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		THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and damned amazing. THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18.

		

		The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and these are the stories I like to tell, so thank you to the people who read my books.

		

		Be warned, there is sex in this book, lots of it. If that offends you, please don’t read any further. But if you are looking for a fun, dirty read. This is it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		By day I’m a floor manager in a manufacturing plant; on many nights and weekends I’m a Bull. A Bull is a man, usually a black man with a large penis, who services a woman, usually a white married woman, with a cuckold husband. Not a bad hobby I guess, as word has spread I’ve found myself becoming popular in some circles.

		Lucy works in the office of the plant as an administrative assistant to one of the owners. I noticed her first because of her appearance. Lucy drew attention to herself without trying, or even being aware that she was doing it. She’s beautiful, perfect skin without makeup, long blonde hair, and even white teeth that seemed to shine when she smiles.

		She’s tall for a woman, slim hips over long legs, it was no secret that she kept herself in shape. I’d heard that she ran every morning before coming into work, and I believed it. The only thing I couldn’t believe was how she found bras large enough to hold her breasts. Lucy was gifted in that department.

		Her husband was rumored to be a preacher at some weird cult just outside of town. Lucy carried one of their “bibles” with her and could be seen reading it whenever she ate her lunch at work. Maybe because she was a religious, church-going person, Lucy seemed, by nature, to be an innocent. Innocent of her beauty and most of all, innocent of her effect on men. She was just so good natured and well… good…that I’m sure she couldn’t conceive of the kinds of thoughts men had when she walked past them.

		Lucy always wore conservative skirts that did nothing to hide the curve of her ass and the length of her legs. She was blissfully unaware that the bellowing blouses she wore in summer, and the sweaters she wore in winter, provided a tantalizing hint of her particular gift.

		I could probably count, on the fingers of one hand, the number of times we’d spoken to each other. I worked on the plant floor and the only time I saw Lucy was when I was called into the office or when I needed something from her boss.

		When she walked across the plant, worked seemed to slow down as the men stopped to stared at her. Lucy just smiled and said “hello” to everybody she met.

		Our town is in the middle of the “Bible Belt,” it was important to be careful when talking about women or sex. Everybody belonged to a church and some were rabid in their beliefs.

		I didn’t stare. I was one of the few black men working in the plant, and I liked my job. Besides, at 6’5” I’d be hard to miss looking at a beautiful white woman. I kept my head down and did my job.

		Holly was another white woman who worked in the same office with Lucy. She didn’t draw the same level of attention; being shorter, with mousy brown hair and glasses, she was not the type that would cause rumors or jealousy.

		Holly and I got along fine, she was easy to talk with and I liked her. I seemed to be one of the few men who suspected her barely controlled sexuality.

		Holly lived alone in a small two-bedroom apartment where her only interests seemed to be books and sex, and books about sex. Our talks covered a variety of topics, she was well educated but our conversations always came back to sex.

		“Hi, Darryl. How’s it hanging,” it was Holly sneaking up behind me.

		“Long, black and hard. You should try it sometime,” I answered her.

		“Oh, damn it, Darryl. Don’t tease a girl, I haven’t had long, black and hard in like … forever,” Holly was looking at me with a hunger in her eyes that I’d seen before.

		Turning back to my work I said, “you know what they say? Once you go black,” I left the rest unsaid.

		Holly brushed past me, dragging her tit across my arm, whispering, “…I’d never go back.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		I had been busy, there was a steady flow of emails to answer, usually from husbands, but occasionally from their wives. Most commonly they’d been referred by a couple I knew, but sometimes I’d get an email from someone completely new.

		Hotwife message boards could be wonderful things, especially when they were looking for a BBC (Big Black Cock) in my city. I had to be careful, it wasn’t like a referral, I didn’t know if they were telling the truth and were real people, or if it was a prank by some 14-year-old. If they were real, I didn’t know what they looked like, even pictures could be faked. Usually I’d set up a meeting and arrange to arrive early, sitting at a different table or even standing at a distance outside. If anything seemed off, I’d just leave.

		I did not understand a man’s desire to see the woman he loved fucked by another man. It was a powerful fetish, I’d seen firsthand how it could take hold of a man, or sometimes a woman, and cause them to do things that society thought of as perverted. I would never want to watch my woman as some other man took her to sexual heights she’d never achieved before.

		Thankfully there were people who wanted to do just that, and thankfully some of them turned to me. I had to understand the desire for them to, not only watch their wife, but to enjoy the torment the fear of loss caused them. The fear of being abandoned for another man. If I didn’t understand it at all, I couldn’t meet their needs and I wouldn’t get more referrals.

		That’s how I met Brad and Amy. Brad had contacted me and we exchanged emails for almost two months as he slowly worked up to telling me what he wanted. I agreed to meet them at a Starbucks near their home.

		Brad and Amy had to be the whitest white people I’d ever seen, they could pose together for magazine covers. Brad was dressed the way I imagined a corporate mid-level manager would dress on the weekend. Docker pants, Topsiders, and a Brook Brothers polo shirt. Amy was wearing a pair of yoga pants and a tube top showing a firm belly and smallish breasts. They didn’t look like they’d dressed for the same get-together, maybe they’d arrived separately.

		Both were good looking people, Amy had dark hair and what can only be described as a slinky body. She moved like a leopard between the tables, when she turned to slide between two other customers I caught sight of her perfect ass. Both appeared to be in their early 30’s. Brad was carrying Amy’s purse, our agreed upon recognition signal. He looked uncomfortable carrying what was clearly a woman’s handbag. Amy looked entirely unconcerned by her husband’s discomfort.

		In our emails, Brad had written that they’d discussed meeting me, and that Amy was turned on by the idea of a black man with a big cock. Brad had been working on her to go further than just a meeting, but all Amy had agreed to was a cup of coffee.

		I approached them from the front, letting them see me coming. I didn’t want the sight of large black man, suddenly appearing out of nowhere, to frighten them off.

		I smiled broadly, non-threateningly. “Brad? Amy? I’m Darryl, it’s very nice to meet you,” I said holding my hand out to Amy and then to Brad. Amy’s handshake was firm, even as her hand disappeared inside mine. Brad’s shake was firm also, but his palm was damp.

		“Can I get you anything?” I asked politely. I don’t sound black, sometimes that works against me, sometimes it puts people at ease. Amy shoulders had been visibly tightened, even though she tried to appear unconcerned; I watched her relax as we talked.

		“Honey, this is the man I’ve been telling you about … well you know,” Brad began.

		“Are you as good as Brad says?” Amy jumped right in. “Are you really that big?”

		She was looking directly into my eyes, waiting for an answer. My opinion was changing, I thought that Brad had been driving this boat, but maybe it was Amy.

		“I am that big,” I told her. “I’ve been told that I’m good,” I held her eyes with my own, we were sizing each other up.

		“I like a man who knows how to prepare a woman, a man who doesn’t just jump in. Are you that kind of man?” Amy asked.

		Brad had a surprised look on his face, moving his head like he was at a tennis match. First looking in amazement at his wife, then at me. Neither of us paid any attention to him.

		The Starbucks was packed, but most of the people were either talking to friends or busy on their laptops or smartphones. Brad looked around in concern, just to make sure we weren’t overheard.

		“A woman can’t enjoy the experience if I ‘jump right in.’” I told her. “I believe it’s my job to help her enjoy everything that happens.”

		“I agree,” she said. “Do you like to eat pussy?”

		Now even I was concerned about being overheard, although we didn’t break eye contact. “I love to eat pussy,” I told her. Amy considered this while she sipped her coffee, we still hadn’t broken eye contact.

		“Brad,” she said finally looking at him. “Wait here, order another espresso for me.” Amy stood up and beckoned me to follow her, Brad just watched us leave, his eyes open in wonder.

		I followed Amy around the corner of the building into a small alleyway. There was the smell of rotting food coming from two dumpsters as Amy stepped between them.

		Resting her back against the brick wall, she said, “Show me. Kiss me the same way you would kiss my pussy.”

		I stepped close to her, one hand on the wall, as I bent to her mouth. I ran my tongue lightly over her lips, taking the time to lick the corners, simulating a clitoris.

		As I licked her pretend clit, I used my forefinger to lightly caress her lips and the sensitive skin around them. I felt her tongue flick out to explore my finger tip as I softly licked and kissed my way down her bottom lip, sucking her pretend clitoris into my mouth before continuing to her exposed throat. I felt the vibration of her moan as I kissed her, my finger still caressing her lips.

		Amy’s hands came up to gently push me away, first brushing the front of my pants to judge the size of my cock. “Let’s go back inside,” she was breathless, her lips slightly swollen, her pupils were dilated.

		I followed her catlike movements to our table. When we rejoined Brad, there was a fresh drink waiting for her.

		“He’ll do, Brad,” she picked up her to-go cup and left. We both watched as she walked outside. She hadn’t bothered to sit down.

		“Um … so,” Brad began. “How does this work? Do we pay you or anything?”

		I was a little breathless myself. “You pick the place, Brad. Your house, a hotel, wherever Amy’s comfortable. Depending on what the two of you want, you can watch or you can wait for her. Just send me an email if you’d like to proceed, we’ll work out the details. You don’t pay me, but I don’t spend anything either. You want a hotel room, that’s on you,” I didn’t bother with my coffee. I left Brad alone with his thoughts.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		I hadn’t talked to Holly or seen Lucy in several weeks, when I found myself free on a Friday night. The club I went to was in a town a few miles down the interstate, in an almost real city with a real downtown and actual nightlife. There were several dance clubs, usually crowded on a weekend night, and all surrounded by late night dining.

		It was dark inside but, even in the reduced lighting, I could see that there were only a few other African-Americans. There seemed to be some couples but, for the most part, the crowd consisted of single men stalking single women. The music was turned up loud giving the place a frantic feel as people danced under the multi-colored strobe lights.

		The first person I ran into at the bar was a sweaty Holly dressed like I’d never seen her before. She was wearing a skin-tight top that showed off her braless breasts and hard nipples. Her bare stomach was much flatter than I would have guessed. She wore a short skirt, and she’d left her glasses at home.

		“Darryl,” she slurred throwing her arms around me. “Let’s dance!” Dancing with Holly meant standing by the bar while she rubbed her body against me. She felt good, I could feel myself getting hard at her touch.

		Nobody else seemed to care what we were doing. I glanced around to see if there was any reaction to the sight of a tall black man being rubbed by a white woman. One or two people were looking, but they only appeared interested, not offended.

		“Holly, what are you doing?” I asked her with a smile.

		“I’m trying to find out if you’re really long and hard, and I think maybe you are,” her hand was rubbing my crotch, caressing the length of my cock as it grew down my pant leg. Her eyes widen as she gripped me and stroked me through my pants. Without warning her mouth collided with mine, her tongue tasted of a fruity drink.

		The restroom was full of women but Holly didn’t seem to care, ignoring their squeals she pushed me into an unoccupied stall and backed me against the wall. Holly was frantic as she unfastened my pants and pulled them down, my cock bounced free and hit her in the chin.

		“Oh, Darryl,” she said as she admired the length and breadth of me. “You weren’t kidding,” her tongue felt as good licking the length of my cock as it had felt in my mouth. I enjoyed the sensation for a while before pulling her up.

		“Holly, we’re going to get busted.” We could hear the other women complaining and threatening to find a bouncer.

		We pushed our way out through the bathroom crowd and out the backdoor before anyone came. A couple of the woman gave me sly smiles as we left, my cock was hard, sticking out the top of my jeans, visibly reaching above my navel.

		I didn’t know what Holly’s plan was but my plan was just to get out of the club. I didn’t resist as she pushed me into the backseat of an older two door blue car parked in the middle of the small lot. There was limited parking, Holly must have arrived early to find a space, I was parked in a public lot two blocks away.

		Holly knelt on the seat beside me and pulled my pants down my legs. She quickly had her mouth on my cock, licking me, fondling my balls with her hand. She tried to get all of me in her mouth but I was too big for her. That is until I pushed the back of her head while holding my cock at the right angle to give her encouragement.

		I put my hand between her thighs, stroked her soaked panties and pushing my finger, panties and all, into her pussy. I enjoyed the vibrations her mouth made as she growled.

		Holly watched my face as she sat up to pull her panties off and to threw her leg over me my hips.

