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Meet Sue

My wife Sue and I had been married about 5 years, and she was definitely out of my class looks-wise.  Sue is 8 years younger than me, about 5’3”, with a tight toned body that she keeps up by working out every day, whether pilates, yoga or the gym.  She has modest B cup breasts, but they are perky and her nipples are hard most of the time.  The rest of her is hard all the time from the workouts, particularly her butt.

She stopped feeling guilty about not working after numerous discussions where I guaranteed her that I was happy to trade the income for seeing her fit and happy.  I also told her that I like how other guys looked at her too.

That usually brought up the discussion about my fantasy of watching her with another man.  She initially shrugged it off as ridiculous, but after many attempts, I finally got her to agree that if the ‘perfect’ opportunity arrived, she would try it.

In my schemes to make the ‘perfect’ opportunity, I was constantly trying to figure out what she wanted, and was surprised when she confessed to wanting to try a black man, and she also admitted that while ‘size doesn’t matter’ she would like to see how a big penis felt.

When she gave me examples of the type she was looking for, it was apparent that she was attracted to professionals rather than the thugs and bad boys in the porn movies.  This was a little disheartening, because where we live, there isn’t much available that fits the bill.  I still hoped that this might happen on a vacation sometime.


Meeting Kevin

As part of my work responsibilities, I periodically meet with a few of our manufacturer representatives.  They usually visit on a quarterly basis, and I know that these poor folks end up eating at the hotel or a restaurant for most of their nights on the road.  It has become my custom to invite them to our house for dinner, to break the loneliness of their trips.  I believe it also gives me an intangible benefit on the rare occasions I have to reach out for help or support from them.

One of my oldest and closest reps had just retired, and his replacement was visiting to introduce himself.  As usual, when we scheduled the visit, I invited him to our house for dinner and let Sue know so she could prepare.

When I met Kevin, I was surprised that he was a lot different than the other reps.  The other reps were all old white guys, who had typically been put to pasture after their sales careers so they could coast and maintain account relationships.

Kevin was a young black guy, quite handsome and polished.  During the time we met, I couldn’t stop thinking that he might be Sue’s type, and looked forward to having him over for dinner.  I didn’t really know what I expected to happen, but I was hopeful that she might be attracted and maybe have something happen over time.

As we parted and I gave him the house address, he looked at the picture of my wife on the desk and said, “Well, thank you.  I look forward to meeting your wife in the flesh.”  I smiled as I thought I hope you meat  my wife’s flesh .

I arrived home and helped Sue to finish cleaning up the house and set the table.  I told her about Kevin, particularly that he was very handsome and might be her type.

She gave me a questioning look and asked, “Do you expect me to fall for him and have sex on the table after dinner?”

“Well, that would be great to see, but I figured maybe that if you were attracted, we could figure something out,” I responded.

“Hmm,” was all Sue said.  It was her way of ending the conversation.

***

When Kevin arrived, Sue and I met him at the door, and ushered him into the living room.  Sue and I headed into the kitchen so that she could finish preparing dinner and I could pour us drinks.

As I poured a generous glass for Sue, and scotch for Kevin and I, I whispered, “Well?”

Sue gave me a little smile and whispered back, “Nice.”  That gave me a little encouragement that I was on the right track.

Kevin and I sat and talked a little about small things, and a few minutes later, Kim called us to the dining room, and started putting out dinner.  I watched Kevin watching her, and noticed that his eyes were undressing her, particularly as he stared at her ass whenever she bent over to place something on the table, and each time she left the room.

I saw that Sue could see him staring as she surveyed him in the reflection of a large mirror we had in the dining room.  I could swear that she made some extra trips and that she was swinging her hips more than usual.

During dinner, Sue and Kevin did most of the talking, and I noticed that when she got up a few times to refill their glasses, she would casually touch his shoulder or hand as she took or replaced his drink glass.  I noticed also that she was drinking more than usual, and I made sure to keep her glass full as well.

By the time we finished the meal, she was a bit drunk, and was a bit less cautious as she touched him, at one point running her hand across his shoulder and the back of his neck.  I pretended not to notice as he placed his hand over hers when she put his drink in front of him.

She was fairly openly flirting and he was responding, neither realizing how obvious it was in their inebriated states.  I kept my drinking to a minimum, not that either of them were really paying attention to me.  I realized that this might be the chance I had always waited for, so I excused myself to the bathroom.  When I returned a few minutes later, I was careful to sneak quietly back, and saw that Sue was leaning close to him and he had his hand on her knee, and hers was on his shoulder.  I made a noise and they quickly broke contact.

I knew that this might be the right time, so said, “Kevin, I think I’ll have to cut the night short.  I feel a migraine coming on.”

Sue seemed surprised, and I could see her frantically thinking before she said, “What, are you trying to get out of cleaning up?”

Kevin caught on instantly and offered, “I could give Sue a hand in the kitchen while you go lie down.”

Sue responded, casting a quick smile at him, “Yeah, Kevin could give me a hand.  You go take care of that migraine.  I’ll show him out after we’re done.”

I put my hand to my head and said, “OK, thanks.  Night.”

As I went upstairs, I could hear Kevin ask my wife, “Now, where would you like that hand?”  I knew he thought I was out of earshot, and apparently Sue did as well, when she giggled, “Anywhere you like!”

I knew then that something was going to happen.  I figured they might even kiss, or she’d let him put his hands on her, and she would return the gesture.

Dinner Table

I went up to our bedroom and lay down, figuring I’d give them some time, then check to see what was happening.  It certainly seemed that they were hot for each other, and I hoped to catch them making out, or even more!

