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Chapter 1

“How do I look, honey?”

Jason Redding turned to look at his wife, Jill, as they stood in their master bedroom. It was Friday, and Jill had insisted that they go out tonight and blow off some steam. Both of them were workaholics and she was insistent that they needed a break to relieve some of the ample stress in their lives.

Jason took in the image of his wife and the new dress she had purchased just for the night. Jill was slim, but curvy, and the tight-fitting black dress she wore highlighted every one of those delicious curves. Jason was particularly enamored by her ass, thick and juicy, sticking out in sharp contrast to her narrow waist.

“Honey …” Jason said slowly. Jill looked up at him, and Jason took in the sight of her beautiful face — her shoulder-length, straight brown hair framing her big, doe-like brown eyes as she awaited his response. “You look fucking hot.”

She smiled at that, and stuck a model-like pose. “Oh yeah? You like?” she asked with a giggle.

“I love,” Jason said. He stepped forward, took his wife in his arms and kissed her. Halfway through, however, Jill broke the kiss and pushed him away playfully.

“Save it for the dancefloor,” she said with a grin.

They finished getting ready and headed out the door. On the way downtown, Jill suddenly cried out.

“Oh no, I forgot that I need to swing by Diana’s place!” she said.

Jason frowned. “You do?” he asked. “Can’t it wait until tomorrow?”

Jill shook her head. “I don’t think so,” she said. “I owe her some money and she’s been bugging me about getting it back. I think it’s a bigger deal for her…”

What Jill was implying was that Diana was a bit poor. She did okay for herself, but in such an expensive city, she was finding it a bit tough to get by. That’s why she lived in a pretty rough part of town … a part of town Jason wasn’t looking forward to visiting this late at night. But it looked like he didn’t really have a choice. Jill was insistent.

“Oh, alright,” he said, and he changed course for Diana’s apartment complex.

It was close to fifteen minutes out of the way, but finally they arrived. The apartment complex was pretty run down, but that was no surprise — everything in this part of town was.

“Come in with me and say hi,” Jill said.

Jason groaned. “Do I have to?”

“Come on; be polite!” she insisted.

“Oh, alright.” Together, they exited the car and walked up to Diana’s apartment. Jill knocked on the door. A moment later, the door swung open to reveal Diana.

Jason had never particularly liked Diana. He thought she was kind of trashy, and he thought of her as something of a whore. She had a reputation of sleeping around with black men. Jason hadn’t known her to have a single steady boyfriend in the several years that he and Jill had known her. But he knew, from stories he’d heard secondhand from Jill, that she had a lot of sex. She could live her life how she wanted, but she wasn’t what Jason considered a high-quality friend, and he found his wife’s affinity for her vexing.

He thought of all this as his wife hugged her friend. Diana was short, but skinny, with shoulder-length black hair. Her face was gaunt, and pretty enough, although she reminded Jason of a crack whore.

“Hey guys!” Diana said cheerfully. “Come on in!”

The couple stepped into the apartment.

“What’s up?” Diana asked.

“We’re not staying long,” Jill said. “We’re actually headed downtown. I just wanted to drop off your money.” As she spoke, she reached into her purse to retrieve the money and handed it to Diana.

“Headed downtown, huh?” Diana asked after sticking the wad of cash in her pocket. She took the couple in, taking note of the fact that they were both dressed to the nines. “Drinking and dancing tonight, eh?”

Jill smiled. “Something like that. Well, anyway, we’d better get going.”

“Alright. Well thanks for making us square, Jill,” Diana said, giving her friend a kiss on the cheek. With that, the couple waved and headed back to the car. Jason was grateful that the encounter had been as brief as Jill had promised.

They entered the car and Jason stuck in the key, then turned it.

Nothing. The car was dead.

Almost not believing it was possible that the car would not start, Jason tried turning the key again, and again. But nothing happened.

“I don’t believe it,” he said. “The car won’t start.”

“What’s wrong with it?” Jill wondered.

“I don’t know!” He popped the hood and fiddled with this and that, but honestly, he had no idea what he was doing. He slammed the hood down and then slunk back into the car to give Jill the bad news.

“I don’t know what’s wrong,” he said. “It looks like we’re stuck here.”

Jill let out a disappointed sigh. “Well,” she said, “at least it died at Diana’s house and not out in the middle of nowhere.”

Jason nodded in agreement, but the truth was that, in his head, he was cursing his luck. The last thing he wanted was for them to be stuck at Diana’s apartment. But they had no choice.

They marched back up the steps and knocked on the door. Diana seemed surprised to see them.

“Back so soon?”

“Our car died,” Jill said.

Diana raised an eyebrow and turned to Jason. “What’s wrong with it?” she asked.

The implication was clear: you’re the big, strong man. You should know what’s wrong with the car … and if you don’t, maybe you’re not such a big, strong man after all.

It was things like that that made Jason not much care for Diana.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with it,” he said through gritted teeth. “I’ll have to call a tow truck. There goes our night.” He sighed.

“Oh no, don’t let this ruin your night,” Diana said. “You know there’s a club within walking distance of here, right?”

A pit formed in Jason stomach. “Diana, we don’t want to be walking late at night in this neighborhood—”

She waved a hand dismissively. “I do it all the time,” she said. “Look at you two; you’re all dressed up. Don’t let the night go to waste. You can leave the car parked overnight. It’ll still be here in the morning. Go out; have fun. You can spend the night here.”

Jill turned to look at her husband. “I mean … I did get all dressed up,” she said.

Jason sighed. “Alright,” he said. “I guess we can go to this club.” He turned to Diana. “Where is it?”

She gave him the address, and he plugged it into his phone. As the pair headed out the door, Diana gave Jill an appraising look.

“Mmmm, mmm, you look fucking fine. The boys at the club are going to love you. Well, have fun you two.”

As soon as the door closed, Jason couldn’t help turning on his wife.

” ‘The boys at the club are going to love you,’” he quoted angrily. “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

Jill patted his arm.

“Oh, she didn’t mean anything by it,” she said. “You know Diana.”

“Yeah,” Jason said. “And that’s the problem.”

