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Preface

This book follows on directly from the first book in the series, Taken By Surprise: Amy's Big Black Surprise.




You could enjoy this as a stand alone story, but to get the biggest, blackest, best experience reading the first book in the series will really help.




Then read this one after and see just how big and black Amy went!


Any Saturday

One Saturday afternoon in April 2018, Amy walked out of the bedroom wearing a sexy pink romper with a flirty ruffled hem. The soft fabric hugged her curves, and the bottom of each round cheek peeked out tantalizingly with every step. She had left two of the four buttons undone at the top, revealing a generous amount of her ample cleavage. She looked absolutely ravishing — confident, playful, and irresistibly feminine.

“Oh, I didn’t realize we had company,” Amy said, startled to see a large Black man sitting on the couch next to Chris.

“Hey babe,” Chris said, smiling up at her. “This is D’Andre Harper, one of Leon’s teammates. D’Andre, this is my girlfriend, Amy.”

D’Andre’s eyes traveled slowly down her body with unabashed appreciation. “Nice to meet you, Amy,” he said, his deep voice smooth and confident.

“D’Andre was just waiting for Leon to get back,” Chris explained. “They’re heading out on the town tonight. They fly to Arlington tomorrow for the NFL Draft. They’ll be there all week.”

Amy felt D’Andre’s gaze like a physical touch. His eyes lingered on her exposed cleavage and the way the romper rode up her thighs. She didn’t like it. She had seen that kind of look before — bold, forward, almost predatory. It was something she’d noticed more with some Black men, who seemed less afraid to show their desire openly. She didn’t consider herself racist, but it made her uncomfortable. Men should be more respectful. She crossed her arms lightly over her chest and sat down close to Chris on the couch.

She assessed D’Andre quietly. He was a massive man — easily six-five and well over 300 pounds, with a thick, muscular frame that made him look imposing. His hair was braided into neat cornrows, and his dark skin gleamed under the afternoon light. He carried himself with the quiet confidence of someone who knew his power.

“Nice to meet you, D’Andre,” Amy said, her tone polite but noticeably cooler than usual.

Chris observed the way D’Andre’s eyes devoured his girlfriend and the way Amy visibly stiffened in response. He had to bite back a small, private giggle at her obvious discomfort. The contrast between her cool politeness and the clear tension in her body was strangely entertaining.

“So how long have you been dating Chris?” D’Andre asked, trying to make conversation while his gaze lingered a little too long on her cleavage.

“Since June of last year,” Amy replied curtly, her tone clipped.

Chris jumped in, hoping to ease the sudden chill in the room. “D’Andre’s heading to the NFL this fall. He’s probably going to be a first-round pick. Maybe he’ll end up playing for your Jets.”

“He better be good if he’s going to play for my team,” Amy shot back, her voice carrying a clear edge.

“Oh, I’m good, sweetie,” D’Andre replied smoothly, a confident smirk on his face. “You’ll see someday.”

Amy’s jaw tightened. Sweetie? Who the hell did he think he was? They weren’t friends. They’d barely just met. The casual familiarity grated on her, especially coming from a man who was openly leering at her like she was something to be consumed.

“I’ve never noticed you during the games,” Amy said, her tone challenging. “What position do you play?”

“I’m the left tackle,” D’Andre answered with obvious pride. “I protect the quarterback’s blind side.”

“I know what a left tackle does,” Amy replied, her attitude sharpening just a little more.

“So you actually know football, huh?” D’Andre asked, leaning back on the couch with a lazy, confident grin.

“I had a big brother who played in high school,” Amy replied, keeping her tone even. “And I’ve always been a Jets fan.”

D’Andre let out a deep laugh. “The Jets? They haven’t been good in decades. Always living in Tom Brady’s shadow.”

“Well, he’s getting old,” Amy shot back. “I’m sure we’ll get our chance to shine soon enough.”

“If I get drafted by them, I’ll make sure of it,” D’Andre said, his voice dripping with self-assurance. “But damn, it’s sexy as hell when a woman like you actually knows her football.”

The casual compliment — calling her “sexy” so openly — stirred conflicting feelings in Amy. Part of her wanted to snap at him for being so forward. The other part felt an unwelcome spark of empowerment at being so blatantly desired. She shifted uncomfortably on the couch, pressing closer to Chris.

Chris watched the exchange with quiet amusement, noticing the flush creeping up Amy’s neck. D’Andre’s bold, aggressive energy was clearly getting under her skin, and the way she reacted only made the moment more entertaining for him.

“So because I’m a woman, you just assumed I didn’t know anything about football?” Amy challenged, her voice sharpening.

“I didn’t assume anything, sweetie,” D’Andre replied smoothly, the pet name making Amy visibly cringe. “But I gotta say… it’s hot as fuck that you do.”

“Don’t call me that,” Amy snapped. “We’re not even friends.”

D’Andre raised an eyebrow, his grin widening. “Why you getting so defensive? You don’t want any Black friends?”

The race card hit Amy like a slap. She wasn’t racist — she had plenty of Black friends and didn’t have a prejudiced bone in her body. But this arrogant giant seemed to know exactly which buttons to push to piss her off.

“I have plenty of Black friends,” she said coldly. “But I don’t have room in my life for arrogant, misogynistic men.”

“Misogynistic?” D’Andre laughed, clearly enjoying himself. “That would mean I don’t like women. Trust me, I love women. And they love me right back. My phone’s blowing up right now with girls trying to link up tonight. Once they get a taste, they can’t get enough.”

“You really love yourself, don’t you?” Amy said, more statement than question.

“I just know what I bring to the table,” D’Andre replied with a cocky shrug. “You say you’re not racist. So come on then, have you ever dated a Black guy?”

Amy blinked, caught off guard. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“Well, answer the question. Have you?” D’Andre pressed, his grin widening.

“Well… no, but—” Amy started, getting defensive.

“Then you just don’t know what you’re missing out on,” D’Andre said smoothly, leaning back on the couch.

Amy’s face flushed with irritation. “I’m done with this stupid conversation.”

She stood up abruptly and walked into the kitchen, her round ass swaying in the short pink romper. D’Andre’s eyes followed her shamelessly, not bothering to hide his stare from Chris.

She opened the refrigerator, grabbed a beer, and popped the top with more force than necessary.

“Can you grab me one too, sweetie?” D’Andre called out with a huge grin.

“Fuck you!” Amy snapped, spinning around.

“You don’t fuck Black guys,” D’Andre laughed, clearly enjoying how easily he could rile her up.

“Ugh!” Amy let out a frustrated sigh, gripping the counter.

“That introduction went well,” Chris said with a nervous laugh, trying to cut through the tension. He walked over and took a beer from the fridge. “D’Andre’s a hell of a left tackle. He’s probably 90% of the reason why no one could get to the quarterback in the National Championship game. Leon says he’s learned a ton from practicing against him every week.”

Chris could see Amy was still flushed, her jaw tight. She was clearly upset, but there was something else simmering beneath the surface — a mix of irritation and reluctant awareness of how D’Andre was looking at her.

“You okay?” Chris whispered, leaning in close.

“Yeah, he’s just an arrogant asshole,” Amy muttered, still visibly irritated.

Chris paused, then gave her a small, mischievous smile. “You want to get back at him?”

Amy raised an eyebrow. “How would I do that?”

Chris’s eyes dropped deliberately to the deep cleavage already spilling out of her romper. “Show him what he can’t have. Unbutton one more of those and take him a beer.”

Amy’s eyes widened in genuine shock. “You’re serious? You want me to flaunt myself in front of that jerk?”

Chris nodded slowly, his voice low. “Absolutely. Teach him a lesson. Let him see exactly what he’ll never get.”

The suggestion should have offended her. Instead, a strange thrill ran through Amy. She remembered the rush of power she felt earlier when D’Andre openly admitted he found her hot. The idea of teasing him — of making that arrogant giant squirm while knowing he couldn’t touch her — sent a forbidden spark straight between her legs.

“Are you sure?” she asked, searching Chris’s face.

“Positive,” he replied, his grin widening. “I want to see it.”

Amy’s heart raced. She reached up and slowly unbuttoned one more button on her romper. The fabric parted further, revealing even more of her full, round breasts. She glanced down at her own impressive cleavage, then back up at Chris with a mix of nervousness and excitement.

“Damn… you’re beautiful,” Chris breathed, clearly aroused.

“Hold on,” Amy said, a naughty little smile forming. She turned and disappeared into the bedroom for a moment. When she returned, she was wearing a pair of tan strappy high heels that made her legs look impossibly long and toned, perfectly accentuating her firm calves and lifting her ass in a way that made the already short romper even more revealing.

She grabbed a cold beer from the fridge, took a deep breath, and walked back toward the living room with a confident sway in her hips. Chris watched her go, his pulse quickening at the sight of his girlfriend deliberately dressing to tease another man.

Amy grabbed two cold beers from the fridge, a playful smile tugging at her lips. She could feel Chris’s eyes on her as she walked back into the living room with an extra, deliberate sway in her hips. The short pink romper rode up teasingly with each step, the ruffled hem barely covering the bottom curve of her round ass.

She stopped in front of Chris first, bending slowly at the waist to hand him his bottle. Her heart-shaped rear was pointed directly at D’Andre, the thin fabric pulling tight across her skin. The bottom of her cheeks peeked out even more, and the pronounced camel toe between her legs was clearly visible from behind.

“Here you go, baby,” Amy said sweetly, placing the beer on the table in front of Chris with exaggerated slowness.

D’Andre’s eyes widened, drinking in the view. He could see the firm definition of her calves and creamy thighs, the feminine flare of her hips, and the perfect, rounded swell of her ass. He took a slow, deep breath, as if trying to commit every inch of her to memory.

Amy straightened up gracefully, turning toward D’Andre like a ballerina on stage. If he had been ogling her earlier, now he was utterly devouring her. Her full breasts spilled generously over the top of the unbuttoned romper, the soft curves threatening to escape with every breath.

The raw desire written across D’Andre’s face was like a drug to Amy. The arrogant confidence he’d shown earlier had cracked, replaced by pure, hungry desperation. His dark eyes burned into her, and that look sent a powerful rush of confidence and heat straight through her body.

“Your beer, D’Andre,” Amy said softly, leaning forward slowly to hand it to him. The motion caused her breasts to press together and push even further out of the top, giving him an even more generous view of her cleavage.

D’Andre took the bottle, his fingers brushing hers for a brief second. He didn’t even try to hide how fixated he was on her body.

Her nipples hardened almost instantly, pressing obviously against the thin fabric of the romper. D’Andre’s eyes dropped straight to her chest, drinking in the deep valley of her cleavage and the flat, toned expanse of her belly visible below.

“That’s more like it,” D’Andre said with a slow, satisfied smile.

Amy felt a rush of heat at his blatant appreciation. She sat down between Chris and D’Andre on the couch, deliberately crossing one long leg over the other, letting the short romper ride up and show off her smooth, toned thighs.

“So, D’Andre,” she said, turning toward him with a challenging little smile, “tell me why these women can’t seem to get enough of you.”

D’Andre leaned back, clearly enjoying the attention. “It’s simple. All women like sex. They like making love. But when a woman comes to me, she knows she’s about to get fucked. Really fucked. Stretched open. Taken deeper and harder than she’s ever had it before.”

His words hit Amy like a spark on dry tinder. She was instantly transported back to that night with Leon — the way his massive cock had stretched her so completely, hitting places Chris simply couldn’t reach. She remembered the overwhelming fullness, the way she had squirted for the first time in her life, the raw, animalistic pleasure that had left her shaking and breathless.

She glanced over at Chris, her cheeks warming. The memory made her pussy throb noticeably. She shifted slightly on the couch, pressing her thighs together as a fresh wave of arousal washed through her.

She knew what D’Andre was saying was true. With Chris, she had always needed direct clitoral stimulation to cum. But with Leon, she had experienced her first real vaginal orgasms — powerful, deep, overwhelming waves that had left her shaking and squirting for the first time in her life. She loved the feeling of being stretched so completely, of being filled in a way that made her feel utterly claimed.

“So you’re saying you have a big dick, and that’s what makes women want you?” Amy asked, her voice a mix of challenge and genuine curiosity.

D’Andre took a long swig of his beer, his dark eyes roaming openly over the vast expanse of pale skin on display — her cleavage, her toned thighs, the way the romper clung to her body. He set the bottle down with a slow smile.

“It ain’t just that,” he said. “I mostly fuck white women. They love the contrast of our skin. They love the size. They love the way I make them feel — dominated by a virile Black man who doesn’t hold back. You know the saying… ‘Once you go Black…’”

“I think you’re a bit too sure of yourself,” Amy scoffed, though her voice lacked its earlier sharpness. “These women are probably just sluts.”

“You’re wrong again, Amy,” D’Andre replied with a knowing grin, finishing his beer. “I’ve been with couples, married women, even a few of my professors. All women have that need deep down. Only the lucky ones ever get to scratch that itch.”

Amy’s mind flashed back to Chloe Sanderson — the elegant sports journalist getting railed by Leon while her husband watched. Her nipples stiffened noticeably against the thin fabric of her romper at the memory. She thought about the look of pure lust on Chris’s face when Leon had taken her with his thick cock, how turned on he had been watching her.

She stood up abruptly, needing a moment to collect herself. “I need another drink,” she muttered, walking toward the kitchen. She could feel the cool air wafting across the damp gusset of her panties. The conversation — and the memories — were definitely getting to her.

D’Andre’s eyes followed the hypnotic sway of her round ass as she walked away. He turned back to Chris with a shrug and a grin.

“Sorry, bruh,” he said, not sounding sorry at all. “I’m a bit of an ass man, and she definitely got the goods.”

“It’s fine with me,” Chris said with a grin, his eyes sparkling with excitement. “And I agree — it would be a shame not to admire it. Look all you want, man. I get a kick out of showing her off.”

Amy’s heart skipped a beat at Chris’s words. She felt a rush of nervous excitement mixed with a strange sense of empowerment. “Everyone want another beer?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

“Yes,” both men replied in unison.

Amy walked into the kitchen and took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. The conversation — and the way D’Andre was openly devouring her with his eyes — was affecting her more than she wanted to admit. Her skin felt hot, her nipples tight against the thin fabric. She reached up and unbuttoned the last button on her romper, letting the top fall open wider. A large portion of her under-boob was now visible, her pink areolas teasingly close to slipping into view.

She bent over slowly in front of the couch to grab two more beers from the lower shelf of the fridge, giving both men a clear view of her round ass and the way the romper rode up. The thin material pulled tight, outlining her camel toe and the bottom curves of her cheeks.

When she straightened up and turned around, she caught Chris’s hungry stare — and D’Andre’s even more intense one. Her body shivered with a thrill she couldn’t deny.

She handed Chris his beer first, then leaned forward to give D’Andre his, her breasts nearly spilling out of the open top.

“What about you, Amy?” D’Andre asked, his voice low and teasing as he took the bottle. “Have you ever thought about being with a Black guy?”

Amy sat back down between them, crossing her legs. “I’ve never dated a Black guy, so urm…I mean..… no, I’ve never really thought about it.”

“Oh, so you are racist,” D’Andre teased, his grin widening.

Amy scoffed. “Because I’ve never dated a Black guy that automatically makes me racist? You’re a piece of work.”

D’Andre laughed, clearly enjoying how easily he could rile her up. “I’m just messing with you, Amy. I can see how much I’m getting to you.”

“You only wish you could get to me,” Amy shot back defiantly, though her cheeks were still flushed. She tried to steer the conversation away from dangerous territory. “So you really think you’re good enough to go in the first round?”

“I know I am,” D’Andre replied with that cocky, self-assured grin. “Tell you what — if I get drafted by the Jets in the first round, I’ll get you and Chris tickets to opening day.”

Amy laughed. “That’ll never happen.”

D’Andre’s eyes sparkled with challenge. “You wanna make a wager on that?”

Amy raised an eyebrow. “What would we even bet? There are thirty-two teams. Your odds are like one in thirty-two. This would be an easy win for me.”

D’Andre leaned forward, his voice dropping slightly. “If I don’t get picked by the Jets in the first round, I’ll buy you and Chris season tickets. Good ones.”

Amy crossed her arms, intrigued despite herself. “And if you do get drafted by them… what could I possibly offer you?”

D’Andre’s grin turned wicked. “I just want a blowjob from those pretty pink lips of yours.”

Amy’s mouth fell open. “No fucking way. You are such an arrogant dick!”

“You said it yourself,” D’Andre countered smoothly. “The odds are heavily in your favor. It’s practically a free bet for you.”

“You should agree to it,” Chris blurted out suddenly.

Amy whipped her head toward him, staring daggers. “What?!”

“He’s right,” Chris argued, leaning forward with growing excitement. “The Jets desperately need a quarterback this year, and there’s no way they’re using the sixth overall pick on a lineman when they have almost no one to block for. This is shaping up to be one of the strongest quarterback draft classes in years — Sam Darnold, Baker Mayfield, Josh Allen. They’re not passing on those guys.”

“You’re right,” Amy agreed, a small, confident smile forming. “He’s practically giving these tickets away.”

“So do we have a deal?” D’Andre asked, extending his large hand toward her with a cocky grin.

Amy hesitated for just a second, then reached out. The moment his huge, strong hand enveloped hers, a visible shiver ran through her body. His grip was firm and warm, making her feel tiny in comparison. If his hands are this big… The thought flashed through her mind before she could stop it.

“Deal,” she said, trying to sound casual.

“Give me your phone so I can put in my number,” D’Andre said smoothly. “That way we can schedule our date once I get drafted by the Jets. You can finally get some BBC.”

Amy’s eyes widened. “You’re so full of yourself,” she replied with clear disdain, handing him her phone anyway. “You’ll need my number so you can send me those tickets when you lose. And what the hell is a BBC?”

D’Andre laughed as he typed in his number. “Look it up sometime, sweetheart. You’ll figure it out.”

“Hey guys!” Leon’s deep voice boomed as he suddenly walked through the front door, breaking the tension.

“Hey Leon,” Amy said, relieved for the interruption. “So where are you boys going tonight?”

“We’re just gonna hit the town one last time as regular college kids,” Leon replied with a big grin. “Who knows — maybe we’ll even meet a lady or two before we head to Arlington for the draft.”

“Well, let’s get this show on the road,” D’Andre said, downing the last of his beer and standing up. “We got places to be.”

“What are you two planning tonight?” Leon asked as he grabbed his keys.

“We were thinking about hitting the bars and maybe the club on State Street,” Amy replied.

“You two have fun,” Leon said with a grin as he followed D’Andre out the door.

The moment the door clicked shut, Chris grabbed Amy and pulled her down onto the couch, kissing her with sudden, fierce hunger. Seeing her flirt and tease D’Andre had triggered something deep and primal in him. He yanked the straps of her romper off her shoulders and tugged the fabric down below her large, full breasts.

“What’s gotten into you?” Amy gasped, half-laughing, half-aroused by his sudden intensity.

“You,” Chris growled against her mouth, kissing her deeply again. “I love watching you flirt like that. You’re so fucking hot when you do it.”

“Mmmm,” Amy moaned as he latched onto one of her hard nipples, sucking it firmly between his lips and swirling his tongue around the sensitive peak.

“I almost wish you’d lose that bet,” Chris admitted, kissing his way down her body. “Then I’d get to see you on your knees sucking his big Black cock.”

Amy’s breath caught. “You’d want that?”

“I loved watching you with Leon,” Chris confessed, his voice thick with lust as he pulled the bottom of her romper to the side. “And you know how crazy it drove me.”

She wasn’t wearing any panties. Chris immediately buried his face between her thighs, feasting on her smooth, bald pussy. He sucked her soft labia between his lips, licking and slurping each side before focusing intently on her swollen clit.

“You really like watching me that much?” Amy asked, her voice breathy and surprised.

“It fucking drives me insane,” Chris admitted between long, hungry licks. “You know what ‘BBC’ stands for?”

“Huh?” Amy moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as pleasure clouded her thoughts.

