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    Lucy blushed furiously as she stuffed the over-sized sex toy into her purse. Sure the store keeper had put it in a brown paper sack, but she was terrified someone would still see it! She smiled weakly at the tattooed young man and hurried to her husband's side. She could feel the clerk leering at her as her husband pulled her into the nook of his arm. She was used to people looking, of course, ever since she was a teenager, men had always looked at her. She was tall and slim, with long, rich brown hair, enormous blue eyes, and full pouty lips. For a slender girl she had curvy hips, a plump bottom, and firm round breasts that were more than a handful for even the biggest hands. Most men just looked, however, even when she wore cute little mini dresses and high heels, like she had that day. The guy at the adult store looked at her like he knew things. She blushed. Considering the sheer size of the lifelike sex toy she'd just purchased, she supposed he did know a thing or two. 
 
      
 
    "I can't believe we're doing this, Toby," she whispered to her husband. He grinned and bent to kiss her forehead. He was tall and blond and sun-tanned, with a preppy collar turned up. Only a year older than her twenty-five, he'd already secured an excellent job in finance. He was kind, respectful, and a good provider. The handsome devil also had a kinky streak a mile wide. She blushed and smiled up at him shyly. She loved him for it all. 
 
      
 
    "You said you wanted to try for a bit more," he chuckled. She nodded in response. It was true after all. They'd been married three years, but in the last few months he'd started adding toys to their lovemaking. The first was a little pink jelly dong, not very lifelike, and only a little larger than Toby's manhood. It was nice, nice enough that she didn't object when a week later he got one bigger, then another still larger a month after that. She had to admit the slow, patient stretching he subjected her to was incredibly satisfying.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, but," she blushed. Her nipples hardened, making little points under her clingy blue dress. "No man is even close to this thing," she whispered. "Are you trying to ruin me?" 
 
      
 
    "Maybe," he laughed. He lead her out of the seedy little shop and to his shiny new BMW. He always had the nicest things, and made sure she had them too. His Beemer was silver, while her own was cherry red. He opened the door for her and she slipped inside. It felt good to be away from that creepy guy at the porno store. 
 
      
 
    "Let's go home," she pleaded urgently as Toby got in beside her. She patted his leg through his khakis and gave him her best little girl smile. 
 
      
 
    "Eager to try the new toy, are you?" Toby grinned as he started the engine.  
 
      
 
    "Tobias!" she exclaimed. She didn't like coming right out and saying it. It was too dirty, too nasty, to admit out loud, even to her husband. She loved the way he was stretching her, training her to take more and more. Toby saw right through it, laughing as he zipped them both home. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    She checked herself in the mirror one last time before joining her husband in the bedroom. Hair, perfect. Make up, flawless. Her pink little pussy, smooth and bare. She adjusted her bra, letting the black lace push up her the tan globes of her breasts. She turned to inspect the seams on her black stockings. Nice and straight. She slipped her tiny feet into high-heeled slippers and opened the door. 
 
      
 
    "God damn you look good, kitten!" Toby said. He was sprawled out on the bed, his athletic body nude save for the tight black briefs covering his modest bulge. She never minded that his cock as rather short and slim. She found it cute. Like a pocket-sized little toy. The massive hunk of latex lying next to him was anything but pocket-sized however. It was sold as life-like, and that certainly described the flesh-colored texture of the dildo, as well as the shape of the flared head and the detail of the fine veins along the shaft. It's size, however, seemed quite a bit larger than life. Nearly as long as her forearm and as thick as her wrist, surely no man sported such a proud endowment! 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, sweetie," she smiled at him, easing herself onto the bed beside him. She turned onto her hip and he ran his big hand up and down her leg. The fake cock lay between them like a wall. Lifeless and still, of course, but imposing by its very presence.  
 
      
 
    "The night is young, don't be nervous. We'll go nice and slow," he said softly. He set to work then, the way a master craftsman works at his tools. He kissed her, he touched her, he lay her back and spread her. She whimpered as his talented tongue found her swollen clit and teased it.  
 
      
 
    "Oh Toby, please, I need to get fucked!" she squealed urgently. She didn't mean by her husband's hard little cock either. She blamed him for that, stretching her once tight cunt with those huge toys of his. She pushed her wet slit against his lips and rested a hand on his head. 
 
      
 
    "Think you're ready for it, kitten?" he asked when he finally came up for air. She looked down between her legs, propping herself up on her elbows. His face glistened with her juices. She nodded at him and he picked up the dildo.  
 
      
 
    "Go slow," she said quickly, as he lined the fleshy hunk of latex up against her folds. She needn't have warned him, Toby knew what he was doing. She took a deep breath and forced herself to relax as the fat head pushed her lips aside and began its slow journey inward. It's smooth texture allowed it to slip in quite easily, despite the fact that it was their thickest toy yet. She felt it stretch her elastic pussy flesh, and she sighed in pleasure. It was only a little thicker than their last two, but perhaps two inches longer. She wondered if she could take it that deep. 
 
      
 
    "You're doing great, kitten!" Toby exclaimed. "Halway in!"  
 
      
 
    "Only half?" she repeated in surprise. It felt like a lot more than half a cock in her! He began to move it back and forth, slowly letting her stretch, slowly opening her up deeper and deeper. The pressure against her lips as they spread and her slippery walls grew and grew, as did the pleasure simmering in her slim young body. 
 
      
 
    "There you are!" Toby smiled and stroked her belly. "You've taken it all now! How does it feel?"  
 
      
 
    "Amazing, sweetie!" she cooed in delight. She pushed her hips up to meet him, and he began to work that toy harder and faster. Her pussy opened up eagerly for it, ravenous for that over-sized fake cock. The room filled with the squelching sounds of stretched pussy getting pounded ever faster. 
 
      
 
    "God your pussy looks so good, Lucy!" Toby gasped in awe, his hands a blur as he furiously fucked his hot young wife with the dildo. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, yes YES!" she screamed. She writhed on the bed, tearing at the sheets and pounding her little feet against the mattress. Her pussy fluttered weakly on the massive slab of rubber stuffing her so full as she came. How could she object to her husband's toy fetish when it made her feel so good? 
 
      
 
    "That's it kitten, take it all," Toby urged her, jabbing into her to the hilt. Little shocks of pleasure pain punctuated her long, drawn out orgasm. After a minute of screeching and thrashing, she went limp on the bed, her big tits rising and falling slowly as she panted. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, Toby! Why does this feel so good?" she asked, her voice barely audible. It didn't seem fair, her husband was no where near as large as those toys. She really ought to do something for him! 
 