I must have drifted off, and when I woke, I was mad at myself, worried I had missed any action, as it was more than an hour later.  Sue was not in bed, so I figured there was a possibility that Kevin was still here.  I quietly crept down the stairs, listening to find where she or both of them might be.  I could hear some sounds from the dining room, and quietly made my way there.

When I peeked around the corner, I was shocked by the sight, and it felt hard to breathe.  Kevin’s pants were around his ankles as his naked ass was pumping into my wife while she sat on our dining table.  His back was to me, so all I could see were Sue’s legs waving, and her hands holding his ass cheeks.  I could see her wedding ring sparkling as she had another man between her legs!

I could hear them kissing, as my stomach churned at the feelings inside me.  I was both horny and jealous, knowing that I had asked her for this, but not really believing that I was watching my wife with another guy - a black guy - as I had imagined so many times.  Every once in a while they would break their kiss as Sue moaned, or said, “Yeah, that’s it,” causing Kevin to drive into her harder.  

Once I adjusted to the shock, I noticed his huge balls swinging with each thrust into my wife.  I imagined that those big hairy orbs were eager to empty their contents into my pretty bride, ready to pass their load of millions of egg-seeking sperm into Sue’s womb.  I was excited and a bit nauseous as the realization of what was happening hit me.

After several minutes of watching, I could hear my wife moan, in the way she does before she has an orgasm.  Her moaning grew a little louder as I saw her dig her fingers into Kevin’s ass, then she started to shake and cry out softly as she orgasmed for the other man.   I was  so hard that I thought I might come right there, watching them.

As she quieted, I watched Kevin’s thrusts become faster and shorter, and heard her encourage him, “Yeah!  That’s it, come on baby!”

I heard him grunt, “Should I pull out?”  I watched as his ball sack lifted, contracting as it readied to expel its payload.

“No!” my wife replied, “It’s safe.  Come inside me!  I want you to come inside me!”

Just after that, Kevin pushed tight into her and I could see his ass pulsing as he filled my wife with his come, as she whispered, “Yeah!  That’s it.  That’s it, baby.  You like that?”

I was excited and confused about my feelings.  I was watching a virtual stranger fucking my bride and filling her with his sperm just hours after we first met.  I had planned the meeting and plied her with alcohol, hoping her defenses would be down, but I never truly believed she could so easily give in to the urges.

After a minute, he said, “Oh, God!  That was good”  I watched as he attempted to step back, but Sue gripped him and said, “Stay inside me.  I love how you feel inside me.”

I watched as they kissed some more and he slowly pumped into her, causing her to occasionally “Oooh” and “Umm” as he stimulated her.  After a while I heard her say, “You’re hard again.”

“Yeah,” he replied.  “Bend over, I can get deeper”

“Oooh,” my wife replied as Kevin stood back and I could see that she was completely naked, whereas Kevin still had on his shirt and had only dropped his pants.  It struck me as exciting that she had become completely vulnerable for him, but he had only exposed enough to use her.

I ducked out of sight so they didn’t catch me, as I listened to the scraping of chairs while Sue said, “Let’s do it this way - I can watch us fuck in the mirror.”

I waited a moment or two before sneaking a peek.  They had turned sideways across the table, facing the large mirror on the wall, where they could see their reflection.  I watched for a moment, admiring my wife’s tight body in profile, her little breasts swaying as Kevin’s big black dick disappeared into her over and over.  I quickly pulled back to keep from getting caught as I heard my wife say, “Oh!  You are getting deeper!  That feels so good!”

I quietly returned to our bedroom, assuming that they’d be done soon.  I was wrong.  About an hour later, I heard the front door, and closed my eyes to pretend to be asleep.  I kept them slitted so I could see.  

I watched as Sue quietly entered the room, stark naked, and climbed into bed with me.  I assumed that she didn’t want to run the water or turn on the bathroom light so that I wouldn’t wake.

I rolled over, still pretending to be asleep and snuggled against her.  She smelled of Kevin’s cologne and sex.  She had to feel my erection against her back as I spooned her, but she lay there quietly, pretending to be asleep.  After a little while she began to snore softly, so I knew she was really out.  I moved my hand down to her pussy and felt that she was wet.  As I moved my hand around, touching her sex, I could feel a stream of fluid dribbling down her hip and another down the back of her leg.  Kevin’s sperm was leaking out of her!  I brought my hand to my nose and confirmed the strong smell of semen mixed with the smell of her pussy.  I wanted to roll her over and fuck her right then, but restrained myself.

After a little while, I also fell asleep, dreaming of her taking Kevin’s black dick in many positions.

***

When I woke up, she was showering, and getting dressed for yoga class.  I loved looking at her in yoga pants, and couldn’t stop thinking of her with her legs wrapped around Kevin.

I asked her if she liked meeting Kevin, and she said he was nice.

“It looked like you hit it off with him.  He’s very good looking, isn’t he?” I pressed.

“Yes, he is that,” Sue responded, sounding like just another rep had been at dinner.

“I think he wanted to get into your pants,” I pushed.

“Just because you want him to get into my pants doesn’t mean he does,” she replied, as she put on her sneakers.

“Do you want him in your pants?” I asked.

She turned to me in exasperation, saying, “You really want me to hook up with another guy, don’t you?”  I nodded.  She looked at me and said, “Well, he’d be a candidate.  But do you really want the complication of a work fling?”

“He’s a rep, not a coworker.  It’s not the same.  Maybe next time?” I asked hopefully, hoping she would crack.