“Big Black Cock,” Chris replied with a wicked grin before diving back down between her thighs. His tongue attacked her swollen clit with renewed hunger, licking and sucking with perfect pressure.

Amy’s mind reeled as the filthy words sank in. She had never dated a Black guy — there hadn’t been any at her high school, and the thought had simply never crossed her mind in any serious way. But now, after D’Andre’s arrogant taunting, the image forced its way into her head: herself on her knees, trying to wrap her lips around a big Black cock. She remembered how massive Leon had felt, how stretched and full she had been. Would D’Andre be even bigger?

The fantasy took hold. She imagined kneeling in front of him, her smaller white hands stroking his thick, dark shaft while she struggled to get the fat head into her mouth. The stark contrast of her pale skin against his dark cock sent a forbidden thrill racing through her body. The fact that she couldn’t stand D’Andre — his cocky attitude, the way he leered at her, the way he pushed every button — only made the fantasy feel dirtier. More wrong. More exciting.

She despised how forward and arrogant he was… yet her pussy throbbed harder at the thought of servicing him.

“Oh yeeeeees!” Amy cried out as Chris’s expert tongue finally pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her, hips bucking against his mouth as waves of pleasure rolled over her body.

Chris lifted his head, his chin shiny with her juices, and smiled knowingly up at her. “You were thinking about it, weren’t you?”

Amy’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her face flushed with both orgasm and embarrassment. She bit her lip, unable to deny it.

The guilty look on Amy’s face was all the confirmation Chris needed. He positioned himself between her spread thighs and sank his swollen cock into her sopping, still-sensitive pussy in one smooth thrust. There was almost no resistance — she was drenched from everything that had happened earlier. Amy moaned deeply as he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

Chris loved this view more than anything: Amy underneath him, her soft, full breasts bouncing gently with every thrust, her pale skin flushed a pretty pink from exertion and arousal. He loved the way she bit her lower lip when the pleasure became too intense. He loved watching her completely lose herself in sex. And after last night, he knew he wanted to watch her do it again — with someone else.

As he fucked her steadily, his mind wandered back to the wager with D’Andre. He pictured Amy in this exact position, legs spread wide, as the big, arrogant Black man lined up his massive cock with her entrance. He imagined the sounds she would make — those deep, guttural moans — as D’Andre stretched and filled her. He knew it was wrong. He knew she would probably never actually do it. But the fantasy consumed him.

“I know you said you wanted to stop everything with Leon,” Chris admitted between thrusts, his voice rough with lust, “but… I really want to watch you again.”

Amy’s eyes widened, a mix of shock and fresh arousal flashing across her face. “If I lose that bet… you might get your wish,” she teased breathlessly, though there was real uncertainty in her voice.

“Seriously though,” Chris continued, his hips snapping forward harder. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Chris… it’s just so wrong,” Amy moaned, her body rocking beneath him as he drove deeper.

“I know,” he grunted, his own orgasm building fast. “But it felt so fucking right.”

“Oh God, baby,” Amy gasped, her fingers flying down to strum her swollen clit. “Why do you want this so badly?”

“Because the thought of you taking a big Black cock makes me crazy,” Chris confessed, his voice breaking as he was pushed over the edge.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuck!” Amy cried out, her eyes rolling back as her own orgasm crashed over her at the same moment. Her pussy clenched and fluttered wildly around him, milking every drop as Chris emptied himself deep inside her with powerful, shuddering pulses.


The Morning After

The following morning, Amy and Chris sat at the kitchen table eating breakfast, still a little sleepy as they got ready for church. Leon and D’Andre had left early for their flight to Texas, so they had the apartment to themselves.

“That D’Andre was such an ass,” Amy said, shaking her head as she remembered how forward he had been. “Who does he think he is, betting a blowjob with you sitting right there?”

Chris took a sip of his coffee, looking a little sheepish. “Well… I sort of told him I enjoyed showing you off. So maybe he assumed I wouldn’t mind.”

Amy’s eyes widened. “You what? Why would you admit that to him?”

Chris shrugged, a small grin tugging at his lips. “He caught me staring at your ass when you bent over in the kitchen. He apologized, said he was an ass man. I told him it was fine — that I liked showing you off.”

Amy stared at him for a long moment, a mix of surprise and reluctant amusement on her face. “Hmm… I still don’t fully get why you like showing me off so much. But now I understand why he was so bold with that stupid bet.”

“Speaking of bets,” Chris said with a playful grin, “I’m really looking forward to those season tickets.”

“Yeah, me too,” Amy replied, peeling a banana. She was about to take a bite when Chris suddenly held up his hand.

“Wait!” he said, his eyes lighting up with mischief. “Take a picture of you opening your mouth for that banana… and send it to D’Andre.”

Amy’s jaw dropped. “You are so twisted,” she giggled, but there was a spark of excitement in her eyes. She grabbed her phone and tried to frame the shot while still sitting at the table. “Wait… I can’t get this right.”

She stood up, untied her robe, and let it fall to the floor, standing completely naked in the kitchen. She reframed the picture, holding one arm across her breasts to barely cover her nipples, and snapped a burst of photos. She scrolled through them, then showed one to Chris with a naughty smile.

The selected photo was perfect: Amy’s thick, pretty lips parted in a seductive smile with the banana positioned teasingly between them, as if she were about to give it a blowjob. Her arm only partially covered her breasts, hinting at her pink nipples, and the background was softly blurred. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a single stitch of clothing.

“Holy shit, babe,” Chris breathed, staring at the photo with wide eyes. “He won’t be able to walk after he sees this.”

Amy attached the photo and typed out a message with a mischievous grin: “I hope you realize this is as close as you’re ever going to get to seeing me like this. GO JETS!!!”

She hit send before she could second-guess herself.

D’Andre’s reply came back almost instantly: “God damn, girl! You gotta mouth made for my BBC!”

Amy’s eyes widened as she read it. She handed the phone to Chris, her cheeks flushed. “Look at what he just said.”

Chris read the text and let out a surprised laugh, shaking his head. “He’s not holding back, is he?” He set the phone down and looked at his girlfriend — still completely naked at the kitchen table — with open admiration. “You look incredible right now.”

Amy smiled shyly but continued eating her breakfast, enjoying the way Chris’s eyes kept roaming over her body. The thrill of being desired so openly — even by someone as arrogant as D’Andre — was starting to feel addictive.



Thursday afternoon arrived, and Amy and Chris were getting dressed to go out for dinner. Amy was visibly nervous, knowing the NFL Draft was only a few hours away. What if she actually lost the bet? Could she really go through with it?

Seeing her standing there in nothing but a thin thong, Chris’s mind drifted back to D’Andre’s bold comments about being an “ass man.”

“Amy,” he said, his voice low with excitement, “you want to really blow D’Andre’s mind?”

She turned to him, raising an eyebrow. “What are you thinking now?”

“Let’s send him another text,” Chris suggested, a wicked grin spreading across his face. “He did say he’s an ass man.”

Amy’s lips curled into a matching smile as the idea sank in. Without another word, she handed Chris her phone and leaned over the bed, arching her back seductively while looking back at the camera with her big blue eyes. Chris positioned the phone carefully, capturing her heart-shaped ass in perfect focus while also showing plenty of side boob and a tantalizing hint of her puffy pink nipple.

He snapped several photos, then showed her the best one. Amy looked like a professional model — her blue eyes glowing seductively at the camera, wavy blonde hair pushed over one shoulder, biting her lower lip with just the right amount of naughty innocence. Her back was beautifully arched, pushing her round ass toward the viewer as if inviting him to mount her from behind. The definition in her back muscles from years of track and gym work made the shot even more striking.

Chris zoomed in slightly. “Holy shit, babe… your nipple is just barely visible. This is perfect.”

Amy’s heart raced as she looked at the photo. She felt a strange mix of nervousness and empowerment. “Send it,” she whispered.

Chris attached the photo and typed: “Since you’re such an ass man, here’s something to think about while you’re in Texas. Still think you’re getting drafted by the Jets? 😏”

He hit send.

Seconds later, Chris’s phone buzzed in his hand. D’Andre’s reply popped up on the screen.

“God damn, that bootie’s made for Black cock!” D’Andre wrote. “I know you’ll want it once you get a taste.”

Chris handed the phone to Amy with a raised eyebrow. She read the message, her cheeks flushing instantly. Without hesitation, she typed back:

“You can only dream.”

She hit send and handed the phone back to Chris, a mix of defiance and nervous excitement swirling in her stomach.

A few hours later, Amy and Chris were sitting in a cozy booth at their favorite sports bar, the big screens filled with the NFL Draft coverage. The tension in the room was palpable as the picks rolled in. The Browns had taken Baker Mayfield, and the buzz was all about the remaining quarterbacks after the Giants selected Saquon Barkley.

Then the ticker flashed: the Jets had traded up with Indianapolis to move higher in the draft. The announcers were hyping the moment, speculating wildly about who New York would take. Most of the talk centered on quarterbacks, but the camera kept cutting to D’Andre Harper, seated in the green room, looking sharp in a tailored suit. Analysts mentioned repeatedly how desperately the Jets needed help on the offensive line.

Amy’s heart pounded as she watched. She couldn’t stop staring at D’Andre’s face on the screen. He looked excited, almost electric — and she wondered if part of that excitement was because of their bet. The thought that this arrogant, cocky man might be on the edge of his seat thinking about claiming his “prize” from her sent a confusing rush through her body.

She hated how forward he had been… but she had to admit, he looked handsome in that suit. The idea that he might be fantasizing about her right now, in front of millions of people, gave her a strange, forbidden thrill.

Chris noticed her intense focus and leaned in closer, his hand resting on her thigh under the table. “You okay?” he whispered, though the look in his eyes suggested he already knew the answer.

Amy bit her lip, her pulse racing as the draft commissioner stepped up to the podium. “Yeah… I’m fine. Just… wondering what’s going to happen.”

The camera cut to Sam Darnold answering his phone with a massive, beaming smile. It was obvious the Jets had made their pick. Moments later, the announcers confirmed it officially: the New York Jets had traded up and selected quarterback Sam Darnold with their first-round pick.

Amy felt an unexpected pang of disappointment wash over her. The entire buildup to this moment — the teasing, the wager, the charged sexual tension with D’Andre — had secretly aroused her far more than she wanted to admit. She also felt a strange, reluctant twinge of sympathy for D’Andre, the arrogant man she had initially despised.

“I feel bad for D’Andre,” Chris said quietly, almost reading her mind. “Not only is he not getting a blowjob from the hottest girl on the planet, but now he has to buy season tickets for a team he doesn’t even play for.”

Amy couldn’t help but grin, a mix of amusement and lingering heat in her expression. “I almost feel guilty.”

Chris’s eyes lit up with that familiar mischievous spark. “Maybe we should send him another picture to cheer him up.”

Amy raised an eyebrow, her pulse quickening at the suggestion. “What did you have in mind?”

Chris pulled up his photo folder and opened the image he had taken the night before. There she was — spread eagle on the couch, completely naked, her body glistening with sweat and covered in his thick ropes of cum. She looked so beautifully naughty yet vulnerable, her legs open, her swollen pussy still flushed from being used, and her full breasts marked with his seed. He turned the phone toward her and watched her reaction closely.

Amy stared at the photo, her breath catching. The image was incredibly explicit. D’Andre would see everything — her most intimate parts, her face lost in pleasure, her body marked by another man. The thought made her stomach flutter with a confusing mix of shame and dark excitement. She imagined him sitting alone in his hotel room, staring at her picture, his big hand wrapped around his massive cock as he stroked himself while looking at her. The fantasy sent a fresh wave of heat between her legs.

“Chris, I don’t know…” Amy said, shaking her head slowly, though her voice lacked conviction. “This is so exposed. He’d see every part of me.”

“Exactly,” Chris replied, his voice thick with excitement. “Consider it a consolation prize. Something for him to jerk off to, knowing he’ll never actually have you.”

Amy stared at the photo for a long moment, her finger hovering over the screen. “Once I hit send, I can’t take it back…”

“Do it,” Chris urged softly, his eyes dark with lust as he handed her the phone.

Amy’s heart pounded as she typed the message. Her fingers trembled slightly. She stared at the screen for what felt like forever, reading and rereading the words before finally pressing send. She handed the phone back to Chris so he could see what she had written.

“You may not get the pleasure of my lips wrapped around your big black cock, but Chris and I thought you should have this, to help get you over the disappointment,” the text read, with the explicit photo attached.

Ding!

Amy’s phone lit up almost immediately. She opened the message and read it aloud, her voice a mix of disbelief and reluctant amusement:

“Damn girl, you just made my night. You’ve got the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen. I’m telling you, Sweetie, you were made for my BBC.”

Amy rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide the flush creeping up her neck. She typed back quickly:

“Glad you think so. Looking forward to watching my Jets. And who said you can call me Sweetie?”

She hit send, then tossed the phone onto the table with a small, satisfied smirk. “He’s impossible.”

Chris chuckled, shaking his head. “He’s definitely not shy.”

They finished their dinner and headed home for the night, the city lights blurring past the car windows. Once they were back in the apartment, Chris turned on ESPN and settled onto the couch. Amy curled up beside him, her leg draped over his as the draft coverage continued.

Surprisingly, D’Andre’s name still hadn’t been called. Leon had been selected by the Steelers at pick five, but D’Andre remained on the board at pick fourteen. The tension in the room thickened when the ticker flashed: the Jets had made another trade, moving up in the draft once again.

“Amy,” Chris said, his voice tight with anticipation, “the Jets are on the board again.”

Amy’s stomach twisted with sudden anxiety. Her heart raced as conflicting emotions flooded her. Could she actually lose? Would she really have to go through with it? She sat up straighter, pressing closer to Chris as they waited for the announcement.

The cameras cut to the green room. D’Andre was on his phone, a huge smile spreading across his face as he nodded enthusiastically. After a few seconds, he hung up. The commissioner stepped to the podium.

“With the fourteenth overall pick… the New York Jets select D’Andre Harper, offensive tackle, from…”

Amy’s breath caught. The room felt suddenly smaller. She stared at the screen, her mind spinning with the reality of what this meant.

Ding!

Amy’s phone buzzed again. She glanced at the screen and opened the message from D’Andre. A sharp shriek escaped her lips as a close-up image of an enormous Black cock filled the screen — thick, veiny, and unmistakably hard.

“Looks like you’re going to get some BBC after all,” D’Andre had written. “Can’t wait to have those pretty pink lips wrapped around this. This was taken right after you sent that last pic. See you Sunday.”

“What have we done?” Amy gasped, her voice a mix of shock and disbelief as she showed the phone to Chris.

Chris took the phone and stared at the image. The sheer size of D’Andre’s cock was intimidating — long, heavy, and thicker than anything Amy had taken before. He then scrolled up to the photo they had sent of Amy — naked, cum-covered, and spread open. Seeing the two images side by side made his own cock throb hard in his pants.

Amy’s chest and neck were flushed a deep pink, a clear sign of her nervousness and growing arousal. She shifted uncomfortably on the couch, pressing her thighs together.

“Is there any way I can get out of this?” she asked, her voice small and hopeful.

Chris looked at her, his expression a mix of lust and gentle reassurance. “A bet is a bet, Amy,” he said softly. “But we can talk about boundaries if you want. We don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

On the TV, the draft continued. The camera panned to D’Andre walking across the stage, a huge smile on his face as he held up a New York Jets jersey with the number 1 on it. The crowd cheered loudly.

Amy couldn’t help but notice the prominent bulge in D’Andre’s tailored slacks as he posed for photos. Was he hard thinking about me? The thought sent a forbidden shiver through her body.

“How big do you think he is?” Amy asked quietly, her eyes flicking between the TV and the explicit photo on her phone. “I can’t really tell from the picture…”

Chris swallowed, his voice a little rough. “I don’t know… but it looks like you’re going to have more than your hands full.” He tried to keep his tone light, but the excitement was clear. “Maybe we should look up some BBC porn to give you a better idea of what you might be dealing with.”

Amy’s eyes widened. “BBC porn? There’s such a thing?”

Chris gave her a guilty little smile. “Yeah… I may have looked it up after D’Andre mentioned it the other day.”

Amy’s curiosity was clearly piqued. “What did you find?”

Chris picked up the smart TV remote. “Let me just show you…”

Chris typed “gymgirlBBChotwife” into the search bar on the smart TV and clicked on the first video that popped up. The screen filled with a stunning blonde woman wearing a black bra, garter belt, and stockings — but no panties. She was on her knees in front of a muscular Black man, her wavy blonde hair cascading down her back.

Amy’s eyes widened as the video began playing. The resemblance was uncanny. The woman had similar wavy blonde hair, a toned athletic body, and an ass that looked almost identical to her own. Her breasts were a little smaller, but overall, the woman could have been her twin.

“This is someone’s wife?” Amy asked, her voice a mix of shock and disbelief.

“Yeah,” Chris replied, his tone low and excited. “Her husband gets off watching her have sex with Black men. It’s actually a pretty common fantasy once you start looking into it.”

Amy’s breathing had already changed as they watched the couple on screen start making out passionately. The blonde caressed the man’s dark, muscular chest with obvious hunger.

“Does this turn you on?” Amy asked, her eyes glued to the screen.

“It does,” Chris admitted without hesitation. “Look at the contrast of their skin colors… and how much bigger he is than her. The interracial aspect just makes it even hotter.”

Amy watched intently as the blonde reached down and began stroking the man’s thick, dark erection. Her small white hand looked tiny wrapped around his massive cock. She could barely get her fingers all the way around it. Amy licked her lips unconsciously as the woman lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

The camera angle shifted, and Amy’s eyes locked onto the sparkling diamond ring on the blonde’s left hand. She was a real hotwife — married, wearing her wedding ring while sucking another man’s cock.

Chris noticed how transfixed Amy was. “Does this turn you on?” he asked softly.

Amy nodded slowly, not taking her eyes off the screen. Her cheeks were flushed, and her breathing had grown noticeably heavier. In her mind, she replaced the woman with herself — kneeling in front of D’Andre, her smaller white hands stroking his big Black cock before taking him into her mouth. The image was filthy, wrong… and incredibly arousing.

“Just think,” Chris whispered hotly against her ear as he began unbuttoning her dress, “you’re going to be doing exactly that on Sunday.”

Amy’s breath caught, but she didn’t resist as Chris slid the dress off her shoulders and down her body. He unhooked her bra, letting it fall away, and she stepped out of her thong, leaving herself completely naked in front of him. On the big screen, the scene shifted. The muscular Black man leaned back on the couch, legs spread wide, his massive cock towering proudly above a pair of huge, heavy balls. The blonde crawled between his thighs like a woman on a mission.

Amy couldn’t look away. She imagined herself in that exact position — on her knees, staring up at D’Andre’s big Black cock, her smaller white hands stroking the thick shaft as she tried to fit him into her mouth. The contrast of her pale skin against his dark, veiny length sent a forbidden thrill straight to her core. She wondered how much cum those heavy balls could produce… and what it would feel like to have him unload it all inside her.

Chris nudged her forward onto her hands and knees on the couch, mirroring the woman on screen. He positioned himself behind her and leaned in, dragging his tongue slowly through her already wet folds. Amy shivered and moaned at the delicate, teasing touch, her body responding instantly.

On the TV, the blonde sat up after several minutes of enthusiastic sucking. She straddled the big Black man, his enormous, glistening cock standing straight up in front of her ass. Amy’s eyes widened. How could she possibly take something that big into her tiny pink pussy?

She didn’t have to wait long for the answer. The woman lined up the thick head with her opening and slowly pushed down. The fat crown disappeared inside her, followed by inch after thick inch as she worked her hips, taking him deeper and deeper until her ass finally rested against his thighs.

The woman’s loud, shameless moans filled the room through the surround sound speakers. She began riding him with increasing enthusiasm, her pale ass bouncing and jiggling as the massive dark cock slid in and out of her stretched pussy. The Black man’s big hands kneaded and spanked her ass, making the soft flesh ripple beautifully with every thrust. The stark contrast of their skin tones — her pale body against his dark, powerful frame — was hypnotic.