      
 
    "You were made for it, Lucy," he grinned. He moved up to his knees, slowly pulling the huge dildo from his wife's pink, gaping snatch. She took only a moment to collect herself before getting up on all fours. Her pretty face kissed his bulging black shorts. 
 
      
 
    "I'm going to suck your cute little dick!" she giggled as she pulled those shorts down to his thighs. His short, slim little cock sprang free, hard as a bar of steel. She hummed happily as she swallowed it whole, her lips and tongue working the slender shaft. She took the whole length easily, of course. He wasn't quite long enough to go down her throat. At least she never had to worry about gagging! 
 
      
 
    "Shit, kitten!" he cried, stroking her long brown hair. "You're so fucking pretty! I'd love to see you sucking a real cock like that toy!" he admitted. Lucy looked up at him sharply as she bobbed and slurped. Was he serious? The thought made her shiver and she nearly came again, without being touched! Instead she moaned around him, making her mouth vibrate against his shaft, and he rewarded her instantly.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck!" he cried sharply as his little balls tightened up against his body. His cock jerked in her mouth, filling it with a thick, salty load of cum. She pulled back slowly, dragging her pink lips up the shaft to just below the head. She ran her tongue around it in circles as she swallowed his sticky seed with a loud gulp. 
 
      
 
    "Too bad real cocks aren't huge like that toy, huh, sweetie?" she giggled as she let his softening cock pop free. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I'm pretty small," he blushed, but tried to shrug it off. "But most guys aren't much bigger than me, really. Whtie guys anyway," he added, his voice off-hand. 
 
      
 
    "You don't think that old saying about black guys is really true, is it?" she giggled.  
 
      
 
    "Once you go black..." Toby said ominously, then laughed. He rubbed his soft cock against her lips. "I'm sure it's bullshit, just like most things." 
 
      
 
    "That's kind of a bummer," Lucy said before she could stop herself. Ever since Toby had started to stretch her she found that she liked it more and more. She was beginning to think she needed it to really get off. Her husband's cock twitched and snapped up to attention. She cooed in delight. He rarely got hard again so quickly! 
 
      
 
    "What are you actually thinking of trying a black guy now, kitten? Dreaming about finding that mythical big black cock?" Toby joked. His hard on wasn't joking though. She kissed it fondly before replying. 
 
      
 
    "Oh I could never be unfaithful to you, sweetie!" she cried happily. She meant it too, he was so good to her. Sweet and romantic, he was her best friend and really took care of all her needs. Sure, with some of her needs he cheated and brought a toy box, but how could she complain when it made her feel so good? She sucked his cock once more, watching his handsome face contort with pleasure. She worked her tongue as fast as she could, her long hair fanned around her shoulders, her big breasts wobbling as she bobbed like a machine. 
 
      
 
    "Christ!" Toby cried after a few minutes of her furious blow job. His cock exploded in her mouth again. Not as much as before, but she drank it all down nonetheless. She fell back onto the bed, panting and sweating. She smiled at the sight. That's how he made her feel! 
 
      
 
    "Maybe next month when we upgrade the toy again, we can find a black one?" she suggested coyly as she settled against his heaving, muscular chest. 
 
      
 
    "That would actually be really hot," he admitted, cradling her slinky body in his arms. He kissed her forehead as she draped herself on him. "Or  we could skip the middleman and find a black guy on the internet personals," he laughed. "I'm only joking, Lucy, don't worry." 
 
      
 
    "Of course, Toby!" she giggled. But the idea was already planted in their heads. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks, Lucy found she couldn't get the idea of black guys, and their rumored big cocks, out of her mind. Toby it seemed, couldn't either. He brought up again as he fucked her with his big dildo, asking if she wouldn't rather try a real cock that large, a big black cock. She'd screamed yes over and over as she came. It wasn't long before they started watching interracial porn together, masturbating side by side on the couch as they watched black studs with truly huge cocks plow a series of pretty young starlets on their big screen TV. 
 
      
 
    "This is crazy," Toby panted after one such evening, his spent cock shrinking in his cum-splatted fist. He blushed and smiled at her as she rubbed her clit in fast little circles, her eyes glued to the screen. She hadn't thought the tiny blonde actress capable of taking all those fat ebony inches, but she had! Her screams of pleasure didn't seem like acting. 
 
      
 
    "I know, but I can't stop thinking about it, Toby!" she whimpered. "Damn you for putting the idea into my head!" she said after she brought herself to her fifth shuddering orgasm that evening. 
 
      
 
    "It was an accident, I swear!" he protested. "Still, I can't stop thinking about it either. I imagine you instead of those porn stars and well, I just get so damn hard!" 
 
      
 
    "You don't get jealous?" she asked, incredulous. "Or insecure? I mean, those black dicks make yours look really tiny!" She wasn't sure why she added the last, was it to test her husband, to see how he really felt? Or was it because she was starting to see it in that light herself. She bit her lip as she waited for his reply. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, a little," he admitted, blushing. "I feel pretty tiny, like my cock is worthless," he said finally. He was quickly stiffening up for a third erection! 
 
      
 
    "It's not entirely worthless, Toby," she cuddled her naked body against him, kissing his cheek. "It gives you pleasure after all." 
 
      
 
    "But not you?" he asked, his voice low and choked up. He was fully stiff again, and she glanced at it. She was tempted to stroke it for him, but decided to wait. 
 
      
 
    "Even before you started stretching me, it didn't really give me much pleasure, honestly. I mean you're only about as thick as my thumb!" she giggled. "Now, I don't think I could even feel you. You only have yourself to blame for that, Mr. Tobias Worthington!" she said primly. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that's true," he forced a laugh. A bead of precum formed at the tip of his cock, sliding down the shaft to rest on his balls. "What about when you suck me?" 
 
      
 
    "Hm," she chewed her lip thoughtfully. She loved sucking his cock didn't she? Or was it just making him feel good she liked? Time for another test, she decided. "It's so tiny, I really don't enjoy sucking you, per se. I only do it because I want to give you pleasure, too." 
 
      
 
    "Jesus, Lucy!" Toby gasped. He couldn't help himself, it seemed. He wrapped a big fist around his cock, the very tip barely poking up through the top, and started to pump. 
 
      
 
    "I think I'd enjoy sucking a big cock, though. Maybe even a black one," she said as she lay her head on his shoulder. Her blue eyes focused on his hand as it flew on his small cock.  
 
      
 
    "Would you really do that, kitten? Would you really suck a big black cock. Would you let a black man fuck you?" he grunted. 
 
      
 
    "Only with you there, sweetie. I know how much you love to see me stretched. And I wouldn't do anything without your permission," she kissed his ear and lay a hand over his, making him stop his furious stroking.  
 