“We’ll see.  See you tonight!” she responded as she left for her early class.

I knew then that she wasn’t going to tell me about hooking up.  I wasn’t sure if she was embarrassed, or still thinking it through, or just did it because she was drunk.

I went downstairs to get coffee, and noticed that the dining chairs were out of place.  When I checked the table, I could see it was coated with a sticky film, and smelled like pussy and come.  She hadn’t even bothered to clean up.  I decided to leave it, hoping the memory would get her to say something.

***

Over the next week or so, I hinted about Kevin at every chance, but she never said anything.  Every time we had sex, I imagined her kissing him with her legs wrapped around him.  It was exciting to know that she had let another man inside her.

Kevin Returns

Eventually, I decided that I’d have to wait until the next quarterly check-in to see if I could get a repeat.  About a week in advance of Kevin’s scheduled visit, he called to confirm.  I asked if he’d like to come over for dinner, that it seemed my wife liked having him over.  And in her, I thought to myself.  Kevin said he’d love to.

I told Sue, and she seemed less enthusiastic than I thought.  Perhaps she was regretting the hookup and didn’t want to see him?  I hoped not - it was hard to believe she was that wild with him and wouldn’t want a repeat.

The day of our meeting Kevin acted as if everything were normal.  He couldn’t possibly know that I watched him pump my wife full of his seed.  I did notice that he kept looking at pictures of my wife that I kept on the desk.  I had a hard time containing my excitement as I thought that he might do it again after dinner tonight!

At the end of the meeting, as he was going, I confirmed dinner, and he declined, saying that he had a conflict.  He said to say “Hi” to my wife, though, and perhaps next visit he’d come over.  I figured for sure something must have happened, or maybe they both had regret over the hookup.

I called Sue and she seemed a little disappointed, but nothing like I felt.

***

The next morning I got up to get ready, and Sue was already in the shower.  I wasn’t sure that it was an early morning class day, but she kept changing them up.  While I was reaching for my toothbrush, I heard her phone buzz and looked over at it instinctively.

The message bubble read:

06:48 Hung Kevin: Marriott rm 442

My stomach lurched as I reached for the phone to open the messages.  I scrolled back, they only started late last night, which meant she had erased the older ones.

19:55 Hung Kevin: hi, checked in, still dtf?

19:56 Sue: oh yeah. You?

19:59 Hung Kevin:: yes def.  Getting snacks and drinks.  Condoms?

22:02 Sue: no way, safe time

22:05 Hung Kevin: good. Like you bare.

22:10 Sue: mmm. Me too

Then from this morning:

06:45 Hung Kevin: cant  wait.  stay all day?

06:46 Sue: all day

06:48 Hung Kevin: Marriott rm 442

I put the phone to sleep then placed it face down so she didn’t suspect that I had read any messages.  I had to stop and breathe to calm myself and try to remember what I was supposed to be doing.  While brushing my teeth, I peeked into the shower and noticed that she seemed to be taking extra care while shaving, and was humming to herself.

After she got out of the shower and was toweling herself off, I noticed that she had recently waxed all her pubic hair off.  She regularly kept it shaved very close so it didn’t show through her yoga pants, but she didn’t often wax.  I felt myself getting hard knowing she had done it for Kevin.

I pulled on my clothes while she did the same, and when I finished with my shoes, I noticed that she was wearing her ‘naked yoga’ pants, as she called them.  They were beige and very sheer and tight, so much so that her pussy was on full display as if she were wearing nothing.  She never wore them out of the house because she looked naked in them.  They certainly showed off her muscled ass and legs, though.  Her top was also tight and sheer, not quite see-through, although you could discern her darker nipples through the material.

I watched her check her hair and makeup one last time, and noticed that the little tattoo over her pussy was visible.  It was the only one she had, and she surprised me when we got engaged by having it done.  It was a little heart with the letter “B” inside it, my initial .  She said she wanted me to know that her pussy loved me too.  I smiled a little wondering if her pussy loved Kevin too.

She grabbed her keys and said, “I’m off,” before she quickly left and got in her car.  I wondered if anyone at the hotel would be lucky enough to ride the elevator with her looking like that.  I also wondered how many minutes she would stay in those clothes once she got to Kevin’s room.  I doubted more than a couple of minutes after they started kissing.

I realized that I was too worked up and anxious to function at work, so called in sick.  I spent the next several hours thinking about her and him, excited and jealous that she was cheating on me with Kevin.

I held off masturbating, because I wanted to save it for when she got home.  I was also aware that a decrease in my horniness after release might make me jealous enough to drive over.

I had a brief period where I thought about driving over to the hotel so that I could see them, then realized that it was probably the fourth floor, and even if not, it would be impossible to see inside the windows.

***

Around 4:30 or so I received a text from Sue, asking when I would be home.  I read it and thought a bit, then realized that she was checking to see how late she could stay in bed with Kevin.  I initially wanted to tell her my normal time, but then thought that I had a little control over this, and could let her continue fucking him for a while longer.

I responded, “late, maybe 9:00.  I’ll order delivery.  See you then.”

It was agony to think I’d have to wait longer, but exciting to know I had just given her permission to fuck a black stranger for another 3 hours.  I was also imagining the look on her face when she realized that I had done so.

I opened a beer and rummaged around for some dinner, then settled in the front room to wait for her return.

***

At about 8:30, I heard her car and saw the lights in the driveway.  I smiled to myself, thinking that she had planned on getting home before me so she could pretend that she was here the whole time.