The club was fifteen minutes away. Jason felt silly walking down the street in a poor part of town dressed to the nines. He and Jill must be sticking out like a sore thumb, he thought.

About halfway through their trek, a black Escalade with tinted windows approached. It slowed to a crawl once it was beside them. The windows facing them rolled down, releasing a cloud of marijuana smoke into the air.

With the windows rolled down, the could see that the vehicle was filled with six black men. They looked hard, Jason thought. He didn’t want to use the word “thugs,” although their appearance certainly brought the word to mind.

The man in the front passenger seat looked the couple up and down and a grin slowly spread across his face.

“Hey sweetie,” he said. His voice was deep, guttural. “Why don’t you ditch the loser and hop in? I’ll show you what it’s like to be with a real man.”

“Hey!” Jason shouted. “Don’t talk to my wife like that!”

The man just laughed. “Think about it, sweetie,” he shouted at Jill. Then he rolled up the window and the car sped off.

When Jason turned around to check on Jill, her cheeks were burning red.

“Oh baby, don’t let him embarrass you,” he said. “Are you okay?”

Her voice shook slightly as she said, “Yes, I’m fine … it was just unexpected.” What she didn’t tell her husband was that the man had not embarrassed her. He had excited her.

* * *

They arrived at the club a bit less than ten minutes later. The walk had begun to take a toll on Jill’s feet, as she was wearing heels. She was grateful that they had finally arrived.

“I need a drink,” she said as they walked through the door.

As their eyes adjusted to the dark lighting, both of their jaws dropped in mild surprise. This was not the kind of club they’d thought they were walking into. It was kind of dingy, yes, but that wasn’t totally unexpected for this part of town. What surprised them both was the kind of dancing that was taking place on the dance floor.

It was practically pornographic. Scantily-clad women were rhythmically gyrating their hips and firmly grinding their fat, jiggling asses into the crotches of whatever thuggish man they happened to be dancing with. Several of the men were shirtless. Pretty much all of them wore baggy jeans that hung low on their waists. Jason thought one couple in the far corner of the dance floor was actually having sex.

“I’m sorry,” Jason said, turning to his wife, whose cheeks were flushed and whose eyes were wide. “I didn’t know it was going to be this … depraved. Do you want to leave?”

In fact, Jill had been just as shocked as Jason the instant her eyes had taken in the wanton display of what could only loosely be called “dancing.” But the sight hadn’t just shocked her … it had excited her. And although the rational part of her brain was telling her to high tail it out of there as fast as her feet could move her, another, more primal part of her brain was begging her to stay as long as there was a chance she might end up like one of the slutty women before her.

“We’re all dressed up and we walked all the way here,” she told Jason. “Why don’t we stay, at least for a little while, and try to make the best of it.”

Jason didn’t look like he wanted to stay, but he also wanted to make his wife happy.

“Okay … let’s have a drink or two, and then we can head back to Diana’s place.”

They headed up to the bar. When the bartender, a large, overweight black man, caught sight of Jill, he passed over another customer that had been waiting and immediately came over to serve her.

“Hey there, beautiful,” he said, his voice dripping with charm. “What can I get for you?”

“I’ll take a Long Island Iced Tea … and a beer for my husband, please,” she said.

“Of course,” he said. As he turned to get the drinks, he scowled at Jason. He returned a moment later with a pint of beer and Jill’s cocktail.

“You need anything else, you just holler at me,” he told Jill. He winked, then began helping other customers.

Jason and Jill took a seat at a table facing the dance floor. As they sat and sipped their drinks, they couldn’t tear their eyes away. Not one of the young, lithe men and women on the dance floor appeared to have an ounce of inhibition.

“I can’t believe this,” Jason said. “It’s grotesque.”

“Uh … yeah,” Jill said, not really listening. She was mesmerized.

Suddenly, a man approached them from behind. He was a tall man, at least six feet, and had long dreadlocks that hung down to the small of his back. He was young, probably in his early twenties, and his skin was smooth and dark. He was wearing a black button down shirt and dark jeans.

He sidled up next to Jill and put an arm around her.

“Well look at you,” he said. “A pretty young thing such as yourself in a place like this. May I ask you to dance?”

Jill was flustered. “Well, I, uh … um, well, I don’t know—”

“No thanks,” Jason interrupted. He frowned. He didn’t like the idea of some stranger stopping by and asking his wife to dance when it was obvious that the two of them were together. The nerve of some people, he thought.

“Awww, come on man,” the guy said, flashing Jason a broad smile. “I’ll take good care of your gal. I just wanna dance with her a little; we are at a dance club, after all.”

Jill was intimately aware of the man’s arm resting on her shoulder. It was huge … strong. And his large, dark hand was mere inches away from her breast. She had to feel more of this man, this … stud. She had to act, but she couldn’t overplay her hand.

“It’s just one dance,” she said, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible. “It wouldn’t hurt. We did come out to try to have fun …”

Jason frowned, but relented. “Oh, alright … I guess one dance won’t hurt,” he said.

The man grinned. He took Jill by the arm and led her out to the dancefloor. As he did so, he turned to glance at Jason one last time. “Oh yeah, I’ll take real good care of her.” And in that instant, Jason wondered if he had made a horrible mistake.

At first, Jill seemed to be trying to establish some guidelines. She put her arms around the man’s neck, and looked like she was slow-dancing at a middle-school prom. The man laughed, but he wasn’t having any of that.

As the bass boomed throughout the club, the man turned Jill around so that her ample rump was pressed firmly into his crotch. Jill gasped as she felt his erect cock press into her. She had certainly never danced like this with Jason … she’d never even dreamed of it. Yet here she was, in the middle of a grimy, ghetto dance club with a young, well-built man grinding his cock into her ass, and it was making her more wet than she had ever been in her life.

As he grinded into her, the man slid his large, firm hands up and down the length of Jill’s body, aided by the skin-tight form of the dress she was wearing. Jill tilted her head back and let out a low, sultry moan. Something was happening to her. She had never been so incredibly turned on, not by Jason, not by anyone. She was no longer in control of her body. This young man was. They had only been dancing a few short minutes, but already he owned her body.