      
 
    "Well, only if you really want to, my love," he said as he turned his face to meet hers. They kissed tenderly, their tongues sliding around each other's mouths. She straddled him, never breaking the kiss. She settled her soft bottom on his thighs and his modest cock slipped effortless into her slippery cunt. 
 
      
 
    "Are you even in me?" she asked as she broke the kiss and wiggled her hips.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, but I'm too small for you aren't I?" he looked away shyly. She could feel him throbbing inside her, on the edge of cumming again. 
 
      
 
    "Totally," she said. She shuddered as a perverse thrill made her tingle. Why was she getting off on being so mean? And why did her husband seem to like it too? She pulled herself off and settled back down further back, with his cock throbbing and glistening with her juices between their bodies.  
 
      
 
    "Let's do it," he grunted as he finally looked back into her eyes. His nostrils flared, his dark brown eyes were wide.  
 
      
 
    "Do what?" she asked coyly, stroking his broad chest. 
 
      
 
    "Go online and find a black guy. We'll make sure he has a big dick, of course. And you can..." he gulped. "You can fuck him while I watch." 
 
      
 
    "Are you serious, Toby?" she asked, holding his face in her small hands and leaning close to him. She was taking a huge risk. She could lose her lover and her best friend if things went badly. 
 
      
 
    "I am if you are, Lucy," he said slowly. "I've always known about my shortcomings, its why I've become so..." he struggled for the right word. 
 
      
 
    "Generous?" she suggested. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, generous in bed. I want to make you satisfied, kitten. If my cock can't do it, I'm willing to do whatever it takes," he laughed. "We can always treat the whole experience as just another sex toy," he offered. 
 
      
 
    "Oh that's hot, sweetie!" she purred. "Okay, I want a new toy, Tobias. A big strong black toy who isn't made of rubber and who can fuck me all by himself. And I want you to watch!" 
 
      
 
    "All right," he grinned and glanced down to his hard little pecker. "What do we do now?' 
 
      
 
    "Now? You put that useless dick away," she stood up and pulled him up after her. "And we get online and post an ad for a black stud. Right now!" 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    They'd chosen thier lover, their black sex toy, carefully. Neither Lucy nor Toby wanted to bring some arrogant, ignorant young thug into their suburban home. They'd deleted dozens of replies from barely literate cocky black youths, most of whom showed off their ripped bodies on the website. She found herself drooling over their ebony bodies. Though Toby taller than most, and if anything more muscular, there was something about the way deep brown skin set off thier muscles that made them look stronger and more virile. A few even had dick pics, and both were pleasantly surprised to find that while in most cases the rumors of black size were exaggerated, that there was indeed quite a bit of truth to them all the same. A few were truly staggering, nearly as large as her biggest toy as they hung limp between the toned black thighs of their owners. 
 
      
 
    They had been about to get frustrated when they ran across Henry Brown. His profile was neat, almost professional. Forty years old. Small business owner. College educated. Most importantly, discreet and experienced with white couples. His picture seemed recent, a tall, fit black man leaning against a new SUV in his suburban driveway. He didn't seem to have the "cut" look of a lot of the younger guys, but he had broad shoulders, huge hands, and filled out his flannel shirt with masculine brawn. He was handsome too, with neat hair and a friendly smile.  
 
      
 
    They'd started an email correspondence with him. Henry, or Hank, as he liked to be called, seemed skeptical of their pictures at first. Most couples in the scene were a bit older, and few of the white wives he was used to had their looks, especially Lucy. A webcam pic of them holding up a handwritten sign reading "This is really us, Hank" seemed to allay his fears. After that, he was very eager. They took a few days to get to know each other online, exchanging emails and having a few three way chats, before they made the phone call and set up the meet.  
 
      
 
    "I think that's him," Toby said as he glanced out the window of their living room. The big white SUV parked behind their twin BMW's. She ran up beside him, leaning over him as she watched the tall, older black man step out. He wore blue jeans and a button down shirt, and a big friendly smile on his face. Lucy straightened and smoothed the little black cocktail dress over her slim, curvaceous body. She had simple black pumps on her feet, but nothing else. Toby had persuaded her to skip the underwear. 
 
      
 
    "You'd better get that," she said when the bell rang. 
 
      
 
    "You're coming with me, kitten," Toby laughed. He took her arm and together they answered the door.  
 
      
 
    "My my, you two look even nicer in person!" Hank exclaimed, his rugged face splitting into a big, white, toothy grin. "Henry Brown, good to meet you both!" He extended a hand. 
 
      
 
    "Sure is, Henry!" Toby grinned. "I'm Tobias Worthington, this of course, is my wife Lucy. But call me, Toby." He shook the older man's hand. 
 
      
 
    "Only if you call me Hank," the tall black man agreed. His voice as deep and resonant, just like it had been on the phone. It made Lucy shiver.  
 
      
 
    "Come on in, Hank," she said nervously and stepped back to make way.  
 
      
 
    "Don't mind if I do!" he said. The three of them moved to the living room, Lucy curling up on her husband's lap on the couch as Hank sat across from them. "You've got a real nice home, here," Hank nodded as he glanced around. Toby did indeed do very well, though she had done most of the decorating herself. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you Hank. Is there anything we can get you? Beer, soda, a drink?" Lucy asked. Her eyes flitted to the man's big hands. What would those ebony mitts feel like against her skin? 
 
      
 
    "Nothing right now, thank you, Miss Lucy." Hank settled back in his chair and examined them. "I know this is your first time doing something like this. We should take it slow. Get to know each other. See if it fits right. There's no rush now." 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Hank," Toby let out a sigh. Lucy realized he'd been holding his breath. They spent a good hour chatting. Hank was warm and funny, and frankly, charming. He certainly knew what he was doing, putting them both at ease with his calm demeanor. Lucy peeled herself off Toby to fetch beers for them all. When she returned the conversation had turned. 
 
      
 
    "You've got one fine looking young wife there, Toby. Now I know I can get her to take to the lifestyle easily enough. A lot of white men find it harder though," he said wisely. He took the beer offered and pulled Lucy down onto the arm of his chair, wrapping a powerful arm around her tiny waist. Lucy tensed for a moment, then leaned back into him.  
 
      
 
    "Lifestyle?" Toby asked as he took a sip of his beer. 
 
      
 
    "It either is a one time fling to fulfill a fantasy, or it becomes a full time lifestyle. That's if things work out anyway," Hank said. "Do you think you'd want your pretty wife to go all the way, to become Black Owned?" he asked bluntly. 
 
      
 
    "Owned?" Lucy interrupted. She swiveled on the arm of the chair, looking down sharply at the big black man. She was no one's property! Still, she could feel her pussy beginning to heat up, and she crossed her long legs. 
 