When she came in the front door, I met her in the entranceway, which was well lit, so I could see how she looked.  I was nervous and excited at the same time.

When she saw me, she froze for a second, then dropped her keys and phone on the side table and said, “Oh, Hi!  I need a shower.”

I looked at her, and could see that her hair was a mess, and could smell sex on her from a few feet away.  Her ‘naked’ yoga pants were stuck to her pussy, and a huge wet mark ran from there down both legs.

“You look very sexy, honey!” I said, as I approached her.

She smiled sheepishly and said, “I’m a mess after my workout.  What could be sexy about that?”

She took a step to the side, but I matched her and put one arm around her waist as I answered, “You look so sexy after working out for 12 hours.”

She chuckled nervously and said, “Yeah, nothing was clean so I had to wear this again.  I wasn’t working out all day.”

I pulled her close and placed my hand on her soggy crotch, as I smiled and said, “An all day workout in Marriott Room 442 must have stretched you right out.”  Her eyes opened in shock as I squeezed her sopping pussy gently and said, “But feeling all of Kevin’s sperm dripping out of you is the sexiest!”

I leaned forward and gave an exaggerated sniff as I said, “You smell like a whorehouse - all sperm and pussy and sweat.  I bet he stayed hard all day, fucking a married woman.”

She just stared at me as I leaned forward to kiss her, saying softly, “Kiss me like you kiss him.”  She hesitantly met my lips, then after a few seconds kissed me harder, shoving her tongue into my mouth as she wrapped her arms around me, trapping my hand against her cheating pussy.  I became even more excited as I kissed the lips that were on his, and probably on his cock.

After several minutes, we broke our kiss, and I started to push down her yoga pants, which were soaking wet from the crotch down.  As I knelt down to get them off her legs, I could smell her strong odor, mixed with the musky scent of Kevin’s cum.  I stood up, and she had pulled her top off, exposing her firm small breasts.  I held out the pants at shoulder height and let them drop to the floor, where they landed with a wet splat.

She wrinkled her nose and said, “Gross.  Sorry.”

“No,” I replied.  “It’s beautiful, you are walking around with all his sperm inside you and bringing it home.”  Her eyes opened as I started unbuckling my belt and led her to the dining room.  “I want to fuck the rest of it even deeper inside of you.”

She was apparently still in shock as she said, “Really?  Let’s go to the bedroom then.”

I had my pants off by then, and my cock was as stiff as a pole as I lifted her onto the table.  “No, I want to do it here.  This is the first place you let him inside you.”  Her eyebrows raised in surprise.

“Yes,” I explained, “I watched you two the first night, and heard you tell him to come inside you.  You let a man that you had met three hours earlier, put his bare penis inside of you, then begged him to fill you.”  I stroked my erection as I continued, “I watched as his big black balls pumped his sperm into you, while you held him close.  Now spread your legs for me like you did for him.”

She spread her legs and as I pushed inside her, I asked, “When did you decide to fuck him?  Was it before I went to bed?”

My wife bit her lip and said, “No.  But we started making out, and I felt how big his cock is.”  Her eyes grew intense as she said, “I had to have him.”

I pumped her slowly, knowing that I would release soon, as I said, “You stripped naked for a strange man, and let him put his big cock inside you.  In our home.  While I was here.”  She was staring at me as I added, “God, that is SO hot!  I want you to do that again!  Be my slut wife!”

“Close your eyes and imagine I’m him if you want.”  She did close  her eyes, and so did I, remembering how she looked with her legs around him.

“Oh, you feel so wet, and loose.  That feels great!” I told her.  I could really tell she had another man’s cock inside her!

“You like me loose like that?” Sue asked.

“Oh yes, I do.  You feel just like I imagined after having Kevin’s cock inside you for 12 hours,” I said as I slowly screwed in and out of her, feeling her sloppy used pussy around my hard cock.

“Mmm, yes.  He was inside me almost the whole time,” my wife said.

“Did you come a lot?” I asked, working up to my orgasm.

“Yes, so many times!” she said, clearly also getting closer to her orgasm.  “And so did he,” she added.

“Oh God!  I love that you let him come inside you like that!  So hot!” I groaned, about to fill her myself.

“Oh fuck!  Yes it was!  I can’t believe how many times he came inside me!  All day long! Oooohh!” she finished, as an orgasm hit her.  That set me off as I added my come to her lover’s, deep inside her, kissing and holding her tight like he did.

***

When we recovered, I led her up to our bedroom, where I pushed back the covers for her.  Sue pulled away to go shower, but I held her hand, saying, “I want to lay with you.”

She objected, saying “I smell like a whorehouse.”

I smiled and pulled her closer, responding, “Exactly.  I want to feel and smell you next to me, knowing you gave yourself to Kevin.  I want to remember that you let a black man fuck you all day long like a slut.”

Her eyebrows raised, and she asked, “Really?” as I led her into our bed, and lay next to her hot sweaty body.

As we lay there, she asked, “How did you find out?  Kevin didn’t tell you, did he?”

“No,” I answered, wondering why she thought Kevin would tell the husband of the woman he was boning.  “While you were in the shower, he texted you and I saw the notification.  ‘Hung Kevin’ got my interest, plus the mention of a hotel room number.”

“Oh,” she replied, studying the ceiling.  “But you still let me go?  You knew I was going to meet him for sex, but still let me go to cheat on you?”

“Yes,” I chuckled slightly.  “I told you I wanted you to have sex with another man.  I had hoped I could watch, but this was exciting.  Besides, I already watched you two fucking when he was over for dinner.”