“What’s your name?” she whispered.

“Aiden,” he said, his voice low and guttural.

“You’re making me wet, Aiden,” she whispered, making sure that Jason would not be able to hear.

Aiden just chuckled. “Is that so?” he asked. “Well, I’d like to take your word for it, but I think I’m really going to have to feel for myself.”

“But my husband …” Jill whispered.

“No problem,” Aiden said. He guided them to the far corner of the dance floor, making sure that several pairs of bodies were obscuring Jason’s view of them. Once they were sure that Jason couldn’t see them, Aiden slid one of his massive hands under her dress.

“No panties?” he asked, surprised.

“I’m not as innocent as I seem,” she said with a smile.

“I guess not.” He traced a finger along the length of her slit, and she gasped with pleasure. He slid his finger into her, gently caressing the inner walls of her pussy. “You weren’t lying,” he said. “You’re soaked.”

“I told you. I don’t lie.”

“Well, we can’t have you dripping all over the dancefloor. Don’t worry, baby. Aiden’s going to take good care of you.”

With that, he inserted another finger — it was all her tight little pussy could take at this point — and began sliding them in and out of her slowly, but firmly, hitting her G-spot with each upward thrust. Jill’s eyes rolled into the back of her head. She was overwhelmed with pleasure and desire. It wasn’t just the fingers caressing her pussy that were doing it, either. Of course, that certainly helped. But it was also the man who was doing it — taller, darker and much more handsome than her husband — and the taboo fact that she was, in fact, cheating on her husband, who was sitting just a matter of feet away from her, apparently none the wiser. There was something incredibly erotic about getting finger-fucked right on an open dancefloor.

As her pussy became even more lubricated and grew to accommodate Aiden’s thick fingers, he inserted another digit. He was slamming them into her fast now, and if it weren’t for the booming music, the slapping of his fingers firing into her pussy would have reverberated throughout the entire building.

Jill whimpered and shuddered, and cried out with a sudden climax. She collapsed, and if Aiden hadn’t been there to hold her up, she would have fallen to the ground.

“Whoa, whoa, I’ve gotcha,” he said.

“That was … that was fucking amazing,” she said. “You gave me a more intense orgasm with three of your fingers than my husband has ever managed to give me after five years of marriage.”

“Yeah, well you know … white guys just can’t quite seem to keep pace with us brothas,” he said with a grin.

“Apparently not. I’m going to need to visit this club more often.”

“Well now, you know I’m not done with you yet,” he said.

“How so?”

“Well, so far only one of us have cum,” he said. “It’s only polite to return the favor.”

Jill’s face blanched. “But … I can’t do that here!”

“Why not? I just finger-banged you here.”

“But… but my husband is right over there, and—”

Aiden rolled his eyes. He had fucked his fair share of white bitches, even a lot of married white bitches, and they always put up this kind of resistance at first. But there was one thing he knew that could always shut them up and get them sucking.

He firmly took Jill’s hand in his and placed it directly on his erect cock. Even through his jeans, Jill could feel the size of the meat that Aiden was packing.

She stopped what she was saying and her eyes grew wide. “Holy shit,” she said. “There’s no way that’s real. Your cock is huge.” She’d been able to tell that he was large from feeling it pressed into her ass, but now, with her hand directly on it, she could fully appreciate his massive girth.

“Oh, it’s real alright,” he said, “and you’re going to be getting up close and personal with it real soon.”

Jill licked her lips. She was practically drooling. “Not here, okay? Why don’t you follow me into the bathroom. I’ll suck you off in there.”

Aiden smiled. “Fine by me,” he said.

* * *

Jason had been trying to watch his wife dance with Aiden, but found it impossible to see them behind all the other dancers. He sipped his beer and decided not to worry about it. It’s just one dance, he reasoned.

He was worried about that man putting his hands on his wife, but he knew Jill and knew she wouldn’t let him put his hands in places they didn’t belong.

It came as a bit of a surprise, then, when he saw his wife hurrying off the dance floor and darting into the bathroom. She hadn’t even glanced at him even though she’d passed just a few inches from him.

It seemed unusual, but he shrugged. Maybe she really had to go to the bathroom, he thought.

What was even more shocking, however, was watching Jill’s dance partner strut past him, also heading for the bathroom. Jason figured he must be heading into the men’s restroom … but at the last second, he turned and walked right into the women’s restroom!

His mind was reeling. Was his wife about to be assaulted in the restroom? He’d never forgive himself if something were to happen to her. He had to do something.

He hurried over to the bar and flagged down the bartender.

“Excuse me,” he said once he had the man’s attention, “the man that was dancing with my wife just followed her into the bathroom—”

The bartender interrupted Jason’s concerns with a flippant wave and an amused look.

“Oh, Aiden? It’s fine, he works here,” he said. “He’s just doing some, uh … maintenance.”

Jason’s face fell. He wasn’t totally sure that he believed that explanation, but it did seem to make sense. He apologized to the bartender and sat back down, waiting for Jill to emerge from the bathroom.

One minute turned to two, which turned to five, which turned to ten. After waiting for close to fifteen minutes, Jason started getting nervous.

He sighed. I’d better go in there and make sure she’s ok, he thought. He stood and made his way toward the women’s restroom.

* * *

The second the bathroom door swung shut behind her, the reality of what Jill was about to do sunk in.

Holy shit … am I really going to do this? she thought to herself. Am I really going to get down on my knees and …

She wouldn’t let herself finish the thought.

It didn’t take long for Aiden to barge in. He had a wide grin on his face, obviously excited by what he knew was about to happen.

“Ready, baby?” he asked.

“In the stall,” she said, and she opened the stall door. “In case someone walks in.”

“It’s going to be kinda cramped in there,” he said. The look on Jill’s face, however, made it clear that there was no room for argument, so he relented. “Alright, in the stall it is,” he said. There was no way he was going to miss out on the opportunity to see those soft, pink lips wrapped around his cock.