		“Take off your top, I want to see your boobs,” I told her. In seconds, the only thing she was wearing was her tiny skirt, bunched around her waist, as she lined herself up and tried to get my cock into her cunt.

		She rubbed the head of my prick through the soft lips of her pussy as she spread her lubrication before trying again. This time I sank into her, just the head at first, but enough for Holly to grab my shoulders and make a groaning noise.

		“Darryl, your cock is so big. It feels so good,” those were her last words for a while as she pushed herself down on me. Holly wasn’t the prettiest girl in the world, or even the club, but she had the tightest sweetest pussy in the back seat of that car.

		I let her fuck herself on me, through one orgasm and the beginning on another, her pussy so wet that we could thrust freely at each other. I moved her, my cock still inside, so that she was under me on her back, and my feet were planted, knees bent, against the folded down front seat. This gave me the leverage to pound her pussy, making her cry out with each thrust.

		“Do you like my black cock?” I asked her.

		Holly just moaned louder, so I stopped. “Do you, Holly? Do you like black cock?”

		“Yes, oh yes, don’t stop.”

		I long fucked her, pounding into her hard and pulling almost all the way out as Holly groaned beneath me. My hands were on the seat behind her as I watched her breasts bounce and her face contort as another orgasm crept up on her. I held still as she came, her entire body shaking, her eyes crossed. I’d never seen a woman cum like that, her entire body was vibrating. I only needed one more stroke to erupt deep inside her.

		Holly was panting beside me, her legs still spread, her face and chest flushed. When she moved it was to touch herself, running her fingers through her folds, she spread herself open and felt my warm cum.

		“You came a lot,” she said.

		“So did you.”

		Holly smiled at me, “I don’t like your black cock, I love your black cock. How big is it anyway?”

		I told her I didn’t know, I’d never measured; Holly promised to do that for me because, according to her, she wasn’t done with me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		The next day at work Holly and Lucy went to lunch together. They were gone an unusually long time and when they returned they made a point of walking by my desk.

		“Lucy, you know Darryl, don’t you?” Holly said.

		“Of course, how are you Darryl?” Lucy seemed to be eyeing me speculatively, although her smile was open and innocent as usual.

		I didn’t need any useless chatter about Holly and Lucy from the other guys, so I just said, “fine,” and went back to work. The girls were giggling together as they walked away.

		My life is simple, I have a nice one-bedroom apartment and married white women that I see from time to time. I don’t have anything against black women, but I left the hood when I went to college on a basketball scholarship; I just don’t know many sisters.

		It surprised me, at first how many times I’d be contacted by husbands asking me to ‘service’ their wives, usually as they watched. I’d also been approached by married white women who just wanted to have sex with me without their husband knowing. All were curious about black men, all were horny, some so desperate that they were driven to taking a chance. A chance like asking a black man to fuck them.

		Although I enjoyed the opportunity to have almost as much sex as I wanted, it was a poor substitute for having a real relationship with a woman. I missed the closeness, okay – I missed the emotional connection of sleeping with someone that I could love.

		I had some friends in the small black community who envied me. “Hey man, you ever need any help with those white bitches, you let me know. You hear?”

		“You got a big cock? They all want big cocks,” I’d tell them. Of the men I knew, a few did have the right equipment, what they lacked were the social skills; of course, some women didn’t want a man with social skills. They just wanted to be fucked; admittedly my viewpoint was somewhat skewed.

		Most of my spare time was spent working out or reading. I’ve gotten into weight training in a big way, not to achieve any goal, I just liked the results. The weights had made me ‘buff,’ the books had made me curious about life. I didn’t read to reach a goal, I took the same attitude as I did with the weights … I liked the results.

		Holly called me that night, the day she and Lucy had lunched together. “You know, that wasn’t my car?” she said when I answered the phone.

		“Oh shit, Holly. What the fuck?”

		Laughing, “they just left the door unlocked and I wanted your black cock. I want it again, can you come over?”

		“You took a lot out of me babe, I’m not sure I can,” I was teasing her, I wanted to hear her beg.

		“Darryl, please. I’m fingering myself remembering what we did,” she was getting there, but she wasn’t ready yet.

		“What did we do, Holly?”

		“Darryl, you fucked me. I took all your big black cock. You made me cum. Please Darryl, I want you again. Don’t make me beg,” she was starting to sound breathless.

		“What did you tell Lucy?”

		“I told her that you were the best fuck I’d ever had. I told her how big your cock was and you knew how to use it. She didn’t believe that a cock could be that big and not hurt,” Holly was gasping, I could hear squishing sounds in the background. She was getting to me, I could feel myself becoming aroused.

		“Aren’t you sore tonight, Holly?” I asked her.

		“Please, Darryl. I’ll do anything you want,” now she was begging.

		“Take off all your clothes and stand outside your door. I’ll be there as soon as I can,” this was a test. If Holly wasn’t standing outside naked when I arrived, I’d go home.

		She was, it was a warm night and a nude Holly was standing next to the door to her apartment building. There were bushes nearby, but she wasn’t hiding.

		“How does it feel to be exposed like this? Anybody can see you?” I asked.

		“Oh, Darryl. I’m throbbing, feel my pussy.”

		As I put my hand between her legs a car drove by and Holly started to orgasm, her hands were on my shoulders as she began to shake. I had to hold her to keep her from falling.

		That night as a naked Holly sat on my cock, she told me more about her conversation with Lucy. She was moving slowly, her pussy swollen and sore from the night before, but every movement seemed to ignite another orgasm.

		“Lucy asked about the size of your cock, Darryl. She was so interested in how big it was, why it didn’t hurt me,” Holly was panting again.

		“I think she has a secret thing for black men, I think you’re her fantasy lover. You’re so big inside me,” Holly was pinching her own nipples as she talked.

		“You have fantasies about Lucy too, don’t you Holly? You want to taste her pussy, don’t you?” I asked.

		“Oh yes. I do, I want her,” Holly was rubbing herself against me, my cock fully inside her.

		“She’s not into women, if she was….” Holly was cumming again, her entire body shaking. This time I could see the muscles on her thighs trembling as she climaxed.

		Before the sun came up, Holly had swallowed my cum, her throat moving fast to keep up but some still leaked out the corners of her mouth. She used her finger to clean her face before sucking it clean.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		The company’s summer party was the usual boring event. It was held in a park just outside town and all the employees and their families attended. Barbeques cooked hamburgers and hot dogs as the men drank beer and the wives gossiped among themselves, games had been organized for the children. The bosses made the rounds before disappearing.

		I was one of the few blacks present and my plan had been to disappear right after the bosses. My plan was upset when Lucy approached me with a rumpled man, he had a pot belly and the beginnings of a bald head. He was several inches shorter than her and at least twenty years older.

		“Darryl, this is my husband Reverend Cole,” Cole held out his small hand for a damp, limp shake. “Would you mind if I left Cole with you while I go freshen up? He doesn’t know anybody here and I don’t want him to feel out of place.” Cole was standing right there as she talked about him, it was a strange situation.

		“Sure. Anything for you Lucy,” it was just a throwaway line, I didn’t actually mean that I’d do anything for her.

		“Really, anything?” she said. “Well, I’ll be right back.”

		“Can I get you a beer, Cole?” I asked, even though he obviously wasn’t drinking anything stronger than soda pop.

		“You’re really big,” he said. That Cole - what a marvelous grasp of the obvious.

		“I guess so. How about a hot dog?”

		Cole was peering up, studying me. “You probably have a big cock, too. Don’t all you people have big cocks?”

		Now he was just getting offensive. “All what people, Reverend?” I was smiling with my mouth, but I doubt if the smile had reached my eyes.

		“I don’t mean any offense, I’ve just heard that big black guys, like you, have big penises. I’m envious of you,” I could tell that he wasn’t trying to be offensive, he just happened to be one of those guys who said impolite things and was oblivious to the problem.

		“Tell me about your church, Cole?” I asked him, trying to get the conversation off the size of my dick. Cole was now staring at my crotch.

		He ignored my question, “mostly, I’m Lucy’s husband, that’s my claim to fame. The church gave me the most beautiful, incredible woman alive. Do you want to know a secret?” He was going to tell me whether I wanted to know or not.

		“I don’t know how I keep her,” he was whispering. “She far too beautiful for me, and I’m lousy in the sack.” What would this clown be like drunk, I wondered?

		Fortunately, Lucy picked that moment to arrive with Holly in tow to rescue me. “Thank you, Darryl, I owe you one. I hope Cole wasn’t too much of a bother?”

		“No, not at all, we were having an interesting conversation. How about the four of us getting something to eat?” Before they could answer I started moving toward the serving table.

		As we walked Cole fell in beside me. “You know, Holly tells my wife everything. She’s told Lucy all about you, if you know what I mean.” I turned to look at him as he held his hands about a foot apart, but low enough that the women walking behind us couldn’t see what he was doing.

		“Let’s have a private talk before this thing breaks up,” Cole said just as we got in line for the paper plates and the newly cooked food.

		We managed to get a picnic table for just the four of us, Holly and Lucy sat on one side talking about clothes and jewelry, while Cole and I sat together. After finishing his dog Cole turned so that his back was to the table, and to the two women.

		“The thing is Darryl, I’d like to have lunch with you one day,” he sounded nervous for the first time. “How about Monday? I’ll meet you at the dinner by the plant,” turning toward the women he slapped me on the back. “Okay, it’s settled, Monday for lunch.” The asshole had trapped me, I had to agree.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		The following Monday my guard was up as I walked to the dinner. I half expected the full cult conversion bit, “have you heard the good news?” or some crap like that. Instead Cole greeted me like a long-lost friend, I greeted him like a friend I didn’t like very much. I didn’t get the religious hard sell. That’s not what happened, Cole tried to be friendly and we mostly just talked about sports.

		He didn’t know shit about the subject. By the end of our lunch, I couldn’t wait to get away from the guy. I didn’t like him and one lunch was one lunch too many; I wasn’t that lucky.

		“Let’s make this a weekly thing, Darryl. I’ll meet you here next Monday,” not waiting for a response from me, Cole was gone.

		That’s how it went for the next two weeks. I began to dread Mondays even more than usual, and Cole would just talk about some stupid thing or another until my hamburger was finished.

		The last time we sat down I got right to the point, “you don’t want to have lunch with me to just talk about sports, do you Cole? You have something else on your mind,” I waved the waitress away. “Come out with it or I’m going back to work.”

		“Alright, okay, I don’t know how to say this,” Cole said using a toothpick to stab an errant piece of lettuce that had been left on the table.

		“Start at the beginning,” I offered.

		Still without looking at me Cole said, “Lucy and I used to have an okay love life,” now he was looking at the ceiling. “Please, give me strength.”

		“I was never able to really satisfy my wife, in bed, I mean,” as though I thought he was talking about something else.

		“She never said anything, but I could tell she was only sleeping with me because that’s what a wife does. Not because she really wanted to, or because she enjoyed it,” Cole raised his head to look at me.

		“She’s so beautiful, I couldn’t help myself. Then one night I started talking to her as we did ‘it.’”

		“That’s usually a good idea, Cole. Talk it out with her,” I told him as I started to get up.

		“We didn’t so much ‘talk it out,’” Cole continued. “I started fantasizing with her. I asked her to close her eyes and pretend that I was another man. She protested at first, she didn’t like the idea, but finally she went along with me. She closed her eyes and, I think, started to enjoy it a little more, but,” Cole’s eyes were back on the table top. “I ruined it, I got so excited. You understand, right?”

		“The next time, I started the fantasy earlier. We were just lying there, fooling around and I told her to close her eyes and pretend that I was a large black man. I don’t know where the idea came from, it just came out.”

		“It was like magic. Darryl, my wife was on fire in no time. We’d never had sex that good. Even though I left her frustrated in the end, she was so understanding, but I could see that she was – well, disappointed,” Cole’s face was pale.

		“I’ve sinned, Darryl. Not with the fantasy, that’s just husband and wife playing make-believe. I’ve sinned because it may have started as fantasy for both of us, but now I want to have it come true,” he looked so pathetic, a sad excuse for a man picking at that piece of lettuce.

		After a deep breath he said, “my fantasy is for my wife to fuck another man while I watch. A large black man,” he continued. “I’ll leave now if you want.”

		“Why me, Cole?” I asked.

