  We probably won't hear back until tomorrow," I answered.

"Aww man…"

"Do you want to have sex tonight?  Stop you from being too antsy?" I asked.

“Huh?  Oh absolutely!”  Patrick replied giddily.

"Well, let's go," I ordered as I made my way to the master bedroom.

Patrick rushed in after, tossing his clothes aside as I stripped out of mine.  The images that Katrina had sent were still on my mind.  The folds of my sex were nice and wet as I fantasized about the two big black men.

My husband hopped on the bed and spread my legs before placing his head between them.  His warm breath brushed by the lips of my quivering sex.  I placed my hands on the back of his head and let out a small moan as his tongue pressed against my pussy.

"Mmm…" I moaned as Patrick slid his tongue into me and wiggled it around.

He wasn't exactly the best at this, but he at least tried.  I moved my hips a bit to rub my clit against the tip of his sharp nose.  My husband reached up and squeezed my breasts while he continued to flick his tongue.  He pinched my nipples firmly while circling the lips of my sex. 

“Feels like you’re ready,” Patrick said as he got up and placed his little pecker against my pussy.

I nodded and nibbled on my lower lip seductively as he pushed his dick into me.  He grunted as the base of his shaft hit the lips of my sex.  I grinded my hips back and forth, but was careful not to move too much, as that usually caused his dick to slip out.

Patrick leaned forward and wrapped his arms around me, his upper body pressing against mine as he tried his best to move his hips and grind his lower body against me.  His hot breath brushed by the side of my neck as I closed my eyes and moaned.  He grinded just a bit faster and within seconds, he froze up and shuddered atop me.

“Ungh… oh… yeah…”  He grunted.

He trembled a bit more as his body tensed up, and I felt his dick soften.  I continued to grind my lower body against him, hoping that he wasn’t done.  He obviously was, his once rigid penis turning flaccid.

“Oh whew, wow, that was amazing,” Patrick whispered as he rolled off of me and lay in bed.

I held back a sigh as I got on the edge of the bed and sat up.  He glanced over, “what’s up?”

“Hm?  Nothing, I’m going to go shower,” I replied as I got up and headed to the bathroom.

“Oh okay.”

I grabbed my phone on the way to the bathroom.  Once I was inside, I closed the door and glanced at my screen to see that Katrina had replied.  I unlocked my phone and held back a gasp as I saw the picture she had sent.  It was a shot of Katrina squatted down while holding two big black cocks in her hands with a huge smile on her face.  In the background, I could see the legs of other black men.

“Such a great time,” she wrote.

I scrolled up to see the other texts she had sent.  She had started by saying that she had told Dequan and his friend, Jamal about me.  They were expecting a text if I was really ready.  I bit on my thumbnail as I scrolled back down to stare at the picture she had sent.  The lips of my still hungry sex quivered at the sight.  I had definitely not been satisfied and at this point, I had to type back to Katrina.

“Oh I’m ready.  I’ll text Dequan right now,” I typed quickly before loading up Dequan’s number.  Once my message to Katrina had been sent, I sent Dequan a quick message introducing myself.  My heart pounded with excitement as I took a deep breath and put my phone away on the counter.  After a minute, I turned on the hot water and waited for it to warm up.

“I can’t believe I’m going to do this,” I whispered to myself.

The very idea that I had reached out to a black man to invite him over to my house was a bit crazy.  The fact that I was asking both him and his friend to visit…  That was something I never thought I’d do.  But yet, my pussy craved it, I needed to be fulfilled.

I stepped into the shower and let the warm water caress my still sensitive body.  My hands gently rubbed my sex, cleaning it as much as possible.  But as my fingers past by my clit, I couldn’t help but let out a small little moan and slip them into me.  I slowly slid my fingers back and forth while leaning against the side of the shower wall.  My mind drifted off, fantasizing about the two big black men having their way with me…

***

My phone buzzed, waking me from my sleep.  I blinked a couple of times and looked around until my eyes were able to focus on the clock.  It was seven thirty in the morning.  I looked over to see my husband still snoring away.

I unlocked my phone and loaded my messages to see that Katrina had been having a field day, sending pictures of not just her and the black men but some of the other wives that were there.  There was also a message from Dequan, letting me know when their flight landed and asking where and when we could meet.  My fingers trembled as I took a deep breath, trying to figure out what to respond with.

Patrick was still snoring away, oblivious, as I glanced over, debating on whether to wake him up or not.  I wasn’t sure whether I should invite the two black men to our home or to try to go to a nearby hotel.  Either option seemed okay to me, but Patrick might’ve had other wishes.

“Argh…”  I grunted as I tapped on my husband’s shoulder.  “Patrick, wake up.”

He remained asleep, snoring, only slightly wiggling when he felt my taps.  I sighed and pushed him a bit, jerking his shoulder back and forth.  Patrick snorted and momentarily opened his eyes before blinking a couple of times and trying to close them again.

“Patrick, wake up!”

“Ugh… what is it?”  He groaned, keeping his eyes closed.

“I got a response!”  I informed him excitedly.

“A response?  Okay,” Patrick replied, still basically asleep, not quite registering my words.

“Babe!  I got a response from Dequan, the black guy that was with Katrina,” I clarified while constantly pushing and pulling on his shoulder.

His eyes widened immediately and he shot up, nearly knocking me over.  “What?  Really?  What did he say?!”

“Babe, you almost head butted me,” I responded, giving him a light tap on the head.  “My goodness, it’s got you that excited?”

“Yeah, absolutely!”

“Well, it sounds like they’re interested, both of them.  But they want to know where we’re meeting up,” I answered.

“Oh…  Should we invite them here?”  Patrick suggested.

“You sure?  I mean, I thought it might be a little strange to have two complete strangers come to our house.”

“Well, Katrina vouched for them, right?”

I tilted my head from side to side before nodding, “that’s true.  But still, isn’t it just a tiny bit weird?”

“Hm… I mean, maybe?  Where else could we go though?”

“There’s that hotel nearby, or, I mean, any of the nearby motels, like a Motel 6 could probably work too,” I replied.  “I mean, how long would we possibly be there for, right?”

Patrick scratched his chin as he thought about it.  He really seemed to be straining as he thought through the options.  “Wow, I mean… you with two black guys in some shady looking ghetto motel…  that actually sounds kind of hot,” he finally replied.

I raised an eyebrow and stared at him in silence.  He nervously stared back at me, looking as though he wanted to take back his words.  “Wow…  I honestly don’t know what to say to that,” I responded.

“Um… a yes?”  He replied with a sheepish smile.

I couldn’t help but smile back and roll my eyes.  “Okay, fine, why don’t you find one and give me the address.  But please, let’s go somewhere relatively safe, neighborhood wise,” I agreed.

Patrick grabbed his phone and started searching on maps while I replied to Dequan, letting him know we’re interesting and looking for a place to meet.  I grew more excited with each word that I typed, butterflies in my stomach as I finished my response.  The edges of my lips trembled as I looked over at my husband who was eagerly searching on his maps.

“Okay!  I think I found one!  Look, there’s a Motel 6 in Willowbrook Mall,” Patrick said.

“Oh, that doesn’t sound bad, it’s not that bad of a neighborhood,” I replied.

“And look, there’s a room with a bath like this,” he said as he showed me a picture on his phone.

I scrolled through a couple of the pictures.  It did look decently clean, but still had that sense of an old run down place.  Like he said, there was a room with a tub in it, and it looked absolutely out of place.  Near the bed, a big rectangular box of blue tiles with a porcelain bathtub centered in it.

“Is that just a tub or a jacuzzi?”  I asked.

Patrick squinted as he stared at the small screen.  “Hm… I think it might be just a tub, I don’t see any of those little holes where it jets out water.”

“That’s a bit… well, I was going to say cheap, but I guess that’s what the point,” I replied.

“So, this a good place?”

“Yes, I’ll text him the address.  You book a room,” I responded.

Patrick nodded and started the booking process online while I gave Dequan the address.  My heart was racing as I got up and headed to the bathroom.  I had to get cleaned up.

***

Patrick took a deep breath as he turned on the television and looked around the room.  There was a football game that he had wanted to watch.  “Wow, the Texans aren’t doing too bad,” he commented.

“Really?  You’re going to watch football?!”

“What?  We have some time to burn.  Plus, it’s always good to have some background noise, you know, in case there are neighbors,” Patrick replied as he paced the room.  “It’s a lot cleaner than I thought it’d be,” he continued.

“Background noise?  It’s barely past lunch time on a Sunday near a mall.  I mean, how many people do you think even stay here?  And why two beds?  Wouldn’t one have been good enough?”  I questioned.

“I thought I saw someone check into the room next to us.  And the two beds, well, I mean, I guess I didn’t really think about that.  It’s whatever was available,” Patrick answered as he sat on one bed and watched the game.

I walked through the relatively spacious room and took a look at the slightly out of place tub.  It definitely wasn’t a jetted tub, sadly.  The grayish brown carpet appeared clean but I figured it was meant to.  There really wouldn’t have been a way to distinguish if it was clean or not with the color that it was.  My phone buzzed and I looked at it to see that Dequan had texted letting me know that they were a couple of minutes out.

“Is that them?”  Patrick asked nervously.

“Yes, they’ll be here in a couple of minutes.  Are you sure you’re ready for this?  It’s now or never,” I asked, though to a certain degree, it felt like I was asking myself the question.

Patrick tilted his head from side to side as he nervously looked over at me.  “I mean, I think I’m good with it.  Are you though?  It’s really your decision,” he responded, not quite giving me a clear answer.

I took a deep breath and nibbled on my lower while tapping one foot on the floor.  On one hand, I was extremely excited, my body craving to feel the two black men.  On the other, I was going to be in a room with two strangers, all on the word of a friend I’d just been keeping in touch with here and there.

“Well…  I see no reason why Katrina would lie to me.  I think we stay, for sure,” I answered.

Patrick nodded approvingly and then turned his attention back to the game.  I shook my head and rolled my eyes.  Within minutes, there was a knock on the door and we both froze, staring at one another silently.

Another couple of knocks and I pointed at the door.  “You get it,” I whispered.

My husband pointed at himself before mouthing "me?"

I gritted my teeth and nodded while still pointing at the door.  Patrick nervously got off the bed, a loud creaking noise emitting from it.  He gulped, wiped his sweaty palms against his pants and then headed to the door.  His hands trembled as he nervously turned it and opened the door.

"Uh… h-hey," he greeted.

"Yo, sup man.  You Aminah's husband?" A deep low voice bellowed, mispronouncing my name

“Aminah?  Do you mean Asimina?”  Patrick asked.

“Uh, hold up, uh… yeah, I guess I misread that badly.  Asimina.”

“Then yes, I’m her husband, I’m Patrick, nice to meet you.”

I looked up at the ceiling and sighed.  My husband was absolutely nervous and was being awkward with his movements, first attempting to shake the visitor’s hand but then leaning in for a shoulder tap.  He paused midway, stepped back and tried finishing the handshake.

“So, um, mind if we come in?”

“Huh?  Oh, uh, yeah, yeah, come on,” Patrick responded nervously as he stepped back and opened the door wide.

Two large, hulking black men stepped in.  They each practically filled the entire door frame as they walked by.  Even with my husband’s body building background, he seemed small compared to them.

“Oh wow, you got some lovely olive skin, absolutely stunning,” the first black man commented.  He was bald and built like a tank, muscles on muscles.  His tight fitting tank top left nothing to the imagination as he showed off his impressive physique.  “I’m Dequan, the guy you’ve been texting,” he introduced.

The other black man soon followed, giving a nod of approval.  He was a bit smaller than Dequan and had a clean crew cut.  “And I’m Jamal.”

“Hi, wow, nice to meet you both,” I replied, my cheeks feeling warm as I blushed.

“Wow, are you Hispanic?”  Dequan asked.

“Man, come on, her name is Asimina, ain’t know way,” Jamal replied as he gave his friend a light punch.

“What?  That can be a Hispanic name!”

“I’m Greek actually,” I answered.

“Oh shit, no way!  Greek?  Damn, ain’t never been with a Greek woman,” Dequan responded with a huge smile.

Jamal glanced around the room, his eyes landing on the out of place tub.  “Huh… interesting set up here.  Any reason you chose a Motel 6 of all places?  And one with… well, whatever that is?”  He asked.

“Oh snap, is that a jet tub?  In a Motel 6?!  Damn!”  Dequan said as he rubbed his hands and walks towards it.

“No, it’s just a tub,” I replied.

I could physically see him deflate a bit at my words.  “What?  No way, damn.  Well, figures,” he replied.

“It was part of my husband’s fantasy, to see me with black guys in some cheap motel,” I answered as I looked at Jamal.

“Really?  Huh, I mean, I guess we’ve heard of weirder fantasies,” Jamal replied as he turned his head to look at Patrick.

“Damn, you got the game on too?”  Dequan said as he walked back over and looked at the television.  “The Texans against the Titans?  Damn, close game!”

I sighed and raised an eyebrow while crossing my arms.  “Really?  Y’all just want to watch the game?”

“Huh?  Oh sorry, my bad.  We going straight to it?”  Dequan asked as he glanced over at Patrick and then me.

“Is that what you did with Katrina last night?”  I asked.