She was quiet for a moment and asked, “You knew about us all day at work?  How did you keep it together?”

I said, “I didn’t.  I called in sick.”

Another silence, followed by, “Wait, you said you were going to stay at work late.  What was that?”

I turned and put my hand on her pussy, which was still leaking cum from me and Kevin and said, “I knew when I saw your text that you wanted more time with him, so gave you a few more hours.  It felt exciting, knowing I was telling you to have another guy’s cock inside you for three more hours.”

She gave a laugh and said, “You couldn’t know that he was inside me while we texted.”  I squeezed her pussy and she said, “Yeah, Kevin said he wanted to fuck me while we were ‘talking’.  It was very hot.”

“Wow.  I wish I knew.  You can call me, then pretend to hang up, and I can listen, if there’s a next time?”

Sue was quiet.  I wondered how much I didn’t know.

“How many times have you been with him?” I finally asked.

“Just the first time at the house and then today,” my wife answered carefully.

“Would you tell me if there were more?” I asked.

“Would you want me to?” Sue responded.

“I don’t know.  I want to know the details, but it’s also kind of exciting knowing that you are cheating on me,” I told her, voicing my thoughts from the entire day.

We lay quietly for a while more before she offered, “He wants to see me again.”

“I bet,” I answered, excited that she would do it again.  “Next quarterly review?  You’ll go to his hotel, or do you want to invite him to stay here?”

“Stay here?” she chuckled, “Are you just going to invite him to dinner again and offer me up as dessert?”  She didn’t wait for my response before she said, “No, he has a conference next month in Florida and wants me to go with him.  He said that I should tell you that I’m visiting a sick relative for a few days.”

“He just wants to see you in a bikini,” I said, trying to keep a straight face.

“Hmm, either that or he wants to stick his big black cock inside me some more,” she replied.

“It’s big?” I asked.  I couldn’t quite tell from when I had watched Sue and him in our dining room.

“Huge, probably 9 inches.  And thick, twice as wide as yours,” she replied, as she placed her hand on my hardening cock.

“Wow.  And you took that?” I asked, feeling myself getting harder.

She put her mouth to my ear and said, “Every inch.  Over and over again.”  I was at full attention at this point.  “Mmm, I see you like that.”

I replied, “I’d like to watch that.”

The Trip

There was silence for a while, then Sue asked, “Well, what do you think about the conference?”

I thought for a moment, then said, “I think you should go, but I have a few requests.”

“Um, OK,” she replied.

“First, no condoms.  If you’re going to cheat, do it all the way,” I said.

“OK, but it’ll depend upon the dates…” she started to reply.

“No condoms.  Ever.”  I was firm, and she didn’t say anything.

“Second, wear your wedding ring.  I want everyone to know you’re cheating.”  

I expected some objections, but she said, “OK.  I wanted to do that anyway.  Something about people watching me with him and knowing that I am cheating is a huge turn-on.  If anyone is bold enough to ask, I’ll tell them that my husband thinks I’m visiting a relative.  That is so wicked!”

I was surprised that she was as excited about that as I was.

“Third, try to call me during sex.  Or just before and don’t hang up so I can listen.  It sounds like Kevin wants you to do that anyway.”  I really wanted to watch, but would settle for listening.

“OK, I’ll try.  You’re right about him wanting to do it while we’re talking.  He loved doing it on the dining table while you were upstairs,” she admitted.

***

The next few weeks, we had the best sex ever.  She would close her eyes and tell me what she did with him at the hotel, or what she wanted to do with him at the conference.  I would tell her how exciting it was that she was doing that with a big black cock, so she started talking about his black cock and how it felt.

I even bought her some very sexy underwear and a micro-bikini for the beach.  She tried it on, and it barely covered her nipples and pussy.  With her hot workout body she looked awesome.  She was reluctant to wear it, but I reminded her how much she wanted people to see that she was married and with him.  I then asked her to imagine what people would think when they saw her dressed like that with him.  That convinced her - she liked the idea of people knowing that she was cheating as much as the sex, I think.

She looked at me with excited eyes and said, “I’d be a black man’s whore.  A cheating slut.  Oh fuck.”

My stomach was churning as we drove to the airport.  She had offered to drive herself, but I told her that I wanted to do it - it felt like I was giving her away to him.  

As I kissed her goodbye at curbside check-in, she said softly into my ear, “Thanks for giving me away.  I’ll be sure to do everything  with him.”  I could feel myself getting hard, so hurried back into the car and drove away.

That few days was torture for me.  I was excited and jealous about what she was doing, but also wanted to know what she was doing.  At least she sent a few text messages while she was gone:

A few hours after I dropped her off at the airport, she sent “Landed safely.  Can’t wait to see Kevin and give him everything.  So wet.”

An hour or so after that, she sent a picture of the hotel room, particularly focused on the bed, saying “Our home for the next few nights.  Hope it holds up to the action.  Gonna test it soon.”  She included a smiley face.  I could see his luggage next to hers piled in the corner.

After midnight on the first night, I woke to the sound of my phone, and she had sent a selfie of her in one of the sets of sexy lingerie.  I was taken in the mirror of the hotel room, and she looked so hot.  I don’t know if it was intentional or not, but Kevin was a few feet behind her, completely naked, showing off his big cock, which was mostly erect.  I couldn’t believe she had that inside her!  The note read, “Took this before the first time but got busy.”  She included a peach and eggplant emoji.  That was pretty accurate from what I saw of him.  I used that picture for masterbating material a few times over the next several hours.  