		“Two reasons I … I guess. The obvious one is that you’re the only black man we know and Lucy likes you. The second is that we’ve started using your name in our fantasy, and after Lucy talked to Holly, well – it’s been fantastic. I think my wife actually had an orgasm last time, maybe the first one she’s had since we’ve been married,” he explained. “Is that okay, using somebody like that without telling them?” I glanced at him to see him looking up at me.

		I was quiet for a long time, long enough for us to order and for the food to arrive. Cole was restless, just picking at his fries, ignoring his sandwich.

		“Is this what Lucy wants, or is there more to it?” I asked knowing that there was always more.

		“Of course, it’s what she wants. She wants to be well – used, used hard by a black man with a big cock while I watch. You should see how excited she gets. We’ve talked about it, we even found a passage in our holy book that we read together. We’ve prayed on it together. We need to do this for the sake of our marriage,” that was a justification I’d heard before, but the praying together was new to me. The truth was he just got off on the idea of his gorgeous wife being fucked by a large Bull.

		“If that’s what your wife wants Cole, she’s going to have to ask me herself. I’m not going to just show up at your house and find out that she wasn’t really all that into the idea. I don’t want to be embarrassed. I work with her,” I told him as I ordered another cup of coffee. The waitress had heard enough of our conversation that she was smiling at me, making it a point to emphasize her breasts.

		“Is there anything more you’d like?” she asked looking directly at me. “We want you to be completely satisfied – with our food.” Her name, telephone number and the time she got off work was written on the bill she gave me. She presented the real bill to Cole. He could pay, but she made it clear that the paper with her number was just for me.

		The waitress’ name was Caitlin, she looked to be about ten years older than me, with dirty blonde hair that had a few gray strands in it. She was pretty in a diner sort of way, and spending all day on her feet without eating had kept her slender.

		“Thank you, Caitlin. I’m sure we’ll be talk again,” I told her as Cole watched, thoughts of Lucy temporarily suspended.

		“I hope so,” she said turning to go. She put an extra sway to her hips as she walked away.

		I turned back to Cole, a man I had come to detest. “If Lucy feels the same way have her talk to me,” I left him with the check.

		Later that day I held Caitlin’s head as she sucked my cock in the backseat of her car. I used my hands to direct her head, up and down, and then to my balls.

		All I could hear over the sloppy sound of her mouth were moans and “you’re so big.”

		Caitlin had wonderful breasts, full but not too large, with sensitive nipples. When I pinched and pulled them, she took her mouth off my cock to concentrate on the sensation.

		Before I could move, Caitlin pulled her waitress dress up high enough to climb onto my lap and get the head of my cock inside her pussy. She dropped her dress enough to cover what she was doing, not that anybody would be fooled.

		When I was all the way inside, Caitlin leaned forward to kiss me, moaning in my mouth as she started to move. I bent down to take one of her nipples into my mouth, alternating between licking and lightly biting it as she rushed toward her climax.

		“Do you – oh wow – are you a Bull for married women?” she asked between moans. “You’re so much better than my husband – oh, oh.”

		After her orgasm, Caitlin hung onto my neck, her head on my shoulder. “You didn’t cum. You can cum inside me, or in my mouth. Anything you want,” she was kissing my neck, her vagina milking my still hard cock.

		“Would you be my Bull too?

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I wasn’t surprised when Brad called only that it took him so long to do it. He suggested that we get together for a drink in the bar of a large downtown hotel, I had to hand it to Brad, he wasn’t going cheap.

		The lobby bar was almost deserted when I walked in, the bartender was keeping himself busy drying glasses and chatting up the waitress. There were two tired looking businessmen sitting at the bar nursing their drinks, only one booth was occupied.

		I could see Brad waving to me, Amy was invisible, sitting with her back to the door and the high booth hiding her from view. Brad was wearing an expensive looking dress shirt and pants, Amy was wearing only a yellow dressed that seemed to end just above her knees. She moved over to allow me to slide into the booth next to her.

		As soon as I was settled, Amy smiled at me and moved closer, putting her hand on my leg. I smiled back and returned the favor, her leg felt wonderful under her thin dress; she smiled even wider.

		“Good to see you Darryl,” Brad said. “I apologize for taking so long to get back to you. Amy and I had a lot to discuss and we needed to make sure.” Amy was caressing my thigh, her hand brushing the log caused by my growing excitement.

		“I understand, no problem. If I may ask, what did you discuss?”

		Amy answered even while Brad was opening his mouth to reply. “We discussed how much I wanted to fuck you and Brad discussed how much he was going to enjoy watching and not interfering. Isn’t that right honey?” She was looking at me as she talked, leaning closer.

		“Um … er … that’s right. That’s the understanding we came to,” Brad said. I thought it was more likely terms dictated by his wife that, in the end, he had to accept. Amy spread her legs and moved my hand to her dress covered mound, while pulling my head to hers with her other hand.

		Her kiss was bashful, her tongue explored my lips as she continued to stroke my rapidly growing erection. Her moan was loud enough for Brad to hear.

		“So … um … we have a room … er … maybe we should go up there and, well … you know … have a drink?” Brad was trying to stay calm, and failing.

		“Lead the way dear, we’ll be right behind,” Amy answered.

		Brad walked over to the waitress to settle the bill while Amy whispered in my ear. “I’ve been really looking forward to this, I want to be fucked by a real man. Brad’s having some trouble with everything, but I think the agony of watching his woman with another man is a major turn on for him somehow. I don’t understand it, and I don’t care, I just want you,” she explained.

		“Would you please wait twenty minutes before coming up? We’re in room 3211, I have a fantasy, too,” her smile could only be described as ‘impish.’

		Another drink later I was ready for Amy’s fantasy, the one Brad wasn’t even aware existed. I rode the elevator to the 32rd floor and knocked on the door to room 3211, expecting to see Amy naked or dressed in leather. I was shocked speechless when she opened the door dressed in a white wedding gown.

		Amy held her hand over her mouth as she ushered me in, “oh no, my new husband will be here any minute. He can’t know about us.” Brad was standing naked in the corner, his hands behind his back, his cock at full attention.

		“I can’t let him catch us,” Amy said as she sat on the bed. “But I’ve never seen a black cock before. Please, let me see you before I’m locked away forever with a man I hardly know,” she was playing the part to the hilt. “Please show me what I’ll be missing. Please?”

		I could see Brad out of the corner of my eye, his erection throbbing as he watched Amy’s fantasy unfold.

		Amy was sitting on the edge of the bed, her wedding gown spread around her as she looked up at me. Her fantasy was sounding like a fun game to me, I unfastened my belt and let my pants and underwear fall, making a pool around my shoes. My cock hardened as Amy stared, her mouth open, her eyes wide. It was obvious that Brad was bound somehow, his eyes were even bigger than Amy’s, after all, she’d touched my erection before now. This was Brad’s introduction to what it meant to expose your bride to a Bull.

		Amy stood, her dress falling back into place as she walked toward me. Standing a foot away, she reached out to lightly stroke my erection.

		“It’s so big and hard, and it’s so black,” she cupped my balls. “They’re huge, they must be full. Are you going to pump all that cum into me? I can’t stop you if you want to fuck me.”

		I reached behind Amy and unzipped her dress while she looked up at me and shrugged her shoulders, causing the dress she’d been married in to fall to the ground and reveal her naked body. Amy was slinky, her breasts were small, her areoles taking up almost half the flesh. Her hips were narrow below a flat, sculptured belly, her legs: long and lean. I could see a clear space between her thighs and her pussy, she was waxed bare.

		“Are you going to fuck me on my wedding night? Are you going to fuck me while my new husband is tied up and forced to watch?” she’d changed fantasies on me.

		I pulled her tight against me, kissing her neck as she rested her head on her shoulder. I enjoyed the sound of her rapid breathing in my ear. I ordered her to finish undressing me, and Amy had the remainder of my clothing off in seconds.

		Her eyes were closed as I moved down, lowering myself to my knees, I kissed and licked her upper chest. Goosebumps covered her body as her chest turned a light shade of pink. The pink deepened as I moved my mouth to tease her dry armpit. Her breathing intensified, telling me that no man had ever kissed her there, and her breathing intensified.

		I lightly kissed her breasts, taking the time to softly suck each nipple before standing and lifting her out of her wedding dress with a hand on each butt cheek. Amy kissed me as she wrapped her legs around my waist, pressing her pussy to my bare stomach. I carried her to the bed, and crawled to the headboard with Amy still wrapped around me.

		I kissed my way down her body, licking and sucking her breasts, stomach and thighs. Amy’s legs were spread wide as I lowered my mouth to her pussy. She’d had me demonstrate my technique in an alley when we first met, but this time it was real. Using my thumbs, I spread open her damp pussy and, making my tongue flat, starting licking from her perineum. I licked her labia and probed her vaginal opening. By the time I reached her clitoris, Amy was writhing on the bed; her breathing was rapid and she gasped as I sucked her clit into my mouth, my tongue probing under its hood as I sucked.

		Amy wasn’t one for making a lot of noise or talking during sex, she was a quiet moaner, occasionally becoming louder. Her moans were wails as I moved my head up and down, still sucking, so that my lips were caressing her clit and hood as though they were a small cock. I felt her hands on the back of my head, urging me to go faster even as her movements became more frantic, as I moved faster and sucked harder, Amy started to orgasm.

		“Oh yes…that’s it,” was all she said as she came.

		After wiping my mouth on the bedspread, I moved to her thighs, I didn’t want her becoming too sensitive. After giving her a moment, I moved up her body, kissing as I went until I arrived at her mouth. Amy kissed me as fervently as any woman ever has.

		We took a moment to strip the bed. This time she had me lay on my back as she knelt between my thighs and started working on my cock. I glanced at Brad, he was hard, dripping pre-cum, but he wasn’t very impressive.

		Amy couldn’t take much of my cock in her mouth, but she made up for it by lick my entire length before sucking on my balls. She even returned the favor of licking my perineum while smiling up at me. No woman had done that before; I could tell why they liked it. It was a wonderful, new, intimate sensation that caused my cock to jump in Amy’s hand.

		She wasted no time, after applying lube, she stood with one foot on either side of my hips and squatted to rub the head of my cock through the lips of her pussy. Spreading the lubrication, mixed with her natural wetness, and testing my girth.

		She gritted her teeth as she slowly lowered herself, occasionally saying “yes” as she took more of me inside. Amy had incredibly strong thighs, I could see the muscles flex as she supported her weight and leaned forward to reached between her legs and hold my cock as she fucked me.

		Finally, enough of me was inside that she could lower herself to her knees. Her pussy was tight, squeezing me, as she sat resting, inhaling and audibly blowing the air out through her mouth. Her body and hair were damp, a rope of black hair hung to the corner of her mouth.

		“You’re really big,” she said after a minute’s rest. “You’re starting to feel really good. God, you feel good,” as she started to fuck me, taking a little more each time. All she said was “Oh … oh, God,” as she moved. When she had taken me all the way inside she looked over at her husband.

		“He’s all the way inside, honey. Come look, oh God,” she was fucking me hard as Brad walked around the bed his cock jumping with each step. Amy put her feet flat on the bed again so she could go faster. My cock was shining wet every time she stood.

		“I’m going to … cum … oh God,” as Amy sat down, taking me all the way inside, I exploded. Brad was standing so that he could see my shaved balls contracting as I came. Amy fell forward on me, kissing me passionately before saying, “you came inside me, didn’t you?”

		“I did. I didn’t plan on doing that, I just couldn’t help myself,” I answered.

		Amy smiled down at me, “I’m taking that as a compliment. You’re a hell of a fuck Darryl.”

		“We can go again,” I told her.

		Amy smiled at me and stroked my face. “I’m sure you could, but I couldn’t. Not today anyway, remember, I just got married.” Her kiss was long and intimate.

		“Well, tell all your friends,” I said as Amy walked to the bathroom, a few minutes later we heard the shower running.

		“So … um … what happens now?” Brad asked, still tied standing in the corner.

		“I go home,” I said sliding back into my pants. “You have my email, just let me know if everything’s okay. Either way, please, and let me know if you two want to have drinks again sometime.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Nothing happened with Lucy for three weeks. I spent some time with Holly and some time with Caitlin, but all I was to Holly was a walking penis, a large black cock to suck on and to ride. I can’t say that we had a relationship, we were friends; mostly we were just fuck buddies.