Amy felt her own arousal spike higher than ever. The visual, the sounds, the raw forbidden nature of it all lit a fire deep inside her she had never known existed. She pushed her ass back against Chris’s mouth, grinding against his tongue as she watched the woman on screen ride that huge Black cock with abandon.

Amy reached back with both hands and pulled Chris’s face harder into her pussy as her orgasm surged forward like a tidal wave. Her whole body convulsed violently, thighs trembling as Chris held on, his tongue flicking relentlessly over her swollen clit. Her sweet juices flooded his mouth, and he drank greedily, savoring every drop of her release.

On the screen, the blonde woman’s white cream coated the thick Black cock sliding in and out of her. Chris lined up his own swollen dick with Amy’s dripping entrance and pushed forward in one smooth thrust, burying himself completely inside her. She was so wet and open that he slid in effortlessly, filling the aching void she desperately needed filled.

“Oh yes…” Amy moaned, her voice blending with the erotic sounds pouring from the TV.

“You feel so tight, babe,” Chris groaned, gripping her hips as he began thrusting into her with deep, steady strokes. “God, you feel so fucking good right now.”

“You feel good inside me… uh, yes!” Amy cried, pushing her ass back to meet every thrust. Her eyes remained glued to the screen as her own mating perfectly matched the couple on TV. She was living out her very first interracial fantasy in real time, and the intensity was overwhelming.

The scene shifted. The blonde was once again on her knees, eagerly blowing the man’s massive Black cock, licking her own creamy juices off his thick shaft. He reached over her body, caressing her pale, round ass with his large dark hands before sliding his fingers inward to explore her pink folds and tight little asshole. The woman writhed and moaned around his cock as his fingers played with her most intimate areas.

The Black man grabbed a bottle of oil and poured it generously over the blonde’s ass cheeks, making them glisten as he rubbed the slick liquid into her pale skin. The stark contrast of his dark hands on her white, shiny ass was mesmerizing. Amy couldn’t look away. She imagined D’Andre doing the same to her — his big, strong Black hands spreading oil over her ass, preparing her. The thought made her pussy clench hard around Chris.

What would my parents think if they knew I’d be in a similar situation in just a few days? The forbidden nature of it only made her wetter.

The man on screen lined himself up behind the blonde and sank his giant cock back into her moist pussy. He used her garter belt as a handle, pulling her back onto his massive shaft with powerful strokes. Amy felt another orgasm building rapidly as she watched the blonde submit completely to the much larger Black man. Her own body responded in kind, pushing back harder against Chris as pleasure consumed her.

The camera angle shifted as the man grabbed it, giving an explicit overhead view. The close-up of his huge Black cock stretching the blonde’s tight pink pussy was too much for Amy. She dug her fingers into her clit and came hard, her body convulsing around Chris’s thrusting dick.

“Yes, Amy,” Chris grunted, his voice thick with lust. “Cum all over this big Black cock, baby.”

His filthy words, combined with the illicit video playing on the screen, sent Amy spiraling deeper into fantasy. In her mind, it wasn’t the blonde on screen anymore — it was her. Her own pretty pink pussy being stretched and filled by a massive Black cock. She remembered the overwhelming fullness she had felt with Leon, and her body craved that sensation again with an intensity that shocked her.

Chris continued fucking his sexy girlfriend with steady, deep strokes, his eyes flicking between her writhing body and the scene on the TV. The view from behind was almost identical — Amy’s round ass and toned back mirroring the woman on screen. The only real difference was the size of the cocks penetrating them. The thought made his own cock throb harder inside her.

The video shifted again. The blonde was now lying on a white leather couch in missionary position as the muscular Black man thrust into her. Amy marveled at the sight — a beautiful, seemingly respectable blonde wife willingly spreading her legs for a much larger Black man on camera. She watched them kiss passionately, their bodies moving together in a raw, genuine rhythm. This wasn’t staged porn with bad acting. This was real sex between two people who wanted each other. The knowledge that this woman was married — and that her husband was not only okay with it but likely watching and enjoying it — added a powerful taboo layer that made Amy’s body respond even more intensely. Her pussy clenched hard around Chris as fresh waves of arousal flooded through her.

She felt conflicted, guilty… but the thrill of it all was undeniable. The contrast of pale skin against dark, the size difference, the sheer forbidden nature of it — it was awakening something deep inside her that she could no longer ignore.

The blurred face of the blonde woman on screen only deepened Amy’s fascination. Who was she? Did her friends, family, or coworkers have any idea she lived this kind of secret life? The questions swirled in Amy’s mind — how did she meet this man? Who was he to her? Was her husband in the room with them, watching? What did he feel seeing his wife taken so completely by another man?

All of it enveloped her in a haze of curiosity and forbidden arousal.

Chris matched his thrusts perfectly with the couple on the screen. Amy moaned in unison with the sexy blonde, her voice blending with the sounds coming from the TV as their bodies moved together. The man on screen began moaning loudly, his muscular ass flexing as he buried himself deep and started cumming inside the blonde. She appeared to be orgasming at the same time, her body shaking beneath him.

Amy watched, mesmerized, as the giant Black cock slowly withdrew from the blonde’s pussy. It was coated in their combined juices, glistening and still semi-hard. The woman’s pink folds looked swollen and well-used, with thick white globs of cum leaking out of her.

Chris increased his pace, fucking Amy harder as the scene continued. Her eyes remained glued to the TV, noting how the Black man’s cock barely softened before he lined himself up again and pushed back inside the blonde, ready for another round.

“Oh my God!” Amy moaned in surprise. “How can he do it again so soon?”

She watched in awe as the man began thrusting into the blonde with fast, powerful strokes. The woman seemed to be in a never-ending orgasm, her body writhing as he inseminated her again. Their loud, unrestrained moans filled the room, mixing with the wet sounds of their bodies slapping together.

The large man finally tensed, dumping another load of his seed deep into the blonde as some of their mixed juices squirted out onto the couch below them. The raw, filthy sight — the contrast of his dark cock and her pale, cum-filled pussy — sent Amy spiraling into another powerful orgasm. She pushed back hard against Chris, her body shaking as pleasure overwhelmed her.

Chris felt Amy’s pussy clench around him like a vise, milking his cock with rhythmic contractions. The combination of her orgasm and the intense scene on the screen was too much. With a deep groan, he buried himself as deep as he could and exploded, flooding her with hot, thick ropes of his cum.

Amy felt every pulse as Chris emptied himself inside her. In her mind, it wasn’t Chris filling her — it was the Black man on screen, pumping her full of his potent seed. The fantasy pushed her body into yet another convulsion, her orgasm stretching on as she cried out in pure ecstasy.

Amy’s eyes remained glued to the screen as the muscular Black man slowly withdrew his massive cock one final time. The blonde’s pussy and the white leather couch beneath her were absolutely plastered with the messy remnants of their intense, lurid mating — thick white globs of cum leaking from her swollen, well-fucked folds. Amy had never seen anything so decadent, so raw. She found herself wishing she could see the look of complete, satisfied bliss on the blonde wife’s blurred face.

Chris fell back onto the couch, spent and breathing heavily. Amy straddled him, wrapping her arms around his neck in a warm, post-coital hug. Their breathing gradually slowed as they looked into each other’s eyes, sharing soft, tender kisses.

“Well… what did you think?” Chris asked quietly, his hands gently stroking her back.

Amy smiled shyly, still flushed. “I think… I understand the appeal now.”

“The appeal of what?” Chris asked, though he already suspected.

“BBC,” Amy giggled softly, burying her face in his neck for a moment.


An Idea

The following night, Chris and Amy were strolling hand-in-hand down State Street, enjoying the cool evening air and the lively atmosphere. As they passed a brightly lit Victoria’s Secret store, Chris stopped suddenly, his eyes locking onto a black garter and stockings set displayed in the window — elegant, seductive, and strikingly similar to the one the blonde had worn in the video the night before.

“Come here, I have an idea,” Chris said, gently pulling her inside the store with a mischievous grin.

“What are we doing?” Amy asked, though a knowing smile was already forming on her lips.

Chris motioned toward the black set. “Let’s buy an outfit for Sunday.”

Amy’s eyes widened as she looked at the delicate black lace garter belt and stockings. The memory of the video flashed through her mind — the blonde wearing something almost identical, riding that massive Black cock with abandon. It immediately dawned on her exactly what Chris was suggesting.

She felt a rush of nervous excitement mixed with a deep, forbidden thrill. Her heart raced as she imagined herself in that very outfit… for D’Andre.

“You want me to wear this?” Amy asked, holding up the delicate black lace bra and garter set. Her voice carried a mix of disbelief and nervous excitement. “For him?”

“It would be so fucking hot,” Chris replied, his eyes dark with lust as he imagined it. “You in that outfit… for D’Andre. God, yes.”

“Are you sure?” Amy asked again, biting her lip as she looked at the revealing lingerie. “It’s so… exposing.”

“I’m positive,” Chris said, stepping closer and running his hands down her sides. “Besides, he’s already seen everything. This would just be the perfect touch. You’d look incredible.”

Amy searched through the drawer until she found her size. She held the set up one last time, a timid but intrigued smile playing on her lips. She walked toward the checkout counter, her heart racing with a strange blend of embarrassment and thrill.

When they arrived back at the apartment, a small package was waiting in their mailbox. It felt soft, like clothing. Chris picked it up and showed it to Amy with a raised eyebrow.

“Did you order something?” he asked.

“No,” Amy replied, looking equally puzzled. “Maybe it’s for Leon?”

“It has your name on it,” Chris said, handing her the bag.

Amy took it curiously, tearing open the packaging. Inside was a brand-new New York Jets jersey — number 73, with “Harper” stitched across the back in bold letters.

She stared at it for a long moment, her cheeks flushing. The reality of the bet hit her all over again. D’Andre had sent her his jersey. A silent promise. A reminder.

Chris watched her reaction closely, his own pulse quickening. “Looks like he’s confident.”

Amy folded the jersey carefully, a mix of anxiety and forbidden excitement swirling inside her. Sunday was suddenly feeling very real.

Also inside the package was a handwritten note. Amy unfolded it with trembling fingers and read it aloud:

“Amy, I had this overnighted so you can wear it for our date Sunday night. I wanted you to wear my name since you are mine for the night. - D’Andre”

Amy shivered at the words — especially the possessive claim of “you are mine for the night.” A confusing mix of indignation and dark thrill ran through her body. She handed the note to Chris without a word.

Chris read it, and his cock immediately stiffened in his pants. The image of Amy on her knees in front of D’Andre, wearing nothing but that Jets jersey with “Harrison” across her back, hit him like a drug. The thought of his girlfriend being claimed like that — even for one night — drove him absolutely crazy with arousal.

“Chris… are you sure you’re okay with this?” Amy asked later that night as they settled into bed. She was curled against him, her voice soft and uncertain.

“Of course I’m okay with it,” he reassured her, stroking her hair.

“I mean… I’m going to be sucking another man’s dick,” she said, her cheeks flushing. “I know we did this before with Leon, but we were both drunk and it just… happened. This is planned. Should we back out?”

Chris turned to face her fully. “First off, we can’t back out — a bet’s a bet. Second… I really, really enjoyed what happened with Leon. I’ve wanted a repeat ever since, but I respected your wish not to do it again. This could be another one-time thing, and honestly? The thought of it drives me insane. I can’t wait for Sunday night.”

Amy searched his eyes. “You’re really okay with it?”

“Not only am I okay with it,” Chris said, his voice dropping lower with arousal, “I love the thought of you doing this. And I’d be okay with it going further.”

“How far?” she asked, her heart pounding.

“As far as you’re willing to go,” he whispered, pulling her closer. “I want you to enjoy yourself. Whatever feels right in the moment.”


Time Flies 


Sunday morning arrived far too quickly. The couple had spent most of Saturday catching up on homework and trying to act normal, but Amy’s mind had been a whirlwind the entire time. She kept replaying the wager, the photos they had sent, and the explicit text from D’Andre. Every time she saw him on ESPN or the local news channels — smiling confidently as he walked into the Jets’ headquarters to meet with the owner, GM, and coaches — she couldn’t help but wonder if part of that grin was because of what he had waiting for him Sunday night.

D’Andre was scheduled to arrive at their apartment around 6:30. Amy forced down a quick, light dinner at 5:00, though her stomach was too nervous to eat much. She then disappeared into the bathroom for a long, hot shower. Under the warm spray, she meticulously shaved her legs and her pussy until she was completely bald and smooth. She wasn’t entirely sure why she was going to such lengths, but she wanted to feel as sexy and confident as possible for the night ahead.

As she dried off and stood in front of the mirror, she couldn’t believe what she was doing. She was preparing herself so carefully for a man she had initially found arrogant and annoying. Yet here she was, heart racing with a confusing mix of dread, curiosity, and undeniable arousal. She dried her wavy blonde hair, then applied her makeup a little heavier than usual — darker eyeshadow to give her eyes a sultry, seductive look.

Chris walked into the bedroom just as she was finishing. He stopped in the doorway, watching her with open admiration. She looked stunning — her makeup enhancing her natural beauty, making her appear both elegant and irresistibly sexy. His cock stiffened immediately at the sight of her getting ready for another man.

“Damn… you’re beautiful,” Chris gushed, stepping closer.

“Nope,” Amy said, holding up her hand with a small laugh to stop him from kissing her. “You’ll ruin my makeup.”

The fact that she was protecting her look for D’Andre only added fuel to Chris’s arousal. He stepped back, watching as she began to dress.

Amy pulled on the black lace garter belt, then rolled the matching stockings slowly up her smooth legs, one at a time. She attached them to the garters, then slipped on the bra. Finally, she reached for the panties.

“Nope,” Chris said, holding up his hand with a wicked grin. “No panties tonight.”

Amy paused, turning to look at him. “What? I have to wear…”

“Look at yourself, Amy,” Chris told her, motioning toward the large mirror on the wall. “You look just like the woman from the video.”

Amy stood in front of the full-length mirror and had to admit it — she really did look a lot like the “gymgirlBBChotwife” from the video they had watched. The black lace garter belt and stockings created a striking contrast against her pale, smooth skin, making her feel both elegant and shamelessly seductive. The way the delicate straps framed her smooth, bald pussy only heightened the erotic appeal. She had to agree with Chris — leaving the panties off made the entire outfit look even better. More inviting. More dangerous.

She sat on the edge of the bed and slid her feet into a pair of black Christian Louboutin platform heels with five-and-a-half-inch spikes. The added height made her legs look impossibly long and toned, and the arch of her feet accentuated the curve of her calves and ass.

Chris watched from the doorway, practically salivating. His girlfriend looked like a living sex goddess — the black lingerie hugging her curves, the heels making her posture even more alluring, her blonde hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders. The urge to throw her onto the bed and bury his face between her thighs was almost overwhelming. But he held back. What was coming later would be even more exciting for both of them.

“Will you help me put the jersey on?” Amy asked in a sweet, slightly nervous voice.

“Sure, babe,” Chris replied, picking up the Jets jersey and holding it open above her head.

“I don’t want to mess up my makeup and hair,” she said as he carefully lowered the oversized jersey over her. The fabric was soft and surprisingly light. It fell loosely over her body, the hem landing just above mid-thigh, barely covering the tops of her stockings. The number 73 and “Harrison” across the back made the outfit feel even more taboo — like she was already wearing another man’s claim on her.

Knowing exactly what was underneath — the scandalous black lingerie, her bare pussy, the heels — made the whole look devastatingly sexy. Chris stepped back to admire her, his cock already straining against his pants.

“I poured you a glass of wine,” Chris said softly, handing her the chilled glass as she finished adjusting her hair in the mirror.

“Oh, thank you,” Amy replied, taking it gratefully. “I didn’t even think of that. I’m so stressed out right now.”

“Don’t worry, Amy,” Chris said, stepping behind her and gently rubbing her shoulders. “Just let your body do what feels natural. The more you let yourself go tonight, the better this will be for both of us. Heck… for all three of us.”

Amy took a long, slow sip of the wine, hoping it would steady her nerves. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floors as they walked out of the bedroom. She had never felt more nervous in her entire life — her stomach was in knots, her heart racing, a confusing mix of dread and forbidden excitement swirling inside her.

“Do I look okay?” she asked, her voice small as she took another generous sip of wine.

Chris turned her toward him, placing his hands on her shoulders and looking deep into her big blue eyes. She looked so vulnerable standing there in the Jets jersey, the black lingerie peeking out underneath, her makeup done just right. In that moment, his heart swelled with love. This was the woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with — brave, beautiful, and willing to explore this wild side with him.

“Amy,” he said tenderly, “I love you more than anything on this planet. There’s no one more beautiful than the woman I’m holding right now.”

Their eyes locked. The tension between them thickened as their lips slowly drifted closer, forgetting the “no kissing to save her makeup” rule entirely.

Ding Dong!

The doorbell startled them both, breaking the moment just before their lips could meet. Chris smiled at Amy, a mix of affection and excitement in his eyes. She poured herself another glass of wine, needing the liquid courage, while he turned and walked to the door.

“Chris, good to see you, bruh,” D’Andre said as he stepped inside, giving him a firm handshake. “Hey, can I talk to you real quick before we do this?”

“What’s up, D’Andre?” Chris asked, closing the door behind him.

D’Andre rubbed the back of his neck, looking uncharacteristically serious. “Look, man… I know I came on pretty strong with that blowjob bet. I was half-joking at first — I could tell how much I was pissing Amy off, and I just wanted to get under her skin. But after you sent those pictures… damn. The thought of it became real. Still, I’m cool if you both want to back out. I’d hate to fuck up what you two have going on. You’re obviously a lucky man.”

Chris appreciated the gesture. “Hey, I appreciate you saying that, bro. But a bet’s a bet. Plus… if I’m being completely honest, I really want this to happen.”

D’Andre studied him for a second. “You sure? I’ve seen women lose control once they get a real taste. You good with that?”

“I’m positive,” Chris replied without hesitation.

From the kitchen, Amy listened to every word, her heart fluttering wildly. Hearing D’Andre admit he had been toying with her — and then offering them an easy out — softened her opinion of him just a little. And hearing Chris openly admit what he truly wanted… it made her appreciate his honesty and vulnerability even more. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the night ahead.

Click, click, click.

Chris and D’Andre both turned toward the sound of heels clicking on the hardwood floors. What they saw made D’Andre stop dead in his tracks.

Amy stood there like the hottest runway model either of them had ever seen. The oversized Jets jersey hung loosely on her petite frame, the hem brushing just above mid-thigh and hinting at the black stockings beneath. Her wavy blonde hair cascaded over one shoulder, and her makeup gave her a sultry, confident glow. A fire burned behind her sparkling blue eyes — nervous, but undeniably excited.

D’Andre’s gaze raked over her slowly, drinking in every curve. Amy could feel the heat of his stare like a physical touch, making her skin tingle. She was acutely aware of what she was wearing underneath — the delicate black lace garter set — and the thought of him discovering it sent a forbidden thrill through her body.

“I see you got my… jersey,” D’Andre said, his usual cocky tone faltering for a moment as he stared at the stunning blonde in front of him.

“Would you like a beer, D’Andre?” Amy asked, her voice low and sultry as she stepped closer.

“Yeah,” he replied, still a little stunned. “It’s been a busy couple of days. I could definitely use one right now.”

Amy handed him an already-opened bottle. D’Andre took it with a grateful smile and took a long swig, his eyes never leaving her.

She let her own gaze wander over him. He looked sharp in a fitted long-sleeve white shirt with the Jets logo on the chest and a pair of designer jeans that hugged his powerful legs. Amy had never looked at a Black man quite like this before, but she had to admit — he was undeniably attractive. His brown eyes bored into hers with intensity, and his thick lips curled into a slow, confident smile.