Dequan and Jamal both smirked.  “Oh, heh, we did a LOT last night with her,” Dequan responded gleefully.

Patrick quietly walked over to one bed and sat on the edge nervously.  Jamal glanced over and then dug through one of the pockets in his cargo pants to pull out some small bottles of alcohol.  “You need something to loosen you up?”  He asked as he raised one of them up towards Patrick.

“Uh… yeah, actually, I think I might like one of those,” my husband replied, his voice trembling a bit.

Jamal nodded and tossed him a small bottle of Hennessy.  He looked over at me and I gave him a small node.  “Yeah, I think I might need something too.  Nothing too strong though,” I requested.

“Hm, I don’t think I have anything that’s not too strong…  I mean, I guess I got this Grey Goose, it’s strong but at least it's smooth,” Jamal replied.

“Oh, ok, yeah, that’s fine.”

He cracked it open and handed it over to me.  I took a short sip and grimaced a bit.  It had been a while since I had hard alcohol.  While I continued to drink it, Dequan pulled off his tank top, followed by his pants.  Jamal did the same, taking off his shirt and cargo pants.  They both didn’t take off their boxer briefs.

I gulped down the vodka as my eyes landed on their packages.  Their tight black boxer briefs had large visible mounds right at their crotch.  My body began to turn white hot at the sight, and with the vodka rushing through me, I felt as though I was in a sauna.

“We’re ready, now it’s your turn,” Dequan commented.

I finished my vodka and placed the small empty bottle on a nearby table.  After taking a deep, nervous breath, I slowly pulled off my top and then my skirt.  My hands trembled slightly as I reached back to unclasp my bra.

“Wow, she’s got a fine body,” Jamal praised as he looked over at Patrick.

“Yeah man, you one lucky husband,” Dequan agreed.

I blushed even more as I tried covering my breasts with my arms once my bra came off.  Dequan got in closer and lifted me up gently and effortlessly.  He placed me on the other bed and spread my legs open before leaning in, his head hovering over my crotch.  I gasped as I felt his hot breath brush by my inner thighs.

Jamal pulled off his boxer briefs and hopped on the bed near my head.  I looked over to my right and let out a surprised yelp when I saw his manhood.  It was easily double the length of my husband’s and had much more girth to it.  I thought the pictures would’ve prepared, but they had not.

“Oh my God!”  I gasped.

Patrick leaned over in the bed, then got up to get a better look.  He even let out a gasp.  “Holy shit!”

Jamal straddled my head, his balls pressing down on my forehead while his long hard shaft hovered over my nose and lips.  I reached up and wrapped my trembling fingers around it.  It felt extremely warm to the touch.  After rubbing it a bit, I stuck my tongue out, gently licking the underside of his long hard shaft.

The tip of my tongue rolled back and forth along his shaft.  He occasionally moved his hips forward so that my tongue ran against the base of his cock and against his low hanging balls.  I let out a gasp as Dequan ran his tongue against my crotch, pressing against the lips of my sex, with only my silk panties in the way.  His tongue expertly rolled along my inner thighs, then back down to my crotch, running down the length of my panties.  He gently pushed my panties to the side and flicking his tongue against my sensitive clit.

“Mm… oh… yes…”  I whispered before licking Jamal’s shaft some more.

Dequan was extremely skilled, his tongue teasing my clit before gently sliding down between my slit.  He just barely pressed the tip of his tongue inside me.  I wiggled my toes and moaned loudly.

“You like that?”  Jamal commented as he reached down to grab my ankles and hold them, keeping my legs spread wide open.

“Oh… mmmm… yes, he’s so good,” I moaned back.

Patrick groaned and licked his lips as he watched, a small tent pitched up at his crotch.  Dequan slid his tongue deeper into me and began to flick it up and down.  I gasped and thrust my hips, pushing my crotch up against him, my clit rubbing against his nose.  Jamal pulled his hips back and pressed the tip of his big fat cock against my open lips.  Within seconds, the bulbous tip of his thick black cock pushed into my mouth.

I couldn’t take in too much, just barely able to get past the tip before I reached up and tapped on Jamal’s muscular thighs.  He kept steady, making sure not to push his thick black cock too deep into my mouth.  I did my best to suck on the tip, some saliva running down the sides of my lips. 

I reached down between my legs and placed my hand on Dequan’s bald head while I eagerly moved my hips up and down, constantly rubbing my clit against the tip of his nose while his tongue continued to flick wildly inside me.  He eagerly lapped away, his tongue rushing in and out of my now wet pussy.

“Damn, she sounds wet,” Jamal commented.

Dequan pulled his head back and stood up and wiped his lips with the back of his hand.  “Hell yeah man, she ready,” he replied.  I pulled Jamal’s cock out of my mouth and looked down between my legs to watch him pull down his boxer briefs.  An enormous, thick cock bounced out from between his legs.

“HOLY SHIT!”  I gasped loudly while holding tightly onto Jamal’s shaft.

I had thought that Jamal was big, but Dequan was built differently.  He had a thicker cock than Jamal and possibly even slightly longer.  To top it all off, I wasn’t even sure he was fully hard as his foreskin was still covering the tip of his cock.

Patrick’s eyes widened as he looked over, just as stunned, if not more, than I was.  Jamal reached down and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them tightly.  “What?  You surprised by him?”  He chuckled.  “I hate to admit it, but he’s bigger than me.”

Dequan grabbed his thick shaft and slapped my pussy lips a couple of times with it.  Each time it landed with a loud thud, and I could feel the vibrations echo throughout my white hot body.  I began to debate whether or not this was a good idea as he pulled back his foreskin and pressed the thick tip of his cock against the entrance to my sex.

“Oh wait!  Wait!”  Patrick yelped as he rushed over to his backpack and opened it up.

Dequan continued to push his hips forward, slowly pushing until the tip of his cock lodged into me.  I gasped and squirmed, holding tightly onto Jamal’s cock as my pussy stretched wide.  A searing heat rushed through my core.

Patrick came rushing back with a box, and he ripped it open to grab a roll of condoms.  He pulled off one packet and tore it open before handing it to Dequan.  I looked down between my legs, staring at the big thick shaft throbbing, with just the tip inside me.  It was strange to see, and I was surprised that I had let him even put that much in without protection.

Dequan slowly pulled the condom out of its packaging before finally pulling the tip of his cock out.  I gasped immediately as it felt as though my pussy was being unplugged.  While Dequan unrolled the condom onto his shaft, my pussy quivered wildly as it tried to recover.  If only the tip had managed to do that to me, I wondered what the rest would feel like… or if I would even be able to handle it.

Dequan grunted as he managed to get the condom on.  “Man, what size is this?  It feels tight as hell,” he asked.

“Uh, the regular size, I guess?”  Patrick replied.

“It’s definitely a tight fit.  I usually go for the extra large ones.  Hope I can stay hard,” Dequan replied as he grabbed his shaft and aimed the tip of his cock carefully between my legs.

I gripped tightly onto Jamal’s cock and braced myself as I felt the thick tip of his cock slowly press into me again.  Dequan groaned loudly as he held tightly onto his shaft and pushed his hips forward, slowly lodging the head of his cock into me.  I closed my eyes as my body trembled wildly, my pussy struggling to take in the large invader.

“Oh fuck… slow… slow please,” I gasped.

I clenched my toes tightly as my legs trembled, still being held down by my ankles by Jamal.  Dequan’s cock stretched my pussy to its limits as it slowly began its journey.  He took his time, inching his lower body forward.

“Oh man, it’s fucking tight,” Dequan grunted as he placed his hands on the bottom of my thighs.

I gritted my teeth as I reached down with one hand, gripping to the sheets below me.  My other hand began to stroke Jamal’s hard shaft as I struggled to take in Dequan’s.  It was a bit painful at first, I had never taken such girth before in my life.  But as Dequan pressed onward, a rush of pleasure blasted through me.

“Ah!  Ah!  Wait!  Hold on!  Pause!”  I yelped.

Dequan stopped and stared down at me, looking a bit confused.  “You okay?”

I took a couple of deep breaths, “I just need a minute to adjust, cause you are so damn thick, and too big,” I gasped.  I looked down between my legs and my eyes widened immediately.  He was maybe half way in, if that.  I definitely wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

“Yeah, I can wait a little, a lot of women aren’t used to something like this,” Dequan responded proudly.

My husband was speechless as he watched.  He unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, tossing them to the side, followed by his briefs.  I looked over to see him gently stroking his member with two fingers.  The size difference between him and the two black men with me was enormous.

“Damn, no wonder she’s tight,” Jamal commented.

Dequan looked over to his left, looked at my husband for a second before looking back at me.  “Yeah, I’m really going to have to ease myself in slowly,” he agreed.  “You ready?”

I took another couple deep breaths, trying to relax my body before giving him a nod.  “Okay, I think so.”

He nodded back and slowly pushed his hips forward again.  I squirmed a bit as his big black cock inches it's way forward.  My pussy tightly clapped around his fat shaft, squeezing with all its might.  Dequan moved forward just a little more before pausing to wipe his bald head.

"Woo, damn, this is going to take a bit of effort," he chuckled.

"Don't stretch it out too much before I get me some," Jamal replied with a grin.

After a minute, Dequan actually began to move in the opposite direction.  He pressed down on my legs while pulling his hips back.  I wiggled my toes while moaning loudly.  It felt like I was being unplugged, his thick shaft slowly working its way out from between my trembling legs.

"Ah!  Oh yes!  Oh fuck!"  I screamed as I writhed around.

Jamal's powerful grasp stopped me from moving too much.  His cock bounced against my nose, his balls pressed down on my forehead.  My left hand remained on his shaft, holding tightly onto it as I felt Dequan pull further back.

"Damn, look at that pussy grip," Dequan groaned as he pulled his cock back until just the tip remained.

He then pushed forward again, slowly sliding his manhood back into me.  At the same time, Jamal moved back, moved my hand aside and aimed his shaft down.  He gently pushed the tip of his cock into my open lips.

I opened my mouth wider to take in the bulbous tip.  My jaw was pushed to its limits as he pushed his cock deeper into my mouth.  I wiggled my tongue around as I struggled to take more in.

Dequan pushed in a little deeper than before, pausing for a moment again before pulling his hips back.  He was a bit faster this time, sliding out until the tip and then thrusting forward again.  "Ungh, yeah, gonna open this up," he grunted between breaths.

I let out a muffled moan as Jamal's member filled my mouth.  My eyes watered a bit as I choked on his fat cock.  It was so much thicker and longer than my husband's.  Or any man I had ever been with, for that matter.

"Oh damn, this is… wow," Patrick stuttered, completely at a loss for words as he watched.

Jamal began to move his hips gently, sliding the tip of his cock in and out of my mouth.  At the same time, Dequan began to thrust faster, slowly pushing in deeper with each stroke.  I felt a bit of pain and reached up to tap on Dequan's chest.  Jamal pulled back immediately, sliding his cock out of my mouth.

"AH!  Wait!  Stop!" I yelled.

Dequan paused and pulled back completely.  His fat cock slipped out with a slick wet pop.  My pussy gaped open for a bit as I took quick shallow breaths.  Patrick rushed over worriedly and grabbed a hold of my hand.

"Are you okay?" He asked.

"Yes, I just needed a quick break.  I think we need to change positions," I replied.

Dequan nodded and moved away from the edge of the bed while Jamal released my ankles.  My trembling legs fell towards the bed, dangling off the edge as I continued to try and catch my breath.  I felt a bit lightheaded as I started up at the ceiling.

After a couple more minutes, I sat up and managed to get off the bed.  "I need to be on top," I requested.

"Why don't you ride me to start?" Jamal suggested.  "I'm a little less thick."

I sucked in my lower lip before nodding in agreement.  Jamal hopped on the bed, his nice hard cock pointing straight towards the ceiling.  I got back on the bed and mounted him, planting my feet firmly down next to his core.

My legs trembled as I slowly squatted down, lowering my crotch towards his.  I reached down between my legs to grab Jamal's shaft, holding it steady as the lips of my sex pressed against the tip of it.  Even though it was not as thick as Dequan's, it was still a sizeable girth.

"Ah!  Ah damn!" I squealed as the thick bulbous tip worked its way into me.

"Oh… damn that's good," he groaned.

Patrick rushed over near me.  "Wait, wait, you don't have a condom on!"

"Ah shit, forgot.  Let her ride a little and then I'll pop one on," Jamal responded.

"Yeah, let's do that," I agreed between short shallow breaths as I lowered myself just a bit further.

I placed one hand on Jamal's broad barrel like chest to brace myself while still holding onto his shaft with the other.  Once the thick tip was in, his smooth shaft slowly inches it's way in as I squatted down lower.  My legs were struggling as I made my way down.  I had to pause when I was about halfway down.

"Ooo… wow, damn this dick is long," I gasped.

"You're almost there," Dequan said as he stroked his fat member.

I slowly lowered my knees to the bed, starting with my right leg, then my left.  As I did, I inches down just a bit further and a loud moan escaped my lips.  I paused again before raising myself up, clenching my toes together as Jamal's long hard shaft slid out of my tight pink cunt.