They entered the stall and Aiden took a seat atop the closed toilet lid. He slid his baggy jeans down, and all that was left was a pair of tight-fitting boxer-briefs that clearly showed the outline of his erect cock.

Jill was in awe. It was even bigger than she had imagined. She traced the outline of it with her finger, marveling at not just Aiden’s length, but also his girth.

“Go on,” Aiden said, a cocky smile on his face. “Don’t be shy. Whip it out and get to work.”

That was all the encouragement Jill needed. She yanked his underwear down and his monstrous cock sprang up, gently slapping her face.

“Oh!” she cried out in a combination of surprise and delight. She wrapped one of her delicate fingers around his cock. Her fingers didn’t even reach all the way around it. She began running her hand up and down its considerable length, relishing the sensation of Aiden’s smooth skin against hers.

“Your cock is fucking beautiful,” she said, and she gazed at it as if it were a work of art.

She licked her lips, then bit her lip as she continued to stroke his cock, slowly picking up speed as it grew even firmer in her hand. Suddenly, impulsively and without a moment’s hesitation, she stuck out her tongue and ran it from the base of his cock all the way up to the top. When she reached the sensitive cluster of nerves at the top, she flicked her tongue back and forth against it — a move that drove Aiden wild.

“Fuuuck, slow down or I’ll bust a nut all over that pretty little face in two seconds!” he exclaimed.

Jill winked. “Sorry,” she said, not sounding at all sincere.

If that drove him wild, she thought, let’s see how he reacts to this! She enveloped the head of his cock in her mouth, then pushed it down, down, down, deep into her throat, until she had swallowed the entirety of his shaft.

Jill was surprised with herself — and proud of herself. She had never swallowed a cock the size of Aiden’s before. Aiden’s cock made Jason’s look like a pinkie finger, and although she had been with bigger men in her youth, none of them could compare with Aiden. Which makes sense, she thought. None of them were black!

For his part, Aiden was done protesting. All he could do was enjoy the ride. His eyes rolled into the back of his head and he let out a low moan as Jill began bobbing her head up and down, sliding her lips over the length of his thick, veiny cock.

The sounds of Aiden’s moans were getting Jill sopping wet. Reflexively, her hand made its way down to her wet cunt and she began playing with herself. The reality of the situation set in for her. She was in a dingy bathroom stall, in a seedy club in a bad part of town, with the biggest cock she’d ever seen shoved down her throat while she played with her pussy, which was the wettest it had ever been. She even thought she’d heard someone come in a moment ago, which meant she and Aiden were putting on a sexy little show for anyone within earshot.

Holy shit! she thought. I’m a fucking whore!

Somehow, the realization made her pussy even more wet, and she let out a low moan as she slobbered on Aiden’s cock.

She was just about to pull Aiden’s dick out of her mouth and give his big, bulbous balls some attention, when a voice pierced through her state of total arousal.

“Jill?”

It was Jason — and he was standing just outside the bathroom stall.

* * *

The sounds of gagging and slobbering had hit Jason’s ears as soon as he walked through the door into the bathroom. A scintillating thrill went through him at first. Heh, he thought, some whore is having some fun in one of these stalls.

There were three stalls in the bathroom, against the far wall. As Jason looked up and studied them, a pit formed in his stomach. Two of the three stalls were wide open and it was apparent that they were completely empty. Only the middle stall was closed, which meant it was the only one occupied. Which meant it was the one the oral sex sounds were coming from. Which meant …

“Jill?”

Immediately, the suggestive sounds stopped. But there was no response, almost as if whoever was in that stall was just hoping that Jason would go away.

“Fuck this,” Jason muttered to himself. He stepped into one of the adjoining stalls and stood up on the edge of the toilet so he could peek over into the occupied stall.

What he saw shook him to his core. Sitting on the toilet was Aiden, his pants around his ankles, his gargantuan cock raised up like a flagpole. Crouching in front of Aiden, looking like a cheap whore, was Jill. Her hair was all messed up and her dress was hiked up. Her hand was still between her legs. She was touching herself. And her head was positioned directly in front of Aiden’s cock. Her tongue was out, gently flicking against the head, but cautiously — as if she didn’t want to risk deepthroating another man’s cock in the same room as her husband, but couldn’t stop herself from withdrawing her tongue from his cock completely.

“Jill … what the fuck?!” A multitude of emotions were conveyed by Jason’s voice. Shock. Anger. Anguish. Jill looked up in surprise — she hadn’t seen Jason looking down at them until he’d spoken.

“Jason!” she exclaimed. “This … this isn’t what it looks like.” She didn’t sound at all convincing. There was really no denying it. She had been caught red-handed. Aiden looked slightly chagrined, but didn’t seem too invested in what was going on between Jason and Jill.

But Jason looked like he was fighting back tears. “I can’t believe you, Jill. You … you fucking whore!” With that, he walked out of the room.

“Jason!” Jill called after him. “Come back!” She looked up at Aiden. “Should I go after him?” she asked, concerned.

“Sure, sweetie,” Aiden said, “just as soon as you finish servicing this big cock.”

Jill was taken aback by the suggestion. Surely she should go after her husband, immediately, without a moment’s hesitation … right? On the other hand, she was still dripping wet, and she’d been having so much fun deepthroating Aiden’s beautiful cock.

“I suppose I can track him down later …” she said. She bent down and took Aiden’s cock back into her mouth. She continued playing with her pussy as she slurped excitedly on his cock. She moaned in delight, reveling in the sensation of Aiden’s heavy dark meat filling her mouth. She felt like such a whore, and she was beginning to realize that she loved it.

* * *

Jason left the women’s restroom in a haze. He marched up to the bar and barked his order at the bartender.

“Give me a shot of whiskey,” he said. The bartender turned to fulfill the order, but Jason stopped him. “Actually make it two — fuck it, make it three shots,” he said.

The bartender nodded. A moment later, he returned, placed a trio of glasses in front of Jason, and filled them from a bottle of bottom-shelf whiskey.

There was no hesitation on Jason’s part. He grabbed the first glass and tilted his head back as he let the contents pour into his mouth. He repeated the process with the other two glasses and in a matter of mere moments, he was feeling the whiskey’s effects.