I didn’t receive any more notes until that afternoon.  It was a picture of my wife and Kevin on the beach.  She was wearing a micro bikini and he was wearing a speedo, showing off his huge ‘package’.  They were looking at the camera, so someone else must have taken the shot.  Moments later, another picture arrived, this time they were kissing, his hands holding her up by her ass, and her arms wrapped around him, their mouths fully engaged on one another.  That one made me hornier and more jealous than the picture of her in his room.

She sent a few more pictures that day and the next, all of Sue and Kevin in group shots with other couples and groups, clearly from the conference.  I noticed that she was definitely the hottest woman there, and that she and Kevin were the only mixed couple.  Thinking of them as a ‘couple’ made me both jealous and insanely horny.

One whole day passed with no pictures or notes from Sue, and I wondered what was happening.  I must have checked my phone 100 times during that period.

The last day of their trip, I received a couple of notes from Sue.  The first read,

11:45 Sue: Kevin wants me to tell you about us so we can openly date.

The next read,

11:46 Sue: He wants me to tell you by sending these pictures.

The next picture was of the back of Sue’s left hand, with a big black dick laying  across it.  There was come all over her wedding ring, the trail leading back to his cock.  Wow, they had staged a picture of him shooting sperm all over her wedding ring.

The next was obviously taken by Kevin, looking down at Sue.  She had the top of his very large stiff cock in her mouth, looking up at the camera.  Her left hand was wrapped around his shaft, her wedding ring visible and sparkling.  She was trying to smile with his dick stretching her mouth.  I smiled when I noticed that she was wearing the lingerie I had picked for her.  The focus was clearly on her mouth and ring.

I responded “What do you want?”  There was no return message.  She must be on the plane.

***

There were still no messages from her as I waited to pick her up in baggage claim.  When I saw her she immediately met me with a big kiss, then we got her bags and went to the car.

As we drove home, I asked, “Well, how was the trip?”

She giggled and said, “It was lots of fun.  The resort was beautiful.  I wish we spent more time out exploring, but there was a lot to do inside the room, too!”  She giggled again.

I followed with, “I guess you had a good time?”

She laughed and said, “Oh god, yes!  It was the best sex I’ve ever had.  He was inside me most of the time.  I’ll bet you can feel that I’m looser when we get home.”

We drove in silence for a while, then I prompted, “I really loved the last couple of pictures that you sent.”

She was quiet for a minute, then said, “Yeah, about that.”  My stomach lurched a little, wondering what she was going to say.

“I told Kevin that I wasn’t going to tell you.  I told him I like cheating on you in secret.”  She turned to me and said, “Which is true.  It was the most exciting when I was at the hotel the last time and thought you didn’t know.”  She paused and added, “And the first time, when we were fucking in he house while you were upstairs.”

I waited a moment, as we turned into our subdivision, then said, “Oh, OK.”  as I navigated to our driveway, I added, “Sorry that part of the thrill is gone.”

After I stopped the car, Sue said, “That’s OK.  I plan on seeing him again and won’t tell you about it.  I love that big cock.”  She smiled at me and said, “I’ve decided I’m going to find another one closer to home, and won’t tell you about him either.”

I was quiet as we got out and unloaded the bags, then entered our house.  I carried her stuff to our room, and she finally said, “What do you think about that?”

I reached for her and said, “I think that’s really fucking hot!”  As I started helping her off with her clothes, I added, “I should be able to tell when your pussy is looser, stretched by his big cock.”

She kissed me then whispered in my ear as she pulled me closer, “The biggest I can find!”

Pictures

For the next couple of weeks, sex was better than ever as I asked her about her trip with Kevin and she told me how much she had done with him, and how good it felt with his big cock inside her.  I couldn’t wait for his next quarterly visit.

One morning when I went into the bathroom to get ready, I noticed that Sue had added two new pictures to our gallery wall of wedding and honeymoon pictures.  They were the ones that Kevin and she had taken in Florida - the one with his penis against her hand and sperm on her ring, and the one where she was looking into the camera with his cock in her mouth.

I looked at them for a while, excited at how they made me feel, and also excited that she had added them to our ‘marriage collection’ as I thought of it.  After a few minutes, I decided to move the picture of his cum on her ring so that it was right next to one of our wedding day photos - one that showed our hands overlapping, focused on our wedding bands.

I kept quiet, waiting for her reaction to the movement of photos, but she never said anything.  I figured this was a fun and exciting little game.

Not long before Kevin’s next visit, something in the photo gallery had changed.  There were no added pictures, but when I looked closer, one of our wedding dance photos had been replaced by one where Sue’s ring was covered in sperm, and a large white cock was resting next to it.  Oh my god!  She had cheated with another guy and did not tell me!  I was jealous and excited at the same time, trying to remember if she felt looser any time over the past weeks.

I did notice that she was working out a lot more, and started wearing her skin tight yoga pants out when she ran errands, whether with me or alone.  I thought it was fun watching guys crash their carts or walk into things as they stared at her hot ass.

***

The day of my meeting with Kevin, I invited him to dinner as usual, and he accepted this time.  I was excited to get a chance to watch Sue getting fucked by him again, although I knew it wasn’t a ‘good time’ based upon her last period, so I figured he’d be wearing a condom this time.  It didn’t really matter, because I wouldn’t be close enough to see that level of detail.

I hurried home to see Sue and be ready for Kevin’s arrival.  I don’t know why I did that - it would have been exciting to arrive late and sneak to see if they were kissing or making out.  When I got home, I found Sue naked in our room, standing in front of the mirror.