		My relationship with Caitlin was a little different, she wanted to set it up so that her husband could watch. She was working on him to make that decision himself, I just had to give her time.

		A few other “clients” called, so it wasn’t like I had nothing to do. My sex life was just perking along, but it was just sex. I was hungry for an emotional connection, something I perceived as missing. I liked each of the women I saw, but it wasn’t like we were spending much time getting to know one another. I guess I wasn’t fully in touch with my feelings, something I’d never admit out loud.

		Holly and I were good fuck buddies; the sex was good and Holly was one of the few women I knew who could take my entire cock. I was just too much for most, either too thick or too long, or both; some guys think being well endowed is a gift, but it can also be a curse.

		One time I asked Holly to go out with me, no big deal, maybe take in a movie or have dinner together, something besides just using her bed. Her response was to ask me: “Why? You don’t have to seduce me Darryl, I’m a sure thing.” Something was missing, I just didn’t have a name for it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Lucy approached me shyly, she’d waited until she could catch me alone, out of sight of the plant floor.

		“Can we talk?” She laughed at herself for using a comedian’s famous line. “I don’t mean here, maybe we could meet for lunch?” she was looking down only glancing up after she asked the question. I could see hope in her eyes.

		We arranged to meet the next day at a restaurant that we knew nobody else ever went to. Most of the guys bought their lunches, and the office staff all had their favorite spots. We both knew that Holly never went to this place.

		Lucy was already seated when I arrived, wearing a light summer dress that wasn’t made to accommodate breasts as large as hers were. She looked spectacular as I sat across from her.

		We made small talk as the waiter took our orders, a salad for her a double cheeseburger for me. Lucy poked at the salad with nervous little jabs before putting her fork down and turning her attention to me.

		“I know that my husband, Cole, talked to you … um … this is really hard for me,” she started.

		“Let me help, Cole said that you two have a fantasy where you have sex with another man while he watches. Is that about it?” I asked.

		“Thank you. Yes, well, that’s not exactly it, that’s Cole’s fantasy, not mine,” she said.

		“Are you too embarrassed to talk about this? If you are, we can just finish our lunch and go back to work. It’s okay.”

		“No. It’s not that, it’s just hard to talk about, we do use that fantasy when we’re having – er - sex, and Cole probably told you that the man we fantasize about is you,” she said as her face redden and she poked at her salad again.

		“Holly told me that you are ‘endowed,’ is it true?” she was looking up at me with hope in her eyes.

		“Yes, I guess I am endowed,” I answered.

		“Here’s the thing Darryl, I love the fantasy of having sex with you. It excites me, even now I’m a little turned on just being with you, but the idea of Cole watching us ruins the whole thing for me,” she was looking so earnest. I could see a tear rolling down her cheeks, “I’ll honor my husband, Darryl, I’ll sin for him.”

		“I want to do it, it’s wrong, I’ll go to hell and I know that. I just don’t want him watching me.” Her eyes were fixed on me as tears rolled freely down her cheeks, dropping onto her placemat.

		I smiled at her and reached across to take her hand. Her small hand disappeared completely inside my black paw.

		“I can fix that,” I told her.

		“You can? But it’s his fantasy, that’s what he wants, to watch. I won’t cheat on him, I won’t just sleep with you,” she said, her eyes were turning a bright red from crying.

		“We don’t always get exactly what we want. If you want me, without Cole watching and without cheating on him, I can arrange that. All you have to do is invite me over, tell Cole it’s all arranged and that he’s to be there. I’ll take care of the rest,” I told her.

		Her face showed a combination of relief and confusion. “But how?”

		“Friday night, around 8:00?” I asked her.

		“Okay,” she said.

		“You have to ask, and you have to tell me why you want me to come over,” I didn’t want any misunderstandings.

		“I’d like you to come to our house, mine and my husband’s, at 8:00 on Friday night. I’d like you to have sex with me, for as long as you like. I’ll do whatever you want, you know what my fantasy is, I’ll leave everything up to you,” she was squeezing my hand as she talked. When she finished she caressed my hand, moving it dangerously close to her breast.

		“Darryl, please make it real…” she said as she slid out of the booth and walked away leaving a faint smell of her arousal, mixed with her perfume, behind. I didn’t know what ‘real’ meant. Make it real good?

		I had plenty of time until Friday to plan, I wanted to fuck Lucy, I wanted to corrupt the beautiful preacher’s wife. I wanted her husband to feel the pain of jealousy. I’d never felt that before, I’d never given much thought to what the husband felt, or the wife either for that matter. This was a first for me. I didn’t like Cole, I didn’t like his casual racism, and I wanted him to hurt inside.

		I really liked Lucy. Not just because of her looks, I liked her as a person. My lust for her had nothing to do with my affection for her. Now I was given a chance to corrupt her, to ruin her if I could, for a man I thought so little of. It was delicious. I gave no thought to how corrupting her was something I shouldn’t do to someone I genuinely liked. How kindness required helping her marriage, not ruining it. My own hormones got the best of me, I was going to give her the best experience I was capable of providing. I would do everything I could to spoil her for that racist bastard.

		I cancelled my date with Holly, I wouldn’t be seeing Caitlin until next week. I needed to save myself for what I hoped would be a marathon session with Lucy.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Cole was wearing a pair of shorts and a tee shirt as he opened the door for me It was obvious from looking at him that he’d been into the beer.

		“How are you, Cole?” I asked.

		“I’m great Darryl. Lucy told me you’d be stopping by, come on in,” he answered

		“Before I do that, are we still on for tonight. Have you changed your mind?” I asked.

		“Oh, hell no. Come on in, sit anywhere. Lucy will be right out,” he answered. ‘Hell no?’ - some preacher.

		The house was a small ranch-style type home, one story, probably built in the 1950’s. The front door opened directly into the living room, to the left was the door into the kitchen. That was it for the front of the house, an archway directly across from the front door led to the bedrooms.

		The decor was also straight out of the 1950’s, the only new items were a couch, which had been pushed against the long wall next to the archway, and a small magazine cluttered coffee table. An upholstered chair sat next to the picture window, faced an antique television set.

		“Cole, how about if you sit in the chair?” I said. “I’ll just make myself comfortable on the couch.”

		We talked for several minutes about his job as a preacher, I could feel the spiel coming on as he told me how the world was going to hell and his church was the only place to be saved. They weren’t traditional he assured me, they had their own holy book for instance.

		Lucy picked that moment to walk in holding a half empty wine glass and walking barefoot. She was wearing a simple pink dress that hung to just below her bare knees. I patted the seat beside me and Lucy obediently sat down. Judging by the way her breasts moved and the visible outline of her nipples, I didn’t think she was wearing a bra. I was surprised that both were drinking alcohol, maybe it wasn’t against their nontraditional rules.

		The three of us talked about meaningless things, circling around the elephant in the room until I turned to Lucy and asked her, “you still want me to ‘entertain’ you this evening, Lucy.”

		After glancing at her husband, she shyly answered, “yes,” her blush matched the shade as her dress.

		“Okay, would you go in the kitchen and get yourself a full glass of wine and another beer for Cole? And while you’re there, take off your panties and bring them back to me,” I told her.

		Cole was on the edge of his seat already breathing hard, a small lump had formed in the front of his shorts as we watched Lucy walk into the kitchen and slide the pocket door closed. The refrigerator door opened and shut; then all was quiet for several minutes. Cole stared at the door to the kitchen as though he had x-ray vision. I leaned back against the couch and crossed my legs, taking in the view out the big window. It was still light outside and dark in the living room; no passerby could see the Negro sitting on Cole’s couch.

		The kitchen door slid open and Lucy came in balancing her wine in her right hand and holding the neck of Cole’s bottle between her fingers, her left hand was balled in a fist. After handing the beer to her husband she stood next to me and held out her left hand. I could see Cole staring intently as Lucy’s panties dropped into my lap.

		“They feel damp Lucy,” I said as I quickly ran then under my nose. I didn’t want to make a big production of it, but the slight smell of her arousal made me light headed.

		Once again, she glanced at her husband before answering. “They are damp. I hope that’s okay,” she was smiling, but looking down as she answered.

		I patted the cushion next to me and Lucy sat down again, our hips touching. Cole’s eyes never left his wife, I’m not sure he even blinked. His mouth fell open as Lucy put her arm around my bicep and hugged it to her soft breast.

		“Tell Cole how excited you are, Lucy,” I said.

		“I’m really turned on honey,” she said. “It’s just like our fantasy, isn’t it?”

		Cole was speechless, all he could do was stare and nod, the lump in his shorts had given way to a small erection running down the inside of his pant leg.

		“Will you take me to the bedroom now, Darryl?” Lucy asked.

		“What do you want me to do in your bedroom, Lucy?” I was torturing Cole. I wasn’t going to humiliate him, but I was going to be cruel.

		“I want you to fu … fu … fuck me. I’m so ready for you,” Lucy had moved my hand to your thigh as she rubbed her breast against my arm. “Please, Darryl.”

		I stood up and offered Lucy my hand, she led me through the archway and turned right with Cole tagging along behind us. The short hallway ended at a doorway to a room with a large bed visible inside, the bed had been turned down in anticipation.

		As we neared the door I turned and held my hand out. “You’re not coming in Cole. It’s just going to be Lucy and me,” I told him.

		“But…I get to watch…I get to watch, right Lucy…that’s the deal.” Cole was struggling, but I was much larger and my tight tee-shirt showed off my strength.

		“Not tonight Cole. We’re locking the door, you stay out here.” I wasn’t interested in having a conversation about it, I just turned and followed Lucy into the room. The sound of the lock engaging was like a gunshot.

		“Lucy, honey. Please unlock the door and let me in like we agreed. Honey?”

		I pushed Lucy against the door, trapping her arms above her head as I kissed her, my tongue tracing the soft fullness of her lips as she moaned in my mouth. I kissed her face until my mouth was next to her ear.

		“Make noise for him, Lucy. Give him that,” I whispered too softly to be heard on the other side of the locked door.

		“Oh, God Darryl,” then very softly, “I’m not faking.”

		“Take your dress off, Lucy. I want to see your body, I want to touch you. What do you call this Lucy?” my hand was cupping her bald pussy. “Is it your pussy, your cunt, your twat. What word do you use when you think about it?”

		Cole had to be dying outside the door. He’d never think to ask his wife such a question.

		“It’s my pussy, unless I’m excited like I am now, then it’s my cunt,” she answered.

		“Tonight, it’s my cunt too, and you’re my married slut,” my fingers were stroking the hard tip of her clitoris.

		I didn’t need to tell Lucy to speak up, she forgotten Cole even existed. “Oh God yes, it’s your cunt. I’m your married slut, please fuck me with your black cock.” Her hands were on my pants, pushing them down.

		We were still against the door as I told her to get on her knees. I didn’t need to push her down, but I wanted Cole to hear as his wife pulled my shorts out and over my straining erection.

		Her gasp of surprise was loud enough to be clearly heard on the other side of the door. “Oh Darryl, your cock is so big. It’s beautiful.”

		“Tell your husband how long it is,” I ordered her.

		Lucy was staring at my cock and softly stroking it, but she immediately got the idea. “It reaches from my elbow to my wrist, and it’s so thick I can’t get my hand around it. It’s beautiful, Darryl. It’s so black and so hard, I love the way your balls feel.” The sound of Lucy licking my cock and groaning were loud in the bedroom.

		“Your cock tastes so good, I’m playing with myself. Did you hear that Cole? I’m licking Darryl’s big, hard, black cock and I’m touching myself while I do it.”

		We heard a loud groan from the other side of the door. This was what she wanted, she wanted to explore being a slut for a black man and she didn’t want her husband to watch. She loved the idea of making him listen, her eyes told me that the cruelty added to her excitement.

		I pulled her to her feet and bend at the waist, supported by her hands pressed against the door. I caressed the perfect globes of her ass before dipping my fingers in the hot swamp between her legs.

		“Put your cock inside me, Darryl. I want to feel you inside me,” she said. Her cruelty was making me more aroused.

		“He’s going to fuck me against the door, Cole. Oh, he’s pulling my hair, making me stick my ass out even further. Ah…ah. He’s starting to push inside me. Oh…oh…oh….” She’d run out of words for the moment as the head of my cock pushed inside her.