Out of his peripheral vision, he saw a figure sit down in the bar stool beside him, but he was too busy wallowing in his misfortune to pay them any mind. His unseen companion had other plans in mind, however.

“Impressive.” The voice was deep, but feminine. It caught Jason’s attention. He turned to look at where the voice was coming from. Sitting on the barstool was a young black woman, probably in her mid to late twenties. Her braided hair was long, hanging past her shoulders. She was petite, but curvy in all the ways men find interesting. In his drunk and anguished condition, Jason definitely found her very interesting.

“What?” he asked.

“I said you’re impressive,” she said. “The way you downed those shots … three of them, right in a row!”

“Oh. Yeah, thanks.”

She smiled. “No problem. My name is Janessa.”

“Pleased to meet you, Janessa.”

“Likewise, white boy. What’s your name?”

“Jason.”

“What’s got you drinking like an alcoholic, Jason?”

Jason cracked a slight smile — his first since catching Jill with Aiden.

“I just caught my wife cheating on me.”

She clicked her tongue.

“Shit man, that’s rough.” She leaned forward and placed a hand on his knee. “How would you like to get back at her?” As she spoke her hand traveled up his thigh.

“Um …” Jason was flustered by the indecent proposal. It had caught him off guard, plus the alcohol was catching up to him, and he was having trouble thinking.

But after pausing a moment, he remembered the sight of Jill crouched on the floor of the bathroom stall with a black cock in her mouth. What was there to think about?

“You know what? I think I’d like that.”

Janessa’s lips curved into a smile. “I thought you would. Come with me … there’s a place in the back where we can have some fun in private.”

She stood and held out her hand to Jason. He stared at it for a moment as if he could barely believe what was happening. But then he came to his senses. He stood, took Janessa’s hand, and let her lead him away to the promised land.

* * *

Aiden was fucking Jill’s throat now like it was a juicy pussy. Jill could barely take the onslaught. She was gagging and gurgling and spitting all over his massive cock as Aiden jackhammered it into her mouth. Jill’s lipstick was smeared and her mascara was running down her face.

She couldn’t have protested even if she’d wanted to — but she didn’t want to. She was struggling to take Aiden’s cock in her mouth, but she was proud of herself for actually managing to so, even if just barely.

He was gripping each side of her face now with one of his massive hands as he used her mouth like some kind of cheap sex toy.

Before long, he was grunting loudly and gutturally.

“Fuuuck!” he cried. “I’m ‘boutta cum! You ready to swallow all this hot cream, bitch?”

Jill tried to say, “yes, baby!,” but all that came out was a gurgling sound. And with that, Aiden gave one last thrust into her mouth and his cock exploded. Jill’s eyes widened as a seemingly impossible amount of thick, syrupy cum shot down her throat. She gagged and choked, unable to swallow such a tremendous volume of the hot cream. Still, Aiden’s balls pumped out semen, until it was literally pouring out the sides of Jill’s mouth. She couldn’t take any more, and pulled away.

As Aiden’s cock left her lips, she coughed and sputtered. But his balls were not yet fully drained, and long sticky streams of cum flew from his cock and landed on her face. By the time his cum had slowed to just a trickle, her face was completely coated in Aiden’s creamy white goo.

“Holy shit,” she whispered in awe.

Aiden smiled lazily. “How’s that baby batter taste, honey?”

“Mmm, it’s delicious. But there’s just so much of it! I couldn’t take it all!”

Aiden laughed. “You sure gave it the ol’ college try, though. Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it. Before long, you’ll be able to swallow every drop of my cum.”

His words sent an odd chill throughout Jill’s body. On the one hand, the thought of wrapping her lips around Aiden’s meaty cock again absolutely thrilled her. But she had never intended for there to be a repeat occurrence of the night’s events. She had just gotten caught up in the moment. It was a one-time thing and she didn’t want Aiden to get the wrong idea. She didn’t want to lead him on.

“Aiden, I’m sorry if I implied otherwise, but I don’t think we’ll be doing this again anytime soon. I am married, after all. This was fun, whatever it was, but it needs to just be a one-time thing. I hope you can respect that.”

Aiden, who was putting his jeans back on, flashed Jill a cocky smile. “I respect that you’re in denial,” he said. “You know that saying, right? Once you go black …”

“… You never go back.”

“So you have heard of it.”

“Well of course. Everyone has.”

“Everyone’s heard it because it’s true. I reckon you’re about to learn that for yourself.”

He helped Jill to her feet and they exited the stall. Jill made her way to the sink to wash the cum off her face. Just as she began drying off, the door opened and in walked the bartender from earlier. He motioned Aiden over and whispered something in his ear, then left.

“I’m going to go find Jason,” Jill said. Then she nodded toward the door, referencing Aiden’s communication with the bartender. “What was that about, anyway?”

“It was about your husband,” Aiden said. “If you want to find him, you’d better follow me.”

* * *

As Janessa led Jason into the back room, Jason lost all vision. The room was pitch black.

He was waiting for Janessa to flip the light switch, but instead, he felt two large pairs of hands suddenly gripping both his arms.

“Hey!” he cried out as he was carried off into the depths of the dark room. “What the fuck is going on?”

He was placed onto a chair, roughly, and before he could react, someone had placed thick rope over his arms and bound him to the chair.

The lights came on. He squinted as his eyes adjusted, but then he could see two large, black men on either side of him — presumably the men that had just grabbed him and tied him to the chair.

Standing across from him was Janessa and another man. He was even taller than the first two. For the first time that night, Jason was truly frightened.

“What the hell is going on? Please let me go,” Jason pleaded.

The tall man stepped forward, directly in front of Jason.

“You’re pretty arrogant, aintcha?”

“Wh—what do you mean?”

“I mean you’re pretty arrogant to waltz into this club with your pretty little wife like you two own the place, dressed like you stepped out of some rich white bitch’s fashion catalog. You have some fucking nerve.”

“I—I’m sorry,” Jason stuttered. “Janessa, please, tell him that I’m—”

“Don’t even try to fucking talk to me,” Janessa said. She stepped forward and placed an arm around the tall man.