I said, “Hi.  Is that what you’re wearing for dinner?”

She patted the little heart tattoo over her pussy and said, “I’m sure that’s what you’d both want, huh?”  She turned to go to the closet and said, “No, I prefer that he doesn’t know that you know.  It feels more like cheating this way.  What are you planning tonight?  Another migraine?  Maybe pretend to get drunk and go to bed?”  She returned from the closet holding up one of her tight dresses, and added, “Maybe I just have him return after you ‘fall asleep’?  You won’t have to fake anything then.”

She shimmied into the dress and said, “I know!  How about you stay up here and I tell him you have a migraine but he’s welcome to stay.  You can sneak down and watch us make love a lot sooner.”

I was processing ‘ make love ’ while I watched her looking in the mirror and pulling at the dress here and there to make it straight, and get rid of the wrinkles.  She finally said, “What the hell.  I won’t be wearing it long anyway.”

The doorbell rang, and she gave me a quick kiss, saying, “OK, you wait here while I have a date with Kevin downstairs.  You can have me afterwards.”

With that, she left.  I heard her go down the hall and stairs, and I noticed that she shut off the hall and stair lights, making it easier for me to spy on them.  I crept to the top of the stairs to listen, and could barely make out the conversation until I got there, then heard her say, “OK, food or sex?”

Then Kevin replied, “Get out of those clothes, girl!”

My wife giggled, and said, “You, too!”

I heard some shuffling of clothes, then watched my naked wife leading an equally naked Kevin to the dining room, past the bottom of the stairs.  His cock was sticking out straight, ready to invade my Sue.  I heard her say, “Come on, let’s do it on the table like the first time.”

As I crept down the stairs, I could hear Kevin say, “Oh, girl you are so wet!”

Then my wife said, “Oh yeah!  That’s it!  Deeper!”

Kevin said, “Oooh, that was smoother this time, not so much friction.  I think we’re stretching you out, girl!”  Little did he know there were other men stretching her, too.

I finally reached the doorway and snuck a peek, seeing Kevin’s black ass as Sue wrapped her legs around him and said, “Stretch me some more!  Do it hard!”

I watched her hands snake around his back and grip his butt as he began thrusting into her, causing her to moan.  Her moaning was cut off as they began to kiss.  I was rock hard and tempted to jerk off, but didn’t want to risk it.

I watched them fucking and kissing for several minutes, then his pace quickened and I heard her ask, “Gonna come?”

Kevin grunted, “Uh-huh!”

Sue started panting as I watched her hands gripping his ass tighter.  I expected her to tell him to pull out, but instead she said, “Do it!” as she began her orgasm.  I watched as Kevin stiffened, filling my wife with his sperm during an unsafe time.  I didn’t realize that I had been rubbing myself through my pants, but I felt myself come at the same time that they did.

I heard her say, “Wait!  Stay inside me.”  I heard them kiss, then she said, “I like to have you inside me while my husband is right down the hall.”  They kissed again and she said, “Mmm, I can feel you getting harder.  You like it too!”

Kevin replied, “Yeah, Baby.  If you just tell him, I can be in you even more.”

Sue said, “I like it better this way.  It’s more exciting.”

I continued to watch them for the next half hour or so, then they changed to have her bent over the table so that they could watch themselves in the mirror, the same as last time.  I had to retreat so that I wasn’t spotted.  I spent the next hour or so waiting upstairs until I heard the front door close.  Sue appeared at our door a moment later, stark naked with her hair messed up.

She smiled at me and said, “Were you spying on us, you little pervert?”

I said, “Of course.  I love watching you spread your legs for him and kiss him…”

“And shoot his sperm inside me?” she finished.

“Yeah,” I said quietly, wondering if she was going to address the riskiness of it.

She lay down on the bed, spreading her legs and arms and said, “Here.  You want to feel me stretched out?”

As I crawled up on the bed, I said, “Yeah.  If he thinks you feel stretched, then I definitely will.”

Sue laughed and said, “Oh!  Yeah, that was great.  I was definitely looser , but not from him.”

“Oh?” I asked, wondering what she meant.

“My boyfriend left a few minutes before you got home, after he and I had a couple hours of ‘stretching’,” she laughed.  “When you got home early, you almost met him.”  She continued, “So when Kevin thought I was wet, it was actually sloppy seconds, and I was definitely looser for him.”

I was surprised, “Your boyfriend?   Was here ?”

She smiled and motioned with her outstretched arms for me to join her, as she said, “Yes.  Right here in our bed.  And I waited for him just like this while you were at work, probably meeting with Kevin.”  She smiled more broadly as she said, “I was cheating on you both!”

The idea of her doing that, of her being with two other guys today, made me so excited and horny that I couldn’t wait to feel her.  I immediately crawled onto the bed and pushed myself into her, feeling her wetness and warmth.  This time I could definitely feel that she was loosened up, and it didn’t take me very long to come, knowing that she had taken two other men inside her.  The thought that she had taken them both in our home, bareback, pushed me over the edge quickly.

When I recovered and rolled off of her, we lay there quietly for a while, then Sue said, “You’re thinking about the guy from today, right?”

“Yeah,” I confirmed.

“Well, you’ve seen him.  He’s on our gallery wall, his cock is against my hand while his sperm is swimming between the gems on my wedding band.”  She chuckled, “I have to admit I love those pictures, they are so raunchy.”

“I like them too,” I agreed.  I lay quietly thinking about where she could have met him, and whether he was regular or once in a while.