		She was so wet that I could slowly ease much of my cock inside. I pushed very slowly as Lucy made groaning noises. “It’s so big, it hurts, wait,” I stopped and let her adjust to me. I think she’d forgotten all about Cole being just inches away.

		“Okay … go further,” she said.

		I pulled part way out before pushing back in, going deeper this time. I could feel her vagina opening in front of me, she was even more wet than she had been before.

		“You’re stretching me…oh…. oh …oh ….” I could hear a loud groan from the other side of the door. Suddenly my entire cock was inside her, she’d take all of me as I stopped to let her adjust again.

		This time when I pulled partially out I could push back inside smoothly; I started to fuck her, feeling my balls swinging against her clit. I looked to the side to watch our reflection in the large mirror over Lucy’s dressing table. I was hypnotized by the sight of her large breasts swinging beneath her. She turned to looking in the same direction and smiled at me in the mirror as we watched ourselves fucking.

		“Oh my god… oh my god…” Lucy’s first orgasm hit her with a roar; in the background Christopher Cross was singing that he had ‘a long way to go’ on the radio as Lucy climaxed beneath me. I stopped moving as her hands pounded against the door.

		“So good…so good.” As I started fucking her again her moans started again, louder now.

		From the other side of the door I could faintly hear Cole: “Oh Lucy, please no, don’t do this. I’ve changed my mind, this is a bad idea.” But it was too late, if Lucy even heard him, she wasn’t going to stop. When she came for the second time I pulled out of her pussy and directed her to the bed. She hung on me, stroking my erection as we walked.

		“I love your cock. How can you stay hard for so long?” Her sweaty, flushed face was even more beautiful than I’d ever seen it. Her right breast showed the effects of my mauling.

		“Tell Cole what you’re doing,” I told her.

		It seemed a shock that she remembered her husband. “He’s taking me to the bed, he’s going to stay with me tonight, honey. You should sleep someplace else.”

		I laid her on her back at the far end of the bed and, by bending her knees back to her chest and keeping my legs straight, I could balance on my toes and my hands as I pound into her. Lucy was so wet that I met no resistance as I hammered her cunt as hard as I could.

		Lucy’s hands alternated between grabbing my thighs to pull me in harder, and pounding on the bed. She didn’t seem able to talk, only to scream “my God” repeatedly. When she stopped and pushed her hips up to me, I knew she was cumming again.

		She laid exhausted beneath me; her body covered in sweat, her eyes closed, she was no longer responding. I pulled out, my cock still hard, and watched as her pussy slowly closed.

		I eased down next to her as she stretched out her legs, I held her, stroking her hair. Lucy rolled her head, smiling, so that we were gazing into each other’s eyes from inches apart.

		“I can’t believe what we did. You’re incredible, are you still hard?” she was looking down at my erection, laying across her thigh. “Can we do that again?”

		“We can do it all night if you want. Slower, faster, harder, softer, whatever you want to do,” I told her.

		“Holly told me that you went to college, what was your major?” she asked.

		“English Literature,” I told her.

		She whispered in my ear, “I’m never letting you go, Darryl. I’ve been looking for you my whole life and never realized it.” I was shocked, speechless as she kissed me.

		Smiling, Lucy slid down the bed far enough to take me into her mouth. Using her hand to jack my slippery cock, she used her tongue to lick me. It felt so good that I hated to stop her.

		“I’m going to the kitchen to get us something to drink,” I told her, to give her time to think.

		Without putting clothes on I stepped into the hall. Christopher Cross was now singing “Sailing” as I opened the door.

		Cole was sitting with his back against the wall, his pants pushed to his shoes. He was holding his flaccid cock, cum covered his hand. He looked up at me with sad eyes, stopping to take in the sight of my wet erection.

		“I’ve lost her, haven’t I? After taking that she’ll never be satisfied with me again, will she?” The door was closed behind me, but it was likely that Lucy heard him.

		“I don’t know Cole,” I told him honestly. “I won’t try to steal her from you, but she’s a free person. Nobody owns her.” I wanted her to hear my answer.

		“Can I see her?” he asked.

		“That’s up to Lucy, I would suggest that you ask her from out here. Surprising her by just opening the door might not be a good idea, but that’s up to you.”

		In the kitchen, I poured wine for Lucy and took a beer for myself. I lingered as I heard Cole asking if he could come in. When I returned, Cole looked defeated, his head was hanging and he didn’t look at me.

		I asked Lucy, “How did it go with Cole?”

		“I let him peek at my pussy, then told him to find another place to sleep,” she said giving me the same flash.

		I could see why Cole looked so defeated, Lucy’s pussy was swollen and red. The sheet beneath her was as wet as were her swollen labia.

		I laid on my back next to her as Lucy sat on my cock, lowering herself down on me and groaning loudly.

		“I never want to let this cock go,” she moaned.

		“Once you go black….” I said.

		We made love most of the night, by dawn Lucy was too sore to continue and she loudly begged me to finish inside her. By then I was more than ready, I don’t know how loud I was but I know that my release inside this beautiful woman was truly epic.

		“Stay for breakfast,” Lucy begged.

		“I’m going home to shower and rest. You have my number if you want to call me and I hope you will. I think you need to talk with your husband, but you’re special to me, Lucy,” I tried to give her a quick kiss, but she pulled me down on top of her sheet covered body and held my head so I couldn’t get away.

		Cole was still on the floor just outside the bedroom door. His pants were gone but his erection had returned.

		“Going home?” he asked hopefully.

		“Yes,” I told him, not waiting for an answer.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		By the time I got home I was too tired to eat, all I could do was shower and crawl into bed for ten hours. The buzzing of my cell phone finally woke me; I had missed a series of calls from the same number.

		“Darryl, it’s Lucy,” she said. I was instantly aware, painfully aware of my wake-up erection.

		“Hi, I’ve been sleeping all day. You wore me out girl,” I told her.

		Her easy laugh was enough to make my cock start to vibrate. “You wore me out too,” she informed me.

		“How did it go with Cole?” I asked.

		“Well…” I guessed he was standing next to her. “It was interesting. When can I see you?” she asked.

		“Cole is all right with that?” I was amazed.

		“Not entirely, but he’s coming around,” I thought I could detect a smile in her voice. “I’ll explain when I see you, can you come over tonight, please? I really need to see you. I’ll even have a home cooked meal ready for you.”

		It was Saturday night and I hadn’t eaten since Friday sometime. The promise of a home cooked meal swung the deal.

		“Okay, is two hours enough time?”

		“Oh yes. I’ll see you in two hours,” and she was gone.

		When Cole opened the door for me he looked excited and happy. Lucy was cooking wearing only an apron, her ass looked wonderful, as did her smiling face.

		I don’t remember what we ate, it must have been good, but not nearly as good as the feel of Lucy’s hand caressing my cock as we sat next to each other at the table.

		Later, Lucy told me their plans for the evening. I found them unsettling at first, but I sipped my beer as I listened to her. Her face was glowing, her eyes were bright, and I had a hard time focusing on her words as my eyes feasted on her.

		“My husband and I talked this morning, Darryl. You were right, we needed to really talk, openly,” she said. “I begged for his forgiveness, I confessed my sin, I told him it would never happen again,” she said.

		“I begged for her forgiveness too,” Cole interjected. “It was my idea, she was right to keep me out of the room. I see that now. We made love after you left this morning, and we forgave each other.”

		“I told him how much I – well, how much I enjoyed being with you,” Lucy said. “I told him I was ashamed of my desires, my sin, and that I’d never see you again if that was his wish. That I’d leave or even wear the mark, the letter ‘A,’ if that’s what he wanted.”

		“I told her that she hadn’t sin, she’d done what her husband asked her to do. She forgave me for wanting her to take a lover and I forgave her for taking one,” Cole said.

		“But we agreed,” Lucy was talking again, “that Cole would be allowed to watch. If that’s okay with you Darryl, we don’t want to offend you,” her hand was caressing my cheek, but I could feel it in my cock. I was fighting a war inside myself between my physical desire for her, my affection for her, and my respect for their weird marriage.

		It suddenly occurred to me, like an electric charge so strong I was almost overcome; I bite my tongue to keep the words inside. Lucy was the first wife that I wanted to steal, the first woman that I wanted for myself alone. I’d never felt that way before, I needed to be able to control myself, or I had to get up and leave. I stayed.

		“Cole can watch, but there are a few simple rules,” I looked at both as I said it, fighting to collect my thoughts. “He can’t participate unless he’s invited, either by you or by me. Unless he’s invited, he can only watch while I’m here. He can be as dressed or undressed, whatever he likes, he can jack off, I don’t care.”

		I gave that a moment to sink in, Lucy had distracted me, I needed more time to remember any other rules. “He can’t get too close, not unless he’s invited. He has to stay at least six feet away,” I’d just made that up on the fly. “He can talk to you, ask you questions, but if you tell him to shut up, that’s it, he can’t talk after that.”

		Looking at Lucy, “he can use his tongue on you while I’m inside, if you want. I can show him how, but he can’t, under any circumstances, touch me in any way, on any part of my body.” I was looking directly at Cole as I said the last. “Lucy, you can call me anything you want while we’re making love, you can use any racist word you like if it adds to your excitement. Cole, you can refer to me only as Darryl.”

		Cole took out some book, it wasn’t anything I recognized, and they both bowed their heads while he read some bizarre passage that seemed to validate, at least in terms of their religion, what we were doing.

		A wife must obey her husband absolutely, that even her sex organs are his property and if he orders her to share their “fruit,” or some such nonsense, with other men, she must obey. It was like nothing I’d ever heard in a real church.

		After his reading, Cole launched into a long prayer and they both said “a-men,” at the end. I looked back at Lucy just in time for her lips to touch mine. Her lips were soft, and her tongue tasted sweet, as they touched me. It was the kiss of lovers, made even better when I felt her fingers on the back of my head. Lucy used her free hand to pull my palm to her breast.

		“Touch me, Darryl, make me your slut tonight,” she said. I could hear Cole across the room from us, sliding his shorts off as he watched. I pulled Lucy’s apron off, revealing her beautiful body to my gaze. She was already breathing rapidly, we could both hear Cole’s noisy panting from across the room.

		I broke away from Lucy long enough to take off my clothes and to move the coffee table out of the way. Kneeling between her spread legs, I lifted her ass up enough to slide her to the very front of the couch where I could use my thumbs to spread her open.

		She was already an excited red color, her lips and hole oozing as I started licking and kissing her thighs, moving slowly closer to her pussy. I could hear Lucy suck in her breath in surprise.

		“What are you doing? Are you going to put your mouth there?” she sounded excited but shocked. I didn’t think she’d ever been eaten before, poor girl. There was silence behind me, Cole apparently wasn’t moving, just watching.

		I flattened my tongue and licked Lucy from her anus to her cliterous to the sound of her whimpering. “That’s so dirty, you shouldn’t do that. Oh God Darryl,” she didn’t sound like she wanted me to stop. On my next pass, I spent more time sucking, first her labia, and then her clit, into my mouth. Lucy’s toes curled, her hands held my head, as I pulled her into me.

		I looked up to see Lucy staring down at me, her eyes wide. She’d moved one hand from the back of my head and was pinching her nipple.

		“Nobody has ever - oh God - Darryl, I’m going to - oh my God,” she bucked against me as she came, her hand now squeezing her own breast as she rode out her orgasm.

		I moved up her body and kissed her, my lips covered with her juices. She didn’t try to avoid my mouth, she kissed me passionately as she wrapped her legs around my body, pulling me closer.

		My legs were just the right length or the couch was just the right height, as we moved closer together during our kiss the head of my cock nudged her labia and pushed inside her.

		“Cole, honey. He’s inside me, I’m doing what you wanted me to do. I’m letting another man have sex with me,” she was looking over my shoulder as I moved inside her, letting her lubricate my cock.

		“He’s so big, Cole. He’s stretch me - he’s stretching your wife. I can feel him deep inside me,” she was giving him the torture that he wanted. Most men don’t know that the clitoris is more than just the tiny part that they can see. That’s just the tip of the iceberg, it surrounds the vagina and Lucy was one of those women who could really feel the size of my cock.

		She fell back against the couch, her arms out at her sides, as I long fucked her, pushing my cock as far inside as it would go, stretching her, before pulling almost all the way out. I could see Cole out of the corner of my eye standing at the end of the couch, his erection in his hand, watching as his wife was fucked.