Patrick stood next to the bed, stroking his dick with two fingers as he watched excitedly.  Once I worked my way up to the tip, I took a deep breath and slowly made my journey back down.  I wiggled my toes as I felt his thick manhood fill me.  An intense rush of heat spread from my crotch outward through the rest of my body. 

"Ungh, damn, you weren't kidding, she's fucking right," Jamal groaned as he reached around and squeezed my ass cheeks.

"Must feel real fucking good without a rubber," Dequan replied.

I reached as far down as I could go before I paused and reversed direction again.  It was an absolute rush of pure bliss as I felt his hot quivering shaft sliding out of me again.  I was getting adjusted to his girth, now all I had to do was work my way down towards the base of his lengthy cock.

"Ah yeah, ride this big black cock," Jamal grunted as he smacked me ass.

I yelped as I felt a sharp stinging pain from the slap.  An intense heat rushed to my ass cheeks, and my body grew more sensitive.  I gritted my teeth and lowered back down into his shaft.

"Ah… yes… he's so deep inside me," I gasped as I lowered down until I felt uncomfortable.

I reached down with my left hand to feel how much further I had to go to reach the base.  There were still almost four fingers worth left.  I couldn't believe it, but I was still able to wrap my fingers around the remainder of his shaft and stroke it just a little.

A part of me wanted to push through it and lower down but I couldn't get myself to do it.  I had to push myself back up tilting my head back as I felt the now familiar sense of emptiness between my legs.

"Oh damn look at that grip," Dequan commented as he gave my left ass cheek a smack.

I squirmed a bit from the slap but still enjoyed it.  As the heat rushed from my ass through my body, I slowly brought myself down again.  I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth while placing both my hands on Jamal’s chest.  His long, hard cock throbbed as it slid deeper and deeper inside me.

“Ah… ah… fuck… it feels so good,” I whispered as I pressed harder down on Jamal’s chest and bent my knees further.

I was getting down lower than before, taking my time and letting my tight little pussy adjust.  Jamal squeezed my ass cheeks and spread them wide as if to try and help stretch me out.  I tilted my head back and let out a loud moan as I slid down even further, gasping as I finally reached the base.

“AH!  OH GOD YES!”  I gasped as I felt Jamal’s balls press up against the bottom of my ass.

My overly sensitive clit rubbed against the cleanly shaven base of his cock.  A tremendous blast of ecstasy rushed through me, spreading an intense heat through every inch of my trembling body.  It felt as though I was on fire, every inch of me tingling with absolute delight.

“OH GOD YES!”  I screamed at the top of my lungs.

Jamal gave my ass cheeks another hard slap before sliding his hands up my sides, then to my breasts, giving them a good hard squeeze.  I grinded my lower body against his, rubbing my clit against the base of his cock while feeling his shaft throb deep inside me.  Dequan hopped on the bed, shifting the weight of the mattress and making it squeak and groan loudly.

He made his way towards the head board and then tapped his thick cock against my cheek.  “Go on, suck on this,” he ordered.  I opened my mouth and he shoved the thick tip of his cock in.  It was a bit of an awkward position as I had to turn my head to the right.  I pulled back and shook my head.

“Hold on, get in front of me,” I said.

“Huh?  Shit, ain’t enough space there.  Yo Jamal, move down some,” Dequan barked.

Jamal grunted and bent his legs before thrusting up and making his way down.  The movement was enough to drive me wild, his cock somehow managing to jam in deeper.  I cried out in pleasure while nearly falling back.  If it wasn’t for Jamal still holding tightly onto my tits, I probably would’ve fallen back.

The bed squeaked loudly again, struggling to take on the weight.  Once Jamal was down the bed a bit, Dequan managed to get in front of me, leaning back against the headboard.  His thick throbbing cock bounced excitedly in front of my face.

“Yo man, be careful where you step!  Don’t need you stepping on my face,” Jamal warned.

“I got it, I got it, no worries man,” Dequan responded as he stroked himself and slowly pressed the thick tip of his cock against my lips.

I placed my hands on Dequan’s muscular thighs to brace myself while I opened my mouth.  Dequan placed his hands on my head and groaned as my lips slowly wrapped around the tip of his fat cock.  I sucked on it eagerly, careful not to move my face any closer in fear of choking on it.  My jaw was already stretching to its limits as I tried to suck on the tip.

Jamal slowly shifted his hands down to my waist and began to move his hips, thrusting gently up and down.  Muffled moans escaped my lips as I rode Jamal’s cock while trying my best at sucking Dequan’s.  It was an amazing feeling, Jamal’s long hard cock gliding in and out of my pussy.  Each time he thrust his hips, I bounced up just a bit higher.

I bent my knees further and moved my feet on top of Jamal’s thighs.  It allowed me to bounce even higher and faster as Jamal thrust his hips.  His balls began to bounce against my ass with each time he pounded up.  At the same time, Dequan slowly moved his hips back and forth, sliding just the tip of his cock in and out of my mouth.  I reached up with both my hands and stroked the rest of his thick throbbing shaft.

“Oh damn, this is so hot,” Patrick whispered as he continued to stroke his little member with two fingers.

My body began to tremble uncontrollably as a big ball of heat exploded from my core.  The intense heat within me immediately turned to ice as my body numbed.  Every part of me tingled from head to toe as I climaxed.  My pussy gripped even tighter onto Jamal’s shaft as I slid up and down.

Dequan reached down and squeezed my breasts tightly, pinching my rock hard nipples between his fingers.  I continued to suck on his fat cock as my climax reached its peak.  Rolling waves of pleasure rushed through me with each powerful thrust of Jamal’s hips.

“Oh shit, she’s cumming, I can feel her getting real tight,” Jamal groaned from below.

Jamal began to thrust faster as he felt my pussy clamp around his shaft.  I pulled my head back, away from Dequan’s cock and let out a loud moan as my climax continued.  It had reached its peak but it still seemed to linger, making my body shiver.

“Oh shit, did you cum inside her?!”  Patrick panicked as he leaned in towards my ass.  “What’s that white stuff?!”

“Ungh!  Ungh!  Nah, I’m nowhere near done.  That’s just your wife, she’s creaming on my big black cock,” Jamal replied as he hammered away from below.

I wasn’t sure what he was talking about but I didn’t care.  My body was lost in complete bliss, enjoying the pleasures that rushed through me.  I wrapped my lips around Dequan’s cock again and sucked wildly as my climax finally subsided.  Though, the incredible amount of heat in my body continued.

The tingling sensation rushing through my body also dissipated as I continued to ride Jamal.  I was starting to slide up and down the entire length of his shaft.  But on the other end, I was only able to get a little past the tip of Dequan’s, struggling to go any further with my mouth.  Both men were pumping their hips, sliding their thick black cocks back and forth.

Patrick remained speechless as he watched me bounce atop Jamal.  I closed my eyes as I continued to suck and stroke Dequan’s thick hard cock.  Another powerful wave of heat emanated from my core, rushing through the rest of my sensitive body.  As another climax hit, I let out a loud muffled moan and placed my hands on Jamal’s broad chest, clenching my inner thighs as my pussy gripped onto his cock.

“Oh fuck, damn she gets so fucking tight!”  Jamal groaned as he paused his thrusts.

I grinded my crotch against his, further elevating my climax as my overly sensitive clit rubbed against him.  A high pitched ringing filled my ears and I felt light headed as I continued to rub back and forth.  I rode him faster and faster, my legs feeling like they were burning from a hard workout.

“Oh shit!  Ungh!  Fuck, she’s going wild on my dick!”  Jamal groaned as he wiggled around a bit below me.

“Mmm, damn, let me get some of that,” Dequan said as he pulled his hips back.

“Agh… yeah, fuck, I need to pull out,” Jamal groaned as he grabbed my waist and pulled me up.

“OH YES!”  I cried out as my climax hit its peak while he lifted me up.

My body went numb again, but it felt extremely strange as a feeling of emptiness overtook me.  With Jamal’s cock sliding out, my pussy gripped for dear life, as if to stop it from leaving.  Once it slid out with a slick wet pop, my pussy gaped wildly at the air, squeezing and shutting as the lips of my sex quivered.  I fell back onto the bed, between Jamal’s legs, my own legs bent awkwardly as I laid still.

“Damn that was some good pussy.  She’s definitely ready for you now,” Jamal groaned as he raised his right leg, rolled and then got off the bed.

Dequan licked his lips before crouching down and straightening my legs.  He grabbed my waist and spun me around so that my belly was on the bed.  I gasped as he raised my hips up, bringing my ass towards him and got me onto my elbows and knees.  He held me steady with one hand while aiming his thick throbbing shaft with the other.

“Slow!  SLOW!  SLOW!”  I requested desperately as I glanced back at him.

“Don’t worry, I got this,” Dequan replied with a wink and a grin.

He pressed the tip of his thick throbbing member against the lips of my outspread sex.  I immediately gasped and froze, my body tensing up as I felt my pussy part open.  He groaned as he pushed his hips forward slowly, his cock struggling as it made its way in.  I closed my eyes and grabbed tightly onto the sheets below me as my pussy slowly opened up to take in his mighty girth.

“AH!  AH!  OH GOD!  IT’S TOO THICK!”  I exclaimed between gritted teeth.

I could feel the rounded tip of his cock make its way in, stretching my pussy to its limits as it finally managed to lodge in.  Dequan paused for a moment, tilting his head back and wiping his bald head before inching his hips forward just slightly.  I squealed as my body tensed up further, every inch of me feeling extremely tight.

Dequan smacked my right ass cheek, then my left.  “Take a deep breath, calm yourself,” he grunted.

“Ah!  AH!  Kind of hard when there’s something that thick trying to get in me!”  I yelled back between my legs.

Dequan, Jamal and my husband all chuckled at the comment, lightening the mood a bit.  It actually helped me relax just a bit, allowing Dequan to push forward a tiny bit more.  I clenched my toes tightly as I pressed my face against the sheets below me.  Dequan’s thick black cock filled me up even with just a little past the tip inside me.

“OH!  OHH!  OOOH!  WOW!  OH FUCK!”  I gasped as my body trembled wildly.

I took long deep breaths as Dequan continued to push his hips forward.  My pussy ached a bit as it tried to take in his girth further.  I opened my eyes and looked between my legs to see Dequan’s low hanging balls.  His long black shaft was still visible, and I was stunned to see how much more was left.

“Ah yeah, damn, still fucking tight as hell man,” Dequan groaned as he raised a fist up towards Jamal.

The two fist bumped and Jamal nodded his head in agreement.  “Right?  Damn, you one lucky man,” he said as he looked over at my husband.

“Yo, get on the bed man, have her suck your cock,” Dequan said as he continued to push his hips forward.

I gasped and closed my eyes again, taking quick shallow breaths as I felt his cock push in further.  My tight little cunt was getting used to the girth now, letting him slide in further.  I felt a bit light headed as Dequan sped up just a little, pushing forward a little faster.  At the same time, Jamal hopped on the bed and then sat near my face.  He scooted down and then pulled my hair, lifting my face up and tapping on my cheeks with his thick throbbing member.

“Say ah,” Jamal said with a grin as he gripped the base of his glistening cock.

I obliged, opening my mouth and wrapping my velvety lips around the tip of his thick black cock.  Jamal tilted his head back as he pushed my head down, trying to jam more of his cock into my mouth.  Dequan grabbed my waist and pushed forward further, sliding the entire length of his member into me before pausing and letting my pussy get used to it.

My body trembled wildly as my pussy clamped around his fat cock.  I had never felt so full in my life.  Saliva ran down the sides of my lips as I choked on Jamal’s cock.  My eyes watered as Jamal continued to push his cock in, blocking my airways.  I gagged and my pussy squeezed even tighter around Dequan’s fat cock.  A powerful rush of warmth made its way through my body, another climax.

“Oh fuck… damn, she’s getting real tight, fuck,” Dequan groaned from behind me.

He began to pull back as my climax peaked, making my pussy stretch out as it gripped onto his shaft.  I could hear my husband breathing loudly as he stroked himself faster.  My lungs began to burn as they yearned for fresh oxygen.  Jamal’s long, thick cock was making it harder to breathe.

Dequan pulled back slowly, about halfway, before he thrust forward, jamming his fat cock right back into my tight little cunt.  I nearly blacked out from the immense mixture of pain and pleasure that rocked through me.  His balls swung wildly and smacked against my clit.  Jamal pulled back, sliding his cock out from my mouth, finally letting me take in some fresh air.

As I gasped, Dequan gripped my waist and pulled out again, faster than before.  He also pulled out more of his thick black cock out, leaving just the tip before hammering forward.  My entire body moved forward a bit from the slam, the bed below me squeaking loudly as well.  His low hanging balls smacked loudly against my clit again, echoing through the room.

“Yeah, that’s it!  Hammer that pussy!”  Jamal cheered as he stroked himself.

Dequan grunted and began to really work his hips, thrusting back and forth with all his might.  I was struggling to even make any noise as immense amounts of pleasure rocked my body and mind.  It rocked me to my very core, every inch of me igniting with tingling sensations.

“AH!  AH!  OH FUCK!  OH YES!”  I screamed.  “RIGHT THERE!  RIGHT THERE!”