“What? But I thought you and I—”

“You thought I was interested in some skinny white boy when I already have a real man?” She nodded toward the man beside her.

“But then … then why did you …”

“You needed to be taught a lesson,” the man interrupted, “and Janessa here agreed to help out. We were planning to teach your wife a lesson, too, but apparently she already—”

He was interrupted by the opening of the door. In stumbled Aiden, followed by Jill. As her eyes set on her husband tied to a chair surrounded by a trio of large black men and one very voluptuous black woman, her eyes widened in shock.

“Speak of the devil,” the man said, turning to Jill. He took her hand and kissed it, an unusually gentlemanly thing to do in such a situation. “I’m Don,” he said. “We’re about to have some fun. You arrived just in time.”

* * *

Jill’s breath was coming out in short, frantic gasps. Why was her husband tied up to a chair? It seemed like both of them might be in mortal danger.

And yet, if that were the case, why was Don being so polite and courteous to her? He had kissed her hand, and now he was gently leading her out to the middle of the room, directly in front of Jason.

“I need to explain some things to you,” he told Jill. “We don’t take kindly to strangers here. This here is a ghetto club for people who live in the ghetto, and when a bunch of rich snobs start coming in here and … well, let’s just say it makes us quite angry.

“Now, Jill … I hear you’ve already been making reparations of sorts, with my boy Aiden, in the bathroom.” He snickered, then brought his hand up to tuck her hair behind her ear. “It was an admirable effort, but the fact is, you’re going to have to make a bigger effort than that if you want to make amends for your husband here.”

Jill nodded, and her voice shook as she spoke. “What do I have to do?”

He chuckled to himself. “I think you already know, sweetheart. Shouldn’t be too difficult for you though, right? Aiden here tells me you’ve developed quite the taste for dark meat.”

Aiden grinned. “I definitely think this will be fun for her,” he agreed.

Don grew serious. “Alright. On your knees, Jill.” Jill, looking grave, sank to her knees. Janessa left and returned a moment later with a pillow for Jill’s knees.

Don stood directly in front of Jill, so that his crotch was directly aligned with her face. He only said one word to her:

“Begin.”

With trembling hands, Jill reached her hands to Don’s jeans and unbuttoned. Staring with fear and awe into his eyes, she unzipped them and pulled them down.

He was wearing tight-fitting briefs and the outline of his massive cock was clearly visible. The fear Jill had been experiencing was completely gone now. It had been replaced by pure, unadulterated lust. Don’s cock was a total and utter monster. Even Aiden’s cock paled in comparison. Jill couldn’t wait to get those briefs off and see Don’s manhood in all its glory.

First, she just wanted to feel his size, rather than just seeing it. She placed her hand on it, feeling it through the thin fabric of his briefs. She traced the outline if it, and her jaw dropped, barely able to believe that she was privileged enough to have the opportunity to pleasure such a powerful cock.

Licking her lips, she pulled down Don’s briefs, allowing his magnificent cock to spring free. She gaped at it unashamedly. She placed her forearm next to it for comparison, but truly, there was no comparison: His cock was nearly twice as large.

Suddenly timid, she looked up at Don’s face and batted her eyes.

“May I suck it?”

Don laughed. “Bitch, you’d better suck it. Go on, get going.”

With permission granted, she leapt into the task with gusto. She wrapped her lips around his cock, as much as she could manage. It turned out that she could only fit his massive head into her mouth. She slid her tongue along the underside, which Don seemed to appreciate.

“Yeah, that’s it, you pretty white bitch,” he said, placing one of his massive hands on the back of her head. “Suck Daddy Don’s big cock.”

Jill moaned with pleasure. “Mmmm, yes daddy,” she breathed, though the words were muffled by the fat cock in her mouth.

As she continued servicing her new daddy, Jason looked on in horror. He would have cried out for this insanity to stop, but one of the thugs that had tied him to the chair had stuffed a sock in his mouth so they could have “fun” with his wife in peace. That realization was driving Jason absolutely crazy, but there was literally nothing he could do.

But there was plenty Don could do … and he was doing it. As Jill dutifully slurped on his cock, he bent one of his large arms down and began fondling her tits through her dress, eliciting renewed moans from Jill.

“This dress looks hot on you, but it’s in the way,” he said. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and pulled her to her feet. He lifted the dress up over her head and tossed it to Janessa, who caught it and folded it neatly.

Now Jill was standing nearly naked, clad in only a lacy black bra and a matching pair of G-string panties.

“Damn, girl,” Don said. “You sure you weren’t planning to get dicked down by some brothas tonight all along? You definitely dressed for the occasion.” He slapped her ample ass, sending her juicy cheeks jiggling. “Damn! Well, get back to work. I’ll have fun with that ass later.”

She obeyed her daddy, dropping to her knees and eagerly wrapping her lips around his cock. But now she was no longer alone with Don. The two men that had tied Jason to the chair came forward and began running their hands up and down Jill’s taut body. One of them unclasped her bra and tossed it to Janessa. The other slipped off her frilly panties and tossed them away.

The men removed their pants and their shirts and stood naked as Jill continued to service Don. He stopped her and gestured to the man on his left.

“Let’s share the wealth,” he said. “Go ahead, sweetie. Suck his cock.”

She turned to the man, and looked up at him with a sweetly innocent look and licked her lips. It drove him crazy. She leaned forward and engulfed his cock with her mouth. As she bobbed her head up and down the length of his thick shaft, she raised a hand to Don’s cock and began stroking him, then did the same thing to the other man. She was pleasuring three men at once, one with her mouth and the other two with her soft, delicate hands.

Janessa looked on, rubbing her pussy as she took in the debauched sight in front of her. Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. She had to have a taste, too.

She removed her clothes. Her heavy breasts nevertheless were firm and didn’t sag at all. She had wide hips and a huge, juicy ass. But Jill saw none of that, as Janessa came up behind her, got on her back, then reached her mouth up to Jill’s pussy.