D’Andre’s eyes traveled down her body again, lingering on the way the jersey clung to her curves and the hint of stockings at her thighs. He could tell there was something lacy underneath, and the mystery of it made his cock twitch in his jeans. He had seen the photos she sent, but seeing her in person — wearing his name on her back — was something else entirely. He wanted to see what was underneath that jersey more than anything.

“So… you sure you wanna do this?” D’Andre asked, his deep voice low and serious as he looked at her.

“A bet’s a bet,” Amy replied, flashing him a sexy, nervous grin that didn’t quite hide her racing heart.

“Alright then,” D’Andre said, plopping down on the couch with a confident smile.

Amy stepped closer, standing in front of him for a moment, then slowly lowered herself onto the couch beside him. She kept the oversized jersey pulled down modestly, though she knew it wouldn’t stay that way for long.

“I’m not really sure where to start,” she admitted softly, looking into his eyes.

“Come here,” D’Andre said gently. He reached out, pulling her closer until their faces were inches apart. He leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away if she wanted.

Amy hesitated for a split second, glancing over at Chris. He gave her a small, reassuring nod, his eyes dark with lust. That was all she needed. She tilted her head up and met D’Andre’s lips with her own.

The kiss was surprisingly soft at first. His lips were fuller and warmer than Chris’s, and the sensation sent an unexpected spark through her. She melted into it, her mouth parting slightly as his thick fingers gently threaded through her blonde hair.

Chris quietly picked up his phone, switched on the camera app, and began recording. He wanted to capture every moment.

As soon as their tongues met, the kiss deepened with sudden intensity. Lightning seemed to crackle between them. D’Andre pulled her closer, kissing her with a hunger and passion that surprised her. Amy moaned softly into his mouth, her body heating up fast as arousal flooded through her. She had expected it to feel strange or wrong… but it felt good. Really good.

After several long, heated minutes of making out — their lips nibbling, sucking, and exploring each other with growing hunger — Amy finally pulled back just enough to catch her breath. Her eyes drifted downward, tracing the big man’s torso until they locked onto the massive bulge straining aggressively against the leg of his jeans.

Amy reached down and rubbed the massive bulge in D’Andre's jeans, her fingers tracing its impressive length. She remembered how big Leon had been — how she had struggled to take him in her mouth — but this felt even thicker. The thought made her pussy throb with a mix of nervousness and excitement.

She looked up at D’Andre with a naughty smile. “Is this for me?”

Without waiting, she unbuttoned his jeans and tugged them down along with his boxer briefs. His enormous Black cock sprang free, heavy and throbbing right in front of her face. It was noticeably bigger than Leon’s — longer and even thicker at the base. Amy licked her lips, her mouth watering despite the slight apprehension.

D’Andre was completely clean-shaven, not a single hair in sight as more and more of his thick, dark pole was revealed. Amy’s eyes widened with every inch that came into view. She had thought Leon was big, but this… this was on another level. The sheer girth and length made her stomach flutter with a mix of nervousness and raw, forbidden excitement.

She marveled at the thick, pulsing vein that ran down the top of his shaft, wondering how much more of him was still hidden beneath the fabric. This was easily the largest cock she had ever seen in her life — intimidating, beautiful, and making her pussy ache with anticipation.

D’Andre’s jeans met a bit of resistance as the fat, swollen head of his cock caught on the elastic waistband of his boxer briefs. When it finally pulled free, it sprang upward with a heavy bounce. Amy gasped audibly, her mouth falling open in shock.

“Fuck!” she giggled, a nervous but delighted sound escaping her. “It’s huge!”

She glanced over at Chris, her wide blue eyes seeking his reaction. He was filming everything, his face a mask of pure carnal lust. Seeing how turned on he was gave her the confidence to continue. She knew he approved — he wanted this.

Amy grabbed the waistband of D’Andre’s jeans and pulled them the rest of the way down his powerful legs, tossing them aside. She scooted forward on her knees between his spread thighs, looking up at him with a mix of awe and desire.

“So… this is a BBC?” she asked with a playful, slightly breathless grin.

D’Andre looked down at her with dark, hungry eyes. “Why don’t you get to know it a little better, baby?”

Amy reached up with both hands, her fingernails lightly raking over D’Andre’s powerful, muscular thighs as she focused on her target. His massive cock looked almost intimidating — thick, veiny, and heavy, with a pair of large, low-hanging balls beneath it. The stark contrast between her small, pale white hands and his dark skin sent a powerful rush of arousal through her body.

She could feel the heat radiating from his enormous cock even before she touched it. Slowly, she wrapped her left hand around the thick base. Her fingers couldn’t even meet. She placed her right hand above it, and there was still a considerable length of hard, dark meat left above her grip. The sheer size made her pussy clench with a mix of nervousness and raw hunger.

Amy glanced over at Chris, her eyes wide like a kid who had just discovered a new, forbidden toy. She started stroking him slowly, both hands working in tandem up and down his thick shaft. Chris watched in awe, his own cock throbbing painfully as he tried to keep the phone steady. The color contrast — Amy’s delicate white hands against D’Andre’s dark, veiny cock — was driving him absolutely insane with lust.

She leaned in closer, inhaling deeply. D’Andre’s masculine, musky scent filled her senses — not unpleasant, but primal and intoxicating. It made her shiver with anticipation. Her full pink lips parted as she moved even closer, her hot breath washing over the swollen head.

She looked up into D’Andre’s dark brown eyes. Those same eyes that had once offended her with their bold, leering stare now made her feel desired in a way that sent electricity straight to her core. She wanted him to watch her. She needed him to watch her.

A shiny drop of pre-cum had formed at the tip. Amy licked her lips, then leaned forward and planted a soft, lingering kiss right on the glistening head. She tasted the salty-sweet bead of pre-cum on her tongue and felt another rush of heat between her legs.

“You have beautiful lips, Amy,” D’Andre groaned, his voice low and rough with desire as he looked down at her.

Amy smiled as he said this, and a few seconds later she opened her mouth, licking up the precum dripping from his huge dark cock. The salty taste hit her immediately, but her usual dislike for the taste was soon overcome with desire for more. She wanted much more. 

Amy’s pale white hands  worked in unison on his cock as she opened her mouth even further while looking up at D’Andre. His confident smile back down at her gave her the sudden boost of confidence she needed to open her mouth and take his cock-head between her lips. 

Amy swirled her tongue around the fat, swollen head of D’Andre’s cock, savoring the salty-sweet taste of his pre-cum. She took him deeper into her warm, eager mouth, her lips stretching wide around his impressive girth. She worked him slowly at first, bobbing her head as she tried to take more of him with each downward stroke.

She pushed forward, feeling the thick head press against the back of her throat. She had never tried to deepthroat Chris like this — the thought had always seemed intimidating. But right now, her overwhelming desire to please the powerful man in front of her gave her courage. She relaxed her throat and pushed further, feeling his huge Black cock slide deeper into her warm, tight throat.

Chris couldn’t believe his eyes. More and more of D’Andre’s massive shaft disappeared between Amy’s pretty pink lips. She was taking at least half of his thick length down her throat, something she had never done for him. Her eyes watered slightly, but she didn’t pull back. The sight of his girlfriend so willingly submitting to another man’s cock made Chris’s own dick throb painfully hard.

Amy only had room for one hand on the remaining six inches of D’Andre’s cock. She stroked him firmly while her other hand slid down to gently caress his heavy, hanging balls. They felt full and warm in her palm, and the thought of how much cum they might hold made her pussy clench with anticipation.

Her pink lips moved up and down his shaft over and over, sucking him with increasing hunger. She loved the taste of him — salty, masculine, and slightly sweet. She loved the way his thick cock felt stretching her mouth and throat. As she sucked him, her mind wandered to what it would feel like to have this massive Black cock buried deep inside her pussy instead. The thought made her moan loudly around his shaft, the vibrations traveling through him.

Chris watched, mesmerized, as Amy arched her back sexily while continuing to suck D’Andre’s cock. The oversized Jets jersey had ridden up high on her back, fully exposing her perfect heart-shaped ass, the black garter belt, and the tops of her stockings. The contrast of the delicate black lace against her pale skin was breathtaking.

D’Andre groaned deeply, his hand gently resting on the back of her head, guiding her but not forcing her. “Fuck, Amy… you’re a natural at this.”

Amy pulled off just long enough to catch her breath, a thick string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. She looked up at him with lust-filled eyes, stroking him with both hands now. “You taste so good,” she whispered, then dove back down, determined to take even more of him.

Chris quietly moved the phone behind his girlfriend, framing her from behind to capture the perfect view. He was mesmerized by what he saw. Amy’s labia were visibly swollen and glistening with arousal, her clit engorged and peeking out from between her smooth folds. She looked like she was in full heat — her body ready and desperate.

D’Andre caught a glimpse of her bare ass cheeks beneath the hem of the jersey, along with the delicate black garter straps and the tops of her stockings. His eyes darkened with lust.

“Sweetie… what you got on under here?” D’Andre asked, his deep voice thick with desire. He reached forward and slowly pulled the bottom of the jersey upward while sitting up straighter to get a better view.

Amy felt the fabric rising up her body but didn’t want to stop sucking his thick cock. She kept her lips wrapped around him as long as she could, but D’Andre continued lifting the jersey higher. She finally pulled off his cock with a wet pop, breathing heavily as she looked up at him.

“Show me what you’re wearing,” D’Andre commanded in his low, baritone voice, his eyes burning into hers.

Amy stood up slowly, her heart pounding. She looked down at D’Andre, his dark brown eyes filled with raw, hungry desire. That look alone sent a fresh wave of heat through her body, feeding her own growing passion.

“Take it off me,” Amy said softly, her voice trembling with nervous excitement.

D’Andre leaned forward, gripping the hem of the jersey. He ran his big, strong hands slowly up her thighs, feeling the smooth silk of her stockings before moving higher over her bare hips. The ivory skin above the black lace came into view as he lifted the jersey inch by inch.

“Damn… that pussy was made for my dick,” D’Andre groaned as her smooth, bald mound was revealed. He stared at her glistening pink folds with open hunger.

He continued sliding his hands upward, the jersey rising with them. His palms brushed over her flat stomach and then cupped her full, round breasts, squeezing them firmly. Amy let out a soft moan as his thumbs brushed over her hard pink nipples.

D’Andre kept lifting until the jersey was completely off. Amy raised her arms obediently, letting him pull it up and over her head. Her wavy blonde hair tumbled back down around her shoulders as she stood completely naked in front of him — wearing only the black garter belt, stockings, and heels.

D’Andre sat back for a moment, drinking in the sight of her. “Fuck… you’re even more beautiful in person.”

Amy blushed slightly at his words, but before she could reply, D’Andre pointed to the delicate black lingerie she was wearing.

“Is this for me?” he asked, echoing the exact words she had used on him earlier with a wicked grin.

Amy nodded, her voice soft but sultry. “We picked this out for me to wear for you. You like it?”

D’Andre didn’t answer with words. He pulled her forward until she straddled his lap. Their mouths met in a deep, hungry kiss. Amy returned it with unbidden passion, her tongue sliding against his as her body melted into him. D’Andre reached behind her, unhooked her bra, and pulled the cups down, freeing her full breasts. His big, strong hands immediately cupped and mauled them, squeezing the soft flesh and rolling her hard pink nipples between his fingers.

Amy’s body was on fire. She moaned into his mouth as she ground against him, her hips moving instinctively. D’Andre’s thick lips felt incredible against hers, and the way his powerful hands kneaded her breasts sent jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

Chris captured every moment on his phone, the camera shaking slightly in his hand. From his angle, he could see Amy’s bare, glistening labia sliding back and forth along the top of D’Andre’s massive, swollen Black cock. Her pink folds parted and spread open around the thick shaft as she rocked her hips, coating him with her wetness.

The realization hit her suddenly — with one small movement, the head of D’Andre’s cock would slip inside her. She was that close to fucking him.

She looked over at Chris, her eyes wide with a mix of apprehension and overwhelming desire. All she saw in his face was pure, unfiltered lust. That look gave her the courage she needed. She turned back to D’Andre with a wicked little grin and reached for the bottom of his shirt. He helped her pull it up and over his head, revealing his massive, powerful torso.

D’Andre was over 300 pounds and six-five, but he carried it with muscular density. He had just enough softness over his solid frame to look powerfully masculine rather than overly sculpted. Amy ran her hands over his broad chest and thick abs, marveling at the contrast between her small white hands and his dark skin.

She kissed him deeply again, grinding her bare, soaked pussy along the length of his enormous cock. D’Andre’s big hands gripped and kneaded her round ass, spreading her cheeks as he pulled her tighter against him.

Chris watched the scene in awe, his own cock rock-hard and throbbing in his hand. Seeing his pale, beautiful girlfriend writhing on top of the big Black man — her body pressed against his dark, muscular frame — was pushing him to new heights of arousal. He pulled off his own shirt and shoved his pants down, freeing his erection as he continued filming.

Her body continued to undulate slowly over the thick cock beneath her. She looked absolutely stunning in the black garter set and red-soled heels — like the ultimate fantasy come to life. From Chris’s angle, it looked like she was already fucking D’Andre, her hips rolling sensually as she ground against his massive shaft.

Amy leaned forward and began kissing his neck, then trailed soft, wet kisses down his broad chest. She paused to suck one of his dark nipples into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it before moving lower.

“I still have work to do to pay off that bet,” she told him in a sultry, teasing voice.

She slid further down his body, kissing and licking her way across his abs. She wrapped her small hand around his enormous cock again, feeling the slick remnants of her own juices coating him. The sight of her creamy arousal glistening on his dark, veiny shaft made her lick her lips with hunger. She dragged her tongue along the underside, cleaning her own taste off him before taking the fat head back into her warm mouth.

She loved the raw energy she felt pulsing through his huge cock. It made her want to please him even more. She redoubled her efforts, bobbing her head faster, her tongue swirling around him as she sucked with eager enthusiasm. One hand stroked and twisted the thick shaft she couldn’t fit in her mouth, while the other gently fondled and kneaded his heavy balls.

She pushed him deeper into her throat, relaxing as much as she could. She held her breath and forced herself down until she had taken nearly three-quarters of his massive length. The feeling of being so full made her moan loudly around him.

“Damn, girl… nobody’s ever been able to do that to me,” D’Andre gasped, his voice rough with pleasure.

His cock throbbed powerfully in her mouth, letting her know exactly how much he was enjoying her. That reaction fueled her even more. She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock, and planted soft, wet kisses down the dark shaft while looking up into his eyes with pure lust.

She continued stroking him with both hands as she lowered her mouth to one of his large, heavy balls. It was too big to fit completely, so she sucked and swirled her tongue around it, lavishing attention on each one before moving back up to the head.

Seeing Amy’s big blue eyes looking up at him so submissively while she sucked and licked his heavy balls sent waves of intense pleasure through D’Andre’s body. He had doubted this would actually happen when he made the bet, but he was incredibly glad it had.

“Yes, sweetie… suck my big Black balls,” D’Andre moaned, his deep voice rough with lust.

Amy moaned around his sack, the vibration traveling through him as she stroked his thick shaft with both hands, never breaking eye contact. She moved back up his length and took his cock back into her mouth, her head bobbing faster as she put everything she had into pleasing him.

Wet, sloppy slurping sounds filled the room as Amy sucked him with wild enthusiasm. D’Andre’s cock hardened even more in her mouth, throbbing as she pushed him closer to the edge.

Her mouth and hands worked in perfect unison, taking him deep into her throat. D’Andre groaned and reached down, gently but firmly grabbing the back of her head and pushing her down further. The feeling of his strong hand guiding her only made her hungrier. She wanted his cum. She wanted to make him feel as good as he had made her feel.

D’Andre’s muscles tensed as the beautiful blonde gave him what was easily the best blowjob of his life. Her big blue eyes stared up at him with pure, wanton lust. He loved this moment — conquering a reluctant, beautiful girlfriend or wife for the first time. Having someone as stunning and talented as Amy on her knees for him was beyond anything he could have imagined.

The way she smiled up at him around his cock, her eyes sparkling with desire, told him she was loving it too. The “bet” had given her permission to let herself go completely — and she was embracing it with every ounce of her sexuality.

Her tongue swirled expertly around his shaft as her hands stroked him. The sight of her perfect, bare ass arched high behind her as she sucked him was the final push he needed.

With a deep, guttural groan, D’Andre’s body tensed. His heavy balls tightened, and he began to cum hard down Amy’s throat.

“Oh fuck!” D’Andre moaned loudly as his heavy balls tightened. Millions of sperm surged upward, flooding into Amy’s hungry mouth in powerful, thick jets.

Amy felt his cock swell even thicker between her lips as he closed his eyes and thrust forward. The first massive blast hit the back of her throat so forcefully it almost made her choke. The taste was immediate and intense — salty, bitter, and thick. She hated it, the same way she had always hated the idea of swallowing. But she didn’t pull away. Something deeper kept her there: the raw, filthy thrill of sucking this huge Black cock, the power she felt making this dominant man lose control. It was turning her on so much that she forced herself to swallow, gulping down the first heavy load even as her eyes watered.

She pulled back slightly so just the sensitive head remained between her lips as the second powerful spurt filled her mouth. Her hands never stopped stroking his wet, throbbing shaft, milking him for every drop. The taste was still revolting, but the act itself — sucking off this massive Black cock while her boyfriend watched — had her pussy dripping and clenching with forbidden excitement.

D’Andre opened his eyes again and looked down at the beautiful blonde giving him so much pleasure. She stared up at him, their climaxes connecting on the most intimate level. His cock continued to pulse, and Amy made audible gulping sounds as she swallowed again and again. Pulse… gulp… pulse… gulp. Each blast felt like it was transferring raw sexual energy from his body into hers. She felt more alive, more turned on, than she ever had.

Some of his thick load escaped her lips despite her best efforts. It dribbled down her chin in warm, sticky strands, splattering onto her heaving breasts. She hated the taste, but she couldn’t stop. The sheer eroticism of the moment — sucking a huge Black cock while Chris filmed it — kept her going.

D’Andre’s cock eventually stopped pulsing, the last weak spurts landing on her tongue. Amy continued to suck and lick his now-sensitive dick, sending shivers through his powerful body. She finally disengaged with a wet pop and planted soft, appreciative kisses all over his thick, glistening shaft.

Some of his cum had pooled at the base of his huge phallus. Amy saw it and, without thinking, leaned in and slurped it off him like she was savoring a treat. The thick, salty taste hit her again, and she surprised even herself with how eagerly she did it. She licked her lips, tasting the last remnants, and felt a strange, dark thrill run through her. I can’t believe I just did that… and liked it.

Amy looked over at her boyfriend and noticed his nudity for the first time as she ran her finger over her chin to scoop up the last bit of cum. She licked her finger before sucking it inside her mouth with a grin. His hard dick told her everything along with the hungry look in his eyes. 

“Holy shit, babe!” Chris gushed, his voice thick with awe and lust as he watched her.

“Come here,” D’Andre said, his deep voice low and commanding. He reached down and pulled Amy back onto his lap, her legs straddling his powerful thighs once more.

He kissed her again, and Amy melted into him almost instantly. Their mouths moved together with growing hunger, tongues sliding and exploring as she moaned softly against his lips. Her body writhed above him, her hips grinding subtly against his still-hard cock as the kiss deepened.

After several heated seconds, D’Andre pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. “Sweetie, I know the bet was just a blowjob… but would it be okay if I returned the favor?”

Amy’s body was already on fire, and the way he called her “sweetie” again sent another forbidden spark through her. She nodded before she could overthink it, then turned her head to look at Chris, her eyes pleading for approval.

Chris saw the desperate, lust-drunk look on her face — the same look he had fantasized about for weeks. It was everything he wanted. She was lost in passion, craving another man right in front of him. This was his biggest fantasy coming to life.

He gave her a slow, encouraging nod, his own cock throbbing at the sight.

D’Andre didn’t waste a second. He laid her back gently on the couch and descended on top of her, kissing her deeply once more. His large Black hands roamed freely over her pale body, squeezing her breasts and sliding down her sides as their tongues danced together.