I arched my back and pushed my ass back towards his crotch as I felt another powerful orgasm.  It rolled through me, heating my entire body before immediately cooling into a numbing sensation.  Dequan groaned as he slowed his strokes, my pussy gripping onto his cock tightly as it throbbed.

“Ah fuck, damn, there she goes again,” he grunted as he spread my ass cheeks apart and slowly pulled his cock out.  “Damn near came, whew!  You get over here Jamal.”

Dequan got off the bed as Jamal switched positions with him.  I caught my breath and rested my head on the bed as I waited with anticipation.  Jamal pressed the tip of his cock against the lips of my sex, rubbed gently for a bit before thrusting his hips forward.  I moaned loudly and gripped tightly onto the blanket again as my body trembled.

“Oh yeah, just as tight.  Fucking fits like a glove,” Jamal groaned.

He reached out and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them tightly while moving up around on the bed.  At the same time, he continued to thrust his hips, slamming his long hard cock in and out of my soaking wet cunt.  As I felt another climax, Jamal wrapped his right arm around my waist and then pulled me upward while leaning back.  Soon, I was atop him, riding in a reverse cowgirl position with him lying back on the creaking bed.

I began to bounce on Jamal, letting his long shaft slide in and out of my tight little pussy effortlessly.  Dequan got back on the bed and got close, crouching down a bit to place his fat glistening cock between my breasts.  He squeezed them tightly around his shaft and began to thrust his hips up and down.  The thick bulbous tip bounced against the bottom of my chin each time.

“Oh, man, these are soft.  All natural?”  He asked.

I smirked and nodded.  “Of course… OH!  AH!  MMM!”

Jamal thrust his hips faster, making his balls bounce up and smack my crotch each time.  The bed creaked even louder as it bounced along with us.  Dequan pinched my nipples while squeezing my breasts.  It was strange, feeling his forearm sized shaft slip and slide between my tits.

I tilted my head back and closed my eyes as another rush of pleasure rolled through me.  A powerful blast of warmth made its way up from my sensitive crotch.  Jamal grunted and thrust his hips faster and harder, feeling my pussy clamp tighter around his throbbing shaft.

“Ah!  Ah!  Yes!  Faster!  Faster!  Right there!”  I squealed as I bounced atop him, my body lighting up as I climaxed yet again.

It was an incredible sensation, something I had never felt in my life.  Patrick had never been able to get me an orgasm, let alone however many I had so far.  My body was shaking uncontrollably as a chilling, numbing sensation rolled through me.  I nearly forgot to breathe as I placed my hands on Jamal’s thighs and grinded my lower body against his.

Dequan straightened his legs, pulling his cock away from between my breasts and placed it against my open lips.  I stuck out my tongue and licked the underside of the tip before opening my mouth wider.  He pushed forward, sliding his thick cock in, immediately making me gag as I tried to suck on it.  I did my best to try and suck on the tip, my tongue flicking left and right on the underside of it.

“Damn, I could go all day,” Jamal groaned as he continued to thrust away from below.

Dequan stroked the rest of his shaft furiously while keeping the tip in my mouth.  “I’m about to blow my first load,” he grunted back.

I didn’t quite register what he was saying as I furious sucked away, spit running down the sides of my chin.  His thick cock began to throb wildly and he tilted his bald head back and groaned loudly.  “UNGH!  FUCK!”  He grunted as his thick, gooey, and warm seed shot into my mouth.

It was a powerful blast, streaming into my throat and causing me to gag.  I had to pull back while choking a bit, most of his load spilling out of my mouth and onto the bed below.  Another blast shot out, covering my forehead and nose, catching me by surprise.

“Oh my… jeez!”  Patrick groaned as he watched.

Another stream shot out, landing on my lips, my neck and my breasts.  I couldn’t believe how much was spouting out from his thick fat cock.  I had to half close my eyes, squinting, as I worried that some would get in them.  His shaft visibly bounced and his balls tightened as another stream shot out.  He continued to stroke himself, squeezing out every last drop.

At the same time, Jamal continued to hammer me from below, sending powerful waves of pleasure through my body.  I coughed a couple of times, trying to swallow whatever remained in my mouth.  My legs felt weak and I leaned back, falling atop Jamal’s body, with my legs bent awkwardly.

Jamal reached up and squeezed my breasts from behind while hammering away, his balls still managing to slap against my sensitive clit.  “Ah, fuck, damn man, did you cum on her tits?!”  Jamal complained as his hands moved away.

“Hell yeah man,” Dequan laughed.

“Party fucking foul man,” Jamal grunted as he wiped his palms on the bed sheets.

He paused his strokes and grabbed my waist, lifting me up effortlessly and placing me on the bed.  My body was completely exhausted as Jamal eagerly stood up, made his way between my legs and then grabbed me by the ankles.  “Time for you to try my favorite position,” he said as he pulled my feet up, and crossed my legs over my upper body. 

I felt like a pretzel, my legs crossed over me, with my feet at chest level.  He pressed down on my legs while pushing his fat cock back into my soaking wet cunt.  His cock squeezed right back in, sliding deep inside me.  In this new position, it felt like his cock was hitting new places as it jammed inside me.

“OH GOD!  OH MY GOD!  YES!  RIGHT THERE!”  I squealed as my body trembled wildly.

His body pressed down against my legs, which in turn pressed down on my upper body, preventing me from moving too much as he began to thrust away again.  He put all his power into his thrusts this time, making me feel as though I would sink into the bed with each slam into me.  Even Dequan hopped the bed as it thumped loudly, creaking and bouncing with Jamal’s thrusts.

“God damn dawg!  Pound that pussy!”  Dequan cheered.

Thick beads of sweat rolled down Jamal's forehead as he pounded away, our bodies bouncing wildly on the springy bed.  My eyes rolled back and I was on the cusp of blacking out.  Patrick groaned from the side of the bed and I heard Dequan chuckle.

"Damn man, you nutted on the side of the bed," Dequan said.

"Ah… man," my husband groaned as I heard him step away.

Jamal constantly hammered away, thrusting his hips with all his might.  Another climax rushed through me, lighting my body with bliss once more.  My head was throbbing and I thought I heard something like drums nearby.

"What are you doing?" My husband asked.

"Filling this tub up," Dequan answered.

“What?”

“Can’t let this nice little tub go to waste, you know?”  Dequan responded with another chuckle.

I could hardly concentrate on what they were saying as I had an out of body experience.  Numbness filled me as Jamal pounded up and down, thunderous smacks of his body hitting mine echoing through the air.  A high pitched ringing filled my ears as yet another climax overtook my sensitive body.

“OH MY FUCKING GOD!  AH!  AH!  SHIT!  FUCK!  OH MY GOD!”  I squealed as I trembled beneath the big black man.

“Hungh!  Hngh!  Ungh!  Hell yeah, damn that pussy tightening up!”  Jamal groaned as he finally began to slow his strokes.

He began to tremble before he quickly pulled his hips back, letting go of my legs so that I could straighten and spread them.  My entire body was on fire, and I could feel that I was probably glowing bright red as I laid still.  Jamal reached down between his legs, grabbed his throbbing shaft and tapped it against my clit as he tilted his head back.

“UNGH!  Fucking yeah,” he groaned as a tremendous load shot out from his thick black cock.

I let out a small gasp as I felt his hot sticky seed land on my belly, and then another blast landed between my breasts, which was surprising considering he was so close to my crotch.  Jamal continued to tap his throbbing member on my clit while stroking it, shooting out another stream of his seed onto my midsection.  I tilted my head down to stare between my legs, watching in amazement as he continued to push out every last drop from his still hard, glistening cock.

“Ooo… damn,” he grunted.

My head fell back onto the bed and I rested for a bit.  I was completely exhausted, my legs feeling weak as I stared at the ceiling.  Jamal tapped on the lips of my sex with his heavy shaft and it still felt surprisingly hard.

"Bring her over here, let's have her ride me over here," Dequan said.

My eyes widened at his words and I sat up slightly, supporting myself with my elbows.  "What?!  Aren't you guys done?"

"Huh? We just getting started," Jamal replied with a grin.

"No… there's no way," I whispered.

Even my husband looked on in stunned silence.  His smaller penis was already flaccid.  But as I looked at Jamal and Dequan, I could clearly see they were both still rock hard.

"Holy shit, ain't no way," I gasped.

"What?  Really?  At least lounge in this tub for a bit before you decide," Dequan responded as he slowly got into the hot water.

“I don’t think I can even move, everything is sore,” I replied.

“Here, why don’t I help you get there,” Jamal said as he reached over and placed his arms beneath me.

He hoisted me up effortlessly in his arms, carrying me as if I were a feather towards the oddly placed tub in the room.  Dequan was already in it, taking up a large amount of space.  Jamal slowly lowered me into the hot water.

“OH WOW!  OW OW!  Wow that’s hot,” I gasped as he lowered my ass into the water.

It took a minute to get adjusted as Jamal bent forward, lowering me further until my ass touched the elevated area that acted as a seat in the tub.  Dequan helped me to sit upright as the water reached up past the top of my breasts.

There was barely enough space for Jamal to squeeze in as well.  The two were at each side of me, rubbing my thighs.  They both massaged my inner thighs gently, loosening my aching legs.

A small moan escaped my lips as they continued to gently rub my legs.  Naturally, my legs spread open slowly.  Their hands slowly made their way closer and closer to my sensitive, aching and still slightly sore crotch.  Jamal gently rubbed his pointer finger against my clit.

“Oooo…  wow, mmm…”  I gasped as my body began to heat up somehow in a tub full of hot water.

“So… you ready for another round?”  Jamal asked before he began kissing my neck.

I leaned my head back as I moaned.  “Just a couple more minutes, please, I’m still sore,” I responded.

“All right, we can wait,” Dequan replied.

My hands reached out, and I trembled as they brushed by both their still hard, thick black cocks.  I could help but wrap my fingers around each and gently stroke them.  “I can at least do this for now,” I teased.

“Wow…  Uh, I need to go grab a bottle of water or something.  Y’all need anything?”  Patrick asked as he got up and pulled his boxers up, followed by his pants.

“Yeah, some water would be nice,” I replied.

“Yeah us too,” Jamal agreed.

Patrick nodded and headed out of the hotel room.  Before leaving, he paused and turned.  “Hey, promise you won’t start until I get back,” he requested.

“I don’t know man, whenever she’s ready to go, I’m more than happy to oblige, not sure I want to wait,” Dequan chuckled.

“Yeah, me neither.  But don’t worry, we’ll be doing this for a long time,” Jamal replied.

Patrick stared at me for a moment before giving me a nod.  I winked back at him and gave him a node back.  “I love you,” I whispered.

“I love you too,” Patrick said as he left the room.


Bold Black Adventure

Horny Houston Hotwives Part 3

The sun just barely squeezed in between the blinds of my master bedroom.  I rolled from one side of the bed to the other as I tried to avoid its rays.  My husband had already left for his morning workout, leaving the king-sized bed to myself.  Our neighbor’s dog began to bark, a usual occurrence, and it was basically my morning alarm.

“Ugh… stupid dog,” I sighed as I slowly sat up and rubbed my eyes.

As I slowly came to, I rolled off the edge of the bed and headed downstairs to the kitchen.  There was a small pot of coffee still in the machine, left over from whatever my husband had made.  Ever since we had moved to Houston, he had been working out every weekend.  Apparently the cool but sunny early mornings had inspired him.  A stark difference from Wisconsin, where we had been living for the past six years.

Though, prior to that, we had lived in Atlanta, where I had met my husband back in high school.  We had been high school sweethearts, lock in step with where we wanted to be in life.  I thought we’d stay in Atlanta forever, but a lucrative job had come up in Wisconsin and after a lot of deliberation, we had moved.  Living up in the north was good for a bit, but after a while we realized the weather was not for us.

Another opportunity had come up in Dallas, where we had moved to, but after a couple of months, he was asked to relocate to Houston.  It was quite the wild adventure, moving from place to place like that, but we had met a lot of great people along the way.

We had both grown up in very conservative families and our first sexual experience had been with one another.  When we used to live in Dallas, we picked up some tricks on how to spice up our sex life from some our new close friends.  That's also when we learned about swinging, where we share partners with other close couples.

My husband thought he'd enjoy it but after a couple of times, he found it more exciting to watch me than to be with another woman.  It was strange at first, letting him watch me with other men, but as we tried a couple of times, I grew more excited each time.  Dallas was where I'd actually been with a black man for the first time and my husband had loved it.  I enjoyed the size but it wasn't something I could do often.  The front door burst open and my husband came rushing in.

"Whoa there, where's the fire?" I joked, surprised by his sudden entrance.

"Babe, we got… something… urgent to talk… about," my husband responded between heavy breaths.

I raised an eyebrow and poured some coffee into my mug.  "Urgent?  What's going on?"  I inquired before taking a sip of the lukewarm coffee.

My husband took a couple of deep breaths, huffing and puffing as he raised one finger into the air, letting me know to give him a minute.  I giggled, shook my head and took another sip of my drink.  My nose crinkled as the bitter, black coffee ran by my tongue.  "Ew, forgot to add sugar and cream," I commented.  As I walked over to grab my little container of sugar, my husband wiped his forehead and pulled out his phone.  While I waited for him, I scooped a couple spoons of sugar into my coffee, then grabbed a little cup of creamer, ripping it open and putting it in as I stirred.