      
 
    "I, I mean we, didn't think this was going to be an S&M thing," Toby said, sounding a bit worried. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, it's not!" Hank chuckled. His hand drifted down Lucy's side, his thick fingers teasing her bare leg just below the hem of her short dress. "In a Black Owned relationship, the woman gives her body to black men she finds attractive. I 'spose there's some aspect of submission to it. We can get pretty rough at times, but I'm not talking whips or chains or any of that nonsense you white folks sometimes amuse yourself with," he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "Still, Owned seems to imply something more," Lucy added thoughtfully. 
 
      
 
    "It does. If you're owned by black men, you don't play with other men anymore. No white men, not even your husband," Hank smiled and pulled her skirt up a little higher, his warm hand resting against her smooth thigh. 
 
      
 
    "That's seems to be taking things a bit far," Toby gulped. 
 
      
 
    "I don't know, Toby," Lucy said as she leaned back. Hank shifted on the chair as she settled back against his broad chest. Her bottom came to light in his lap and she draped her long legs over the arm of the chair, letting her heels dangle from her toes. "When's the last time we really fucked, three weeks ago? Four? It wouldn't be much different. I'd just stop sucking your little dick is all." 
 
      
 
    "You wouldn't miss it, Lucy?" he asked quietly. She only shrugged in response. 
 
      
 
    "Oh don't worry, sweetie!" she laughed all of a sudden. "I want to make you happy too!" She reached over and touched his arm. "This fantasy is for both of us, remember?" 
 
      
 
    "You're right!" her husband chuckled and shook his head. "And it's been a good fantasy for us too! What do you say we put it into practice?" 
 
      
 
    "That's the spirit, Toby!" Hank grinned. He brushed Lucy's hair away from her face with a sausage-like finger. Leaning down, he pressed his thick lips against her full, pink mouth and kissed her softly. It was different than kissing her husband, not only because he was black and so much older, two things she'd never experienced, but because she was married. The wrongness of it have her a thrill. She was one naughty wife!  
 
      
 
    "Maybe we should take this upstairs?" Toby suggested after a while. Hank finally pulled his mouth from hers and addressed the younger man. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, why don't you lead the way?" Hank said. The big man stood, cradling Lucy against his powerful body. He held her in his arms as if she weighed no more than a small child. She kicked her shoes off and wrapped an arm around the big man's neck.  
 
      
 
    "Right!" Toby said as he leaped to his feet. He practically ran up the stairs with Hank at his heels. He certainly seemed excited! Perhaps he had something like this in mind all along, when he first started buying toys to stuff into her? 
 
      
 
    "You're really eager for me to start cheating on you, sweetie!" she giggled, and kissed Hank's dark cheek. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I guess so," Toby blushed and gestured to the huge, soft bed dominating the center of their bedroom. He was smiling, but fidgeting too. There was no way to tell if he was aroused or not, even at full erection, he wouldn't have made much a bulge in his slacks. 
 
      
 
    "All in good time," Hank said as he gently set Lucy down on the bed. He took the hem of her dress in his big hands and pulled the clingy black fabric up, exposing her body one slim, tanned inch at a time. Lucy lifted her arms to make it easier for him, and the big black man tossed it away. He stepped back to admire her, letting out a low whistle. 
 
      
 
    "I've turned a lot of married women on to black men, honey, but you're definitely the sweetest I ever did see!" He grinned and pulled off his shirt. He wasn't muscle bound like a lot of the younger men had been, and certainly his muscles weren't as well defined as her husband, but he was broad and powerful, and was clearly very strong. Lucy cooed and ran a small hand over his slightly rounded belly and ebony chest. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, you're like chocolate!" she purred as she sat nude on the edge of the bed.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck, this is crazy," Toby groaned and sat on the chair under the window, rubbing his crotch as he looked on. 
 
      
 
    "You'll get used to it, guy," Hank winked at the younger man. He pushed his hips toward her, and Lucy could clearly see his faded blue jeans bulging. She licked her lips. "How about a nice big chocolate bar, honey?" he asked her. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes please!" she said happily. She glanced at her husband, mouthing the words "thank you" before eagerly unbuttoning the older man's jeans. She had to know if all those rumors about black men were true. If not in every case, at least in this one! Hank gave his hips a shake as she pulled, and the tight denim fell down his legs. Like her, he had neglected underwear. 
 
      
 
    "There you go, honey! Get a good look!" the black man said proudly. And well he should be proud! His cock was the color of deep dark chocolate, a thick tube that hung meatily from his body over his heavy balls so dark they seemed truly black. With every white cock she'd seen, the skin had seemed semi-translucent, showing vein veins under the silky flesh. Hank's black cock was near uniform in color, smooth and dark to the fat head, which was only a slightly paler shade. Her blue eyes widened in awe of it. It hung totally limp, but it was nearly as big as her largest dildo! 
 
      
 
    "Good God!" Toby gasped, leaning forward to get a closer look.  
 
      
 
    "Sweetie," Lucy hesitated, looking at her husband. This was going to be a tight fit. Her bald little pussy quivered between her thighs. She wanted it, bad. "Look how huge he is honey? I think he's twice the size of your useless little prick already!" she said as sweetly as she could muster. 
 
      
 
    "Watch out, she might not wanna touch a white dick after this, Toby!" Hank chuckled. "But you can go ahead and touch mine, honey." 
 
      
 
    "So smooth!" she said in wonder as her delicate fingers traced the glorious length of it. It was warm to the touch, and she could feel his pulse through the soft skin. She shifted on the bed, bringing herself in line with it and making her big, naked breasts wobble. With a soft little grunt, she lifted the monster from his thighs, marvelling at the weight of it. She made two fists around the base, surprised that even with him being mostly soft, her hands couldn't make it all the way around. It looked so dark and black against her skin. 
 
      
 
    "The contrast is amazing!" Toby muttered. He fished out his little cock. Lucy glanced his way and grimaced. He may have been talking about their skin tones, but she couldn't help but compare Hank with her husband as well. She couldn't tear her eyes away from her husband's sad, pink little hard on fast enough.  
 
      
 
    "Put it away, Toby," she said, stroking that big black cock with both tiny fists. "There's a real dick in the house now," she said firmly.  
 
      
 
    "Ugh, all right, kitten," Toby said, and she heard his pants zip back up. The black pole before her was starting to grow. She moved her hands back and forth, feeling the blood pumping into it, making it swell and stretch. In moments it thrust fully hard from the older man's body, a good deal longer and thicker than anything she'd ever hard before. 
 