His lips moved from her mouth to her jawline, then down to her neck. He sucked gently on her sensitive skin, making Amy moan loudly and arch her back, pressing her body up into him. The contrast of his dark skin against her pale neck was mesmerizing, and Chris couldn’t look away.

The feeling of D’Andre's full lips on her sensitive neck sent shockwaves racing through Amy's body, straight down to her hard nipples and her aching, dripping pussy. Each wet kiss and gentle suck made her tremble beneath him, her skin flushing hotter with every touch.

He trailed his kisses lower, moving from her neck to her exposed pink nipple. Amy looked down, mesmerized, as his dark lips closed around the sensitive peak. The contrast of his dark skin against her pale breast was hypnotic, and the sensation sent fresh jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

“Uh yes… uh, your mouth feels so good,” Amy moaned, her voice breathy and needy.

D’Andre alternated between both nipples, sucking and licking them with expert care until they were swollen and overly sensitive. Just when the pleasure became almost too intense, he continued his slow descent down her body, planting wet kisses along her flat stomach and lower.

Amy spread her legs wider in anticipation, pushing her hips up toward him. D’Andre sat back for a moment, admiring her open, glistening sex. The petals of her labia had parted like a blooming flower, her slightly protruding pink folds ripe and ready for him. Amy bit her lower lip, undulating her hips beneath his hungry gaze, silently begging for his mouth.

“Your pussy is beautiful, Amy,” D’Andre murmured, his voice thick with desire. “You’re the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen.”

His thick, dark lips descended on her wanton sex like a moth to a flame. He devoured her immediately, his tongue lapping at her swollen clit and sliding through her soaked folds. Amy cried out in intense pleasure as her body was wracked with an immediate, powerful orgasm.

“Uuuuuhhhh, yeeeeees!” she screamed, her thighs quivering around his head as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. She looked down, watching the giant Black man feast on her pussy while she rode through the orgasm. She was thankful to finally release the tension that had been building for hours — if not days.

D’Andre slowed his ministrations on her clit but continued licking and sucking gently on her labia, looking up into her eyes with dark satisfaction. The sight of a Black man between her legs, his tongue working her so intimately, felt completely surreal. She had never thought about having sex with a Black man before, but his confident demeanor and obvious sexual prowess were filling her body with a kind of pleasure she had never known existed.

Her body began to heat up again as D’Andre devoured her pussy with hungry, relentless enthusiasm. He pushed up on her thighs, spreading her wider, and rimmed her tight little ass with his tongue, making her moan even louder before focusing once more on her dripping, moist pussy.

His lips and tongue worked magic within her body as he stared up at her with pure, wanton hunger. The contrast of his dark lips against her pale skin only added to the intense desire she felt for this man. She wanted more. She needed more.

She looked at Chris and reached her hand out to him. She grabbed his hand and pulled him closer to her side. She kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding against his as D’Andre continued to feast on her pussy, his mouth making wet, obscene sounds between her legs.

“This is so sexy, Amy,” Chris gushed, looking down at her silk stocking-covered legs spread wide as D’Andre devoured her. His voice was thick with lust and awe.

Chris’s throbbing dick bobbed in front of her face. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around it, and pulled it to her mouth. The sudden contact made Chris realize how dangerously close he already was to cumming. The anticipation of this moment — combined with the surreal experience of actually seeing it happen — had him teetering on the edge.

Chris gasped sharply as Amy’s lips pressed up against his groin. She had never deep-throated him before that moment, and the sensation was mind-blowing. He could feel her swirling tongue moving around the underside of his shaft as she bobbed on all of his six inches, taking him deeper than she ever had.

Amy’s orgasm was approaching fast, and she increased the intensity of the blowjob she was giving her boyfriend. The powerful suction Chris was experiencing on his dick was pushing him relentlessly toward his release. As much as he wanted the moment to last forever, he felt his balls tightening as his blonde girlfriend sucked him like a pro.

“Baby, I’m about to cum,” Chris warned her, his voice strained.

“Yes, cum in my mouth,” Amy begged around his cock, her words muffled but desperate. “Give me your seed.”

Amy dove back down on his dick as Chris unleashed into her insatiable mouth. She increased her suction, milking him of every drop of his massive load. It wasn’t as much as D’Andre’s load, but she still had a hard time swallowing it all, gulping frantically as thick ropes coated her tongue.

His knees buckled at the sensation of her desperate mouth sucking and licking him through his orgasm.

She kept Chris’s softening dick in her mouth as she focused on the pleasure D’Andre was giving her between her legs. She reached down with both hands and pulled his mouth harder into her, desperately trying to reach her own orgasm.

D’Andre sucked hard on her swollen clit, his tongue flicking rapidly across the sensitive nub. Amy cried out and pulled his head tighter against her with both hands, her heels digging into his broad back as she ground her soaking pussy against his hungry mouth.

He reached up with his large hands and pinched her hard pink nipples, rolling them between his fingers while sucking her clit even more intensely. Amy’s body convulsed violently as another powerful orgasm crashed through her. Her fluids gushed into his mouth as she completely let herself go, surrendering to the overwhelming pleasure of D’Andre’s devouring mouth.

D’Andre slowed his tongue and gently kissed her trembling pussy as her orgasm finally began to subside. He planted soft, affectionate kisses up her quivering body before sitting up, looking down at her with dark, satisfied eyes.

Amy’s eyes were still closed in post-orgasmic euphoria when she felt something large, hot, and thick press against her dripping opening. It slid up and down her slick folds, teasing her entrance and pressing firmly against her clit. A fresh wave of arousal flooded her body. She was ready — aching — to submit completely to this giant of a man.

Everything he had said about her was right. She was built for what he had to give her, and right now she wanted it more than anything. She felt the thick head begin to push inside her and instinctively grabbed the backs of her knees, spreading herself wide open for him.

“Yeeeees… uuuuuhhhh,” Amy cried out, her voice raw with need as she opened her eyes.

She was shocked to see D’Andre’s hand at her pussy instead of his torso. What she had thought was the head of his massive cock was actually his very thick fingers.

D’Andre smiled at the surprised, almost disappointed look on her face. He began slowly moving his fingers in and out of her, curling them upward to rub firmly against her G-spot with every stroke, producing wet, obscene sloshing sounds that filled the room.

Amy looked over at D’Andre’s still rock-hard cock and wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft, stroking him slowly. She turned her head and reached for Chris’s cock as well, taking him in her other hand and stroking them both at the same time.

Then it hit her — Chris was still hard. Chris, who had never been able to stay hard after cumming, was still rock-hard in her hand.

Now with two throbbing cocks in her hands, Amy opened her legs even wider, surrendering completely to D’Andre’s thick fingers working magic deep inside her. His other hand grabbed her left breast, rolling her erect nipple between his thumb and forefinger with just the right pressure. Chris mirrored him on her other breast, pinching and tugging gently.

Amy felt like such a slut holding two hard cocks at the same time. The realization made her cheeks burn with a mix of shame and wicked excitement. She couldn’t believe how much bigger D’Andre’s was than her boyfriend’s. She had always been completely satisfied with Chris, but feeling the sheer weight and girth of D’Andre in her palm made her wonder how anyone could possibly take something so large inside them.

D’Andre sped up his fingers, plunging them in and out of her soaked pussy with wet, obscene sounds. Having four hands on her body at once — squeezing her breasts, fingering her, stroking her — was quickly pushing her toward an even bigger orgasm than the last one.

“You like my thick fingers, sweetie?” D’Andre asked, his deep voice rough with lust as he curled them perfectly against her G-spot.

“Oh fuck, yeah!” Amy cried, her voice breaking into a desperate moan as her hips bucked against his hand.

D’Andre’s hand became a blur, his thick fingers smacking wetly into her sopping pussy as fast as he could move them. They glistened with her juices, curling and rubbing relentlessly against her G-spot in a way she had never experienced before. He was playing her body like a skilled musician, and every stroke drew out another note of overwhelming pleasure.

She felt Chris’s lips suddenly on hers, kissing her deeply. Their tongues connected in a messy, passionate kiss as her body finally let go. Amy gasped into his open mouth as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She squirted hard onto D’Andre’s hand and the couch below, leaving a large, glistening puddle of her juices.

Their kiss lingered for several long minutes as her body trembled and recovered. Even as she came down, her hands never stopped slowly stroking both cocks, feeling them throb in her grip.

Chris looked down at Amy spread out before them, completely lost in pleasure. Seeing her delicate hand wrapped around D’Andre’s massive Black cock sent a fresh surge of blood straight to his own erection, making him harder than ever.

“Baby… I think D’Andre needs you,” Chris whispered, his voice thick with lust and encouragement.

Amy looked down at the enormous cock pulsing in her hand. She knew exactly what both men wanted — and deep down, she wanted it too. Her body was aching for it.

D’Andre glanced at Chris, who gave him a clear nod of approval. D’Andre slid off the couch and crouched between her spread legs, positioning the thick head of his cock at her dripping entrance.

Her pink petals were open and glistening, ready for what was about to happen. D’Andre had never seen anything so beautiful. Every inch of her was perfect.

He slid the thick head of his cock up and down her slick labia, coating himself in her juices, then slapped the full, heavy weight of it down against her swollen clit. Amy gasped sharply at the impact, her body jolting with each teasing smack. He kept doing it for several long, torturous seconds — rubbing, pressing, slapping — driving her wild with anticipation.

Amy felt her body preparing for the penetration she was about to receive. Her pussy grew even wetter, aching and clenching as she stared up into D’Andre's intense brown eyes. She was ready — desperately ready — to get fucked by a big black cock.

Chris looked down at his girlfriend and drank in the sight of her flushed, trembling body. Her skin was glowing pink with arousal, her pretty pink pussy open and glistening, practically begging to be taken. The hungry, almost desperate look in her eyes as she bit her lip while gazing up at D’Andre was something he had never seen before. It hit him hard. He had never wanted anything more than to watch this happen.

D’Andre pressed the fat head of his cock between her labia, nestling it right at her entrance, ready to push inside.

“Amy,” D’Andre said, his voice low and serious as he held himself there, “you did this tonight to pay off a bet. Consider your bet paid off. I’m not going to fuck you.” He paused, looking down at her with genuine respect. “I want you to talk this over with Chris. You have my number and know how to find me. If you do decide to reach out to me, I’ll know your true intent… and I’ll give it to you fully. But right now, I don’t want to take advantage of the situation.”

“But…” Amy writhed beneath him, her hips instinctively trying to pull him inside as frustration and need flooded her voice. “I, I, I…!”

“Talk it over and call me,” D’Andre told them both, his tone firm but kind. “I don’t want any doubts. Next time, there will be no holding back. I don’t want any hesitation or regrets. You two are a loving couple, and I need you to talk about this and make a decision.”

Seeing Amy so wanton and desperate made Chris crazy with desire for her. He was on her in an instant, before D’Andre had even finished pulling his pants back on to leave. The moment Chris pushed inside her, Amy’s whole body shuddered with relief, a broken moan escaping her lips as she was finally filled.

“Give it to her good, Chris,” D’Andre said with a low chuckle as he watched for a moment. “You’re a lucky man.”

Chris grabbed the black garter straps like handles and began fucking her as hard as he could. Amy’s eyes rolled back in her head as she frantically strummed her clit. Her orgasm hit her fast and hard, ripping through her body in powerful waves. Neither of them even noticed D’Andre quietly slipping out the door.

Chris’s own orgasm followed shortly after, crashing over him as he buried himself deep inside her.

In the days that followed, they talked about that night and D’Andre’s proposal constantly. Amy admitted she would have let him fuck her right then and there in the heat of the moment, but the idea of planning it felt like a huge, terrifying step. Her Christian upbringing kept whispering that actively pursuing another man was sinful, even though Chris clearly wanted it. The guilt and excitement warred inside her, leaving her torn.


A Gift

Upon graduation, Chris and Amy took a dream vacation to Hawaii. On a breathtaking helicopter tour over the islands, with the ocean sparkling below and the wind whipping through her hair, Chris dropped to one knee and proposed. Amy said yes through happy tears. They bought a nice condo in the city where they both worked and began building their life together as their careers took off.

Later that summer, Chris opened the mail and found a heavy package addressed to both of them. Inside was a beautiful box containing two premium New York Jets season tickets.

“Babe, it looks like we’ll have something to do on Sundays this fall,” Chris said with a grin as he handed her the box.

“Are you serious?” Amy asked, her eyes widening. “You bought me tickets?”

“No, they’re from D’Andre,” Chris replied, watching her reaction carefully. “There’s a note in the package.”

Amy pulled out the handwritten note and read it out loud, her voice soft. “To my biggest fan. Enjoy. - D’Andre.”

“Those are premium tickets, babe,” Chris told her, already looking up the seating chart on his phone. His eyebrows shot up. “Holy shit… we’re right behind the Jets’ bench. VIP parking, upscale food, private deck — the works. These must have cost a fortune.”

Amy was stunned when Chris showed her the seating chart. She couldn’t believe she would be there for eight home games — and possibly playoff games too. She had been a Jets fan her whole life, but this felt different now. The tickets were a luxurious reminder of that wild night, of the bet, and of D’Andre himself. A flutter of nervous excitement mixed with old guilt stirred in her chest.

She fanned out the tickets, took a quick selfie with them, and sent it to D’Andre with a message: “We just opened the tickets. You really didn’t have to do that. You were the one who won the bet after all. But thank you so much.”

Amy’s phone dinged just a few seconds later.

“No problem, sweetie. I’d say you earned them. You two enjoy.”

Amy thought about the night from a few months earlier — the way she had been spread open on the couch, aching and desperate, hoping D’Andre would push his big black cock inside her. That moment never came, and in quiet moments like this, she sometimes regretted not taking him up on his offer to call him.

Chris and Amy were attending premarital counseling with Pastor Tom, their church pastor. He offered these sessions to every couple he married, a way to lay down some kind of solid foundation before the big day. On that Monday night the conversation drifted toward sex inside marriage.

“You know, within the confines of marriage, there are no restrictions on what you two do in the bedroom,” Pastor Tom told them, his voice warm and steady. “The most important part is that nothing happens unless both of you agree. If one of you doesn’t want it, it doesn’t happen. You should feel safe sharing your fantasies, your thoughts, your feelings. Communication is everything. If you both say yes to something… then enjoy it. That’s what marriage is about.”

Amy lay in the dark later that night, curled on her side next to Chris, the sheets tangled around their legs. The pastor’s words kept circling in her head, loosening something she had tried to bury since that night with D’Andre. Her heart beat a little faster. The guilt was still there, heavy and familiar, but underneath it something else stirred—warm, restless, alive.

“Chris,” she said softly, her voice barely cutting through the quiet of the room. She had to swallow before the rest would come out. “I want to admit something to you… Promise me you won’t get upset?”

He shifted closer, his hand finding hers under the covers. “Of course, babe. I promise. What’s on your mind?”

“You know that night with D’Andre…” She hesitated, the words catching. “I really didn’t want it to stop.”

There was a beat of awkward silence, until Chris’s breath brushed her hair. “I didn’t want it to stop either,” he admitted, voice low. “What were you thinking right before he stopped?”

“I wasn’t really thinking at all,” Amy whispered. Her cheeks burned even in the dark. “I just… urm….in the moment…..I just…..okay ….fuck….. I wanted him to fuck me. God, is that wrong?”

“I don’t think it’s wrong,” Chris said, squeezing her hand a little tighter, “I can’t lie, at that moment I wanted it too.”

“But you’re my fiancé now.” Her voice cracked slightly. “You’re supposed to be the only one I want like that.”

Chris let out a slow breath, staring up at the ceiling for a moment as if the right words might be written there. “Okay… look, Amy. I know I’m good at being your best friend. We can talk for hours, and the sex we have is… it’s great. I’d fight anyone for your heart—I know it’s mine, and you’re the most loyal person I’ve ever known. I’ve always been the smart one in the room, quick on the mats, never really felt smaller than any other guy. I can hold my own. But when I saw D’Andre… I knew there was something he could do for you that I just… can’t.” His thumb stroked the back of her hand, a small, almost nervous motion. “I saw the way you looked at him. I had two choices: let it tear me up and pretend it didn’t happen, or… embrace it. Enjoy that he could give you something I can’t.”

Amy’s pulse thrummed in her ears. She turned toward him, searching his face in the faint glow from the hallway nightlight. “You would really enjoy watching me with him?”

Chris swallowed hard. “When I saw him about to mount you… it hit me like a punch in the gut. But there was this rush right behind it—adrenaline, heat, I don’t even know what to call it. I was excited. Excited to see how you’d react to him… what he’d be able to do to you.”

“Do you still want to see it happen?” Amy asked, her voice small in the dark.

Chris’s heart stuttered. “Do you want it to happen?”

She was quiet for a long moment, fingers twisting the edge of the sheet. Then, barely above a whisper: “I do.”

Those two words hit Chris like a live wire. A huge rush of adrenaline flooded his body, hot and dizzying. “I do.” The same words that would one day bind them in front of family and friends, now carrying something raw and forbidden—her deepest, most secret want, offered up to him. It twisted something deep in his chest: love, fear, and a sharp, undeniable excitement all at once.

“Thank you for being honest with me… and with yourself, Amy,” Chris murmured, his voice thick. He rolled toward her, propping himself on one elbow, and kissed her gently—slow and tender, like he was trying to pour every complicated feeling into that single touch. When he pulled back, his forehead rested against hers. “I think… you need to reach out to D’Andre.”

Amy’s stomach flipped. Her pulse was loud in her ears as she reached for her phone on the nightstand, the screen’s glow cutting harshly through the dim room. She unlocked it and stared at the blank message thread, thumbs hovering. How the hell do you even say this? The words felt clumsy, dangerous, thrilling. Minutes ticked by while she chewed her lip, deleting half-typed sentences before they could take shape.

Finally, she started typing, heart hammering.

“D’Andre, I don’t want you to think that I’m reaching out because of the tickets you bought us. Obviously they’re awesome and I’m really happy to have them, and trust me, I’m so grateful. But I’m reaching out… to see if your other offer is still on the table.”

D’Andre replied just a few seconds later: “Of course it is, Amy. But what is it you want from me? I want you to say it.”

Her breath caught. Amy’s thumb hovered over the screen for a heartbeat before she tapped the video call button. The phone rang once, twice, then D’Andre’s face filled the screen. He was shirtless, lounging back against white sheets, the warm light of a bedside lamp highlighting every ridge of his powerful chest and shoulders. His dark skin glowed, muscles shifting as he sat up a little straighter, filling the frame with raw, effortless presence.

“Hi, sweetie,” D’Andre said, that deep voice warm and knowing, a slow smile spreading across his face.

Amy felt heat flood her cheeks. “Hi, D’Andre,” she managed, her voice softer than she intended. She angled the phone so Chris could be seen beside her in the dimly lit bedroom. “I’m here with Chris… and we’ve been talking. For months, actually.”

D’Andre’s smile widened, easy and unhurried. “Hi Chris, good to see you again.” His eyes flicked between them, curious but calm, like he already sensed the shift in the air. “So… what have you been talking about?”

“We’ve talked about you… a lot,” Amy admitted, a soft, nervous giggle slipping out before she could stop it. She shifted closer to Chris on the bed, her free hand finding his under the covers. “Mostly in the bedroom, if I’m being honest. But we’ve spent a long time mulling over your proposal.”

D’Andre’s dark eyes gleamed on the screen, that easy smile lingering as he leaned back against the pillows. “So… have you made your decision?”

Amy’s heart hammered against her ribs. She glanced quickly at Chris, drawing strength from the way he squeezed her hand, then looked back at the phone. “We have.”

D’Andre’s voice dropped a little lower, smooth and expectant. “And… what is it you two have decided?”

“I want it to happen,” Amy said, the words tumbling out before her nerves could pull them back.

D’Andre’s gaze sharpened on the screen, intense and steady. “Tell me what you want to happen. Enough holding back.”