"Whew, okay, wow.  I busted my ass up our hill when I saw this," my husband finally continued as he scrolled through his phone.  "One of our friends in Dallas let me know that there was this wild ass party."

"Huh, sounds real urgent," I responded sarcastically while trying my coffee.  I nodded to no one in particular, it tasted just right.  If only it were a little warmer it would have been perfect, I thought.

"Hold your horses.  So, there's like a group of black guys that flew in from Austin, and our friends had a wild night with them," he informed.

"Oh, a group of them?" I replied, feeling a small tingling sensation run down my back.

“Yeah, they’re hung like horses to boot,” my husband said as he licked his lips excitedly.  “Look at this picture,” he continued as he held up his phone and showed me.

“Oh my… they are built,” I gasped, eyeing the two muscular black men on the screen.

“I got the number for them, well, at least one of them, his name’s Marcus.  I texted him but they might still be on their flight.”

“And you texted him for…?”

My husband gulped and stared at me as he nervously shifted his weight from side to side.  “Well, I was thinking maybe, I mean, it’s been hard trying to find the right guys in our area and well…  I mean, I guess I should’ve checked with you first to see if you were interested in um, taking these guys for a ride,” he answered, his voice trembling.

“Oh really?  You’re just now thinking about what I would want to do?”  I asked, putting my coffee down and crossing my arms across my chest.

It was kind of cute, the way he squirmed a bit as he half shrugged and nodded while grinning nervously.  He rubbed the side of his right arm and cleared his throat.  "Yeah, I should've asked you first, sorry.  I guess I got a little too excited," he admitted.

"So, this is one of your fantasies?" I asked.

"Yeah."

"What's the rush?  You couldn't even wait until this afternoon, after I've had a couple coffees?"

"Well, the thing is, they're only here for a day," he explained.

"What? Like literally one day?!"

"Yeah, guess they were planning on a quick day trip.  They weren't necessarily planning for meetups like this, they just ran into a couple of hot wives in Dallas," my husband said.

"Even if they weren't planning on it, can you even see everything in the area in one day?" I asked.

"I guess?"

I shook my head and rolled my eyes as I picked up my coffee and took another long sip.  It was an interesting proposal, me with an out of town black man.  And based on the picture that my husband had shown me, they looked very well endowed.  Though I wasn’t sure which one was Marcus.

“So, if he did respond, what were you going to say?”  I inquired.

“Uh… to come on by… to our place.”

“Wow… Bold move.  You really want people we don’t know to come to our place?”

“Well, I trust the guys in Dallas and they trusted them, so I figured it’d be okay,” my husband answered.

“Trust them enough to have a stranger come to our house?”  I repeated my question, phrasing it slightly differently.

After a momentary pause, he nodded, “yes, I trust them enough.”

“Wow.  Okay, well, I’ll take your word for it.”

My husband briefly smiled before trying his hardest not to.  “So does that mean you’re up for it?”  He asked eagerly.

“Sure, I’m not sure which one Marcus is in that picture but they both look amazing,” I responded.

My husband practically jumped through the ceiling as he raised his fists into the air victoriously.  I could see a small tent had formed between his legs and couldn’t help but smile.  “That got you really excited, didn’t it?”  I teased.

“Oh you have no idea,” he replied.

***

I turned to check out my profile in our master bedroom’s full size mirror in the corner of the room.  The bright pink lingerie I was wearing was a bit of a tight fit, it’d been a while since I’d worn it.  I debated on whether or not I should change as my husband walked in, glancing away from his phone.

“Oh wow, you look beautiful!”  He commented.

“Really?  Isn’t this too small?”  I asked, turning my ass towards him and giving it a small shake left and right.

“Oh baby, come on, that’s amazing!”

I couldn’t help but blush as I turned back around to look at him.  “So, he’s on the way?”  I asked, feeling extremely nervous.

“Yeah, Marcus said he’s driving here right now,” my husband answered, his voice trembling even more than mine.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this in our house.”

“In our bed,” my husband added as he rubbed his hands together.

I gave him a big hug and kissed him on the lips before heading back to the closet to grab a black silk robe.  My husband raised an eyebrow and shook his head, “aw, you’re covering yourself up?” 

“Well, think of it as more of wrapping up a present,” I replied with a smile.

I got in close and ran my hand down his tummy, past the waistband of his sweatpants and gently wrapped my fingers around his shaft.  My husband groaned as I squeezed and tugged on it gently.  It fit nicely in one hand, throbbing against my palm.

“Oh, wow, look at you, so excited,” I teased as I moved my hand down, cupping his balls and squeezing them gently.

“Mm… damn, babe… ungh…”  He groaned in response.

“Maybe we should have a quickie now?”  I suggested.

My husband shook his head and raised his hands up.  “No, no way.  I don’t want to blow my load before getting to watch.”

“Oh really?”  I teased as I ran my fingers along the underside of his shaft, toying with the tip of his dick and feeling something warm and sticky.  “You’re already close, aren’t you?”

He stepped back and held his breath for a moment.  “Oh babe, whew, you can’t do that to me now, whew!  I don’t want to be all floppy when I’m watching,” he responded.

I couldn’t help but giggle as I shook my head.  The familiar chime of the doorbell echoed through our house, as well as our phones.  We both froze for a moment, falling completely silent as we stared at each other.

“He’s here,” my husband whispered.

“Why are you whispering?  Go open the door,” I replied.

He nodded and quickly turned, heading out of the master bedroom and down the stairs.  I followed along, my heart racing with each step.  My husband paused at the front door and looked up at me.  “You ready?”  He asked, still keeping his voice hushed.

I took a deep breath and held tightly onto the railing of the staircase.  My body was trembling with nervousness as I stared at the front door.  After a moment, I looked at my husband and gave him a nod.  “Let’s do this.”

My husband turned the handle and opened the door.  I noticed that his smile immediately closed as his eyes widened.  He glanced over at me and then back outside.

“Uh… hi… Marcus?”  He asked.

“Yeah, sup man,” a deep, low, bass filled voice replied.  “You’re Connor?”

My husband nodded nervously as his eyes darted from side to side.  “Um.., uh…”

“You going to invite us in?”  Marcus asked from outside.

My ears perked up at his words.  It sounded like he had said 'us,' as if there were others.  Maybe I had misheard.

"Um, uh, yeah, sure, come on in," my husband stuttered as he opened the door wider and moved to the side.

A tall and wide bodied bald man strolled in, towering over my husband.  To my surprise, another man walked in.  He was just a little shorter than the bald man, not as muscular, and had medium length braids tied up in a top knot.

"Nice to meet you Connor," the bald man greeted as he shook my husband's hand.  He turned and looked up the stairs to see me.  "Oh, and you must be Elle."

"H-h-hi," I stuttered nervously as I made my way down to the bottom steps.

I was finally eye to eye with him when I was on the second step off the floor.  The bald man quickly closed the gap between us and extended his hand.  "No need to be nervous.  Nice to meet you, I'm Marcus," he greeted with a huge smile.

His bright white teeth contrasted with his dark ebony skin.  I slowly reached out to take his hand and he shook it firmly.  His massive palm enveloped mine.

"And who is that?" I asked, glancing at the other black man.

"Hey, I'm Darius," he answered with a wave.

"Uh… um… we didn't know that you'd be here, I only texted Marcus," my husband informed, his voice still trembling slightly.

"Oh, my bad, you mentioned that you and your wife were interested in a party like the one we had in Dallas.  Must've misunderstood the request," Marcus replied.

“I can leave if you all want, don’t want to make this uncomfortable,” Darius added.

Before my husband could speak, I shook my head, "oh no, don't leave, what kind of hosts would we be?" I said.

My husband looked over at me with stunned eyes.  "Huh?"

Darius nodded and rubbed his hands together.  "Alright, alright," he responded gleefully.

"Y'all thirsty?  I know I could use a drink or two to warm up," I said.

"For sure!" Darius replied.

"Whoa now, we didn't come empty handed.  Come on man, don't blindly take their offer for drinks, offer what we have first," Marcus said as he looked over at Darius.

"Ah shit, my bad, forgot," he replied as he pulled off his backpack and opened it up.

"How about some Hennessy, Paradis Imperial," Marcus said as Darius pulled out an oddly shaped bottle and handed it to him.

"What? Isn't that like a thousand dollars for the bottle?!" My husband asked, shocked.

"Only if you pay for it," Darius replied.

"You stole it?!"

Marcus laughed and lightly punched Darius on the arm.  "Stop kidding around.  Remember what my dad always says man, don't let stereotypes shine.  He's just playing, Connor, we bought this on the way here, just a small gift."

"That's more than a small gift," my husband replied.

"Depends on context.  When you're the head of marketing at a startup that's blowing up, this ain't much," Marcus said.

"Wow, head is marketing?  That was unexpected," I blurted.

Marcus chuckled and shrugged, "is it cause I'm black?"

"Huh?  Oh no," I stuttered, my face feeling hot as it turned pink.

Both Marcus and Darius laughed at my response.  “I’m kidding, that always get people,” Marcus chuckled.  “Okay, let’s have a toast, pop that open,” he continued as he looked over at Darius.

“Let me get some glasses.  Come on, follow me,” my husband said as he led them over to the kitchen.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves before heading into the kitchen with them.  My legs trembled with each step.  I nervously nibbled on my bottom lip and kept my robe tightly wrapped around my body.  My sensitive hard nipples rubbed against the silky bra I had on underneath, further exciting me.

“Oh yeah, we also got champagne,” Darius commented as we got to the kitchen.

He took his backpack off again and pulled out a delicate looking, darker colored bottle.  The neck of it was adorned with a meticulously designed gold foil that glowed under the kitchen lights.  On the center was a mark of distinction, bearing the iconic insignia of Dom Pérignon.  Darius turned it over in his hands before handing it over to my husband.

“Whoa!  This is some high class stuff!” 

Marcus grinned and nodded.  “Pop it open.  I’m guessing you want champagne instead of Hennessey?”  He asked, looking over at me.

“Preferably, yes,” I answered.

“You ever mix the two?”  Darius asked as he opened up the bottle of Hennessey.

My husband carefully cradled the base of the champagne bottle and with a deliberate twist, he unwound the golden foil.  A gentle hiss escaped from the cork as the cage around it twisted around.  With a subdued pop, the cork yielded, unleashing a subtle effusion of bubbles, like a cascade of tiny stars freed from their celestial constraints.  Even from a distance, I could smell the aroma, a delicate dance of toasty notes and orchard blossoms.

“Whoa!  Hopefully I didn’t spill too much!”

“It’s all good,” Marcus chuckled.

I rushed over and grabbed a couple of glasses.  “Do y’all want some too?  Or y’all drinking Hennessey?” 

“I’ll do the Hennessey,” Marcus replied.

“You have a regular cup?  Not like a wine glass, just like a water cup?”  Darius asked.

“Yes, hold on,” I grabbed a cup and placed it on the island counter, along with the two champagne glasses.  I then grabbed a shot glass and placed it next to them.

My husband poured champagne into the two glasses and then carefully placed the bottle on the counter.  Darius poured some Hennessey into his cup, then some champagne, before pausing and looking over at my husband.  “You happen to have any bitters and sugar?”  He asked.

“Um… yeah, hold on, I got this bottle here that says bitters, I got it as a gift but never really used it… and the sugar, right here,” my husband replied as he rummaged through the kitchen and grabbed the materials.

“Nice!  Thanks!”  Darius replied as he opened the bottle and put some drops into the cup, followed by some sugar.

“Yo, make me one,” Marcus ordered.

Darius nodded and made another cup of whatever cocktail he was making.  My husband handed me my glass and we all stood around, waiting for Darius to finish up.  Once he was done, he handed the drink to Marcus.

“Well, cheers!”  Marcus said as he raised his cup.

We all clinked our glasses together and I took a sip of my champagne.  The drink was surprisingly cool as if it had been chilled in Darius's bag.  As the bubbly liquid danced along my tongue, I tasted a complex mixture of flavors.  There was a crisp acidity to it, along with subtle fruity notes of what tasted like apple and strangely enough, a touch of rich creaminess.

"Wow… I've never had champagne like this before," I said while starting at my glass.

"Pretty good right?" Darius responded with a grin.

I nodded and took a longer sip, enjoying the effervescent mouth feel.  My husband practically gobbled his down before putting himself some more.  Marcus chuckled as he drank his cocktail.

"Slow it down man, drink too fast and it'll knock you on your ass," he warned.

I glanced over at Darius, eyeing his drink.  "May I try some of that?"

"Hm?  For sure, yeah, here," he replied, handing me his cup.

I put my glass down and took a long drink of the cocktail.  His drink was very different, the Hennessy had added a richness to the delicate champagne.  There were notes of oak, vanilla and maybe dried fruit.  The crispness of the champagne was magnified by the bitters, and the drink finished off with some sweetness from the sugar

"Oh, wow, this is even better," I commented as I drank some more.

"Do you want to finish it off?  I can always make another," Darius offered.

“You know, I mean, if that’s okay, I think I might just do that,” I answered.

“Yeah!”  Marcus cheered as he continued drinking his glass.