Jill cried out: “Oh!” She hadn’t been expecting a soft, wet tongue on her pussy, yet that’s exactly what she was getting. The sensation was nice. Almost overwhelming, in fact. But it took her a moment to realize that it was a woman’s tongue licking her cunt — Janessa’s. Jill had never been with a woman before. The thought had never even crossed her mind. Yet here she was getting eaten out by a woman, and she was enjoying every moment of it.

They continued like this for several minutes. Jason couldn’t believe his eyes. He never thought he’d see his wife acting like such a whore, but as he watched her service three cocks and get serviced herself by a curvy black woman, there could be no doubt that that’s exactly what she now was: A whore.

And yet, he couldn’t deny his own biology. As he watched the fucked-up display, he realized that he was actually getting a hard-on! It wasn’t like he was trying to be turned on by what he was seeing, but when presented with a scene that would easily be included in some of the hottest pornos available, could he really be blamed for getting a little turned on?

They were changing positions now. Someone placed Jill on her back, and Don came forward and spread her legs.

“You ready to take this big, black cock?” he asked.

Jill’s eyes widened. “I … I don’t know if I can,” she admitted fearfully. “It’s … it’s so massive! I don’t know if it will fit!”

“Oh, it’ll fit,” he said. “Trust me.” He inserted a finger inside her, then removed it and held it up to her mouth. “You’re sopping wet. Go on, have a taste.” She licked her juices off his finger. “If you’re that wet, you shouldn’t have any trouble accommodating my monster. But I’ll go slow just to make sure you can.”

She nodded her consent, and he placed the head of his cock at the entrance of her sopping wet pussy. Before pushing it in, he bent down and kissed her, letting his tongue slide into her mouth. She slid her own tongue against his, desperate to taste him.

As they embraced, he slowly pushed himself into her, until just the head was inside. Even so, her pussy lips were stretched wide open, eager to accommodate the girth of his cock, albeit straining to do so.

The sight was agony to poor Jason, who was tied up, unable to scream or to look away. Thus far everything Jill had done had been forgivable — in theory, at least. But if she went through with what she was about to do, there was no going back. It would forever change the nature of their relationship … of their marriage. Jill was about to abandon her wedding vows. She was about to demonstrate that getting her pussy stretched out by a monster black cock was more important to her than her husband. After all, Jason was right there in the room, watching, but she hadn’t even bothered to glance his way ever since Don had whipped out his cock. It’s like she was so transfixed by his cock — by all the black cock in the room — that she had completely forgotten Jason even existed.

“How’s that feel?” Don asked her.

“It feels amazing. You’re filling me up with just the head!”

“Think you can take more?”

She nodded. “I can try.”

He smiled, and pushed himself deeper into her. The shaft was plunging into her now, but only a couple inches of it. Still, just by looking at them from across the room, Jason could tell that Don was stretching Jill’s pussy more than Jason ever had, or could ever hope to. Don’s girth was nearly equal to Jason’s length.

Judging by Jill’s fervent moans, she was intimately aware of that fact. She gasped with a mixture of pain and an intense pleasure she had never before experienced — not with Jason, not with anyone.

The words she found herself uttering came out deeply, gutturally, as if they were coming out not of their own accord, but rather through some deeply ingrained, reflexive instinct.

“Yes! Fuck me! Fill that little cunt up!” she cried in ecstacy. “Stretch me out and fill me up with your cum!”

Don was pleased with Jill’s dirty talk and it prompted him to lay into her with renewed vigor.

As Jill continued getting pounded by Don, Janessa climbed onto her, positioning her juicy pussy directly over her face.

“You didn’t think I was going to let you off the hook now, did you? Time to return the favor, baby.”

Jason hadn’t thought that Jill had a gay bone in her body. That’s what made it all the more surprising when she began eagerly working her tongue deep into Janessa’s juicy pussy, the sound of her excited slurping filling the room — though it was muted by the sound of Don slapping into her.

As Janessa’s pussy was stimulated, she began gyrating more and more enthusiastically onto Jill’s poor face, which appeared to be completely and utterly smothered as Janessa’s fat ass jiggled violently with each thrust. But Jill — to the extent that she could still breathe — was loving every minute of it, apparently, enraptured by the abundance of sexual pleasure that she found herself awash in.

Jill reached up and placed a hand on each of Janessa’s bulbous ass cheeks. She ran her hands up and down her lover’s smooth, quivering skin as she enthusiastically munched on her first pussy.

As pained as Jason was by everything that was happening, he was still a red-blooded man, and the sight of Janessa’s beautiful ass bouncing on Jill’s face sent a rush of blood directly to his crotch. Even the sight of Don plowing his monster horse cock into Jill’s little pussy was starting to look appealing — like something he would have looked up on a porn site.

He was actually feeling very tempted to reach down and touch himself as he watched … but that was impossible with his arms tied to the chair. He felt so conflicted by the feelings of jealousy, rage and arousal swirling throughout his mind.

As he watched, Janessa cried out and shuddered, coming to a climax on Jill’s face. She crawled off of her, looking over her shoulder as she said, “Damn, white girl … you sure know how to eat pussy.”

Jill smiled and winked at Janessa, but was too busy taking Don’s massive dick to say anything.

Don pulled out, got on his back and pulled Jill on top of him. He grasped his cock and guided it toward her … but not to her pussy.

“What are you doing?!” Jill cried as she felt the tip of Don’s cock press against her asshole.

He flashed her a cocky grin. “I wanna try out all of your holes,” he said. “Don’t worry … I’ll stretch you out nice and slow, just like I did with your pussy.”

Jill wasn’t so sure she could take that monster cock in her ass, but she had already decided to submit fully to Don. She let him push the tip of his cock into her anus. As he continued pushing the head into her, she experienced an unbelievable amount of pain and she cried out. Don stopped briefly, giving some time for her to adjust to his size. Just as she was getting used to it, he slid himself in further and she cried out in pain again.

Don was done waiting. He ignored her cries of pain and began sliding himself in and out of Jill’s tight asshole. But the nature of Jill’s cries began to change, from cries of pain to whimpers of pure pleasure. She began fucking Don’s cock back. Her tight asshole had been completely stretched out and she was now enjoying a brand new form of sexual pleasure.