      
 
    "I wonder if you taste like chocolate too," she said. She opened her pink lips and did her best to stuff that fat head between them. Her pussy might have been stretched from Toby's toys, but her mouth was another matter. Her jaw creaked as she forced the plum-sized head onto her tongue. She licked at it as best she could, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked down. 
 
      
 
    "That's it, honey, get me nice and wet," Hank smiled, brushing her hair from her face with his fat fingers.  
 
      
 
    Lucy bobbed and slurped, drool running down the length of that black cock as she wrung at the shaft with her tiny hands. She couldn't get much more than the head in her mouth, but those few inches she managed to take, she worked with all her skill. She knew where Toby and other men liked to be licked, just below the head, and concentrated her nimble tongue there. She flattened her tongue against his shaft and moved her head back and forth rapidly to increase the friction. She hoped that it would please him as well as it did smaller cocks. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck honey, you suck cock like you mean it!" Hank groaned. He nudged his hips back and forth, pushing more inside her hot sucking mouth.  
 
      
 
    "Mmm," she moaned and popped off his dick, her lips gloss and wet from her own spit. "You taste pretty good, Henry," she said. "I never knew it could be so fun to suck a big dick!" She went back to work, pushing her pretty face forward, letting his incredibly fat cockhead push against the back of her throat. She gagged, and tears ran down her cheeks, smearing her mascara. 
 
      
 
    "Work it, that's it honey!" Hank encouraged her. He let her choke herself several times before taking matters into his own hands. His huge dark hands held her head as steady as a vice, and he roughly forced his cock straight into her gurgling throat. She thrashed a bit, still stroking his cock, not daring to even try to push him away. Her throat burned as he forced her to swallow the tip, making her neck bulge obscenely.  
 
      
 
    "You're hurting her!" Toby objected, his voice filled with concern. 
 
      
 
    "Naw," Hank pulled his massive cock out and rubbed the milk-chocolate tip against her red, tear-streaked face. "Did you want to choke on it some more, honey?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes," she croaked, her voice raw. She coughed and shook her head before tilting her head back and opening her mouth as wide as she could. 
 
      
 
    "See, she likes it," Hank smirked. He stabbed her mouth once again, managing to get half his impossibly long and thick manhood past her wide-stretched lips. He held her there, pushing steadily, not letting her pull back. She started gagging again, her throat clenching around him in violent spasms. The powerful black man seemed to love the sensation. He stuffed another painfully thick inch or two down her throat before he finally pulled back. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck," Lucy whimpered. She wheezed and coughed. A long line of spit hung from her cheek. "You're so big! It's hard!" 
 
      
 
    "You'll get used to it. You just need more practice," Hank assured her. "But that's for later, right now you've got a sweet married little pussy I can't wait to rearrange!"  
 
      
 
    "Oh yes!" Lucy agreed happily. She crawled back on the bed, spreading her slender legs, giving the black man a good view of her pink, bald little pussy. That cock was going to hurt, she imagined, but she still couldn't wait. 
 
      
 
    "Damn, honey! Your hubby's prick must be fucking tiny if you're that desperate!" Hank kicked his jeans the rest of the way off and climbed up onto the bed.  
 
      
 
    "I swear, it's totally worthless," she agreed. She glanced at her husband, who sat on the bed, a shocked look on his face. She gave him a shy smile and a little shrug. He'd taken her to this point, after all! Now it was time to see if he could handle it.  
 
      
 
    "Typical white boy!" Hank said. He scooted close, letting his wet, throbbing black cock slap against her stomach. His balls rested against her aching pussy as the shaft lay flat against her, stretching up well past her navel. "Think you're gonna be able to take it all, honey?"\ 
 
      
 
    "We won't know until we try, Hank! Come on! Stick that big black cock into me! I need it bad!" she whined, licking her lips. 
 
      
 
    "That's my little married slut!" the black man growled. He pulled back, his monster cock dragging against her skin. At last the wrist thick knob was poised against her delicate pussy. He rubbed the brown mushroom head between her lips, seeking and finding the gateway to the center of her womanhood. With a grunt he began to push. 
 
      
 
    "Shit!" she exclaimed. Her pussy lips stretched wider than ever, and for a terrifying second, she thought they might rip! She trembled on the bed, her arms and legs splayed wide as the huge black man slowly inched his giant cock into her. Her pussy fluttered, stretching quickly, as if eager for it all. Every nerve inside her came alive, sending a growing stream of tingling pleasure up her spine.  
 
      
 
    "This is so much better than a dildo," she sighed in pleasure. She could feel his warmth inside her, feel him twitch and pulse. The huge organ touched her in places only a few over-sized toys had ever reached, but it kept going, finding new pleasure spots deep within her. 
 
      
 
    "You look so fucking hot, kitten!" Toby groaned. 
 
      
 
    "Doesn't she, just?" Hank laughed. His powerful hips began to rise and fall in a slow, steady rhythm. Each time he sank deep, his huge cock forced Lucy's small, slender body into the mattress. Her pussy stretched, opening wider, deeper. He bottomed out but kept pushing, making her stretch even more inside her body. When she felt his heavy, swinging balls slap against her bottom, she screamed. 
 
      
 
    "OH FUCK YES!" she cried. Her orgasm flashed through her so quickly and so powerfully, she wouldn't have been surprised to open her eyes and see the house blown away by a bolt of lightning. Her toes curled on the sheets and her arms flew around the big man's shoulders, scratching his broad back. 
 
      
 
    "Take it, you bad little slut!" Hank panted. The older man picked up his pace, slamming her over and over. The headboard beat out a steady tattoo against the wall. Each thrust inward made her squeal, and the older man began to pant. Their lusty music filled the room, every few minutes rising to a crescendo as Lucy screamed from another jagged, hot orgasm. 
 
      
 
    "Your big black cock feels so good!" she cried. She tossed her head side to side as Hank drilled her relentlessly. For a man his age, he certainly had energy and stamina. She quickly lost track of time, not to mention her cums. The big man flipped her over and fucked her doggie style, her big breasts swinging back and forth as she stared at her husband. 
 
      
 
    "You love this don't you?" he asked her, rubbing the front of his pants where a small wet spot had formed. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, Toby, thank you so much for this! I never want it to stop!" Her tongue lolled from her mouth and her blue eyes rolled back in her head. Her long brown hair hung limp around her face, heavy with sweat. Her whole body ached and tingled at the same time. She'd never known sex could be like this, never in her wildest dreams! 
 
      
 
    "You're so sexy, kitten. Whatever you want!" Toby agreed readily, his eyes dark with lust as he watched his young wife get righteously fucked by an older black man. 
 