Darius began to make another cocktail as we all lingered around the kitchen island counter.  Marcus dug in one of the pockets of the backpack and pulled out a deck of cards.  He placed it on the counter.

“How about we play a game?  Have a little fun while we drink,” he suggested.

“Oh, I’m not much of a gambler, don’t know how to play poker,” I replied.

“Nah, we don’t have to play poker, can just be a simple game.  We each pick a card from the deck, the one with the lowest card takes off a piece of clothing,” Marcus said as he shuffled the cards.

I took another long drink of the cocktail and nodded.  “That sounds fun, but to be honest, I’m at a bit of a disadvantage.  There’s really not much on me under this robe,” I teased.

Marcus and Darius both looked over at me, eyeing me as if they could see through my robe.  They nodded in unison and fist bumped each other.  I giggled as the amber cocktail coursed through me, a subtle warmth unfurled, wrapping me in a gentle embrace that blurred the edges of reality.

My husband chugged his champagne and wiped his lips eagerly as a small tent formed at his crotch.  He looked absolutely giddy as he nervously put his glass down and leaned back against the cabinetry.  His face was flush, the effects of the alcohol in the champagne easily apparent.

“You in?”  Marcus asked as he looked over at my husband.

“Uh, nah, I’m just here for the show.”

“Suit yourself.”

Marcus finished shuffling the deck of cards and placed it on the island counter.  He looked over at me with a small, devious grin.  “Ladies first,” he said.

I took a deep breath, took another long drink and nervously walked over to the cards.  My hand trembled as I grabbed the top card and pulled it off the deck.  “Do I flip it or wait until y’all draw?”

“Either way is fine,” Marcus replied as he grabbed a card.

Darius was last as he casually grabbed the top card and flipped it on the island counter.  My eyes darted over to see that he had a very low number card, a three of hearts.  I was far too nervous to even look at my card and just flipped it over, placing it on the counter and closing my eyes.  Marcus chuckled as he put his card down.  I opened my eyes and breathed a small sigh of relief.

“Ah shit, really?  Can’t believe I lost that one,” Marcus laughed.

His card was the 2 of clubs.  He quickly pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside, revealing his statuesque body.  My jaw dropped as I saw his physique, his beautiful ebony body gleaming a bit in the light.  I couldn’t help but take another drink, finishing off the cocktail.

“You want another?”  Darius asked.

“Huh?”  I responded, forcing my eyes away from Marcus to look over at him.

“Would you like another cocktail?”  He repeated.

“Um, uh, yeah, sure,” I answered, my voice trembling wildly.

The folds of my sex turned white hot and my nipples grew erect, pressing against the soft silky fabric of my bra.  Darius nodded and grabbed my cup, pouring the champagne first, followed by the Hennessy.  Marcus flexed a bit before placing his hand on the top card.

“Well, since I lost, guess I should go first,” he said.

I nodded and watched as he picked up his card.  My heart raced as I nervously bit my lower lip and grabbed my card.  Darius took his time, finishing up my drink before grabbing his card.  The three of us looked at one another, as if we were trying to read each others’ cards.

“You low?”  Marcus asked as he looked over at his friend.

Darius smirked and shrugged.  “Depends on what you mean by low.”

“All right, I’ll flip mine first,” Marcus said as he flipped over his card and revealed a nine of spades.

My heart skipped a beat as I glanced down at my card.  Darius was next, tossing his card down and showing off a six of hearts.  I breathed a small sigh of relief and revealed mine, a seven of clubs.  Marcus laughed and clapped.

“Damn, that was close, almost had you,” he said.

Darius shrugged and took off his shirt.  He was nowhere near as built as Marcus, and was definitely a lot slimmer but he was still muscular.  The lips of my sex quivered as I adjusted my robe a bit.

“You’ve got to lose at some point,” Darius remarked as he took a gulp of his newly made drink.

We played another round, Darius pulling his card first, followed by me and then Marcus.  My eyes widened and I tried to hold back my surprise as I had a ten of diamonds.  I was confident that I was not losing this round and I took a long drink of my cocktail.

“You haven’t gone first yet,” Marcus said as he looked at me.

“I got this,” I responded as I put down my card confidently.

“Oh nice,” my husband remarked.

I smiled at him and gave him a small nod.  Marcus cleared his throat and tilted his head side to side.  “Wow, you’ve been lucky,” he commented as he lowered his card down slowly.  “But luckily I got me a jack,” he continued as he revealed his jack of spades.

“Shit man, guess it’s on me huh?  Well, looks like my pants got to go,” Darius said as he showed his six of clubs.

Marcus shook his head and laughed.  “Come on bruh!”

Darius pulled off his belt and pulled off his loose jeans.  I could help but briefly glance at his crotch.  There did appear to be a large bulge even with his loose fitting boxers covering the view.  I breathed a small sigh of relief as I gulped down another sip of my cocktail.

We continued playing and luckily enough, I won one more and soon both the big black men were nearly nude.  They were standing near me in just their underwear.  Marcus, unlike Darius, had on tighter fitting boxer briefs and I could clearly see the outline of his manhood.  My eyes constantly drifted down to glance at it.

Marcus grinned and snapped his fingers, “my eyes are up here,” he joked.

All three men chuckled as I blushed, my face feeling hot as I immediately looked up.  I couldn’t help but giggle a bit as well.  The feelings of embarrassment mixed with the lovely cocktail concoction was making my head spin a bit.  I took a deep breath and shook my head.

“Okay, okay, come on,” I replied.

We all grabbed our cards and waited in anticipation, eyeing one another.  This time, I felt more confident than ever with my card.  There was no way they could’ve gotten a higher number.  I placed it down on the counter with a small smirk on my face.

“Oh, a queen of spades,” Darius chuckled.

“Pretty fitting, huh?”  Marcus laughed.

I titled my head, not quite sure what they were talking about.  “What’s that mean?”

“Huh?  You’re not familiar with what queen of spades means?”  Darius responded.

I looked over at my husband who shrugged back.  “No, not really a term we use around here,” I replied.

Marcus and Darius both chuckled and nodded at one another.  “Oh she gonna find out real quick, huh, bruh?”  Darius laughed.

“You know it,” Marcus replied as he placed his card down.

“Well, I’m not sure what y’all mean but if it means I’m coming out on top, I’m pretty confident I will be,” I replied.

“But I got me a king,” Marcus responded as he placed a king of hearts on the counter.

“Damn bruh, guess it’s up to me huh?”  Darius said as he placed his card down.

My heart skipped a beat as he revealed that he had a king of clubs.  I couldn’t believe that they both had kings.  It seemed like a near impossible probability for them both to have kings.  I’m sure if one of them had an ace, I could’ve argued that it was the equivalent of one and not higher than a queen, but with both of them having kings…

“What?!  No way!”  I gasped.

“Hell yeah!”  Marcus cheered as he fist bumped Darius.  “Go on, take that robe off.”

I sighed and untied the robe belt, pulling it out and tossing it to the ground.  “That counts right?”

“Ah hell naw, no way that counts,” Darius argued.

“It’s technically a piece of clothing,” I replied while giving him a small smile.

“Nah, nah, no cheating,” Marcus agreed with his friend.

I looked over at my husband.  “Why don’t you be an impartial judge and make the call?”

Connor’s face turned bright red as his eyes darted from me to the two big black men.  He nervously shuffled from side to side while taking a drink.  Once he was done, he slowly placed his glass on the counter and pursed his lips a bit.

“Yeah… I’m… uh…”  He stuttered, pausing as he frantically tried to figure out what the best answer would be.  “I’m going to have to go with the guys on this one, it’s not fair to just take off a bathrobe belt,” he finally spit out.

“That’s right!  You tell her,” Marcus cheered as he rubbed his hands together.

I rolled my eyes and shook my head and let out another sigh.  “Okay, fine,” I said in defeat.  My hands trembled as I slowly opened up my robe and pulled it off my shoulders.  As the robe slowly slid down my body, I couldn’t help but shiver a bit, in a mixture of anticipation, excitement and embarrassment.

“Woo, damn,” Darius whispered as he eyed me up and down.

“Oh fuck, that body made for BBC,” Marcus said.

“Made for… what?”  I responded as I nervously adjusted my tight bra.

“Wow, you’ve really never been near black people huh?”  Darius commented with a small snicker.

“Don’t worry about it, we’ll tell you what it is soon,” Marcus said.

“Um… okay,” I replied as I took another long drink.  “Okay, let’s go, no more losing for me,” I said confidently.

I couldn’t have been more wrong, I ended up with a two of spades losing another round.  “Damn, unbelievable,” I whispered as I unclasped my bra.

“Starting with the top?  Nice,” Marcus commented.

I carefully pulled my bra off and covered my breasts with my arms.  Marcus shook his head, “aw, come on, let those titties loose!”

“Yeah!  Come on!  Show them, show them, show them,” Darius cheered.

I giggled and moved my hands to my side, letting my soft, supple breasts free.  They drooped down a little, my age showing a bit.  It was something my husband occasionally commented on.

“Oh wow, those are nice!”  Marcus marveled as he smacked his lips.

I blushed as I grabbed a card.  “So, what is this?  Like the last round?  Whoever loses goes completely nude,” I inquired.

“Oh, yeah, guess so,” Marcus said as he grabbed two cards, holding one and handing the other to Darius.  “Ah fuck…”  He whispered as he glanced at his card.

“Not good huh?”  I laughed.

“Can’t be worse than me,” Darius replied.

“All right, count of three, one, two… three!”  Marcus said.

All three of us put our cards down.  Both Marcus and Darius had the same number, one a five of hearts, the other a five of clubs.  My card was the highest, a jack of diamonds.

“So… you both lost,” I commented.

“Shit, looks like we did,” Marcus responded as he placed his hands on his hips.  “Why don’t you help us get out of our underwear?”

I raised an eyebrow and stared at him for a bit as he confidently stared back.  His chiseled ebony physique was memorizing.  I finished my cocktail and took a deep breath before giving a nod.  “All right, I’ll take you up on that offer, both of you get over here,” I responded.

As they approached me, the effects of the cocktail began to weave a subtle tapestry through my senses. The final sip had brought forth a gentle warmth, like a cozy blanket settling over me.  The kitchen, once sharply defined, started to blur at the edges. Thoughts became a bit more fluid, flowing from one to another with a certain ease. There was a pleasant lightness, as if the weight of the world had momentarily lifted.

My hands moved on their own, reaching out to rub their crotches once they were close enough.  I gave each of their members a good squeeze, feeling surprised by how big they felt in my palms.  My heart raced as I squatted down, grabbed the waistband of Darius’s boxers, and then slowly pulled them down.

Connor made his way closer, staying silent as he watched with subdued excitement.  As I pulled down Darius’s boxers, I began to see the base of his manhood.  My eyes widened and I paused, “wow, that looks thick,” I whispered. 

“Keep going, that’ll help you figure out what it really looks like,” Darius replied proudly.

I gulped before continuing, sliding his loose boxers down to his knees.  “Holy shit!”  I gasped as his thick, lengthy member dangled down from between his legs.  Contrary to his slim body, his shaft had girth, probably nearing the size of my forearm.

“What the hell…”  My husband muttered under his breath, sounding just as stunned as me.

“My turn,” Marcus commented.

I glanced over at his crotch and could see his member straining against his tight boxer briefs.  My fingers were shaking as they wrapped around his waistband.  I slowly pulled it down, not necessarily by choice, as it was pretty tightly attached to his lower body.  It clung tightly but I still managed to pull it down and the moment it got down near his knees, his semi-erect member popped out, bouncing mere inches away from my face.  I marveled at it as it bobbed up and down, finally free from its cloth cage.

“Holy jeez,” my husband gasped.

Marcus had a member that looked very much like Darius’s, though it might have somehow been even thicker, and slightly longer.  My jaw dropped in shock as I stared at it.  He smiled and spit on his shaft, before slowly stroking it.

“Wait till you see it hard,” he said.

“Why don’t you help us both get nice and ready for you,” Darius added as he got even closer towards me.

I slowly raised both my hands up as Marcus pulled his hand off his hardening shaft.  My nervous, trembling fingers wrapped around their shaft, gently squeezing them.  I licked my lips before spitting on Darius’s shaft, using it as lube to help stroke him.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Darius commented.  “She got some soft ass hands.  Hey Connor, you got any lube?  Got a feeling we’re going to need a lot of it,” he continued.

“Uh… um, yeah, uh… I think we do, let me go check,” my husband stuttered before rushing off to the bedroom.

“Go on, put your lips around it, suck on it,” Marcus said as he got close to my face and placed the tip of his throbbing member against my lips.

I slowly parted my lips and moved my head forward, taking my time as my mouth enveloped the bulbous tip of his fat black cock.  My hand continued to stroke his shaft as I opened my mouth as wide as I could.  His cock barely fit, pushing my jaw to its limits as I tried to suck on just the tip.

“Damn, she is fucking sexy as hell,” Darius said as he reached down and squeezed one of my breasts.  “Bet she tastes real good,” he continued as he walked around behind me and then laid down on the tiled kitchen floor.