As the two of them continued to fuck, the two men that had tied Jason to the chair decided they were done sitting on the sidelines and came forward with their dicks swinging between their legs.

One of them brought his cock directly in front of Jill’s face and she didn’t hesitate for a second. She sucked his monster meat into her mouth and began slurping on it like the dirty whore she was beginning to realize she was.

The other man came forward; Jill popped the first cock out of her mouth and allowed the second to push itself into her throat. She gagged on it as she jerked off the first cock, keeping it nice and hard as it waited for its turn in Jill’s mouth.

Jason watched, wide-eyed, as his wife rode Don’s cock with her ass, writhing like a wild whore, as she took turns slurping on two strangers’ cocks. She was no longer the prim-and-proper housewife she had been since their wedding night. She was more like a common street prostitute.

She pulled away from the cock in her mouth and took a moment to let Don know just what a good job he was doing. “Oh fuuuuck!” she cried. “You’re fucking my ass so good! I can’t believe how much you’re stretching it out! Holy shit!” Don smiled at her words and fucked her harder.

“Yeah, you like that, bitch?” he asked. He began plowing into her with renewed vigor, and Jason was surprised that he wasn’t literally splitting her in half. It looked like he could have if he’d wanted to.

One of the men, impatient for a turn with Jill’s mouth, sank his cock into her juicy little pussy. She gasped, and looked like a boneless ragdoll as she got fucked from either side, and still with a cock sliding in and out of her mouth.

Jason’s eyes were wide as he came to a realization. These men — these large, strong, black, well-hung men — were fucking his wife in every single one of her holes: Her ass, her cunt and her mouth. They had laid claim to every single one of her pleasure-giving orifices and made it their own. They had stretched her pretty, tight little pussy so much that it would be ruined forever as far as Jason and his far inferior cock were concerned.

None of those concerns appeared to be passing through Jill’s mind, though. As far as Jason could tell, she was in a state of pure bliss. Her eyes were rolled into the back of her head as she serviced the three cocks inside of her.

It was not lost on Jason that the cock currently destroying his wife’s pussy was not clad in a condom. Jill wasn’t on birth control. If he came in Jill’s pussy … there’s a good chance she might become pregnant.

Jason wanted to cry out against all this craziness, to tell everyone to stop, but the sock stuffed in his mouth made his cries come out as mere mumbles.

He watched on in horror as Don’s body stiffened. There was no doubt what was happening. A moment later, Don confirmed it.

“Aaaaah!” he cried. “I’m gonna cum in your tight little ass!” He hammered into her hard, then slowed as he began emptying his balls into her ass.

Jill’s shuddering with her own orgasm must have triggered the man fucking her pussy. He stiffened just as Don had with an impending orgasm.

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum!”

Jill popped the cock in her mouth out just in time to say, “Yes! Fill that used up cunt with your cum, baby! Give me a black baby!”

Hearing those words come out of her mouth was the ultimate humiliation for Jason. She was begging him, not just to fuck her, but to impregnate her.

And he was all for it. He roared as he spewed his hot cum deep into Jill’s pussy. When he removed his cock and backed away, thick gobs of his sticky cum leaked out of Jill’s pussy. It was clear that he had absolutely flooded her pussy with potent baby batter.

The third man was determined to not be left out. He positioned his cock, still slick from Jill’s spit, at the entrance of her now well-worn cunt. “You ready for it?” he asked.

“I’m aching for it,” she said, a newfound fire in her eyes as she spoke. “Give it to me, daddy.”

That was all the encouragement he needed. He plunged his thick, veiny cock into her pussy and began pounding her with everything he had. It didn’t take long, though; with all the oral stimulation he’d been getting from Jill, he was already pretty close to bursting. After just a few minutes, he began spewing a second batch of sticky cum into Jill’s messy pussy.

Don, who had been watching his buddy fill Jill up with his cum, let out a hearty laugh.

“I bet you never thought you’d get gangbanged by real men,” he told her. “I guess it’s lucky you stopped by, isn’t it?”

Jill just nodded absent-mindedly. She was wiped out from all the fucking she’d just been through.

“You’ll have to stop by on a regular basis,” Don said. “What do you think about that?”

Jill nodded. “I’d love that,” she said. “But the only problem is that we don’t really live all that close. The only reason we were in the area was to visit my friend Diana.”

Don startled a bit at that. “Diana Williams?”

Jill was surprised. “Yes. You know her?”

Don chuckled, and so did everyone else in the room — except Jason, of course.

“We’re all very familiar with Diana Williams,” he said. “In fact, she only lives a couple blocks from here, doesn’t she?”

Jill nodded. “That’s right.”

“Well then, why don’t we go pay our good friend Diana a little visit? There’s no reason for the night to end so early. I’m sure Diana would be more than happy to host us.”

Don and everyone else laughed heartily at that. But Jason sat there, tied up, and was filled with anger. All he could think was one thing:

Fuck Diana. He wished Jill had never met her. But she had, and now their life was going to change forever because of it.

TO BE CONCLUDED IN PART 2
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From Cuckold to Sissy

https://www.amazon.com/Cuckold-Sissy-Chronicles-Interracial-Sissification-ebook/dp/B077TVQH2S

What happens when a cuckold is increasingly humiliated and feminized? They become a sissy, of course! This six-book box set with an exclusive bonus story is an amazing value - seven books for the price of one, and red-hot!
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Cuckolded By Her Ex

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B07BQYGMQF

Are you terrified by the possibility of your wife or girlfriend getting back with her ex? Those fears are realized in this red-hot tale of interracial cuckolding.
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Cuckolded by the Rock Star

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B07GZT5C4B

If you’ve ever wondered if your wife or girlfriend would rather be with someone smarter … more confident … more talented … bigger … well, the answer is yes. Find out what happens when you get cuckolded by a rock star that can go all night.

[image: A Steamy Affair]


A Steamy Affair

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B079KR65MR

When the plumber makes a house call … you know he’ll fix your wife’s pipes ;)
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