      
 
    "Is that so," Hank said as he shoved his huge tool balls deep into her from behind hand held it there. He took a fistful of her hair and pulled her up, bringing her up against his body. He shifted his hand to wrap around her throat, stopping just short of choking her while the other big black mit roamed over her pale white breasts. "You ready to be Black Owned, slut?" he asked her roughly. 
 
      
 
    "Yes please," she whimpered, her voice hushed from the pressure of his powerful hand around her neck. She rubbed herself back against him, loving the rough feel of his black hands on her soft little white body. His cock still throbbed inside her, and her pussy sucked around every inch of it, half-numb from the overload of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    "Then tell him!" Hank turned her head to face her husband. "Say it." 
 
      
 
    "Sweetie, I'm sorry, but I'm..." she licked her lips. Toby's mouth twitched in the barest hint of a smile. "I'm owned by black men now," she said the last in a rush. Her pussy was on fire, the heat spreading from her trembling legs down to her tiny toes. 
 
      
 
    "And what does that mean, slut?" Hank demanded. 
 
      
 
    "That my body belongs to you, and to black men," she whispered. 
 
      
 
    "That's right, honey," he finally released the pressure on her neck, and she sucked in a deep breath. "You can be my little slut for a while, and I've got some friends I can share you with, how does that sound, slut?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh God, that sounds so good," she purred, rocking her hips, feeling his hardness stimulating her very center. 
 
      
 
    "No more playing with toys for you, slut. Just the real thing. And," he pinched her nipples roughly. She shuddered. "No more white dick, not even his. Got it?" 
 
      
 
    "I won't even suck him, Hank!" she promised, and sighed. It almost felt like a relief saying that out loud. Toby whimpered and rubbed himself even harder, staring at her. He licked his lips and  nodded, as if he couldn't agree more! A wicked smile formed on her lips. "His cock is too damn small for me! Always was, really. Heck, I may not let him play with it any more either!" she giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Oh I got ways you can ensure that too," Hank laughed. Without warning her shoved her back down onto the bed. His hand wrapped around the back of her head as he leaned into it, shoving her face down deep into the mattress. "For now, I need to cream that sweet pussy!" 
 
      
 
    Hank jackhammered her from behind hard enough to move the heavy king-sized bed several inches across the carpeted floor. Her screams of pain and pleasure were muffled by the heavy comforter, but she realized on thing as he pumped his thick, heavy cum deep into her womb. She'd finally gone all the way, and there was no going back, not ever! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Lucy applied a heavy layer of bright red lipstick and smacked her lips as she stood in front of the mirror. In the months that followed that first fateful night, she and her loving husband Toby had delved ever deeper into the realm of Black Owned Cuckoldry. She stepped back and admired herself. Totally nude was the way Hank and his black friends liked her. She cupped her breasts, letting them jiggle. Her hand roamed lower, to the Queen of Spades tattooed over her pussy. She grinned at the words inscribed on it. "Black Only". 
 
      
 
    "Are you ready, kitten?" Toby asked from the door. He was nude as well, or mostly, anyway. "The guys are getting restless," he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "They can wait a moment," she smiled and slipped into her husband's arms. She still loved to kiss and cuddle with him, though true to her words to Hank, she hadn't touched his cock in months. They kissed deeply, their tongues sliding together in a slow, sensual dance. "I love you so much, Tobias. You know that, right?" she looked into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    "I love you too, Lucinda," he smiled. "Even more now, in fact." 
 
      
 
    "Really? What if I decide to make this permanent?" she fondled the heavy steel cage locked around his cock and balls. At Hank's suggestion, she'd locked him in male chastity a week into their interracial adventure. She only let him out once a week to masturbate, and only when she sat on his face and fed him the pungent cum of black men as it dripped from her pussy into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, my God, you wouldn't!" he exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    "I would. I mean, I might as well, the tattoo is permanent, after all!" she giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Kitten, will you marry me?" he chuckled playfully, and they kissed once more. She might have an unconventional marriage by any standard, but she and Toby were happy. She'd be damned if she'd ever let anyone take that away from her! 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Excerpt from "A Bride's Bounty, Part 1" 
 
      
 
    "Dan," Mark began as he stepped around her to address her husband. "I think it's time we retire to my yacht. We should discuss business at little." 
 
      
 
    "All right," the big man coughed. Wendy looked at him out of the corner of her eye. He was blushing, and holding his hands in front of his bulging trousers. Mark didn't seem to bother with his own, even though it was quite a bit more obvious, even in the dim light. 
 
      
 
    "Wendy?" Mark asked, holding out his hand. She bit her lip, but took it. Together they left the dancing locals behind and headed down the pier. Dan was quiet as he walked behind her, her tiny hand clutching Mark's. The billionaire helped her up the gangplank and drew them inside a large study, complete with leather sofas and and full bar. 
 
      
 
    "Nice yacht," Dan commented quietly. 
 
      
 
    "Constance is a fine ship," Mark agreed proudly. Still holding Wendy's hand, he leaned down and added quietly, "Named for Lady Chatterley of course." Wendy blushed as she nodded, Constance Chatterley was, of course, a character from literature. And famously unfaithful. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, well," Dan shuffled his feet.  
 
      
 
    "But where are my manners? Please, have a seat!" he gestured for Dan to sit on one end of the cozy love seat, and guided Wendy down next to him. She let go of his hand and smoothed her dress over her legs. Mark sat across from them, pulling a chair close. 
 
      
 
    "It's all right, honey," Dan whispered, patting her leg. She finally looked at him, and his big brown eyes were so full of love that she sighed in relief. She grinned and leaned up to kiss his bearded cheek. It seems their mutual indiscretions were forgiven. 
 
      
 
    "You two really do make a great couple," Mark grinned, leaning forward in his chair. "That's why I'm going to make you an offer. Dan, how much money would you need to completely fund your research for say, the next five years?" 
 
      
 
    "Five years?" Dan laughed. "I'd probably need around fifty million on top of University resources and other donors. I know that is a lot of money, but you did say five years. If properly funded, I could have meaningful results much faster than that," he said confidently. 
 
      
 
    "How much without any other funding. Grand total," Mark asked. 
 
      
 
    "Look, that's a tricky question. There's the matter of graduate student assistance, lab facilities, acces to the school's telescopes and sensors-" 
 
      
 
    "Ballpark it for me. I'm very serious about this, Doctor Jacobson." 
 
      
 
    "A little over a thirty million a year, probably. But like I said, five years is probably a lot more time than I'd actually need." The huge man shook his head. "Who am I fooling, you're not going to shell out a hundred million dollars, or more, on my account! But any little bit would help." 
 
      
 
    "A handred million dollars is lesss than one percent of my net worth, Dan," Mark grinned and leaned back in the chair. Wendy sat listening as they talked. All the dancing in four inch heels had taken its toll on her feet. She slipped the strappy heels off. 
 