He scooted his head up between my legs, and in my squatting position, it almost felt like I was sitting on his head.  I felt his warm breath brush up against my inner loins, the thin silky fabric of my thong being the only barrier.  His tongue rolled right against my crotch, gliding along the sides of my thong.

I let out a small muffled moan as I felt the warmth of his tongue.  Darius teased me for a bit before he slid my thong to the side.  His tongue eagerly danced around the lips of my sex, teasing me further as he squeezed my ass cheeks at the same time.

Marcus placed his hands on the back of my head and moved his hips gently, trying to slide his thick black cock deeper into my mouth.  I tried my hardest to take in as much as I could but it was nearly impossible to get past the tip.  Saliva rolled down the sides of my lips as I took in his girthy member, slobbering a bit as I continued to suck away.

I pulled back and gasped as I felt Darius slide one finger into my wet sex while his tongue flicked against my sensitive clit.  He gently slid another and slowly glided them back and forth.  My hands squeezed around the thick black shaft in front of my face as I trembled while squatting over Darius.

"Damn she's fine," Marcus groaned as he reached down to squeeze one of my breasts.

His strong fingers pinched my sensitive hard nipple and pulled on it a bit.  I let out another moan before leaning in and wrapping my lips around the bulbous tip of his cock once more.  My right hand slid down the length of his shaft and then I gently massaged his big hefty balls.

Darius curled his fingers and rubbed one of the most sensitive spots of my wet sex.  Muffled moans escaped my lips as he flicked his fingers faster and faster.  My toes clenched together tightly as an intense tingling sensation rushed through my core.

Marcus began to thrust his hips a bit, sliding the thick tip of his cock in and out, making it difficult for me to breathe.  More saliva ran down the edges of my lips as I slobbered away while trying to take in his fat cock.  I felt lightheaded as my lungs burned, craving fresh oxygen, while the rest of my body shivered with excitement.  I got goose bumps as I nearly passed out.

My hands began to tap on Marcus's muscular thighs and he pulled back.  Fresh air filled my lungs as I gasped loudly.  Darius continued to rub my must sensitive spot and held tightly onto Marcus's legs.

"Ah!  Ah!  Oh God!"  I moaned loudly as my body trembled wildly.

I couldn’t believe it, I was having an orgasm from just Darius pleasing me with his fingers.  A chilling, numbing sensation rushed through my once white hot body as I struggled to stay in my squatted position.  Darius continued to flick his tongue against my sensitive clit, driving me crazy.

“Ah!  AH!  OH GOD!  AH!”  I screamed as I began losing my footing.

Darius pulled his slick fingers out from my soaking wet sex and helped stabilize me, grabbing onto my ass cheeks and preventing me from falling onto his face.  He slid out from between my legs and stood up with a huge smile on his face as my trembling legs basically gave out.  I had to get on my knees and support my upper body by holding onto Marcus’s tree trunk like thighs as my climax slowly subsided.

“Yeah, she’s fucking ready, she’s fucking wet as fuck,” Darius commented as he stroked his hardened shaft.

“You want to go first?”  Marcus asked.

“Yeah, you thicker than me, so let me get some of it down before you,” Darius responded.

I wasn’t quite sure what they were talking about initially but Marcus crouched down, gently pulled me up and onto his shoulder and then straightened up.  He smacked my ass cheeks as he looked over my husband.  “Where should we do this?”  He asked.

Connor gulped and looked around nervously.  “Uh, the living room?”  He blurted nervously.

Marcus walked over towards a sofa in the living room, carrying me effortlessly before placing me down.  Darius took over from there, spinning me around off the edge of the sofa as he spread my legs wide.  I gasped as I stared down at my crotch, his fat black cock sliding up and down against the lips of my sex.

“You have any rubbers?”  Darius asked.

Connor nodded and rushed over to the bathroom before coming back with a couple of shiny gold packets.  He handed one to each as Marcus chuckled.  “You might want to bring the whole box,” he suggested.

Darius ripped open his packet and slowly squeezed his cock into the tight white condom.  I stared as he struggled a bit, stretching and pulling on it.  He had to really stretch it wide, the white color turning transparent as it wrapped around his thick throbbing member.

“Damn, what size are these?  Feels fucking tight as hell,” he grunted as he managed to get it stretched down to the base of his shaft.

He tapped his cock against my clit before pulling his hips back and gently placing the thick bulbous tip between the lips of my sex.  I closed my eyes and braced myself as he slowly pushed his hips forward.  Initially, a searing pain rushed through my body as my pussy struggled to take in his fat cock.  It was being stretched to its limits as he tried to shove his thick black cock in.

“Oooo… shit, she’s real fucking tight,” Darius groaned as he grabbed his shaft and slowly worked his way forward.

My pussy stretched but as I gasped, it squeezed shut, causing the tip of his cock to pop up and out.  I gasped and he groaned as his cock slid upward, gliding along my wet pussy lips and rubbing against my clit again.  My legs trembled wildly as he pulled his hips back and aimed again.

“Hey, try to relax, take deep breaths and relax, I’ll take it the rest of the way,” Darius cooed as he slowly pushed the tip of his cock back in between the lips of my quivering sex.

I took a slow, deep breath and tried to calm myself, half closing my eyes as I felt his member slowly make its way in.  My pussy stretched wide open again, struggling to wrap around his girth.  Darius groaned loudly as he carefully moved his hips forward, holding tightly onto his shaft to prevent it from popping up and out again.

“Ungh!  Yeah, there we go!  Got that tip anchored in!”  Darius celebrated.

I opened my eyes and stared between my legs, watching as his long ebony shaft slowly worked its way deeper.  My fingers dug into the fabric of the sofa as my back arched on its own.  I started to take short, shallow breaths as I felt his cock work its way deep into my tight little snatch.

Darius paused when he was about halfway in, letting my pussy adjust to his massive girth.  Gentle tingling sensations continued to run through my body, making me shiver on the sofa.  “Damn, you are something else!  Man, she got a tight ass pussy man,” Darius commented as he looked over at my husband.  “You are one lucky man!”  He continued.

Darius slowly began to pull his hips back and I froze, a loud moan escaping my lips as my pussy clenched around his fat cock, holding onto it tight as if to stop it from leaving.  I clenched my toes together tightly while my legs trembled uncontrollably.  His big fat black cock made its way out until just the tip was inside me.

“Damn, look at that grip,” Marcus commented as he stroked himself.

Darius smirked and pushed his hips forward again, sliding his cock right back into me, this time getting past the halfway point.  I arched my back and gasped as Darius pulled one of my feet towards his face.  He wrapped his thick black lips around my big toe, sucking on it gently as he pushed his hips forward further.

“Ah!  AH!  Oh please… yes!”  I gasped as he worked his way deeper than any man I had ever been with before.

He didn’t quite make it down to the base before he pulled his hips back again.  I wiggled my toes as he pulled his head back and began to lick between them.  It tickled, but at the same time, added to the pleasure I was feeling. 

“Is… is he licking her toes?”  Connor asked, glancing over at Marcus.

“Yeah, he got that foot fetish.  My brother does too, I always make fun of them for it,” Marcus replied.

“Whatever man, every man has got their own thing,” Darius said before he continued to slide his tongue between my toes again.

His cock pulled back to the tip once more before he pushed forward again, plunging even deeper this time and much faster.  This time, he thrust all the way forward, slamming the entire length of his thick shaft deep inside me.  I shuddered as I felt his balls press up against my ass.

“Oooh, damn, that feels so fucking good,” Darius groaned.

Marcus made his way onto the sofa, placing his feet on either side of my shoulders before getting down to his knees and mounting my upper body.  His big fat cock hovered over my face, his balls tapping against my chin.  “Why don’t you lick this cock?”  He suggested.

I stuck out my tongue and ran it up and down the underside of his thick shaft, twirling it when I got to the base where it met his balls.  He groaned as my tongue teased his cock.  I reached up with my right hand and gripped his shaft, stroking it while continuing to lick it.

Darius began to thrust his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my soaking wet cunt.  It felt incredible, my body feeling so full each time he hammered forward.  He also continued to lick and suck on my toes, moving from one foot to the other. 

“Ah… AH!  YES!  OH GOD YES!”  I cried out as Darius began to pound even faster.

Marcus had to grip onto the edge of the sofa as we all began to rock back and forth.  He changed his position a bit and pointed his cock downwards before pushing the tip into my open lips.  I gagged almost immediately as he jammed his cock deep into my mouth.

I tried my hardest to try and suck on his cock while Darius continued to hammer in and out of my pussy.  Spit began to run down the sides of my lips again as I sucked and stroked.  Marcus thrust his hips gently, his balls swaying and smacking against my chin.

"Oh wow," my husband whispered as he watched.

Muffled moans leaked out from my lips as my body trembled wildly.  An intense heat rushed through my body, igniting all my senses.  It was immediately followed by a powerful cooling sensation that numbed me.  My pussy clamped even tighter around the thick black shaft slamming in and out as I climaxed.

"Ungh!  She's cumming!  Getting even tighter!" Darius grunted as he slowed his thrusts.

My pussy gripped tightly around his shaft and quivered as I wiggled my toes, feeling the peak of my climax.  I felt lightheaded as Marcus continued to push his cock into my mouth.  The lack of oxygen only fed the intense pleasure working its way through every inch of me.

As my lungs burned again I reached up and tapped Marcus on the abs.  He kept his fat cock lodged in my mouth just a bit longer before pulling back.  Fresh air filled my lungs again and my pussy squeezed even tighter, just as he was pulling his hips back.  His thick black cock curved upwards as my pussy squeezed, pushing it out.  After letting out a small groan, he pulled his hips back further and his cock slipped out with a slick wet pop.

"Agh!  Damn, she pushed me out," Darius groaned as he tapped my cliff with his shaft.

"Okay, move on over let me get some of that," Marcus said as he hopped off the sofa and opened his condom wrapper.  Like Darius, he struggled to get his rubber on, stretching it and pulling on it as best as he could.  The whiteness of the material disappeared, turning transparent as it squeezed around the girth of his massive shaft.

"Damn, you weren't kidding, this thing is small," Marcus agreed.

Darius sat down next to me while Marcus wrapped his arms around me and lifted me off the sofa.  He effortlessly spun me around and placed my feet on the ground.  After, he bent me forward he gripped my waist and pressed the top of his shaft against the lips of my wet and quivering sex.  I placed my hand on Darius's legs and gasped in anticipation.

"Here we go," Marcus said as he slowly pushed forward.

I took long deep breaths as I felt his member work its way forward.  An initial shock of pain rushed through me as he slid the bulbous tip in, just like when Darius had first entered me.  My pussy stretched again, straining as it tried to handle the massive girth.

Marcus carefully continued pushing, holding tightly onto the base of his shaft to keep it nice and steady.

“AH!  OH GOD!”  I cried out as I tilted my head back and closed my eyes.

“It’s okay, it’s in now,” Marcus assured as he lodged the tip of his fat cock inside me.

He was steadier than Darius, taking his time and inching his shaft in bit by bit while holding it tightly.  In my bent over position, his cock seemed to have less of a chance of popping out as it made its way in deeper.  Darius reached up and grabbed me by the head, pulling my face down to his glistening member.  I wrapped my lips around his cock, the condom around it making it feel rubbery and sticky. 

I pulled back, “take that off, I don’t like the flavor or the texture,” I ordered.

“Oh, gladly,” Darius responded happily as he pulled off the condom.

His throbbing shaft felt hot as I wrapped my fingers around it.  I wrapped my soft velvety lips around the tip and slid my tongue left and right where the bulbous tip met the rest of the shaft.  Marcus continued to slide his cock deeper into me from behind, letting go of his shaft so that he could squeeze and spread my ass cheeks apart.

Spit ran down Darius’s shaft and I reached up with both hands, squeezing his manhood and stroking it while sucking on the thick tip.  He groaned in response and placed his hand on the back of my head while thrusting his hips.  I immediately gagged as his long hard cock slipped deep into my mouth.  At the same time, Marcus fully lodged the entire length of his thick black shaft in me, pausing for a moment before pulling out.

“Damn, look at that fucking grip,” Marcus groaned as he spread my ass cheeks wide while pulling his shaft out from my soaking wet, tight little sex.

My husband got in close while gently stroking his much smaller penis.  I could feel my pussy lips stretching outward, holding onto Marcus’s black shaft as it slid out.  Once he was a little over halfway out, he plunged right back in, thrusting forward with all his might.  His low hanging balls swung wildly and smacked against my sensitive clit and caused my entire body to bounce forward.  At the same time, Darius pushed his lower body up, trying to jam more of his cock into my mouth.

“MMMMPH!”  A loud muffled moan escaped my lips as I choked on Darius’s cock for a second.

Marcus pulled back again before thrusting in, slowly starting to pace himself.  His balls began to consistently smack against my clit as he pounded away.  Tears formed at the edges of my eyes as I struggled to breathe, choking on Darius’s fat cock.  I felt a bit lightheaded as my lungs began to grow white hot once more.

Strangely enough, it seemed to add to my pleasure, causing my pussy to tighten more around Marcus’s thick black shaft.  He seemed to take notice as he began to thrust even faster, holding tightly onto my waist as he pounded back and forth.  The living room echoed with the sounds of his lower body smacking against mine, mixed with the slick wet sounds of my juicy little cunt whenever he pulled back.