Amy’s breath hitched. She could feel Chris beside her, his hand still gripping hers, the heat of his body a constant reminder of what this meant. Her cheeks burned, but a rush of something freer, hotter, pushed her forward. “I want you to fuck me,” she replied, the words coming quicker this time, almost breathless.

D’Andre let the silence stretch for a second, his expression darkening with approval. “What made you decide to do this now?”

Amy swallowed, glancing sideways at Chris again before meeting D’Andre’s eyes through the camera. “I realized that sex isn’t a bad thing…. In fact, it can’t be a bad thing when the person you love wants the same thing that you do.”

“Okay, I have next weekend off,” D’Andre said, his voice rich and decisive, like the matter was already settled. “I want to take you both out for dinner. How about Saturday night?”

Amy’s stomach did a slow, dizzying flip. “Uh, yeah,” she replied, the words catching slightly in her throat. She knew, in that moment, that her fate was sealed—there was no stepping back now, only forward into something exhilarating and terrifying and undeniably hers.

“Good,” D’Andre said, a satisfied smile curving his lips. “I’ll send you the restaurant’s address. Take an Uber, and I’m sure I don’t have to tell you to wear something nice.” His tone left little room for argument, warm but unmistakably commanding. “Have a good night, both of you.”


Build Up

In the days leading up to their date, Chris and Amy spent more and more evenings watching hotwife porn together, the laptop screen casting flickering light across their bed. In one video, the wife wore a delicate anklet on her right ankle, a small spade charm glinting as her leg draped over her lover. Amy had asked about it, curious. Chris looked it up, and when they both read what it meant—a quiet symbol of a white woman who craved Black men—the idea hit them hard. The thought of her wearing one, of her becoming a queen of spades, stirred something deep and electric in both of them.

The Uber pulled up to the curb outside the upscale restaurant D’Andre had chosen. Chris stepped out first, then walked around to open Amy’s door. She swung her legs out, her tall heels clicking against the pavement, and for a brief, heart-stopping second he caught a glimpse up the short black dress as the fabric rode high on her thighs. The thin gold chain on her right ankle caught the streetlight—Queen of Spades charm dangling there like a promise.

Heads turned as the sexy blonde stepped onto the sidewalk. Amy slipped her arm through Chris’s, holding on a little tighter than usual. Her form-fitting dress clung to every curve, hugging the round swell of her rear and lifting her ample breasts. The open back left a tempting expanse of smooth skin exposed, while the deep V in front plunged daringly, revealing the soft inner curves of her firm breasts. She looked stunning—classy, yet undeniably sexual.

D’Andre was waiting just inside the foyer, tall and commanding in a fitted gray suit that accentuated his broad shoulders and powerful build. Amy’s eyes met his across the room, and Chris felt her take a deep, steadying breath beside him, her body tensing with anticipation.

“Hello, Chris,” D’Andre said, extending a strong hand. His grip was firm, confident. “Thank you for making this decision. It takes a strong, brave man to do this. A lot of people don’t understand what it means to share the woman you love… but I do.”

Chris managed a smile, even as his stomach twisted with that familiar punch of nerves and adrenaline. “Thanks, D’Andre.”

“Hello, sweetie,” D’Andre said, his voice low and appreciative as his eyes swept over her. “I love your dress.” He stepped in without hesitation, one large hand gently cupping her waist, and pulled her to him. The kiss he pressed to her lips was soft but lingering, warm and confident, sending a visible shiver through her body.

Amy melted against him right there in the foyer, her hand instinctively resting on his broad chest. The scent of his cologne, the solid heat of him, the way he held her like she already belonged in his arms—it made her head spin in the best possible way.

D’Andre offered his arm, and she took it, feeling a quiet thrill as he led her through the restaurant. Chris followed just behind. They were seated in a private alcove with a sweeping view of the glittering city lights below. Amy slid onto the soft white fabric bench beside D’Andre, while Chris took the chair across from them. The waiter came and went with their drink orders as the three of them made light conversation, the air between them thick with unspoken anticipation.

“I’m glad you both made this decision,” D’Andre said, his deep voice sincere as he looked between them. His hand rested casually on the back of the bench, fingers lightly brushing Amy’s bare shoulder. “Amy, you’re a beautiful woman, and I feel truly blessed to have this opportunity. I promise you both—you won’t regret it.”

“Thank you for the compliment,” Amy replied, her cheeks still warm from the kiss. She glanced at Chris, then back to D’Andre, her voice softening with honesty. “I learned that I needed to be honest with my feelings. When I finally was… I realized I wanted this to happen.”

“I’m thankful you did,” D’Andre replied, his smile slow and genuine.

He turned his attention across the table. “And you, Chris… what made you come to this decision?”

“Look, I see Amy as a Formula One race car,” Chris explained, his voice steady but carrying a quiet vulnerability that made Amy’s chest tighten. “I can drive her, and I’m a safe, decent driver… but she needs a professional to really take her through the turns at full speed.” He glanced at her, eyes full of love and something rawer. “I know my own limitations. Someone as beautiful and alive as her shouldn’t be kept in a garage. I love her too much for that.”

D’Andre nodded slowly, a respectful smile touching his lips as he let the words hang in the air for a moment. “That’s a perfect analogy, Chris.” His fingers brushed lightly along Amy’s bare shoulder, sending a visible shiver through her. “And I will say this — I have the skills to take her through those turns.”

He paused, his dark eyes flicking between them, savoring the charged silence. “Have you ever heard of a bull?”

Chris shook his head, leaning forward slightly. “No… what’s that?”

D’Andre leaned back a little, completely at ease. “It’s a man that couples seek out for exactly this kind of relationship with their wives or girlfriends.” His voice stayed low, intimate, like he was sharing a secret across the table. “They come to someone like me to give the woman the kind of pleasure her husband maybe can’t provide on his own…” He glanced at Amy, his gaze lingering. “Or sometimes they’re just looking for something different. Something more intense.”

Amy’s breath caught. She could feel the heat rising in her face — and lower — as her thigh pressed more firmly against D’Andre’s under the table.

D’Andre continued smoothly, “I’ve been that man for a while now.”

Amy shifted, her voice softer, almost breathless. “How many couples have you done this with?”

D’Andre met her eyes directly. “I have five regulars right now,” he said, a hint of pride in his tone, “but I’ve been with a few dozen over the years.” He gave a small, reassuring nod. “We always practice safe sex and test often. I take that seriously.”

The waiter returned with their drinks, setting them down with a polite smile and interrupting the intimate flow of conversation. They waited in silence until he disappeared around the corner.

D’Andre lifted his glass, his expression warm yet commanding. “To great decisions… and open doors.”

“Cheers,” Chris replied, raising his own glass, his voice steady but his knuckles a little tight around the stem.

“Cheers,” Amy echoed softly. As the glasses clinked, she thought about the door she had just pushed wide open—nerves and a dark, thrilling excitement twisting together in her stomach.

Amy took a deep swig of her martini, hoping the cool burn would settle her racing pulse. It didn’t. Her mind kept drifting ahead to what the rest of the night held for her, heat blooming low in her belly.

D’Andre’s gaze settled on her, steady and expectant. “So, Amy… are you wearing panties?”

Her face flushed hot and immediate. “Yes,” she replied, barely above a whisper.

D’Andre’s voice dropped, calm but firm. “Take them off and hand them to me.”

Amy started to stand, intending to slip away to the restroom, but D’Andre’s hand gently caught her wrist, stopping her.

“Where are you going?” he asked, a hint of amusement in his tone.

“To… go to the bathroom to take them off,” she answered, her voice small.

D’Andre shook his head slowly, eyes locked on hers. “No. Take them off here.” His fingers gave her wrist a light, reassuring squeeze before releasing her. “And give them to me. You won’t need them for the rest of the night.”

Amy sat back down on the soft bench, her heart pounding so hard she was sure the people at the next table could hear it. She glanced around apprehensively, cheeks burning, then reached under the hem of her short dress with trembling hands. With a quick, careful motion she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her black thong, sliding it down her smooth legs and stepping out of it without flashing too much. She balled the damp fabric in her fist and handed it to D’Andre.

He took it with a satisfied smile, folding it once before slipping it into his jacket pocket.

“Did you shave today?” D’Andre asked, his voice low and intimate.

“Yes,” Amy whispered, a fresh wave of heat rushing through her as she wondered what he’d ask for next.

D’Andre’s eyes darkened with approval. “Show us.”

Amy hesitated for half a second, then slowly pulled the hem of her dress up her thighs, revealing her smooth, bald mound while keeping her legs pressed tightly together, shielding herself from full view.

D’Andre chuckled softly, the sound warm but teasing. “Girl, why you teasing?” He leaned in slightly, his hand resting possessively on her knee. “Show us properly. Open those legs wide.” His tone stayed calm and commanding, but there was a playful edge to it. “I want to make this a fun night for Chris too. Give us a show.”

Amy’s breath came shallow as she lifted her knees, placing her tall heels on the bench on either side of her. The cool restaurant air kissed her newly exposed flesh, making her shiver. Her labia parted naturally under their appreciative gazes—Chris’s wide-eyed and Chris’s intense—leaving her completely bare and open in the private alcove. A rush of vulnerability crashed over her, tangled with a deep, thrilling sense of freedom.

She could feel her body responding to D’Andre’s calm dominance, a fresh rush of wetness gathering between her spread thighs. Her heated sex throbbed visibly under their stares. She loved this—what he was doing to her, the way he pushed her so far past her old comfort zone. In that moment, Amy admitted something to herself: she had been wrong about Black men being too forward. They weren’t. They were simply confident… because they knew exactly what they were capable of.

“Where’d you get that charm?” D’Andre asked, his eyes dropping to the delicate Queen of Spades anklet on her right ankle, the small spade swaying gently as her leg trembled.

“Chris bought it online this week,” Amy admitted, her voice breathy, “just for tonight.”

D’Andre’s gaze lifted to hers, dark and hungry. “I’m going to fuck your white pussy harder than it’s ever been fucked tonight, Amy.” His words rolled over her like heat lightning. “Are you ready for that?”

“Yes,” she breathed, the promise igniting a deep, aching desire low in her belly. “I want that.”

D’Andre’s smile turned sharper. “You need to be more direct. Tell me exactly what you want… or I’ll make you stay like this when the waiter comes back.”

Amy’s pulse hammered. She swallowed hard, legs still spread wide and open on the bench, the cool air and their eyes keeping her on edge. Then, in a slow, sultry voice she barely recognized as her own, she said, “I want you to fuck me hard with your big black cock.”

She held his gaze, cheeks burning. “May I put my legs down now?”

D’Andre smiled, slow and satisfied. “Yes.”

Amy lowered her legs and quickly smoothed her skirt down just as the waiter rounded the corner with a tray of hors d’oeuvres. She let out a shaky sigh of relief that he hadn’t caught her exposed like that… but a secret, exhibitionist thrill pulsed through her at the thought that he almost had.

D’Andre pulled her closer on the bench, one strong arm wrapping around her waist, and kissed her gently at first. Amy turned her head and met his mouth, parting her lips as his tongue found hers. She kept her eyes open, locked on Chris across the table the whole time. The heat of D’Andre’s kiss, the confident way he claimed her mouth right there in the restaurant—it made her melt.

Chris’s cock hardened instantly in his slacks as he watched his fiancée make out with the much larger Black man, her cheeks flushed, her breathing ragged.

D’Andre took Amy’s left hand and guided it down to the thick, heavy bulge straining against his slacks. Without hesitation she began stroking him through the fabric, her fingers exploring the impressive length and girth as their kiss deepened. His hand, dark against her creamy skin, slid up her smooth thigh, pushing her skirt higher. She parted her legs just enough to let him in.

Amy opened them wider as his fingers reached her soaked folds. His touch was smooth, skilled, perfect—stroking her clit with his thumb while two thick fingers teased between her slick labia. She moaned softly into his mouth and squeezed his cock harder through his pants in response.

Chris watched, transfixed, as his girlfriend slowly lost herself to the big Black man. Her legs spread willingly for D’Andre’s hand, her body arching subtly into his touch while she stroked him with growing hunger. The wet sounds of their kissing and the quiet, slick movement of his fingers under her skirt filled the private alcove.

Just then the waiter returned. Amy yanked her skirt down and straightened up at the last second, heart racing, face flushed. She tried to steady her breathing as the waiter set her plate in front of her, completely unaware.

The three of them ate their meal, the conversation flowing easily. The two men’s shared sense of humor gradually put Amy more at ease, even as D’Andre kept one possessive hand on her thigh beneath the table the entire time—occasionally brushing higher, keeping her on edge.

By the time they finished, all three of them were eager to move on to the after-dinner “party.” D’Andre called for an Uber to take them all.

As they stood up from the table, Amy turned to Chris, searching his face. “Are you okay?” she asked softly.

“Absolutely, babe,” Chris replied, his voice warm and genuine despite the storm of emotions swirling inside him. “Thank you for checking on me, but I’m great. This night is for you, and I want you to enjoy it. The more you enjoy it… the more I will.”

Amy’s heart swelled. “I love you,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss him softly on the lips—tender, grounding, full of everything they shared.

“I love you too,” Chris murmured against her mouth.

“I need to use the ladies room,” Amy said after a moment, sliding out of the booth. She walked toward the bar area with a noticeable extra sway in her hips, her short black dress hugging her curves.

Both men watched her go, eyes fixed on the confident, sensual rhythm of her ass.

“Look at the confidence she has right now, Chris,” D’Andre said quietly, a note of pride in his deep voice. “Watch how the men respond to her.”

Chris couldn’t look away as Amy strutted past a group of well-dressed men chatting at the bar. One nudged his friend, and suddenly all of them turned to stare at the stunning blonde. Amy met their eyes and smiled—bold, knowing, radiant. It was completely out of character for the woman he’d known. In the past she would have kept her gaze straight ahead, shy and reserved. Now she was drinking in their attention, feeding off it. Her sexuality was awake and alive, blooming right in front of him.

“I see what you mean,” Chris said, his throat tight.

D’Andre nodded, smiling. “She knows who she is now. She’s a vixen.”

A couple of minutes later Amy returned, repeating the same slow, seductive walk past the group. One of the men said something that made her pause. She stopped right in front of them, engaging in a brief, flirtatious conversation before pointing back toward their table. The men turned and looked at Chris and D’Andre. One gave a clear thumbs-up and a grin. Amy laughed lightly and continued walking back to them, glowing.

“What was that all about?” Chris asked as she reached the table.

“They offered me a drink,” Amy replied, a mischievous spark in her eyes, “but I told them I had to get back to my fiancé… and my boyfriend.”

Chris blinked, a fresh rush of heat and disbelief hitting him. “You really told them that?”

“I sure did,” Amy replied, her voice low and sultry. She gave Chris a deep, smoldering kiss right there at the table, her tongue dancing with his in a slow, possessive swirl that left him breathless.

After a long, heated moment she pulled back, eyes sparkling with newfound confidence, then turned to D’Andre and gave him the same treatment—pressing her body against his, lips parting eagerly as their tongues met. Chris glanced over at the bar. The group of men was still staring, mouths openly slack with disbelief.

Chris watched as his fiancée slipped her arm through D’Andre’s again, the two of them walking out of the restaurant like they belonged together. To anyone who hadn’t witnessed the kisses, they looked like a stunning, confident interracial couple. No one would guess that the large diamond sparkling on her finger had come from the quieter white man walking a step behind them.

Their Uber was already waiting at the curb. Chris climbed into the front passenger seat while D’Andre held the back door open for Amy. She scooted across the sleek leather, and as soon as the Tesla pulled away from the curb, D’Andre was on her.

Chris could hear everything from the front seat—the wet sounds of their tongues dueling, the soft smack of lips, Amy’s breathy moans melting into the kiss. His imagination ran wild, vividly filling in exactly where their hands must be roaming in the darkened back seat.

The Uber driver—a white, middle-aged man with a paunchy belly and thinning hair—gripped the wheel tighter, doing his best to keep his eyes on the road. The heavy breathing and occasional soft gasp from behind him made that nearly impossible.

In the darkened back seat, D’Andre unzipped his slacks and freed his heavy cock. It sprang out, thick and dark, already hard. Amy looked down at it and grinned, a nervous, excited little smile playing on her lips. She wrapped her soft hand around the impressive girth, feeling its heat and weight, and leaned in to kiss D’Andre again as she began to stroke him slowly.

D’Andre groaned into her mouth, his large hands roaming over her body. He tugged the straps of her dress down her shoulders, freeing her full breasts to the cool air of the Tesla. His expert fingers kneaded and teased them, pinching her nipples just hard enough to send sparks of pleasure straight to her core. Amy whimpered, quickly losing herself in the frenzy of his touch.

The diamond on her engagement ring caught the passing streetlights, sparkling brightly and pulling her back to reality for a split second. The man who had given her that ring wanted this. He was sitting right there in the front seat. That thought sent a fresh wave of courage and heat through her. When D’Andre gently but firmly guided her head downward, she went willingly.

Amy parted her full lips and took the swollen head of his cock into her warm, watering mouth. She swirled her tongue around the thick mushroom tip, savoring the taste and texture as she continued stroking the shaft with her hand. God, she loved this—the feeling of power and submission all at once.

Chris turned in his seat, unable to resist. His breath caught as he watched his fiancée bob her head on D’Andre’s thick Black cock, her blonde hair spilling over his lap. D’Andre pulled her dress up over her round, naked ass, bunching the fabric around her waist and leaving her completely exposed in the back of the moving car. Her pale cheeks glowed in the intermittent streetlight.

D’Andre reached over her upturned ass and shoved two thick fingers deep into her sopping wet pussy. Amy moaned loudly around his cock as he began pistoning them in and out of her dripping folds, his thumb brushing her clit with every thrust.

“Uh God, I love this big cock,” Amy moaned loudly, her voice thick with lust. She no longer cared that the Uber driver could hear every filthy word. The old inhibitions had burned away somewhere between the restaurant and this back seat.

The driver couldn’t help himself—he tilted the rearview mirror, stealing glances at the heated scene unfolding behind him. The cab filled with the wet sounds of her eager mouth, her soft moans, and the unmistakable musky scent of her arousal. Chris and the driver both sat there, listening and watching as best they could.

“Are you like… a third wheel or something?” the driver asked, glancing sideways at Chris with a mix of confusion and disbelief.

“No,” Chris replied, his tone surprisingly calm and matter-of-fact, even as his heart hammered. “She’s my fiancée.”

A look of dawning realization crossed the driver’s face. He fell silent for a moment, clearly processing the situation playing out in his backseat. Finally he shook his head. “You’re a better man than me, I guess. I don’t think I would’ve let anyone near my wife when we were that age.”

A few minutes later the Tesla pulled up smoothly in front of their condo. Amy still had half of D’Andre’s thick cock down her throat, working him with focused hunger. Chris had to reach back and gently touch her shoulder. “We’re here, babe.”

She sat up slowly, dazed and flushed, pulling her dress back into place and tucking her breasts away. The driver turned fully now, openly drinking in the sight of her bare tits before they disappeared beneath the fabric. Chris stepped out and opened her door, offering his hand. Amy’s legs were shaky as she stood.

Before he could overthink it, their lips met in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss. He could taste the faint trace of D’Andre on her tongue and smell his cologne on her skin, but none of it felt wrong. If anything, it only made his own arousal spike higher.

Chris closed the car door and watched the Uber driver shake his head one last time as he pulled away from the curb. Amy reached for D’Andre’s arm, slipping hers through it with easy familiarity as the two men walked her into the brightly lit lobby.

An older couple passed them near the elevator. The wife gave the trio a long, appreciative once-over, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the scene—Amy flushed and glowing between the two men. She leaned in and whispered something to her husband, both of them grinning and giggling quietly as they headed out the door.