		I stopped moving with my cock buried all the way inside, Lucy could take my entire length. It looked like her pussy was stretched as far as it could go, her clit was hard and visible, she was pulled so tight that it appeared to be touching me.

		Lucy started moving her hips as I held steady inside her. Rubbing herself against me, the button of her clit contacting my hard cock as she moved.

		The only place we touched was between Lucy’s legs, the contrast between her smooth white skin and my black shaft was vivid in this position. Cole caught his breath, causing Lucy to first glance at him and then down the length of his body to see what he was looking at.

		Her eyes fixed on our union as I again moved my cock out until only the head remained inside, before pushing in until my pubic hair was pushed against her pussy.

		“Oh my God – oh my God,” Lucy continued to repeat herself.

		“Is it good, honey?” Cole asked. “Does he feel good inside you? You’re stretched so much.”

		Lucy was mesmerized looking at my cock disappearing and reappearing between her legs. “Oh Cole, he feels so good. I’ve never – I’ve never felt this before – he’s touching – oh Cole – forgive – ah,” Lucy was coming again. Her spasms were so strong that my self-discipline crumbled and I shot inside her, my orgasm pumping out of me caused Lucy to cum again, making unintelligible sounds as she climaxed.

		As she came down from her orgasm she glanced over at her husband and smiled, her gaze obviously on his cock. I chanced a quick look myself; Cole’s cock was dripping on the carpet.

		Lucy and I kissed as my cock soften, it never got entirely soft when I was with Lucy, but as I pulled out of her it was followed by a stream of our combined juices.

		Cole sat on the far edge of the couch away from his wife. He looked even more confused as Lucy closed her legs and sat on her discarded nightgown to protect the furniture.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		“What should we do now, Darryl. Please don’t tell me that we’re done?” she looked like she was pleading with me.

		“Get your cell phone Lucy,” I directed. We both watched as Lucy walked, her breast wobbling, to their bedroom, returning only a moment later with her phone in hand. She tried to hand it to me, but I told her to keep it.

		“Call Holly,” I told her.

		Lucy looked shocked. “What? Why would I call her?”

		“Tell her what we’ve been doing and invite her over. I’ll explain everything when she gets here, if she wants to come,” I told her.

		“Cole, make sure the drapes are closed,” I instructed.

		We both listened as Lucy dialed.

		“Holly, hi, it’s Lucy,” she said. “I’m fine, you?” a short pause as Lucy listened to her friend. “So, um – Darryl is here and he told me to call you. Yes, he did. Yes, Cole watched. He’s even better. Anyway, he wants you to come over. You will? Okay, we’ll see you then,” Lucy pushed the button ending the call.

		“She’s coming over, we better get dressed,” she said starting to stand up.

		“No. Stay just like you are,” I told them.

		Both looked at me in shock, they were visibly uncomfortable. Cole used the bathroom first, Lucy and I went in together, closing the door behind us. When the doorbell rang I told Lucy to answer it, just as she was.

		When Holly walked in she looked at each of us in turn, her eyes wide and her face turning red. “Do you want to join us, Holly?” I asked. “If you do, the rule is: no clothes.”

		Holly didn’t even look for a place to put her clothing, she stripped where she was, simply dropping everything in a pile at her feet by the door.

		“Sit next to Lucy,” I told her. “Doesn’t she look hot tonight?”

		“Oh yes, I’ve never seen anyone this gorgeous before, at least not so close – and so naked,” Holly was examining her friend, soaking in the sight of her nude body.

		“Holly, you’re making me feel embarrassed. You’re a woman, I don’t have anything you haven’t seen before,” Lucy was trying to cross her arms over her breasts.

		“You’re perfect, Lucy,” Holly reached out to touch her friend’s naked thigh. “You’re perfect,” she said sliding her hand softly along Lucy’s leg. As she stroked, her hand moved to the inside of her friend’s thigh, stroking so high that her little finger brushed Lucy’s still drenched pussy.

		“Oh Lucy,” Holly kissed her friend, her hand stroked Lucy’s pussy. “I’ve wanted to do this for so long, you can’t imagine how many times I’ve dreamed of this,” with their lips still touching, Holly spread her legs and straddling Lucy, pushing her pussy down on the top of her friend’s smooth thigh.

		Their kiss started out gentle, almost chaste, but was soon frantic. Holly pushed her tongue into her friend’s mouth, while Lucy began rubbing her thigh against Holly’s damp pussy.

		The real fun began when Holly slid off Lucy’s leg and knelt between her open thighs. “Oh my, what do we have here?” after a quick lick. “It seems Darryl left me a treat,” no more quick licks, Holly dove in, working on her friend’s pussy.

		“Oh no, Holly. No, you can’t do that,” but she was already gone, fucking herself against Holly’s mouth and wailing. Her fists again slamming against the cushions as her entire body began to vibrate.

		Cole sat in stunned silence, his cock hard once more. I don’t think his “holy” book had a passage providing guidance.

		I sat next to Lucy, watching Holly from her perspective. I was surprised to first feel her hand on my face followed by her mouth on my lips. It didn’t take much for her to make me hard. “Fuck her, Darryl. I want to feel her mouth while you’re inside her.” Lucy’s wish was my command.

		Holly pussy was a drenching as I guided my cock inside. With a growl, she redoubled her efforts on Lucy’s pussy causing another loud climax. The sight became even more charged as Holly reached up to pinch and twist her friend’s nipple. I lost track of Holly’s orgasms, until she’d had enough and, pulling off my cock, rolled to her side grinning at me as her face glistened in the light.

		Lucy’s head was resting on the back of the couch, her eyes closed. Her hands were on her thighs as she continued to move as though she was being fucked. Her entire pussy and asshole were in spasm, opening and closing, pushing even more of her cream onto the nightgown below her.

		Cole’s prick had gone down, as wet as Holly’s face. He tried to sit beside his wife and hold her, but she pushed him away and slid off the couch to hold Holly.

		I went to the bathroom, returning with two wet towels, I used the second one to clean myself before tossing it to Cole. I first offered one to Holly, Lucy was still dazed as Holly cleaned them both and handed me the towel. I didn’t give a shit what Cole did with his.

		“Is he your Bull now, Lucy?” Holly asked. “Will you share him with me?”

		Lucy looked at me as I sat in the chair from the kitchen, my legs spread and my cock hanging down. “You were so right Holly. I’ve never felt anything like it,” turning to look at her friend. “Will you do that thing with your tongue again? I’ll share him if you do. I’ll even try to do it to you.” Cole’s face had gone white, he tried to break in, reminding his wife that he had a say in all this. She ignored him.

		“Well,” I said, “Holly and I have to get going, don’t we Holly?” She looked at me in surprise. “I think Lucy and Cole need to talk.”

		Holly suddenly got it, looking at Cole for the first time. “Yeah, we should get going,” she took my hand as I helped her off the floor. We took a minute to dress and left without a word.

		Lucy stared at me as I dressed, I saw something in her eyes that I’d never seen before. It wasn’t lust, it might have been affection or maybe she was just enamored. Maybe what I saw was love.

		Outside Holly hugged and kissed me passionately. “Thank you, Darryl, thank you. Do you want to come to my place? You can lock me in chains and keep me as your sex girl. Anything you want.”

		“Right now, let’s get something to eat. We may not hear back from them any time soon, and after I’ve eaten, I may take you up on the whole kinky sex girl thing.”

		I left Holly’s apartment just in time to make it to work. I only saw Lucy once that day, walking from one office to another, she looked tired but she smiled broadly when she caught sight of me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		My plan was to rest up that week, but I had a terrible time sleeping. I’d find myself wide awake at 3:00 in the morning thinking about how I was getting emotionally involved with a married woman.

		The first rule of being a Bull, well my first rule of being a Bull, was never become emotionally involved with a married woman. My job was to provide sex, usually the type of sex they couldn’t get at home, or the type of sex their husbands couldn’t provide, and then move on.

		I had long internal debates with myself about Lucy. She’d told me she never let me go, she used the word ‘love’ more than once, and I realized I could steal her from her husband. Not only could I steal her, but I truly wanted to take her away. Of course, nobody can steal another human being. But if I wanted to, I had the opportunity to seduce Lucy emotionally, I could make her dependent on me.

		My mind was in turmoil, I couldn’t sleep, I certainly couldn’t concentrate on vapid TV programs. I kept seeing the mental picture of Lucy sleeping next to Cole. I wondered if she was feeling the same way that I was feeling.

		I had to avoid her at work, maybe I even needed to find a new job. I wasn’t going to seduce her, I was going to just let things happen, if she came looking for me I’d do anything I could to make her happy, even if making her happy meant finding that new job and never seeing her again.

		I turned on the radio only to hear that damn Christopher Cross again. The guy only did like two albums a million years ago, and no self-respecting black man would be caught dead listening to them. All I could think about was Lucy and me in bed while they played.

		I decided to line up Caitlin and Holly and maybe other women who had contacted me, and I’d try to forget about Lucy. Only I didn’t forget her, every night was the same. When we saw each other at work she’d smile and my heart would break.

		Was she doing more than sleeping with that weasel Cole? The mental image of them together would send me rocketing from despair to anger. I wanted to drive to her house and pull her out of his bed; take her away from him. I pictured the scene, but in the end, I realized how foolish it would be. I’d lose her forever and end up in jail. She was so much better than he deserved, he’d brain washed her with his phony religion, but I thought I knew how she really felt, and every morning I’d just go into work.

		I had lunch with Holly a couple of times that week. At first, she was so excited that all she wanted to talk about was our time with Lucy.

		“Did you see the look on her face? I get all creamy every time I see her now,” Holly began. “And you, with that giant cock, she couldn’t get enough of you. She’s going to want you again, you know?” The look on my face stopped her. “What’s wrong, what did I say?” I assured her that she hadn’t said anything wrong, I was just remembering along with her.

		The next lunch was different. “You want her don’t you Darryl? You’ve got feelings for her?” I just looked at her as I ate my tuna sandwich. “You are so screwed. She’ll never leave Cole. You’re not falling in love, are you?” Holly was relentless.

		“You can fall in love with me. You can put me on your white charger and carry me off, I’ll go. I’ll be anything you want me to be,” her eyes were filling with tears. “I’ll be your lover, your mistress, you can even lock me in chains and keep me in your basement,” her eyes were red as she neared sobbing. “I’d leave my fiancé for you.”

		“God damn it, Darryl. I love you, not just your big cock. You don’t have to love me back, I’m happy being your safety date.”

		I slid into the other side of the booth and held her as she rested her head on my chest, crying silently. “Will you let me be that person for you, Darryl? Will you let me be your safety date?”

		“What about your fiancé, Holly,” I asked. That Holly was engaged was news to me.

		“I’ll kick him out, or he can just watch us,” she said.

		It wasn’t fair to Holly. I liked her and she clearly had feelings for me, but we would never be a couple. It seemed as though she was reading my thoughts.

		“I know it’s just a fantasy, Darryl. It’s okay, I’ll take whatever I can get. You don’t need to feel like you’re taking advantage of me,” she straightened up and was smiling at me sadly. “If anything, I’m taking advantage of you, and anytime you want to introduce me to one of your girlfriends, please don’t hesitate to call!”

		I rested as much as I could that week and the next weekend I responded to a request from a married couple who had emailed me. The wife looked good and I agreed to meet them in a local bar first.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Hannah was a blonde white woman, about 40 years old. Her husband, Jack worked in an office somewhere, sitting on his butt all day. Hannah had kept herself in reasonable shape, Jack hadn’t.

		“Hannah and I married young, Darryl. “She’s never been with another man,” Jack began. “Over the years we’ve had this fantasy of her experiencing some variety,” he looked at Hannah to make sure he was saying it right, I guess.

		Hannah smiled at him before turning to me. “I don’t really understand it, Darryl. Jack has this fantasy of watching me in bed with another man. I’m convinced that he’s not going to use it as an excuse to sleep around,” she paused to take a deep breath.

		“After all these years I’m beginning to wonder too. Did I miss something? I don’t think I did, I think what we have is special and sex is just sex, but I’m willing to give it a try,” she turned to look at her husband. “We reached a compromise, maybe I’ll tell you all about it later. I just don’t want him to lose respect for me,” she was staring at Jack as she said it. Jack assured her that he’d still respect her in the morning, blah, blah.