My legs felt weak as an incredible ball of heat rushed through me, followed by a powerful chilling sensation that numbed my senses.  My eyes rolled back as I climaxed, more of my spit rolling down Darius’s shaft as I gagged while trembling.  Marcus continued to hammer in and out, causing me to raise my feet back as my climax coursed through me.

Darius released his grip, pulling his hand away from my head so that I could pull up and breathe.  The sudden rush of fresh oxygen only heightened my already amazing climax.  Marcus was still holding my lower body up, my legs in the air, toes pointed as I trembled wildly.  He was relentless, slamming his hips back and forth as he felt my pussy clench his fat cock.

“UNGH!  UNGH!  Yeah!  That’s it!  Give me that pussy!  I own this now!”  Marcus grunted as he thrust faster and harder.

A high pitched ringing filled my ears as my climax peaked.  Even before it subsided, another rush of warmth washed over me, igniting my body once more.  “OH GOD!  OH MY GOD!  AH!  AHHH!  OH FUCK!”  I squealed as I felt another orgasm.

“Damn man, you really making her cum huh?”  Darius chuckled as he stroked his glistening rod, mere inches away from my face.

I nearly blacked out as my body numbed from the pleasure.  Marcus finally slowed his strokes, letting me put my feet back on the ground.  He gave my ass cheeks a good hard smack each before pulling his cock out from between my legs.

“Ah yeah, damn, you want to get back in there?”  Marcus asked as he looked over at Darius.

“Hell yeah man,” Darius replied as he got up.

“Why don’t we take her to the room man?  Mess that marital bed up?”  Marcus suggested.

Connor visibly gulped nervously as he gave Marcus a nod.  “Uh… uh, yeah, sure…”

Marcus lifted me onto his shoulder effortlessly and headed into the master bedroom.  He tossed me effortlessly on the bed and Darius took over from there, pulling my legs together while he mounted me, rubbing his cock between my thighs and against the lips of my sensitive sex.

“I need another rubber,” he said.

I shook my head, “no, no, you don’t need it, just slide it in!”

Darius tilted his head, surprised and then glanced over at my husband who remained silent.  “Are you sure?”  Darius asked.

“Yes, I want to feel it raw,” I responded.

He shrugged and repositioned himself a bit before he pushed his cock into my soaking wet cunt.  This was a strange position I’d never tried before, almost like an anti-missionary, where my legs stayed closed while he thrust his hips, sliding his thick black cock deep into me.

“AH!  OH GOD!”  I yelped, feeling pleasures I had never felt before.

Without the condom, his cock felt even thicker and hotter.  I could even feel it throb as it slid deep inside me.  It also slid in more smoothly, unlike before when the latex seemed to grip a bit against the folds of my sex.

Darius grunted loudly as he slid his fat cock in and out of me.  Marcus reached down and grabbed my ankles, crossing my feet to further close my legs.  I could feel the tightness of my own pussy as it clamped around Darius’s thick black shaft.  Every little bump on his shaft felt absolutely incredible.

Connor quietly stood to the side, his jaw wide open as he continued to stroke his own penis with two fingers. Marcus pulled off his condom and tossed it to the side.  “Guess I don’t need this anymore either,” he remarked.

It was rare for me to have sex with another man without a condom, but this was well warranted.  The feelings I felt were unbelievable.  Never in my life did I feel I could encounter so much pleasure.  I loved how every little bump on his shaft resonated through my entire body, amplifying as it coursed its way through me.

Darius slowed his strokes for a bit before finally pulling out and rolling away from the bed.  He took a couple of deep breaths while holding tightly onto the base of his shaft.  “Ho damn, I feel like I’m about to blow.  Tagging you in man,” he said as he looked over at Marcus.

“Mmm, hell yeah, let me piledrive that pussy,” Marcus said as he hopped on the bed and grabbed my ankles.

I yelped as he pulled my legs up and over my head, placing my feet above me, with my ass pointed straight into the air.  “Hey Connor, right?  Come on over and hold her ankles down,” Marcus ordered.  My husband nodded and rushed over onto the bed, placing his hands on the back of my feet and holding them.

“Is this okay?”  He whispered.

I gave him a nod of approval while Marcus pointed his thick black shaft downward.  His throbbing member sank deep inside me and I had the perfect view, staring straight up between my legs and watching as his ebony shaft was enveloped by my tight pink pussy lips.  Even my husband had a great view and I could hear him let out a small moan.

Marcus paused once he was deep inside me before he began to pull up.  My eyes widened as I watched my pussy stretch as it held onto his big fat black cock.  It was strangely mesmerizing to see.  Once only the tip was inside me, he thrust back down, sliding the entire length of his shaft right back into me, nice and deep.

Darius hopped up on the bed and tapped my husband, “yo, move over man, I got this,” he ordered.  His fat black glistening cock hovered over my face as he took over my husband’s spot.  He aimed the tip of his cock down against my lips and then pushed it into my mouth before grabbing the back of my feet.

I choked on his fat cock again while Marcus continued to thrust away, slamming his own big black shaft in and out of my tight little hole.  Darius’s balls smacked against the top of my forehead as he pounded back and forth.  My toes clenched tightly together as I felt yet another climax, a powerful rush of pleasure exploding from within my core.

“UNGH!  Yeah, that’s it!  Keep cumming on my fat cock!”  Marcus groaned as he sped up even more, feeling my pussy clamp tightly around his thick throbbing shaft.

Muffled moans worked their way out of my mouth as Darius kept it blocked with his member.  I closed my eyes as my body trembled wildly beneath the two powerful black men.  As my climax peaked, a familiar chilling sensation overtook me, numbing me as I nearly blacked out from the ecstasy rushing through every inch of me.

“Agh!  Damn, so fucking tight,” Marcus groaned as he finally slowed his strokes and pulled out.

My pussy let out a small squeaking sound as it quivered and gripped at the air.  Marcus wiped his forehead and moved away.  Darius released my feet and pulled his cock from out of my mouth.

“My turn again?”  He asked.

“Yeah man, I think I’m ready to pop,” Marcus responded.

Darius got up and shrugged, “I always knew I could last longer,” he chuckled as he grabbed my waist and spun me around.  I laid prone on my belly as he spread my ass cheeks apart and gently shoved his big fat cock into my soaking wet cunt from behind. 

“OH!  OH GOD!”  I yelped as I felt his powerful manhood stretch me open again.

My husband moaned and leaned back as he tried to hold onto his smaller penis.  I looked over and watched as he orgasmed, a little blob of his white jism squirting out as he trembled.  He immediately headed over to the bathroom to wash his hands.

Darius placed his hands on the sides of my arms and began to slam my tight little cunt with all his might.  His entire body bounced up and down, making the entire bed spring both our bodies with his movements.  The bed squeaked and squealed as it shook from our movements, almost acting like a trampoline.

“AH!  AH!  AH FUCK!”  I screamed as another intense wave of heat rushed through my core.

My body trembled uncontrollably as it bounced up and down, my pussy gripping onto Darius’s shaft once more and squeezing with all its might.  Darius didn’t miss a beat as he continued to thrust away, sliding the entire length of his member in and out each time.  I’d never tried this position before, and I knew there was no way my husband would even be able to do what Darius was doing.  If Connor had attempted this position, his smaller penis would’ve popped out multiple times by now.

A familiar chilling sensation washed over me as my climax peaked.  I bent my knees and clenched my toes as I let out another loud moan.  Darius slowed his strokes as my pussy tightened even more around his big black shaft.

“Ungh!  Ungh!  Damn, she’s really tightening up!”  He groaned as he paused, then pulled his cock out with a slick wet pop.

I could feel the heat emitting from the underside of his shaft as it throbbed mere inches away from my ass crack.  Darius stroked his shaft and then groaned.  Within seconds, I felt something thick and warm land on my upper back between my shoulder blades, then another on my lower back.  I glanced back and watched as Darius stroked himself to closure, his thick cock shooting out an immense load, shot after shot landing on my lower back and finally on my ass.

“Whew!  Damn, I thought I was running empty, but I guess not,” Darius chuckled.

“Fuck man, you left a mess on her back,” Marcus responded.  “I’ll have to flip her over before I get me some more of that pussy,” he continued as he slowly stroked his thick black glistening manhood.

Darius shrugged and hopped off the bed, “sorry, my bad man.”

Marcus fist pumped him before he walked over towards where my head was.  He reached over, grabbed my waist and then turned me around before flipping me on my back.  I squirmed a bit, feeling Darius’s thick, gooey and warm seed spread all over my back and onto my sheets.  Marcus grabbed my legs and spread them wide before tapping his big fat cock against my quivering pussy lips again.

“Here we go,” he grunted as he shoved the bulbous tip of his immense cock right back into me.

“OW!  OH FUCK!  THAT’S SO BIG!”  I cried out as I trembled wildly, my pussy stretching wide again to envelope his massive member.

Marcus placed my feet on his shoulders and then wrapped his arms around my entire body, folding me in half at the waist.  He then lifted me off the bed effortlessly, holding me tight as he began to bounce me up and down on his throbbing member.  I felt completely weightless as he effortlessly tossed me around.

“AH!  AH!  YES!  YES!  OH MY GOD YES!”  I squealed as I tilted my head back and felt yet another orgasm rush through my body.

This time I momentarily blacked out from the rush of pleasure, my eyes rolling back as my mouth stayed wide open.  My voice gave out as the numbing sensation crept through me.  Marcus groaned as he sped up, thrusting his hips while bouncing me up and down.  His low hanging balls smacked loudly against my ass cheeks with each powerful thrust.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Ah fuck, here it comes,” Marcus groaned as he tossed me on the edge of the bed.

My legs were still wide open as he tapped his fat cock against the lips of my quivering, soaking wet sex.  He groaned loudly as he grabbed tightly onto his shaft.  I came to and looked down between my legs, staring at the tip of his big fat cock.  It throbbed wildly before a powerful shot of his thick white load blasted out.  I closed my eyes as I felt the first couple of shots somehow manage to land on the bottom of my chin.

Shot after shot blasted out from his cock, landing between my breasts, my tummy and finally against my mound.  He continued to slowly slide his thick shaft against the lips of my sex, stroking himself off.  I was stunned by how much he had unloaded onto me.

“Whew, damn that felt good,” Marcus grunted as he stroked his still hard member.

Darius tapped his own cock against my lips.  “You think you can suck me off?  I can go another round,” he said.

I slowly opened my eyes, stunned by his words.  “What?  Again?  You’re still hard?”  I gasped.

A phone rang and Marcus headed to the door, sticking his head out.  “Ah shit, that’s my Willis.  I’ll be right back,” he said as he rushed out.

Darius continued to slide the underside of his shaft against my lips.  “So?  You ready?”

“Uh…  I don’t know, I’m pretty exhausted,” I responded.

“Ah damn, what if we wait like ten minutes?”  Darius asked.

I let out a sigh and shrugged, wincing a bit as I felt sore everywhere.  “Maybe?”

Darius nodded as he moved away from my head.  I tilted to look up and back, staring at his glistening, rock hard shaft.  The lips of my sex quivered at the sight.  Marcus came marching back in, his cock still semi-erect as he held onto his phone.

“Ah shit man, we got to get back, or at least I do,” he said.

“What?  Really?  She said she might be down for another round in ten minutes,” Darius replied.

“Well, I guess you can stay.  Willis is getting worried about Dwayne.  Little bro hasn’t been responding to our emails or texts,” Marcus informed.

“Dwayne?”  Connor asked.

“Oh, he’s my younger brother, youngest actually, he’s still in Austin.  He’s actually the CEO of our start up, but he wanted to stay to get a pitch ready,” Marcus answered.

“Really?  Wow?  For like a venture fund?”

“Yup, big famous guy.  I’m not supposed to tell folks, got to keep it in the family.”

“Understandable.  Wow, I wish I could do stuff like that,” my husband murmured.

“Hey man, just come up with an idea, execute and work that confidence, you’ll be able to do it,” Marcus encouraged.

Darius stroked himself lightly, “you all good with me staying?  I can always Uber back.”

“Yeah, as long as they’re fine with it,” Marcus replied.

Darius looked over at Connor and then at me.  I hesitated for a moment, reached down to gently massage my sore, bright pink pussy.  It ached but the thought of being pounded again actually excited me.  I nibbled on my lower lip for a bit as I contemplated but eventually gave a nod.

“Sure, why don’t you stay,” I agreed.

“Perfect!  Why don’t I give you a little foot massage while you rest,” Darius said as he gently squeezed the bottom of my feet.

A soft moan escaped my lips and I nodded again, “oh, yes, that feels good,” I whispered.

“All right man, I’ll see you later,” Marcus said as he gave Connor a small nod and headed out.

“Damn, I need to grab a smoke first,” Connor said with a sigh.  “Don’t start without me!”

“I can’t promise anything,” I replied.

Connor sighed again before heading out of the bedroom.  I closed my eyes and moaned softly as Darius continued to massage my feet gently.  He leaned in and began to suck on my toes, one by one as he rubbed my legs.  I nibbled on my lower lip again as I felt the folds of my aching sex grow warmer and wetter.  It seemed that I had one long black adventure ahead of me still…
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