The elevator dinged open. As soon as the doors closed behind them, D’Andre grabbed the hem of Amy’s dress and pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her completely nude except for her black heels. He lifted her effortlessly, pinning her back against the cool mirrored wall. Their mouths crashed together in a wild, hungry kiss. Amy wrapped her legs around his waist, straddling his powerful frame, moaning into him as she kissed him back with equal heat.

Chris stood there holding her discarded dress, mesmerized by the stark, beautiful color contrast of Amy’s pale skin against D’Andre’s dark, muscular body. The way she clung to him, completely lost in the moment… it hit him hard. Right then, he realized he was a true voyeur at heart. The sight stirred something deep and undeniable inside him.

Amy felt her slick pussy sliding against the front of D’Andre’s slacks with every shift of her hips. Every nerve in her body was alive, buzzing with raw excitement. This man she had once written off and even despised knew exactly how she was wired. He was hitting every single button perfectly. She savored the feel of his thick, dark lips on hers, the confident hunger in his kiss that made her feel utterly desired.

“Your lips are so nice,” Amy moaned breathlessly as the elevator doors opened on their floor.

Chris walked ahead, leading the way down the hallway while D’Andre carried his nude fiancée. Thankfully the corridor was empty. He unlocked the door and held it open as they passed. Amy looked straight into his eyes, and Chris saw the fire burning there—a raw, passionate need he recognized instantly. She was more than ready to get fucked.

“Where’s your bedroom?” D’Andre asked, his voice low and rough with lust.

“Down the hallway, make a right,” Chris replied.

Chris turned on the camera, the small red light blinking to life, and followed as the towering Black man carried his fiancée into their bedroom. Amy slid down his body as soon as her feet touched the floor, dropping eagerly to her knees. Her fingers worked quickly at his belt and slacks while D’Andre loosened his tie and tossed his jacket over the nearby chair. Clothes fell away in a rush, and she was finally face to face with the thick, heavy Black cock she had been craving in the deepest, most secret part of her mind.

Chris set the phone on a tripod to capture every angle, then stepped out briefly to pour himself a generous glass of whiskey—neat. He needed the burn to steady his nerves as he listened to Amy’s soft, eager coos drifting from the bedroom. He returned quickly, settling into the chair beside the bed with a long, slow sip.

D’Andre smiled down at her, a powerful, knowing look in his eyes as Amy took his cock between her soft pink lips, gazing up at him the whole time.

“You a Black cock slut now, aren’t you?” D’Andre asked, his voice low and teasing.

“Mmmhmm,” Amy moaned around him, the vibration humming through his shaft as she refused to pull off even for a second.

D’Andre’s hand rested gently on the back of her head. “I’m gonna fuck you all night and get you hooked on this nigga dick,” he told her, his tone thick with promise. “You want that?”

Amy moaned even louder, taking him deeper into her throat, her eyes watering slightly but filled with pure, hungry need. “Mmmhmm.”

“That’s right, slut,” D’Andre’s deep baritone voice rumbled through the room. “Take my big Black cock. Tell your fiancé what I’m gonna do to you.”

Amy reluctantly pulled her lips off his thick shaft, a thin string of drool still connecting her mouth to the glistening head. She turned her head toward Chris, eyes heavy with lust and a flicker of something vulnerable beneath it.

“Please don’t hate me for this, baby,” she said, her voice pleading yet thick with need. Drool glistened on her chin. “You’re going to see a side of me you’ve never seen before… but I really want this. I need it.”

D’Andre didn’t give her long to linger. “Get on the bed then, slut!” he growled, lifting her effortlessly and pushing her back onto the mattress.

Amy cooed with delight as she landed, immediately spreading her legs wide for the towering Black man standing over her. His massive cock jutted out proudly, thick and veined like a menacing snake ready to strike. Her smooth, glistening labia parted invitingly in the soft bedroom light, her arousal obvious and undeniable.

D’Andre locked eyes with her, his powerful gaze sending a visible shiver racing down her spine. Amy bit her lip hard, trembling with anticipation for everything she had secretly craved. She knew she was about to get so much more than she’d even imagined—and she was ready.

D’Andre tore open a condom wrapper, rolling it down his impressive length with practiced ease. He stepped between her spread thighs and lined up the thick head against her soaked entrance. No more teasing, no more foreplay. He wanted her pussy, and he wanted it now.

“You sure you want this?” D’Andre asked, his voice low and serious as he held her gaze. The blunt head of his cock pressed firmly against her folds. “Once I push forward… your white pussy is mine.”

D’Andre’s words sliced straight through her, hitting every nerve ending at once. Her entire body tingled with raw, electric anticipation as she felt the thick head of his giant cock pressing firmly against her slick labia. Without hesitation, Amy grabbed the backs of her knees and pulled her legs wide open, presenting herself completely for her first Black cock.

“I’ve wanted this since the first day I met you,” she admitted, voice trembling with honesty and lust. “You were so cocky… so arrogant. But you knew exactly what you wanted. You wanted me.” Her breath hitched. “Now you have me. So go ahead—make my white pussy yours with your big Black cock.”

The words hit Chris like a punch to the gut, knocking the air out of him for a second. But the sharp sting quickly melted into something hotter, more intense. His future wife was spread open on their bed, offering herself to another man right in front of him. The stark interracial contrast—her pale thighs framing D’Andre’s dark, powerful body—only amplified the thrill. She was about to receive something he could never give her… and instead of jealousy, all Chris felt was a deep, surging excitement.

“You’re right,” D’Andre said, his voice thick with satisfaction as he looked down at her. “I saw you prancing around, showing off that ass and those tits, and I knew right then I was going to take this pussy—whether your man gave permission or not.” He glanced briefly at Chris with a smirk. “Glad he’s cool with it, though.”

D’Andre dragged the swollen head of his cock slowly up and down her glistening labia, coating himself in her wetness while she writhed and whimpered beneath him, desperate for more. Their eyes stayed locked, pupils blown wide with lust as they hovered on the edge of that most primal connection.

Then D’Andre rolled his hips forward with exquisite control, giving her just enough, playing her body like a master musician with a fine instrument. Amy’s toes curled tightly as the thick head of his cock slowly breached her entrance, stretching her open for the first time.

Amy broke eye contact with D’Andre to stare down between their bodies, transfixed. The sight of his thick Black cock slowly stretching her pink folds was almost too much—raw, obscene, and intensely beautiful. He reached down with one massive hand and caressed her full breast, his thumb brushing her nipple until her body softened and relaxed. Another thick inch slid into her.

“Oh God… you feel so big,” Amy moaned, her voice shaky as she looked back up into his eyes.

He pushed forward again, the fat head of his cock dragging across her G-spot while he pinched her nipple between strong fingers. Amy gasped. D’Andre leaned down, capturing her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss as he sank deeper. She mewed against his lips, and suddenly her first orgasm crashed over her without warning.

“Uh yes— I’m cumming, D’Andre!” she cried out, her arms pulling him down tighter against her. “Uuuuhhh… uuuuhhhh!”

Her creamy thighs quivered uncontrollably around his waist as the waves rolled through her. Chris sat frozen in the chair, mesmerized. The stark color contrast—his future wife’s pale, trembling body wrapped so completely around D’Andre’s powerful dark frame—was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Her arms and legs clung to him desperately, pale skin against deep ebony.

D’Andre held still for a moment, letting her ride it out, then slowly pushed even further inside once her spasms eased. He was about halfway in now. Amy had never felt so full in her life, stretched and claimed in a way that made her head spin. And still, she wanted more. So much more.

D’Andre drew back slightly, then rocked forward again, feeding her another inch with each deliberate stroke. Amy moaned, low and sexy, surrendering more of her tight pussy to him. They kissed messily, tongues exploring as he worked himself deeper, until finally his heavy balls pressed snugly against her and his groin met her pelvis.

“It’s… it’s all the way in,” Amy moaned in breathless surprise, eyes wide with disbelief and delight that she had taken every inch of him.

“I told you your white pussy was made for this,” D’Andre said with a satisfied smile, his voice rich and deep.

He pushed himself up on his arms, both of them looking down to where their bodies joined. Amy’s breath caught at the sight—his thick Black cock slowly withdrawing, glistening with a fresh, creamy coating of her arousal. The obscene contrast made her clit throb.

“Oh God yes!” Amy cried out suddenly as D’Andre drove forward hard and deep, then held still, buried inside her.


Time To Get Blacked

He pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, before slamming in again with the same powerful stroke. He repeated the motion again and again—teasingly slow withdrawals followed by sharp, forceful plunges—opening her up, preparing her for the hard fucking she knew was coming. Each thrust pulled a loud, helpless moan from her throat.

D’Andre’s large hand slid up and wrapped around her slender neck, squeezing just enough to make her feel owned, controlled. His other hand gripped her full breast firmly, pinching and rolling her puffy pink nipple. The mix of pleasure and light dominance sent sparks racing through her body.

“Amy,” he growled in that deep baritone, eyes locked on hers, “it’s time for you to get blacked.”

Her pussy clenched hard around his cock at the words, a fresh gush of wetness flooding around him. D’Andre pulled back until only the thick head remained inside her, then drove forward with one powerful thrust, burying himself completely. He quickly picked up speed, the bed beginning to creak as he started to truly pound her.

The room filled with the wet slap of skin on skin and Amy’s ecstatic cries. His heavy balls smacked rhythmically against her ass, coated in her dripping juices that ran down between their bodies. She had never felt so completely stuffed, so overwhelmed, and her body was loving every second of it—every nerve singing.

“You like that big Black cock?” D’Andre asked, his voice husky with lust as he kept driving into her.

“Mmmmhmmmm!” Amy moaned, the sound vibrating through her chest.

“Your pussy is so fucking tight,” D’Andre whispered hotly against her ear. “You like being stuffed full of my big Black cock?”

“Mmmmm, God yes!” she gasped, her voice breaking.

She loved the firm pressure of his hand around her neck — not choking, but claiming, reminding her exactly who was in control. She had never been dominated like this by a bull before, but now she understood the name. He was a true stud, powerful and relentless, breeding her in a way no one ever had.

“Oh fuuuuuck! I’m cuuuuummiiiiiiiiiing!” Amy screamed as her orgasm ripped through her. She squirted hard, soaking his cock and the sheets beneath them in a hot, messy rush.

D’Andre pulled out as she gushed, giving her no time to recover. He flipped her over roughly onto her stomach and yanked her hips back toward him. Amy looked over her shoulder, breathless and wide-eyed. Before she could say anything, his big hand gripped the back of her neck and pushed her face down into the mattress.

“Slut, I knew you were made for my big Black cock,” D’Andre grunted, squatting behind her and slamming back inside her sopping pussy in one smooth, powerful stroke.

He immediately started fucking her hard, deep and relentless. Chris watched from the chair, phone recording every explicit angle — the way D’Andre’s thick shaft stretched her, the heavy slap of his balls against her clit with every thrust.

Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack.

D’Andre’s large hands spanked her round ass cheeks hard, turning the pale skin pink and tender as they jiggled from the force of his pounding. He reached around and grabbed her swinging breasts, using them as leverage to jackhammer into her with raw abandon.

“Oh God, yes!” Amy cried out, voice muffled against the sheets. “Take my pussy, D’Andre! Make me your slut. I wanna be a slut for your big— Black— cock! Fuuuuck meeee!”

Chris was stunned. He couldn’t believe his sweet, once-reserved fiancée could take this kind of relentless pounding and still beg for more. This was the hidden side of her—the wild, uninhibited woman she had been afraid to show him. Instead of feeling hurt or jealous, he was more turned on than he had ever been in his life. Her walls had crumbled, and he loved every second of it.

He stood up and quietly circled the bed with the phone, wanting to capture her face as D’Andre drove into her from behind. As he moved into view, Amy’s eyes flicked up. For a brief moment, realization flashed across her flushed face—she remembered he was still right there, watching everything. Their eyes met. Then her gaze drifted downward and landed on the obvious, rock-hard bulge straining in his lap.

She looked back up at him, searching. Chris gave her a loving, hungry smile that said everything she needed to hear. That single look grounded her, filled her with warmth and permission all at once.

“Baby… uh… he’s fucking me so uh good!” Amy moaned, her voice breaking with every powerful thrust as D’Andre pulled back on her shoulder for leverage.

“I know, Amy,” Chris said softly, his voice thick with arousal. “You look so beautiful right now. Fuck him good, baby.”

Reassured, Amy began pushing back into D’Andre’s thrusts, actively fucking him as hard as he was fucking her. D’Andre groaned deeply—he had been with plenty of women, but Amy was something else entirely.

“You like this, baby?” Amy teased breathlessly, still looking at Chris even as her body jolted with each deep stroke. “Uh… uh… uh… seeing your future wife getting fucked by a big Black cock? Oh God… I love it!”

D’Andre grabbed a thick handful of her blonde hair and pulled her back against him. Amy arched deeply, her body bowing as he drew her into a fierce, open-mouthed kiss. They devoured each other while he kept thrusting up into her, his other hand mauling her breast right in front of Chris. It was raw, animalistic, and completely unfiltered.

Then D’Andre fell back onto the bed, pulling her with him so she stayed impaled on his thick cock. Amy didn’t miss a beat. She spun into reverse cowgirl and started riding him hard, staring straight back at Chris the whole time. He had never seen anything so intensely erotic—his fiancée lost in a sexual stupor, her pale body glistening with sweat as D’Andre’s dark hands roamed greedily over her bouncing breasts, hips, and ass.

“Baby,” Amy panted, slamming herself down onto his thick pole with a loud, wet slap, “there’s one thing that would make it feel so much better.”

Chris’s heart raced. “What’s that?”

“This,” she said, her voice husky with need.

She reached down, gripping the base of D’Andre’s cock and lifting herself off him. Her engagement ring caught the light as her fingers peeled the condom off his glistening dark shaft. She tossed it aside without a second thought, then dove down, taking him into her mouth for a few hungry sucks before straightening up again.

“I do want to feel anything between my pussy and his big Black cock,” Amy moaned, locking eyes with Chris as she squatted over D’Andre and slowly impaled herself bare on his thick, unprotected length.

Her juices glistened and coated his thick onyx shaft as Amy rode him with abandon, never breaking eye contact with Chris. Her body moved like pure sex—back arched, breasts bouncing, hips rolling in a rhythm that looked better than anything he’d ever seen in porn. Watching her take D’Andre bareback, completely unprotected, pushed Chris right to the edge. He knew he’d explode with even the slightest touch.

Amy could feel every ridge, every pulsing vein of D’Andre’s cock as it stretched and filled her completely. The absence of that thin latex barrier made everything so much more intense, so much more real. Skin on skin. Raw. Intimate.

“Does this feel better, D’Andre?” she asked breathlessly, a wicked little smile tugging at her lips.

“You’ve got the best pussy this dick has ever felt,” D’Andre groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard. He drove her down onto him with powerful strokes, forcing her to take every inch.

Amy worked herself into a wild frenzy, slamming down onto his bare cock again and again, the wet sounds of their bodies filling the room. D’Andre licked his thumb slowly, then brought it to her tight pink asshole. She glanced back over her shoulder in surprise, eyes widening for a moment—but the new sensation quickly melted into unexpected pleasure. He circled her sensitive opening teasingly as she ground down hard on his shaft.

Then he pressed his thumb forward, just the tip slipping inside her. Amy’s pussy clenched tightly around his thick cock in response, a fresh wave of wetness flooding over him.

“Uh, uh, uh—I love your big cock!” Amy cried out as another powerful orgasm ripped through her.

She had never felt more alive. Staring into Chris’s eyes, she saw nothing but pure love and raw lust for her, even as waves of pleasure she had never known before consumed her body. She never imagined love could be this selfless, this freeing. The realization made her tremble even harder, the orgasm blooming through every part of her being.

Her clenching, spasming pussy pushed D’Andre dangerously close to the edge. He could feel his own climax building as she rode him with desperate hunger.

D’Andre suddenly sat up, turning her around to face him. He pulled her down into a deep, soul-searing kiss. Chris’s heart fluttered wildly at the sight—their mouths locked, tongues dancing hungrily while their bodies continued mating in perfect rhythm. It felt surreal, like an out-of-body experience.

D’Andre’s dark hands gripped and kneaded the soft, round flesh of her ass as his thick cock continued sawing in and out of her. He leaned in, capturing one of her bouncing breasts in his mouth, sucking hard on her sensitive nipple while she kept riding him with abandon.

“Your cock is so good,” Amy moaned, her hips grinding and gyrating in a steady, needy rhythm. “You were right… my pussy was made for your big Black cock. Don’t stop fucking me!”

D’Andre’s grip tightened on her hips. “Whose pussy is this?” he grunted, voice rough with impending release.

“It’s yours!” Amy cried out, completely lost in the moment. “This pussy is yours!”

Wet, rhythmic slapping sounds filled the bedroom as Amy rode him with everything she had, her hips slamming down greedily. D’Andre smacked her ass hard, the sharp cracks only making her cry out louder in pleasure.

Her juices dripped messily down D’Andre’s thick shaft and over his groin with every energetic bounce. Her full breasts swayed and bounced hypnotically in time with her movements. D’Andre was in awe—this petite, curvy blonde was matching his intensity like no one else ever had.

Amy raked her manicured nails across his sweaty, muscular chest, digging in as she lost herself in the moment. He felt his balls tightening as she stared deep into his eyes. She was the most electrifying woman he had ever been with.

“Your dick feels perfect inside me,” Amy breathed, voice husky and desperate. “Uh God… don’t stop fucking me!”

She ground her hips in tight, frantic circles, chasing another orgasm as she watched the burning pleasure build in D’Andre’s eyes. Glancing over at Chris, she saw him slowly stroking his own hard cock, completely mesmerized by the sight of her.

“Your girl’s got the best pink pussy I’ve ever felt,” D’Andre panted, looking over at Chris with a strained grin. “Look at how she’s gripping me.”

D’Andre picked up the pace, thrusting up harder to meet her. Amy’s slick labia clung tightly to his thick shaft with every stroke, her warm, velvety embrace pushing him dangerously close to the edge.

Chris sat frozen in the chair, heart pounding. He wondered if she was really going to let D’Andre cum inside her unprotected. The deep, guttural noises D’Andre was making made it clear he was getting close. The thought of another man filling his future wife’s pussy paralyzed him with a strange mix of shock and overwhelming taboo excitement.

Amy’s tight, rhythmic squeezing finally became too much. D’Andre’s eyes rolled back and he let out a powerful roar. “Fuck yes, I’m cumming!”

Amy quickly lifted herself off him and spun around, taking his still-pulsating cock straight into her warm, wet mouth. She looked directly into Chris’s eyes as she began to swallow, gulp after heavy gulp, while thick spurts of D’Andre’s cum erupted against the back of her throat. Her hand stroked his massive shaft firmly, her engagement ring catching the light with every movement — a sparkling reminder of the promise she’d made to the man watching her.

She could feel the burning desire in Chris’s gaze with every swallow. In that moment, it hit her fully: he was getting just as much pleasure from watching her as she was from doing it. Knowing he felt real genuine joy in her pleasure — made something warm and wicked bloom in her chest. Amy smiled at him with her eyes even as she loudly slurped and sucked, some of the thick cum dribbling down her chin and onto D’Andre’s groin.

She couldn’t believe how much he was producing. It felt like an endless geyser, and she struggled to keep up, swallowing frantically.

Finally, D’Andre let out a long, satisfied sigh as the last weak spurts faded. Amy pulled back slightly, her eyes leaving Chris for a moment to look down at D’Andre’s still-hard cock. A creamy pool of cum had gathered at the base.

She smiled up at Chris again, then lowered her mouth to the puddle. Making a deliberate show of it, she licked every drop while keeping her gaze locked on her fiancé’s face.

D’Andre watched the filthy, loving performance with a lazy smile. He’d seen that exact hungry look in other men right before they reclaimed their women.

Amy gathered the final thick strand of cum onto her tongue, then opened her mouth wide so Chris could see it clearly — white and glistening — before she closed her lips and swallowed it down with an audible gulp.