		I suggested that Hannah and I dance while Jack watched to judge how well he’d handle physical contact between us. I led his wife onto the tiny dance floor just as a series of slow numbers were coming on.

		At first Hannah held me away, making sure there was space between us. Jack was staring at us with interest.

		“You know, you’re not going to test him by holding me at arm’s length. Come closer, I promise not to take advantage of you,” I told her.

		Hannah carefully fit herself against me, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. She was stiff as a board at first, but as we danced she gradually loosened up until I could feel her breasts against me.

		“You’re really strong, I can feel your muscles,” she said, running a hand over my bicep. I just pulled her closer so that my cock was lightly brushing against her.

		At first nothing happened, and then Hannah started pressing herself more firmly against me, grinding against me as my cock started to grow. By the time I was semi-hard she had stopped moving her feet to concentrate on the feel of my growing erection against her.

		“Is that all you?” she asked.

		“Yes. This is what you do to me,” I told her.

		Hannah looked in my eyes before attacking me with her mouth. As the song ended we were holding each other kissing passionately in the middle of the dance floor.

		Jack was ready to leave when we returned to the table. “We’ve rented a motel room, just down the road. Please come back with us.”

		Jack drove and Hannah and I sat in the back, by the time we pulled into the motel lot I had her panties in my pocket and my cock in her mouth. Jack parked and stared at us in the rearview mirror.

		Inside the room I let Hannah strip me, when my cock was free she knelt and stroked it, using her tongue to lick the large mushroom head. “Isn’t his cock beautiful, Jack?” she asked her husband. “Take off your pants so he can see our compromise.”

		I watched with interest as Jack removed his jeans and underwear. He was encased in a cock-cage, not the first one I’d ever seen, but Jack’s was jumping repeatedly.

		“This is the first time Jack’s ever worn his cage. It’s to remind him that he belongs to me and that he wants me to do this,” Hannah explained. “If you don’t wear me out, I may unlock him. If I ever see him looking at another woman, he’ll be locked up again. Isn’t that right, Jack?”

		Jack just nodded his head, his eyes fixed on the sight of my prick disappearing into his wife’s mouth. Hannah had a talented tongue, I felt her working on the underside of my cockhead.

		“I’m wearing the cage so Hannah will believe me when I tell her that I don’t want another woman. I love her, I just want to watch the woman I love being sexual fulfilled,” Jack told me.

		“Do you like watching me suck Darryl’s cock, honey?” she asked.

		“Yes,” Jack said.

		“Tell me, use words Jack,” Hannah was in full mistress mode with her husband.

		“I love watching my wife suck another man’s cock in front of me. Please fuck him, Hannah. I want to watch him shove that huge dick inside you,” Jack’s cock was trying to get hard, it had to be uncomfortable but all Jack did was moan.

		They didn’t seem like a couple that were looking for a lot of foreplay, so I positioned Hannah on her hands and knees on the bed, facing her husband, as I eased my cock inside her after adding warmed lubrication from a bottle that Jack had given me.

		Jack was only inches away from his wife’s face, I don’t know what her expression looked like, but I could see the expression on Jack’s face. His eyes were wide and he didn’t blink as he stared down at her.

		He was playing with his cock cage as he watched, I could hear them both groaning. After a few minutes Hannah wrapped her mouth around her husband’s cock, cage and all, as she loosened up enough for me to hammer into her.

		The two of them were obviously in love, I was just the human dildo they were using to fulfill a fantasy. That didn’t bother me as much as it might have, it gave me the freedom to fuck Jack’s wife however I wanted to, and tonight I wanted to punish her, I was taking out my frustration with Lucy on poor Hannah. I wanted to fuck her so hard that she’d be in no shape to take care of her husband. It was wrong in so many ways, but I’d picked the right woman for my aggressions, the more I punished her the more she seemed to want.

		Going as fast as I could and as hard as I could, Hannah soon gave up sucking her husband’s cage and held onto him, her head pressed against his hip, her hands wrapped around him, holding herself up. Jack did all the talking as I fucked his wife.

		“Use her Darryl, fuck my wife,” we could both hear the volume of her moans increase. “Cum inside her, plant a black baby in her.” Jack’s cock cage was jumping wildly, as Hannah put her head on the mattress and used her hands to spread her ass cheeks wide apart for me.

		I was getting close as Hannah orgasmed, she was silent at first, holding her breath and bowing her back without moving before releasing a long scream. That was enough to trigger my orgasm, pushed in almost to the limit, my cock pumped load after load inside her. Jack had moved beside me where he could stare at the sight of my balls contracting rhythmically. A string of cum hung from his cage.

		As I pulled out, Hannah collapsed on the bed breathing deeply as Jack caressed her back. My job was done, but I took my time dressing. Hannah’s pussy was slow to close, a flood of white running out of her.

		Jack’s gaze alternated between watching me leave and the sight of my seed seeping from between his wife’s legs.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		“I’ve worked something out with my husband, if you’re interested,” Caitlin said as she poured my coffee.

		The dinner had windows on two sides. I liked that, I could sit in a booth and watch the people on the sideway, a never-ending floor show.

		“What would that be?” I asked.

		“It’s more of a decision actually, I’ve decided to do whatever the hell I want to do, and what I want to do is you again.” She smiled at me before walking away.

		I went back to people watching wondering what she’d worked out with her husband. My guess was that he could watch his still beautiful wife with a black Bull. That was probably his fantasy, or maybe Caitlin had planted the idea in his head, either way that was my bet.

		How would they work it out? Would he spy on us? Would I be introduced to him so he could be in the bedroom? Was I totally wrong and she’d just want to meet in a motel?

		By the time Caitlin placed my bill on the table in front of me I was curious but all she said was, “will you come to my house? I’ll make sure my husband isn’t around. Knock on the backdoor so the neighbors don’t see.” She told me the time. Maybe he’d be someplace else, but I was willing to bet that he’d just be hiding.

		Later that night I knocked on the backdoor to Caitlin’s small home. It was a typical cheap subdivision home built in the 1970’s, featuring a sliding glass door that looked out over what appeared to be a tiny backyard.

		Caitlin answered the door in the nude, she’d kept her waitressing uniform in place when we’d been in her car. Even though we’d fucked before, I was seeing her naked for the first time.

		She led me into the living room and posed in front of the sliding glass door. “What do you think?” she asked, posing as a model. I was guessing her age as 40, but she could have been anywhere from a hard living 30 to a well maintained 50. Her body was as pale as any person I’d ever seen, she was almost as white as a piece of paper. The tattoos on her arms and back stood out in stark relief against all that white skin. Only her arms and face had been exposed to the sun and showed any color, her dirty blonde hair almost matched her pubic hair. Her breasts were full, and being on her feet all day without eating had helped to keep her slender.

		“Caitlin, you’re beautiful,” I said, noticing for the first time that the patio door and screen were wide open. “Are you posing for the neighbors?” I inclined my head toward the door.

		“No, it just turns me on that we might be seen. Not that I need it,” she beckoned me to come closer. “Does it bother you?”

		I pulled her body close, my hands caressing the soft, white skin of her ass as we shared our first deep kiss. I could see movement out of the corner of my eye, someone was sitting in a lawn chair facing the patio door. My guess was that I was looking at Caitlin’s husband, if that was the case, we were going to give him a show in his own living room.

		“Strip me Caitlin,” I ordered. “You’re going to be my slut tonight, aren’t you?” I heard a faint gasp through the open door.

		“Yes, you can have me any way you want,” she was panting as she pulled my pants and underwear down. As my cock was exposed I heard a soft gulp close to the opening, not two feet from my ear. Caitlin’s husband was getting the show he wanted.

		Caitlin, on her knees, was rubbed my cock over her lips and cheeks. Kissing the head before working her way down to my balls. I rested my cock on the top of her head, causing her to giggle as she worked on me.

		The picture of Lucy sucking my cock came to me unbidden. I pushed it out of my head while I concentrated on the woman in front of me.

		“I’m going to call you slut. You’re my slut and I’m going to do anything I want to you, isn’t that right slut?” I asked her.

		Caitlin was trying to get my cock all the way into her mouth, pushing her head forward and back so that my cock felt like it was in her throat. She couldn’t breathe or speak, but she nodded ‘yes’ as much as she could.

		“You can do anything you want with your slut tonight,” she’d caught her breath and I shoved my cock into her throat again. Bending over, I could see Caitlin’s eyes squeezed tightly shut as her tongue working on me. As she swallowed, the muscles of her throat caressed my cock.

		I pulled out, giving me a chance to become completely hard as she continued to lick and stroke me.

		“Show me your slut pussy,” I ordered.

		Caitlin started to lay with her pussy exposed to the window. I let her stay that way for a few moments, so her husband could see her pussy, excited, swollen, and wet before moving her onto her hands and knees, positioned with her hands and face outside the open patio door. I knelt behind her and rubbed my cock through the open petals of her pussy. I couldn’t see beyond her shoulders; her head was lost in the darkness of the patio.

		When my cockhead was fully wet I began easing inside her. I took it slow; but Caitlin had taken me before, she opened for me, stretching to take me in. Her moans had an odd sound to them, at times sounding as though they were muffled by another’s mouth or cock.

		“How does my black cock feel, slut? How does it feel to cheat on your husband with me?” I wanted to give him the full treatment.

		“Its…its….so good,” followed by the sound of kissing from outside the door. “I’m being stretched open by another man, a black man,” the kissing noises became more feverish.

		“Tell him to crawl under you, slut,” I told her. “Tell him to lick your pussy while I fuck you.” All movement stopped for moment, all I could feel was the involuntary squeezing of her vagina.

		Out of the dark of the patio a naked man, first laying a towel over the doorframe, slid on his back under his wife’s body. His cock was hard, throbbing with his rapid heartbeat as his Caitlin took it in her hands. A moment later I felt his hair brushing my balls as he went to work on his wife’s clitoris.

		Caitlin had been feverish before, now she was holding herself as still as she could to enjoy the dual pleasures of being fucked by my long, thick black cock while being sucked and licked by her husband.

		“Oh God, Garrett. This is so good, so good,” her hand was pounded Garrett’s erection, her head next to his hip. “You were right…you were…I never…I love being a slut wife for you.”

		Caitlin tried to get away from her husband’s tongue as she climaxed but he wouldn’t let her go, and before long she was nearing another. She cried as reached what seemed to be one long orgasm.

		“Garrett…oh…yes…yes,” her spasms became too much for me, I’d rarely felt a woman orgasm as hard as Caitlin, and I shot deep inside her.

		“He’s cumming, Garrett. He’s cumming deep inside me. Oh God.”

		I held my hand between her pussy and her husband’s head as I pulled out. As soon as I was out, Catlin collapsed on top of him, her pussy dripping into his mouth.

		As they laid together, half in and half out the patio door, I dressed and left. Catlin was sucking her husband’s cock as I closed the front door behind me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		Lucy was stuck in my head. At work the next day I searched for her, finally finding her pouring coffee in an empty breakroom.

		“Lucy,” I said. An elegant opening line, I thought.

		“Darryl,” she was smiling as she moved her hand to touch mine.

		“Lucy,” I began again. “I’m going to find another job.”

		Her face registered surprise and shock. “But why? I don’t want you to go.”

		“I can’t stand seeing you every day and not having you,” there, I’d said it. “It’s too hard on me, Lucy, and not fair to you and Cole. I’m really sorry.” I turned to go.

		I only made it a few steps when I heard, “I need to have you, too. It’s just as hard on me. Please, please don’t leave me, you know how I feel about you.”

		We were interrupted as a group of men walked in, they didn’t notice us at first. By the time they did Lucy had moved further away from me with her coffee and I was pouring a paper cup for myself. As she moved pass me to leave the room, Lucy whispered “come to the house tonight, please.”

		I debated with myself before going, but I really didn’t have a choice. I had to see her, if only to end it in person. Lucy opened the door wearing the same clothing she’d had on at work.

		“Darryl, please come in. Cole isn’t here,” she said as I stepped inside.

		“Lucy, I can’t do this. I can’t see you without your husband. It isn’t right,” I said.