Sue broke the silence, “I have him over once or twice a week.  When I first met him, he was over all day every day.  He would wait for your car to leave and then come right in.  Your habit of leaving the door unlocked works out for me - I can just lay naked in bed waiting for him, and then we just go for it.”  I felt her hand reach for my hard cock, as she said, “Um, I see you like that.  Since I’ve been seeing him, he’s had sex with me more than you have.”

I was ready for more, so rolled on top of her and had at it.  Sue came this time, and as I listened to her moan and shake, I imagined that she was doing it with her new boyfriend, which sent me over the edge again.

After that round, I was exhausted and the edge of horniness had worn off.  I finally asked, “Um, are you sure this is a good time to let them come inside you?”

Sue said, “Hmm, a man who pays attention to the calendar.  Actually, I started ovulating yesterday.”  She was quiet for a minute while my stomach tightened and I started to feel a little sick.  She asked, “Do you think it would be exciting for me to get pregnant with another man’s baby, and not know whose it was?”

I quietly answered, “Not really.”

She patted my balls and said, “Don’t worry honey, when we decide to have a kid, I’ll make sure it’s yours.  Although my boyfriend would be the most likely father based upon the past couple of weeks.”

I was quiet, thinking about how often she had cheated and I didn’t know about it.

My wife continued, “I had an IUD put in after the first time with Kevin, when I knew that I would continue to be with other men.  No babies coming out of me until I have it taken out.”


Gallery

I began consciously leaving the front door unlocked, acknowledging that I wanted her to continue.  It was difficult, but I didn’t sneak home to catch them, as much as I wanted to.  Not knowing was more exciting.

Over the next year or so, a new picture would appear in our gallery every once in a while.  

***

The third one was of her hand palm up, her thumb and forefinger around the tip of a very large black cock.  It was so large her fingers couldn’t reach all the way around.  A stream of semen leaked from the tip of the penis, leading to a huge pool in her palm.  Inside that pool of come was her wedding ring, completely covered and soaked.

It seemed a common theme that she and her lovers enjoyed: ejaculating all over the symbol of our marriage.

There were a couple more pictures of cocks spurted on her ring as she wore it, but lately she was getting more raunchy.  One picture appeared showing Sue’s heart tattoo that she got for our engagement, with her wedding ring lying just below it.  Both were covered in semen, with the trail leading down to a large white cockhead nestled against the lips of her pussy.  I imagined that he had just pulled out and shot all over her belly and ring.

My favorite, however, was the latest addition: her pussy was gaping, her fingers holding it open.  It was full of slimy white cum, her wedding ring floating in the semen.  A large black cockhead was resting against her open pussy, having just finished providing the pool of sperm, and clearly ready to do it again.

She was excited to show me that one as soon as it appeared on our wall.  There were only two wedding pictures left, the rest were of her wedding ring being coated by her lovers.

When I saw the picture, I looked at it for a long time, then said, “Wow!”

As I turned to look at her, she was smiling and excited, and asked, “Do you like that?”

“Yes.  It’s unbelievable.  Was that recent?” I asked.

She held up her left hand, pointed at her empty ring finger and said, “Yep.  All that ,” she pointed to the picture again, “is inside me.”  She pointed at her belly.

My wife stepped closer to me and touched my shoulder, as she said, “I asked him to fuck it deep inside me.”  She kissed my face and said, “I thought you might like to retrieve it?”

I was immediately erect, as I pushed her towards the bed, “Before or after I fuck it into you too?”

She started removing her clothes as she laughed and said, “Well, I doubt you can get it any deeper, he is hung like a donkey.  But if you let me be on top, you might loosen me enough to let it drop out.”

***

We fucked like animals; I was so excited by the pure raunchiness of her actions.  It became a regular thing, that sometimes she would point out her missing ring, and I knew what she had been up to.

Occasionally she would tell me that she was going on a trip with one of the guys, and point out which picture in our gallery was him.  Sometimes I would buy or pick her outfits, other times she would go with no bag and tell me she didn’t plan on leaving the room.  I think she enjoyed arriving home stinking of sex, wearing the same clothing as she went away in.

I asked her how she kept meeting these guys, and she laughed, “Dating apps, silly.”  She showed me her Tinder profile.  It was a picture of her in a sports bra and the see-through yoga pants, it read “Sue, 28, married,” she hadn’t even used a fake name!  The description read, “I work out all the time to stay hot and ready.  Only HMU if you’re 10 inches or more, and ready to take me bare.  Black guys go to the front of the line.  No thugs, only professionals.”  I was excited and shocked that she was aggressively out looking for these guys.

***

When all our wedding pictures had been replaced by her “cum covered ring” pictures, she started adding more pictures to the wall.  She would laugh and say she might stop when the wall was completely covered.  

I knew that would mean years of new partners.
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Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.

Peaches is always open to new storyline adventures, so be sure to share your requests in your ratings comments!  Also be sure to check out her other works from her Amazon Author Page .

A couple of her works are detailed below:

Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined .

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she ' do whatever he wants. ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.

Laura the Party Favor: My Wife Becomes the Company Whore 

Steve tells his wife Laura about his fantasy of sharing her with other men, then encourages her to try it. When she starts dating another man, he finally gets his wish. As she becomes bolder and finds other men, Steve begins to wonder how far his sweet wife will go, especially because she won't tell him who she is dating. 

When she begins to openly cuckold him, he finally finds out what kind of woman his wife has become, and his fantasy is pushed beyond his wildest imagination as she boldly becomes the Company Girl in more ways than one . 
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