Chris was on her in a flash. He scooped her up and laid her on the edge of the bed as she eagerly spread her legs for him, pulling him close.

“Yes, reclaim your slutty girlfriend, Chris,” Amy cried, her voice raw and needy. “Fuck me!”

Her words ignited something primal in him. He needed no more encouragement. With a deep groan he drove forward, burying himself inside her in one smooth, desperate stroke. The urge to reclaim her, to reconnect with his woman after watching her get thoroughly used, overpowered everything else.

“Oh… you feel so good inside me,” Amy moaned, wrapping her legs around him. “Thank you for making me feel safe enough to do this. You’ve always made me feel safe. I love you so much.”

“I love you too,” Chris breathed, his voice thick with emotion. “I love you too.”

After D’Andre’s thick, stretching cock, Chris felt like a perfect internal massage—familiar, intimate, and exactly what she needed right now. She was grateful that her future husband still felt so incredibly good inside her, even after being opened so wide. It made the moment feel even more special.

Chris was surprised by how tight she still was—maybe even tighter than usual. He wondered if her pussy was swollen from the intense pounding she had just taken. Whatever the reason, the velvety grip was heavenly, and he knew he wasn’t going to last long.

They reconnected on the deepest level, kissing slowly and passionately as their bodies moved together. Chris felt his orgasm rising fast. At the last second he pulled out, stroking himself furiously as he exploded across her writhing body.

Jet after jet of his hot cum painted her tits and belly. Amy moaned softly, rubbing his seed into her skin with both hands while he kept pulsing. When the last shudder finally left him, Chris collapsed onto the bed beside her, breathing hard, heart full.

Amy took a few moments to catch her breath, her body still humming. She glanced over at D’Andre, who was still watching them from the side of the bed with a satisfied, predatory smile. Then she turned to Chris. He lay on his back with a deeply content, almost dreamy expression on his face. She leaned down and kissed him gently, tenderly, before looking back toward D’Andre.

She reached for him, pulling his mouth to hers in a slow, grateful kiss. It surprised her how natural it felt — lying there naked, skin still streaked with Chris’s cum, yet kissing the man who had just fucked her senseless felt completely right. A quiet thank you for the pleasure he had unlocked in her.

“Thank you, D’Andre,” she murmured against his lips. “That was… amazing.”

“You’re welcome, sweetie,” he replied, his deep voice warm.

Amy laughed softly as she sat up. “I think you’ve earned the right to call me that now.” She stretched, feeling deliciously used and alive. “I need to take a shower.”

She stood and walked toward the bathroom with a slow, sexy sway in her hips, fully aware of both men watching her. She turned on the shower and stepped under the warm spray, letting the water cascade over her flushed skin.

“Thanks for allowing this to happen, Chris,” D’Andre said as he got up and started gathering his clothes. “I know I don’t have to tell you she’s a special woman.”

Chris looked over and noticed D’Andre was still fully hard, his thick cock showing no signs of softening. The night was still young, and that familiar rush of adrenaline surged through him again at the thought of more to come.

“Wait,” Chris said suddenly. “Why don’t you go join her? It’s still early.”

“You sure?” D’Andre asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Of course I’m sure.”

D’Andre stepped into the bathroom. Amy had her face tilted up under the showerhead, eyes closed, letting the hot water soothe her. She smiled when she felt strong arms wrap around her from behind, assuming it was Chris.

Then she felt the unmistakable press of a large, hard bulge against her lower back. Her eyes flew open as she turned.

“Oh… I thought you were Chris,” she said, surprised but not displeased.

“Nope, definitely not Chris,” D’Andre replied with a wicked grin.

Amy’s hand moved almost instinctively, wrapping her fingers around his thick, still-hard shaft. “Nope, definitely not,” she echoed, a playful, aroused smile spreading across her face. “You’re still hard. Did I do this to you?”

He answered with a hungry kiss, their arms wrapping tightly around each other under the spray. Steam filled the bathroom, rising as much from the heat between their bodies as from the hot water. They playfully soaped each other up—his big hands gliding over her soapy curves, her fingers tracing the hard lines of his chest and abs. Chris waited patiently in the bedroom for his turn, the sounds of their laughter and soft moans drifting out to him.

They finally stepped out, dried off quickly, and continued making out passionately right there in front of Chris as they moved back toward the bed. He took the opportunity to slip into the shower for a fast rinse, not wanting to miss anything.

As he stood under the water, Amy’s loud cries suddenly cut through the sound of the shower. Chris quickly shut it off, barely drying himself before stepping back into the bedroom, towel in hand.

Amy was on all fours facing him, her body rocking forward with every powerful thrust as D’Andre pounded into her from behind. Her heavy breasts swayed hypnotically beneath her, nipples hard and brushing the sheets with each violent stroke of his huge cock.

Chris quickly propped his phone up on the nightstand to keep recording every explicit second. He wanted to remember all of this—the raw intensity, the way she looked, the sounds she made.

“Damn, your girl’s pussy is still so tight,” D’Andre groaned, gripping her hips as he drove into her.

“Mmmmmm, so big!” Amy moaned, eyes closed in pure bliss, completely lost in the feeling.

Chris dropped his towel and stepped closer, bringing his hard cock to her open, waiting mouth. Amy’s eyes fluttered open when she felt the smooth head brush her lips. She looked up at him with a dazed, happy smile and took him in eagerly.

D’Andre’s powerful thrusts from behind pushed her lips further down Chris’s shaft with every stroke, creating a perfect, rhythmic motion. She was deepthroating him with surprising ease now, her throat relaxed and greedy.

Amy felt like she was on fire. Being the absolute center of attention between her loving fiancé and this dominant Black bull was intoxicating. She could feel Chris’s excitement throbbing against her tongue while D’Andre filled and stretched her from behind. The raw lust on Chris’s face only spurred her on, making her buck and push back between them with increasing hunger.

D’Andre suddenly picked up speed, pile-driving into her with deep, forceful strokes. The loud, wet slapping of their bodies filled the room.

Amy couldn’t keep sucking through the rising pleasure. She pulled off Chris’s cock with a gasp as another powerful orgasm crashed over her.

“Oh fuck—he’s making me cum again!” she cried, her cheek pressed against Chris’s thigh as her body shook uncontrollably.

D’Andre kept thrusting through her climax, his powerful movements making her tremble against Chris’s legs. The sounds coming from her—raw, desperate, almost animalistic—were nothing like anything Chris had ever heard from her before. She hugged his thighs tightly, riding out the intense waves.

“Is he making you feel good, baby?” Chris asked, his voice rough with arousal as he stroked her hair.

“Uh… so good,” Amy purred breathlessly, still trembling.

As soon as the worst of the orgasm passed, she took his wet cock back into her mouth, sucking with renewed hunger. She still couldn’t believe how incredible D’Andre’s thick cock felt inside her, hitting places she never even knew existed.

It felt surreal. The man she had barely known and once couldn’t stand was now bringing her more pleasure than she had ever imagined. He knew exactly how to use that big Black cock to push her body to heights she didn’t know existed. She had never thought of herself as a size queen before tonight… but she was quickly becoming one.

The fact that he was Black only made it hotter — forbidden icing on top of everything else. Her upper-middle-class parents would never believe their youngest daughter was here like this: on her hands and knees in her own bedroom, spit-roasted between a powerful Black football player and her fiancé.

The sheer wrongness of it sent a fresh erotic thrill racing through her veins. She sucked Chris harder while pushing back onto D’Andre, lost in the overwhelming sensation of being completely filled and used. She had never felt so sexually empowered, so worshipped, so alive.

Chris watched in awe as his blonde fiancée matched D’Andre’s hard thrusts with her own, her body moving with a natural, hungry rhythm. She was built for this, and she was finally letting herself enjoy every second of it. In the entire year they’d been together, he had never seen her cum this much, this intensely.

He grabbed his phone again, zooming in for a close-up of her pretty lips stretched around his cock, then pulling back to capture the thick Black shaft sliding in and out of her glistening pussy. They would watch this video many times in the future, right here in this same bedroom — the one where she was letting another man claim her so completely.

“Damn, you’re one sexy bitch,” D’Andre grunted, slapping her ass hard.

The word would have stung her before, but now it landed differently. She remembered how bitchy she had been the first time they met. He had been right about her. And right now, with him fucking her so perfectly, she felt exactly like what he called her.

“Yes, yes, yes — I’m your bitch,” Amy cried out, voice breaking with pleasure. “Don’t stop fucking me!”

D’Andre grabbed a fistful of her wet blonde hair and pulled her back against his chest, claiming her mouth in a deep, open-mouthed kiss. Chris’s pupils dilated as he watched her body grind and roll on the thick Black cock buried inside her, D’Andre’s large hands roaming possessively over her breasts and stomach. The fire in Amy’s eyes when she looked at him was unmistakable now—she was no longer afraid to let it burn.

“Look at your man while I fuck you,” D’Andre commanded, his voice low and rough.

Amy obeyed, locking eyes with Chris as he stroked his cock. Seeing her fiancé jerking off while she was being so thoroughly used sent a fresh jolt of arousal through her. She loved that he was watching, loved how turned on he was by it.

“He fucks me so good, baby,” she moaned, grinding her hips in slow, filthy circles. “Watch how good he fucks me.”

D’Andre gripped her shoulder with one hand and wrapped his other arm under her torso, holding her upright so Chris had a perfect view. His heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her clit with every deep thrust.

“You love nigga dick now, don’t you?” D’Andre grunted, pounding into her harder.

“Mmmmhmmmm!” Amy moaned loudly, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Don’t stop fucking me. I love your Black dick!”

D’Andre pushed her back down in front of Chris and kept driving into her, pulling loud, shameless moans from her throat. He gathered some of her dripping juices with his thumb, then pressed it firmly against her tight pink asshole. He wiggled it teasingly before applying steady pressure. It popped inside her, thick and invasive—about the size of some men’s entire cocks.

“Oh God… what are you doing?” Amy groaned, her voice a mix of shock and overwhelmed pleasure.

“How’s that feel?” D’Andre asked, his voice rough as he kept thrusting steadily into her pussy while his thick thumb worked gently inside her ass.

“Mmmm… it feels… uh, good,” Amy moaned, the initial shock melting into something deeper and more intense. She relaxed into it and began pushing her hips back again, meeting his rhythm.

She looked up and saw a bead of precum glistening at the tip of Chris’s cock as it bobbed in front of her face. Licking her lips, she reached for him, pulling his length into her eager mouth. In that moment she was completely filled—D’Andre’s cock and thumb stretching her from behind while she sucked greedily on her fiancé. Penetrated in every hole at once.

“Damn, you got a tight ass,” D’Andre growled, clearly pleased. “I’d love to tap this booty properly sometime. Hit me up when you’re ready for it.”

“Mmmmmmmmm!” Amy moaned loudly around Chris’s shaft, the vibrations traveling through him as D’Andre pounded her harder.

The added stimulation—his thick thumb in her virgin ass while his cock filled her pussy—was pushing her rapidly toward another peak. D’Andre pulled her back against his chest, speeding up his relentless pace. Every part of her felt stimulated at once: his heavy balls slapping her clit, his thick cock massaging every sensitive inch inside her stretched pussy. The overwhelming fullness made her head spin.

Suddenly D’Andre pulled both his thumb and cock out of her, leaving her achingly empty. Before she could protest, he flipped her onto her back and pushed back inside in one smooth motion. He hooked her legs over his broad shoulders, folding her almost in half.

D’Andre watched her full tits bounce and sway with every thrust as she fucked herself back onto him. His hands followed, squeezing and caressing them before one slid up to wrap firmly around her slender neck. Amy spread her legs wider, undulating her hips to meet him, completely open and lost in the pleasure.

She looked so vulnerable beneath him, yet so powerfully alive—her eyes burning as they locked with his.

“This bitch knows how to fuck,” D’Andre grunted, voice strained with effort and appreciation as she eagerly matched his every thrust.

D’Andre leaned down and kissed her deeply, his big hand still wrapped possessively around her neck. Amy could feel every powerful thrust stretching her, the slight roughness in his grip and rhythm sending delicious sparks of danger and excitement through her. He was firmer than Chris, more commanding, and she loved the way it made her feel—taken, desired, a little out of control in the best possible way.

Kissing him while he fucked her felt surreal and thrilling. She was making out passionately with a man who wasn’t her fiancé, giving herself to him completely. She glanced down between their bodies, mesmerized by the striking contrast of his thick Black cock sliding in and out of her pink, stretched pussy.

D’Andre’s moans grew deeper and more urgent with every thrust as their eyes stayed locked. Amy loved the raw pleasure written across his face. In that moment, nothing mattered more than pleasing him, than being the one who made him lose control.

“Fuck me, D’Andre,” she breathed in a sultry voice. “Your cock feels so good inside me.”

“Your body was made for this,” he growled, slamming in with one full, deep thrust. “I’m gonna cum soon.”

“Mmmmmm, yes… me too,” Amy moaned, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop fucking me.”

D’Andre started pulling almost all the way out before driving back in, the fat head of his cock dragging perfectly across her G-spot with every stroke. Amy ran her hands greedily over his muscular torso, feeling the tension in his body as he brought her higher and higher.

Their pace turned feverish, bodies slapping together loudly. The room filled with their mingled moans and the wet sounds of sex as they raced toward release together.

“Cum in me,” Amy suddenly moaned, the words spilling out before she could overthink them.

“Are you sure?” D’Andre asked, his rhythm faltering for a split second.

“Mmmmhmmmm, just don’t stop!” Amy moaned desperately.

D’Andre locked his lips on hers in a fierce kiss as his cock swelled even thicker inside her. Amy could feel it pulsing, expanding, and her own climax rushed toward her like a wave about to break. Their tongues tangled hungrily, desperate and messy, both of them chasing release.

Then it hit — like a dam bursting. D’Andre’s cock throbbed powerfully as he flooded her with hot, thick spurts of cum, painting her inner walls. The feeling of him unloading deep inside her pushed Amy straight over the edge.

“Yes… yes… yeeeees!” she cried out, her voice breaking as her orgasm crashed through her, every muscle clenching and fluttering around him.

Chris had to stop stroking himself completely, gripping the base of his cock hard to keep from exploding. Watching D’Andre cum inside his fiancée, and seeing the pure ecstasy written across her face, felt like the ultimate peak of every fantasy he’d ever had.

D’Andre’s massive muscles flexed and tensed as he emptied himself into the beautiful, writhing blonde beneath him. Amy’s own powerful contractions milked every last drop from him, her pussy greedily drawing him deeper.

Finally, his thrusts slowed and stopped. D’Andre collapsed on top of her, both of them breathing hard. They shared soft, lingering kisses while he stayed buried inside her, connected and intimate for several long moments.

When he eventually pulled out slowly, his thick cock was coated in their combined creamy mess. Amy watched, mesmerized, as he fell back onto the bed beside her. His massive tool glistened obscenely in the low light.

“I want to taste you,” Amy told him, her voice husky and eager as she stared at his slime-covered dick.

She leaned over him and ran her tongue slowly around the base of his cock, savoring the messy blend of their combined juices. The salty-sweet taste flooded her senses as she licked and cleaned every thick inch of his massive shaft, working her way upward with hungry devotion. D’Andre looked down at the gorgeous blonde worshipping his cock, a satisfied smile on his face.

The sight of Amy’s upturned ass, her inflamed pussy leaking D’Andre’s creamy cum, was more than Chris could handle. He moved in behind her and buried his engorged cock inside her with one smooth, eager stroke.

Amy moaned deeply around D’Andre’s shaft at the sudden, familiar fullness of her fiancé. His dick felt perfect — warm, loving, and exactly what she craved right now as she continued licking and slurping her new lover clean.

“Oh yes, baby,” she cried, pulling off D’Andre’s cock just long enough to look back at Chris, her cheek resting against D’Andre’s muscular belly. “Take me back. Take your slutty girlfriend back!”

Her words ignited something feral in Chris. He gripped her hips and started thrusting hard, their bodies making wet, sloppy, sloshing sounds. The mix of her juices and D’Andre’s cum acted as a thick lubricant, letting him last longer than usual as he pounded into her.

D’Andre eventually slid out from under her, watching the engaged couple reconnect with raw passion for a moment before quietly gathering his clothes. They barely noticed him slip out of the room, lost in their own intense world.

“Wait… wait,” Amy gasped suddenly, pulling forward and away from Chris. “I want to look at you right now.”

She rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide. Chris stared down at the messy, glistening creampie leaking from her swollen pussy. The sight — another man’s cum dripping out of his fiancée — sent a powerful surge of taboo arousal through him as he pushed back inside her.

He couldn’t believe how turned on he was by the sheer naughtiness of fucking her right after she’d been taken by a much bigger Black man. He kissed her wildly, his need turning almost animalistic. He could taste the saltiness on her lips and tongue, knowing exactly where her mouth had just been. In that moment, none of it mattered. All he felt was overwhelming love and admiration for the woman in his arms.

It only took a few more deep strokes before his orgasm hit like a freight train. He buried himself as deep as he could and unloaded, adding his own seed to the mess already inside her. He collapsed on top of her, breathing hard as the most powerful climax of his life slowly faded.

“I love you, Chris,” Amy whispered tenderly in his ear, her fingers stroking his back.

“I love you too,” he replied, voice thick with emotion as the last pulses left him.

They held each other tightly in the warm afterglow, like a comforting blanket against the world. Amy felt a profound wave of admiration for Chris — for his courage, his love, and his willingness to let her explore this side of herself. She respected and adored him more in this moment than ever before. Deep down, she knew without a doubt that he was the man she would love forever.
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A Wife Shared: A husband watches his wife's dark side emerge

If you had ever met my wife, Chloe, you would find this story hard to believe. In fact, you'd find it impossible to believe. Sweet, innocent Chloe Taylor. The pretty blonde wife, in her early 40s, with two kids, who didn't even swear! Chloe who, despite having a great little body, never even wore a bikini because it was too revealing.

You could never imagine that Chloe Taylor was the same Chloe Taylor who was on her knees on our hotel room balcony with her lips wrapped around Jayden's big black cock. Even as I watched from a few feet away, I had trouble believing it, and I'm her husband!

I still can't believe it's happened. I can't believe my innocent wife is now a black cock slut.

This is our journey from a life shared to a Wife Shared.

Ruined: The Impact of BBC on a White Wife

It was at that moment I knew the damage had been done. As my husband Steve climbed on top of me I had to actually think about it. For the first time in my life, I had to ask myself the question.

Was it in yet?

I hated myself for even thinking it. I know how rude it is. I know how disrespectful it is. Although I can't really make any excuses. There was only one person to blame for this, and it was Caleb and his big black cock that had stretched me out only an hour before.

No, the only person to blame for this was me. I chose to suck black cock, I chose to cheat on my husband. Although my friend Lauren can probably take a tiny bit of the blame, but that's another story entirely.

But however I try to explain it, one thing is for sure. After what Caleb did to me, now my pussy is ruined.

Taken: In Front Of Her Husband

I thought I was just a normal guy. My wife Jenny and I had a great marriage, great sex, and no secrets—until the night everything changed.

It started as a night out with friends. Drinks, dancing, harmless flirting. But when a tall, tattooed Black stranger pulled her onto the dance floor, I didn’t stop him. I watched. And when his hands wandered, when his mouth found her neck, when she let him… I still didn’t stop it.

That night, I watched my wife get taken by another man. A man with a thick, powerful cock that stretched her in ways I never had. I watched her moan for him. Ride him. Beg for more. And somehow, I couldn’t look away.

I thought I’d feel jealous. Angry. Broken.

Instead, I got hard.

Jenny changed that night—and so did I. She loved being used. Loved being a slut for him. And when she turned her wicked smile on me, I realized something else: this wasn’t just about her being taken.

It was about me being made to watch.

What started as a fantasy became something raw, filthy, and brutally real. I’d never seen my wife like this before. I’d never fucked her like this before. And by the time it was over, I didn’t even recognize the man I’d become.

All I knew was, I didn’t want it to stop.
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