		“Nonsense, we see each other every day, and we’re not going to…you know. Tonight, you’re going to take me out to eat and then maybe to a movie. Afterwards you’re going to bring me home and maybe, just maybe, you’ll get a goodnight kiss” she told me. “Now, do you know a place?”

		“I do, most of the people are black, although there’s usually some white women. Maybe a few white couples. Nobody we know will be there,” I told her.

		“Sounds perfect,” and Lucy was out the door heading toward my SUV. I had to help her up into the passenger seat. “I’ve never been in a car this big before,” she told me swiveling around to look in the back as I got in the driver’s side.

		“I need a big car to fit in,” I told her.

		“I think you fit just fine,” she said with a smile.

		As we drove Lucy picked up my right hand and caressed my fingers, examining each one before licking my palm. When I looked over at her, she just smiled back at me.

		A moment later she was sucking on two of my fingers, they were big enough that they filled her mouth. The feeling of her soft lips and tongue was enough to cause my cock to stiffen.

		“Do you think I’ll ever be able to take your entire cock in my mouth?” she asked. The way she asked made me think that she had plans to try.

		“I’d go into your throat,” I told her.

		“Um…you’d be able to feel me swallow, you be able to feel my tongue touching you. Do you think you’d like that?” she asked.

		“You wouldn’t be able to breathe.”

		“I know, I’d be at your mercy, Darryl. But, I’m at your mercy now, I’ve been at your mercy ever since that first night. You just didn’t know it for sure until now,” she was holding my hand to her chest.

		“I really do want to get to know you tonight, Darryl. I’d rather be in bed with you, but I want to know who you are. Does that sound crazy to you?” she said as I turned off the car in the restaurant parking lot.

		“No, I want to get to know you too,” as I held her head in my hands and kissed her gently on the lips.

		The place I’d taken her to was a combination restaurant, bar, and dance club. When we walked in several sets of black eyes swiveled to check her out, but were discouraged from approaching because she obviously wasn’t alone.

		We sat at a table for two in the back. Eventually a black waitress handed us menus, it was obvious that the sight of another mixed-race couple did not please her. I’d heard the complaint before that too many black men were being taken by white women.

		“What did you tell Cole?” I asked.

		“That I was going out with friends and that we might see a movie. The problem is that, except for work, all my friends belong to that damn religion of my husbands. So, I’m going out with a friend from work, you,” she told me.

		“I’m surprised,” and I was. “I thought you were religious.”

		“He’s not a real preacher, it’s a cult. Even their ‘bible’ is just bullshit,” Lucy was getting worked up. “He does it for the money and because he gets to stick his tiny pecker in little girls,” she was so angry that I urged her to keep her voice low.

		“I don’t think I’m even really married to him, not legally,” she said.

		I was knocked back on my heels by the news. We gave quick orders for hamburgers to the waitress while I collected my thoughts.

		“Is there a marriage license?” I asked.

		“No, I was given to him by the ‘elders,’ I hadn’t even seen him before we were married in that fake church. We were not licensed by the state, in fact the guy who performed the ceremony isn’t licensed either. I’m pretty sure that it wasn’t legal,” she explained. “For a long time, while I was ‘tested,’ I wasn’t even allowed to meet anyone who wasn’t a member. Now I have a job, access to the internet, and at least two friends. You and Holly,” she said.

		“I’m speechless, Lucy. I don’t know what to say, I’ve been going along thinking you were a married woman, out of bounds.” I was truly shocked, barely able to speak.

		“Now you know why I didn’t want Cole to watch, well one reason why I didn’t want him to watch. Not the only reason,” she said.

		Our food arrived, but I was much more interested in what Lucy had to say. I gave her time to eat while picking at my food, lost in thought.

		“What’s the other reason you didn’t want him watching us?” I couldn’t contain myself any longer.

		“I have a thing for you. Even before I knew about your endowment,” she said. “I used to watch you at the plant, the way you look, the way you move. I’d get turned on just watching you, it was a new feeling for me and I wanted you all to myself. I still do,” she said taking another bite of her hamburger.

		“It’s hard to explain what it’s like for a girl,” she said. “We see a guy that just pushes all the right buttons, and I guess biology takes over. I wanted you, I wanted you to make me yours. You don’t want to hear the rest,” she said.

		“Yes, I do.”

		“You’ll run away, you’ll probably be gone so fast that I’ll never see you again,” she was looking at her plate.

		“Tell me, Lucy,” I was holding her head up, my hand under her chin.

		“I want your baby, Darryl. I want to be your woman. Okay you can take me home now,” she said starting to stand. When I didn’t move she turned to look at me.

		“Dance with me, Lucy. We may want the same things.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		I had been thinking about this a lot over the last year, even though I was relatively young, I’d been acting as a Bull for white women for a long time. Most black men, if they’re lucky and interested, just don’t get that many opportunities. Certainly not with a woman like Lucy.

		It was time to settle down, maybe past time, but I wasn’t dating anyone to settle down with. Unlike so many men who wanted to be Bulls, I didn’t have to work at finding partners. Every week I got an email or two, just from my reputation and an occasional short video on Twitter.

		There were several couples dancing as I directed Lucy to a dark, back corner of the dance floor. It wasn’t really a dance floor, just a cleared area understood to be for dancing.

		Lucy didn’t know how to dance, her sheltered life hadn’t included dance lessons, she just put both arms around me and swayed to the rhythm of the song. What the hell was old Christopher Cross music doing in a black bar?

		I held her close as we moved together, my erection growing against her. Lucy’s head leaned back as she smiled up at me and ground the lower part of her body against me. Standing on her tiptoes she whispered in my ear, over the sound of the music. “You’re doing the same thing to me, Darryl.”

		We danced until faster music came on and we made our way back to our table, my arm around her, her body molded to me.

		“I’m moving in with Holly and her fiancé,” she said.

		“Wait, go back a step. Holly’s living with her fiancé?” I said.

		Lucy covered her mouth as she laughed, her eyes sparkling.

		“Yes, Holly lives with her fiancé now. You should be getting an invitation to the wedding any day.”

		“But…but... she’s never said anything. She’s always there when I call,” I could not wrap my brain around the idea that Holly she was living with him. “I’ve been to her apartment.”

		“Her intended encourages her to go out with you. Is ‘out’ the right word?” Lucy asked. “Anyway, he likes to hear about everything she’s done. He doesn’t want her to stop after they’re married.”

		I’d been with a few women whose husbands were like that. They didn’t want to watch, but they wanted their wives to tell them everything, usually as soon as they got home, usually while they were in bed together, but I never suspected Holly.

		“What about you and Holly?” I asked. “Have you two…?”

		“She made good on her promise,” was all Lucy would say.

		Lucy picked up her drink and moved to an empty booth behind us. I started to slide into the opposite side but Lucy patted the seat next to her.

		As I adjusted myself into the booth, Lucy pulled up her dress to reveal a length of perfectly formed, pale leg. She sat up enough to slide the material under her; her ass was bare as she sat back down on the leatherette seat. Our backs were to the crowd as Lucy put my hand to her thigh.

		“Has this been too much, Darryl?” she asked. Her hand was directing me to caress the sweet smoothness of her bare leg. “I’ve been waiting for you and even if you don’t want me, I’ll still be here when you’re ready. Please be ready for me,” her legs had parted as she scooched down in the seat. My hand was suddenly touching her damp pussy. “I’m ready for you,” she said.

		“Oh,” she turned to me suddenly. “I forgot the best part: Cole’s moving out until I ‘see the light!’ Can you believe it?”

		

		****

		

		My phone buzzed as we lay in bed, luxuriating in post-coital bliss. When the caller I.D. did not say “Holly,” I ignored it.

		“What about all your women, Darryl?” Lucy asked.

		I hadn’t stopped smiling since we left the bar. Life just doesn’t work out this way. I’d never felt happier as I looked at Lucy smiling up at me.

		“There are no other women, Lucy,” I told her. “There’s just you.”
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		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		Jimmy and Annette have a storybook marriage until the stress of his work begins interfering with their love life. Annette’s needs are too powerful to ignore, so she turns to other men for sexual release. Soon she’s having sex in seedy motels, and raunchy videos of her being taken hard and unprotected by lusty black studs are all over the internet.

		

		Jimmy is appalled and hurt when he sees the videos…and then he’s aroused beyond belief. Who could have guessed he’d enjoy being a cuckold husband? But Annette and many other sex-starved women like her are being used by the mob, so Jimmy uses all his police training to track them down and protect them. Can he win Annette back…or is she too addicted to wild illicit sex?

		

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		Linda has a problem. She is always turned on—sometimes even having an orgasm without stimulation. When she meets and falls in love with Chris, her constant arousal continues… lust beyond her control, beyond both their control. Sex with other people, yes, sometimes in front of her new husband.

		

		Then they meet Randy, a billionaire client of Chris’s. Randy has everything, but he wants Linda—not forever— just for a week, and so they all make the deal. It turns out that Randy is just the lover that Linda needed to satisfy her sexual appetite.

		

		But will she go back to her husband? If she does, will she stay?

		

		Vacation Prey – A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		Wrong place, wrong time…

		

		When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure—the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves.

		

		When Carlo is also taken by the same group of men, he discovers a darker side of himself that he never knew existed. Handcuffed in a chair, watching his innocent wife behave like a sex-starved animal, he’s forced to watch her degrade herself for her captors to prove to him that she doesn’t want to leave their control.

		

		But once they are able to finally escape, will he lose her completely to her new-found fetish and lifestyle? Or will he be able to find a way to accept her and make their marriage work, even though his wife is no longer the innocent, naïve woman she once was?

		

		Katie’s Awakening

		Mack is an athletic high-powered attorney who only has one drawback, his penis is tiny. Very tiny. Woman are drawn to him because he's a nice guy who never tries anything…little do they know he doesn't want to have to expose his weakness. But Katie…. Katie’s different. She gets to him and loves him in spite of his small size.

		

		When he proposes, she accepts—but he has to make certain sacrifices. He has to agree that if Katie ever meets her favorite actor, Brad Peterson, she has a free pass.

		

		The annual party of their expensive homeowner’s association includes a guy who looks exactly like Peterson, and Katie is immediately attracted to him. Mack is a witness to their first time together, and then Katie disappears for four days. When she comes home she's found out that the guy who looks like her movie star is her movie star!

		

		Will Mack be able to handle this? Will they stay together? Will Katie ever be satisfied by Mack again?

		

		Katie’s Reawakening – A Hotwife Story

		In this 2nd Installment of Katie and Mack’s story, Katie’s obsession with movie star Brad Peterson, continues.

		

		"She couldn't resist him; she needed to have him again. They'd done it before, I'd watched. But I'd never seen Katie so subservient before. She' done everything he asked; she'd humiliated herself for him. And now she was begging him to use her. And still, I liked it."

		

		What will happen to Mack and Katie’s marriage once Brad is done with her? Can Mack become the dominate man she craves?

		

		I Bet My Wife – And Lost!

		When fantasy becomes reality, William had committed professional suicide by taking the West Coast job. Dead end job, A-hole boss. Now all he had to look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion.

		

		Lonely nights in bars and clubs, talking to drunks, hooking up with strangers… until he met Kristen. Bubbly, beautiful, built-like-a-brickhouse Kristen. She was the light in his darkness, and hotter than the 4th of July in the Mojave.

		

		And for some unbelievable reason, she liked him too. Immediate attraction, immediate connection quickly turns into love.

		

		But when forbidden fantasies are revealed, and indecent opportunity presents itself, can William and Kristen’s marriage survive their dark desires and lustful fetishes…..?

		

		I Bet My Wife – And Lost Again!

		In this second installment of the I BET MY WIFE Trilogy, Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last wife-watching and neither are sure where to go from this point. But once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for 2.

		

		When an old nemesis shows up on the island, paradise turns out to be all how you look at it.

		

		Paradise can be found or lost, depending on who you’re with.

		

		I Bet My Wife – And Won!

		In this 3rd and final installment of the I BET MY WIFE SERIES, Kristen and Will have explored their fantasies together. Now they’re ready to take things farther… Perhaps even letting her enjoy another woman.

		

		But Kristen wants even more. The ultimate fantasy, the one where she is held captive, used, and humiliated by a gang of black men, taken over and over while her husband is forced to watch.

		

		However, this gang is dangerous; they want to keep Kristen. Will her husband be able to save her or will she become the gang's new sex slave?
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