      
 
    "Dan do you mind giving me a foot rub?" she asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "Of course not, honey," he said graciously. 
 
      
 
    "No. Let me," Mark said abruptly. Sitting across from them, and so close, Wendy realized that it would be quite a bit easier, but still. 
 
      
 
    "Dan?" she asked her husband. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, go ahead," he gulped. Despite what gangsters may argue about in movies, foot rubs were a fairly intimate. She lifted her small, tan feet and lay them on Mark's lap as he leaned back. His hands went to work immediately, rubbing her soles in slow, firm circles. She sighed as the tension evaporated. 
 
      
 
    "I'm willing to fully fund your research, Dan. I can provide all the engineers and scientists you need to assist you. Plus, as you know, Anson Aviation has access to state of the art equipment and laboratories of all kinds. Money isn't an object." Mark continued. His fingers kept working too, and Wendy surprised herself as a low, contented purr escaped her lips. His touch was gentler than her husband's, and more sensitive. She felt her body temperature begin to rise. 
 
      
 
    "That's a lot of money you're offering," Dan said warily.  
 
      
 
    "For all my money there's one thing I've always wanted to own," Mark said carefully as he toyed with Wendy's toes. "You have the most exquisite legs and feet, Wendy Jacobson," he commented happily. 
 
      
 
    "And what's that?" Wendy asked. She drew a long breath and held it. 
 
      
 
    "I've always wanted a wife. Not to get married, you understand. I don't want or need that headache. What I want is something different entirely.  I've always wanted to possess, to control, to own another man's wife," His green eyes went to theirs in turn, unblinking and deadly serious. 
 
      
 
    "And you think you can buy me for a hundred million dollars?" Wendy asked incredulously. She was tempted to pull her feet away from his hands, grab Dan and walk right out of there. Instead, she wiggled her toes as a delicious thrill crept up her spine. She wanted to hear more. 
 
      
 
    "That's silly," Dan said half-heartedly. Wendy reached over, rubbing his trousers. His hardness told her that he was as aroused as she was! 
 
      
 
    "Not for the money," Mark shook his head. "For the science. Think what you could do with an unlimited budget and complete freedom, Doctor Jacobson!" 
 
      
 
    "And what? Wendy becomes your slave? Or do you expect us to divorce," he shook his shaggy head violently. "I love science, Mister Anson, but I love Wendy more. I won't not have her in my life!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I don't want a slave. And I certainly don't want to steal her heart and marry her myself!" Mark laughed. His fingertips glided up and down her soft soles, and she shivered in delight. 
 
      
 
    "What do you want, then?" Wendy asked breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    "I want to be her lover, her only lover. I want her to be exclusive and faithful sexually to me and only me. You have no idea how long I've fantasized about this. I've been looking for the right couple to approach for two years. I've had staff researching candidates," he chuckled. "It was your wedding announcment in your local paper that did it. Or rather your picture. The two of you looked so good together. Clearly very much in love. And I have to say, Dan, your wife took my breath away even in that photo," Mark explained. 
 
      
 
    "I'm glad you approve, but this research will take a few years at least! We've only just been married for God's sake! You're asking us to give up an awful lot!" Dan said. 
 
      
 
    "I've never been unfaithful to anyone, least of all Dan. I won't risk losing what we have!" Wendy said. Once again, she found herself unable to pull herself away from Mark's wonderful hands.  
 
      
 
    "A wise choice, but you handled the island girl and the dance floor very well. You both are mature and itelligent. I think both of you know the difference between love and sex. You shouldn't decide anything now of course, but a little more information could help you make up your mind." Mark said. 
 
      
 
    "Information?" Dan asked. "What do you mean?" 
 
      
 
    "A trial. Let me have Wendy tonight. I suspect, from the way you haven't punched me out for kissing, fondling, and massaging your wife, and by the hard on you're sporting there, that you're not completely opposed to the idea of Wendy having a fling," he smirked. 
 
      
 
    "Well, I-" Dan blushed, but Wendy rubbed his cock through his pants with a naughty grin. 
 
      
 
    "You're right, he's hard as a rock!" she giggled. She remembered the way Dan had looked at her, as she had danced with the billionaire on the beach. She'd loved showing off for him, almost as much as she was, she had to admit, curious about what the handsome Mark had in his trousers. She whispered in her husband's ear, "I really think it would be fun, for both of us." Especially for herself, she realized.  
 
      
 
    "I don't know what's wrong with me, but I'm actually considering this," Dan grumbled.  
 
      
 
    "As you can see, Wendy and I seem to have some chemistry. Wouldn't you like to see just how much?" he smiled at her, his hands idle on her ankles. 
 
      
 
    "Please Dan?" she batted her eyelashes at him. He never could resist her when she did that. "I'd only do something like this if you say it's okay," she said as she gave her husband a firm squeeze through his pants. 
 
      
 
    "One night," Dan grunted. He was starting to sweat. "What do we get out of it, then? You seem to be all about making this a bargain!" 
 
      
 
    "Fair point," Mark laughed. "Consider your honeymoon paid. Send me your receits and I'll cover every expense. Deal?" He offered the man a hand. 
 
      
 
    "Wendy, do you want to go through with this? I mean, sure it was, erotic I guess is the word, seeing you dancing with Mark. But kissing and groping are quite different than, well, sex." Dan said, his deep voice dropping low. 
 
      
 
    "I think we're both enjoying it, my love. And frankly, the way Mark moves, and from what I felt in his pants, I'm in for a real treat!" she said and turned to kiss him. Their lips met and their tongues tangled for a long moment as they sat on the leather couch. Her small hand rubbed his stiff bulge all the while, making him groan into her mouth. She finally pulled away, her blue eyes were alight with carefree exuberance. "What the heck, Dan, if it gets weird we'll go back to the mainland and forget this ever happened!" she grinned. 
 
      
 
    "When you put it that way, what do we really have to lose?" Dan said. She felt him throb through his pants, the way he did when he was about to cum good and hard. She pulled her hand away quickly. She didn't want him to lose control, and perhaps his desire, before things even got started. 
 
      
 
    "We'll do it, Mister Anson!" she told the dashing young billionaire cheerfully. "But I want Dan there in case, well in case things get-" 
 
      
 
    "I understand. He's a part of this arrangement too. He really does need to watch," Mark smirked. He was a cocky one! He pulled her feet from his lap and stood. "I've had the crew prepare my state room." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "I can do this," Wendy said, taking a deep breath. She'd left her dress and underwear in a neat pile by the sink in the yacht's little bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror. She knew she was pretty but she didn't have the kind of figure that typically graced magazine covers or men's fantasies. Barely over five feet tall and not quite a hundred pounds, she had cute teacup breasts, just large enough to appear rounded against her chest, a waist her husband could wrap his hands around, and slim, almost boyish hips. She twisted in front of the mirror to get a look at her small, but bubbly little bottom. A lot of guys did like that, as well as her toned, smooth legs, slender for a woman her height. She pulled her panties from her waist, her lest vestige of clothing. She had had a full wax for the first time before getting married, and her sex was as still smooth and hairless. She hoped Mark liked that. 
 
      
 
    She nodded to herself and slipped out the door, turning off the light behind her. The men were waiting for her in the adjoining bedroom. A pair of lamps on tables at each side of the bed were dimmed down to fill the small room with soft golden light.  
 
      
 
    "Exquisite," Mark muttered as he rose from the bed. He'd stripped down to black silk boxers, and Wendy filled her eyes with the sight of him. Young, athletic, with toned muscles and that too-handsome face, he could make male models jealous. She glanced at his boxers, the material seemed stretched to bursting over the fat penis stuffed into them. She smiled shyly and gulped. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, I guess?" Dan rumbled. Wendy glanced at her husband where he sat on a cozy chair, not three feet from the bed. He was going to have a front row seat! 
 
      
 
    "Tell him to be quiet, Wendy" Mark said. His flashing green eyes never left her body. His nostrils flared as they roamed over her slim figure. 
 
      
 
    "Hush, Dan. Just watch tonight, okay," she said softly. Almost before she could finish, Mark swooped in, pulling her into his strong arms. He lifted her onto her tip toes as he bent to kiss her. Once again their lips and tongues met, and Wendy found herself melting into his passionate embrace. She felt in a trance as he led her to the bed, laying her out while he hovered over her. His talented mouth teased her neck, her chest, her tiny breasts and nipples. He tickled her navel before moving down, pushing her slim thighs wide as he crouched on the edge of the mattress.  
 
      
 
    "You did this for your husband?" he asked her quietly as he traced her delicate pink lips with the tip of one long finger, barely touching her. She shivered in delight. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I thought he'd like the look," Wendy blushed as the young man examined her exposed sex.  
 
      
 
    "What color is your pubic hair?" Mark asked, leaning close enough that she could feel his hot breath against her clit. She wanted to pull that smirking mouth lower, feel his amazing tongue on her pussy. 
 
      
 
    "Not quite blonde, but close," she said instead.  
 
      
 
    "You'll grow it back out for me. Oh you should trim it, but leave a little for me to admire," he said. It was clearly not a request. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mark," she said. No sooner had she agreed than the man began to kiss her pussy, kissed, as if he were making love to it. His lips and tongue teased her lower lips sensually, finding her clit but never quite touching it directly before wiggling into her tight, wet sex. She arched her back, thrusting her gumdrop nipples toward the ceiling as Mark expertly worked her pussy into a frenzy. His mouth seemed tireless, and just when she thought she couldn't take it anymore, his tongue flicked upward, homing in on her swollen little clitoris.  
 
      
 
    "You found it, finally," Dan muttered wryly. Wendy turned her head to see her big, strong husband rubbing himself through his pants, panting and flushed as he watched another man lick her pussy.  
 
      
 
    "Oh Gosh!" she cried, her eyes screwing shut. She beat her heels against the mattress and clutched at Marks head as his expert tongue sent her right over the edge. She screamed finally, a great groaning rush of breath escaping her lungs. Mark kept at her, feeding more and more pleasure into the bursting well of her clit, until she pulled at his hair so hard, he had no choice but to pull away.  
 
      
 
    "You taste fantastic," Mark smirked, wiping his chin. "How'd I do, Wendy?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh. My. God." Wendy panted when she could speak. She sat up on her elbows, rubbing a bare foot against the young man's bronzed chest. "Amazing!" 
 
      
 
    "Better than Dan?"  
 
      
 
    "What?" Wendy blushed and look at her husband, who nearly growled. The big man prided himself on his oral skills. While he had never failed to bring her off with his enthusiastic tongue, Mark simply seemed to know what she wanted, what she felt, and what she needed, before she did herself.  
 
      
 
    "Go ahead, tell the truth. I don't want to have to cut this night short before the fun really begins," Mark said, sitting back on the edge of the bed and crossing his legs.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, better than Dan," Wendy said quickly. She watched her husband wince, and she felt a stab of guilt.  
 
      
 
    "Don't feel bad, it's just sex," Mark chuckled. "And I'm glad you were honest." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, so happy about that," Dan muttered. 
 
      
 
    "Please, Dan. We agreed to this, remember?" Wendy pleaded with him. "It's just a one-night fling." 
 
      
 
    "You're right, I'm sorry, honey," Dan nodded, seeming to recover his confidence.  
 
      
 
    "Lay back on the bed again, Wendy," Mark said. As she scooted her little ass back on the mattress, the young man stood, stripping off his silk boxers. His massive cock flopped free, and Wendy and Dan gasped in unison. She glanced to her side, giving her husband a look of exaggerated fear. He burst out laughing.  
 
      
 
    "Something funny?" Mark demanded, his hands on his hips.  
 
      
 
    "Is that a dagger I see before me, or a battleship?" Wendy giggled. 
 
      
 
    "I think that thing has its own gravitational field," Dan quipped. The shared a look, Dan's eyes warm and full of mirth, Wendy's sparkling with fun. It was a game, and they both knew it. A raunchy, dirty, forbidden sex game, but a game nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    "If you two are done joking," Mark cleared his throat, flushing and looking quite sheepish. Wendy took pity on him. She sat up, taking Mark's hands and pulling him onto the bed. He rested on his knees. He seemed out of place, unsure of himself, for the first time that night. Wendy took his cock in hand, and gasped a little at the feeling of his warm member.  
 
      
 
    "You're really, really, big," she whispered. Even soft, the young man's endowment dwarfed any hard cock she'd ever played with. Smooth and well-formed, the massive tube drooped over her tiny hand, hanging over a pair of equally impressive balls in a smooth sac. He kept himself neatly trimmed and all in all, he was quite the sight. She chewed her lower lip nervously as she began to stroke. She could feel the blood rushing to his organ, swelling and coming to life. 
 
      
 
    "Am I the biggest you've ever seen?" Mark prompted, seeming a bit more comfortable. He sighed as his huge cock grew and grew, soon becoming far too thick for Wendy's small hand to grasp. She sat up on her heels and used both, watching in awe as his mighty staff rose to full size. 
 
      
 
    "By a mile," she nodded up at the handsome man.  
 
    *** 
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