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Chapter 1
 
He’d been staring at me since we’d walked in the bar, a man I didn’t know was sitting on a barstool watching me. I’d tried to dress sexy for my husband, it was our tenth anniversary, and I wanted to remind him why he’d married me. He seemed to have developed a tendency to forget lately.
I was wearing a black, leather mini-skirt, a real mini-mini skirt. The leather was butter soft to the touch, and I loved how it felt caressing my legs.
On top, I was wearing an off-the-shoulder, white blouse with a cute ruffle that hung down to my breasts, tucked into the high banded waist of my skirt. I had completed the look with four-inch black heels, strapped around my ankles. I looked hot, and I felt hot. I would have felt hot even if I’d remembered to wear panties.
My husband, as usual, had his eyes on his smart phone, typing out emails and texts with one finger between taking calls from his employees. I don’t think he’d even noticed what I was wearing. In the car, I’d fondled his leg as he drove, I’d even tried to stroke his cock, but he’d pushed my hand away. I tried to show him I was naked under the too-short dress, but he didn’t look at me.
I tried not to let his distraction ruin the evening for me, it was typical of Phil. He didn’t notice me anymore, and I did everything I could think of to keep him interested--I worked out at the fitness center, I ran up to ten miles a day—I knew I looked good. I’d even had my pussy waxed for him, and it hurt like hell, but he’d only glanced when I’d tried to show him.
I knew he wasn’t doing without sex. He spent a lot of time on the computer, and I knew what he was looking at, pictures of naked women and reading short stories. My husband seemed to have an interest in something called “hotwives.” I scanned a few stories and concluded my husband was titillated by the idea. Funny word, titillated.
Regardless, I felt as though this was my last chance to save my marriage. I love Phil, and despite everything, I didn’t want to leave my husband, but if he wouldn’t even look at my bare pussy, we were in trouble. If I was going to leave him, it wouldn’t be without a fight even if it meant showing him what he’d lose.
The guy checking me out was good looking. Younger than us, he was a well-dressed businessman sitting by himself at the bar. I don’t normally go for black guys, but he was cute.
I took my time crossing my legs, letting him get a little flash in the dim light of the bar. I looked up suddenly and caught his eye before he could look away. A surge of heat went through me. I wanted to get laid and if my husband wasn’t interested, maybe the man at the bar would be.
I smiled at the stranger as he turned his head, just enough, so my husband couldn’t see his face and smiled back at me. It didn’t matter that he’d turned, Phil was too engrossed in whatever he was doing to pay attention.
Just to see what would happen, I uncrossed my legs, scooted my butt to the front of the chair, leaned back, and held my legs open for a count of three before closing and crossing them again.
Here I was, sitting at the front of my chair, leaning back, my right arm on the table and my left stretched out along the back of the chair. I arched my back, pushing my breasts out as I smiled at him again.
He swiveled his bar stool in my direction and copied my movements, spreading his legs wide as he put his left hand in his pocket and pulled his pant leg tight, so I could see the outline of a very large cock. I was impressed. Phil has a nice cock, it fits me well, but I haven’t been with a man who was truly gifted since college, and the sight of that large cock sent another surge through my body. An electric charge that started in my fingertips and toes and traveled through me until it made my pussy tingle.
I looked up at the stranger’s handsome black face to see him using his eyes to point toward the restrooms. He was smiling at me, winking.
I looked back at Phil who was, as usual, oblivious to everything and everyone around him. I took a sip of my vodka martini and leaned across to get Phil’s attention.
“Honey… honey… Phil,” I said.
“What?” he hadn’t looked up.
“I’m going to the ladies’; can I get you anything?” I was being a smart ass.
“No, I’m good. Have fun,” he was just being Phil.
“Don’t wait up,” I said, collecting my purse and getting to my feet.
“Okay,” he answered.
The hall to the restrooms made an “L” turn before reaching the two doors. The Ladies’ was first, but the hallway was empty. As soon as I walked inside, I was greeted by the large black man wrapping his arms around me and pulling me in for a long, hot kiss. At first, I was surprised and tried to push him away, but soon I had my arms around him, letting him pull me close as he pushed his erection against me.
Wow, he felt good, and his kiss was magical. He knew just what to do as his tongue danced with mine, and before long I felt like putty, barely able to stand on legs that seemed like they were made of well-cooked spaghetti. His hands were all over me as he pulled my skirt up the short distance to my waist and his fingers were between my labia looking for my clitoris. He knew what he was doing, he had no trouble finding it, and all I could do was rest my forehead against the front of his suit and moan as he stroked me.
“My husband… I’m married,” I said as I spread my legs for his fingers and ran my hand up his thigh to caress his throbbing erection through his pants. “You’re so hard.”
“I’m going to fuck you,” he said. “I have a room and I’m going to take you to it and fuck you.”
“I don’t even know your name,” I said.
“Leon.”
 “It’s nice to meet you, Leon,” I panted. “I’m Beverly. That’s my husband Phil in the bar.”
“Maybe Phil would like to watch me fuck you, Beverly,” his voice was like a low growl, I could feel vibrating in my body. “Why don’t we go back to your table, and you can ask him,” he suggested. It wasn’t a question. He was already holding the door open for me as I pulled down my skirt.
Before we, left he kissed me again, his tongue on my lips and his hand inside my blouse, caressing a nipple. I had a hard time walking as I made my way back to the table and sat down. Leon pulled up a chair and sat next to me.
 



Chapter 2
 
Phil glanced up as we sat down and looked from one to the other, still holding his smartphone in front of him.
“Yes?” he asked.
“Phil, honey, this is Leon,” I said.
They shook hands and said polite things to each other.
“Leon’s going to fuck me, and he wants to know if you’d like to watch,” I said, putting my hand on Leon’s large thigh.
Phil’s face went pale as he finally put his smartphone down on the table, careful to leave it face up so he could see if any new messages came in.
“Say what again?” he asked.
I considered saying “what,” but it didn’t seem like the time to be a smartass.
“We’re going to fuck each other. Leon has a big cock, and he’s a great kisser. Would you like to watch?” I said before turning to Leon. “Do we use your room in the hotel or should we go to our place?”
 “Is this a joke?” Phil started to sputter.
“No, honey. You haven’t paid any attention to me in a long time, and Leon was finger-fucking me in the lady’s room just five minutes ago. So, I’m going to fuck him. What’s your answer, do you want to watch or just hear about it later?” I asked sweetly.
Phil surprised me when he pushed his chair back from the table. I could see by the outline in his pants, my husband’s cock was fully erect. He hadn’t been hard around me in weeks. I looked back up at his face.
“I guess you’d like to watch. Come on, Leon, we’re going up to your room,” I took his hand and let him lead me out of the bar. Phil barely caught up as the elevator door was closing. I guess he’d dropped some money on the table before running after us.
Once inside Leon’s room, I let him pull me in close again. This time, I helped him pull my skirt up so he could push his thick finger inside me. I used my hands to unbutton his shirt, exposing his muscular black chest.
As Leon stroked my pussy, I kissed and licked his hard chest, so different from my husband’s. I could feel myself gushing around his hand as he kissed my neck and throat.
I didn’t want it to end, but it did as I lowered myself, kissing and licking Leon’s hard body until I was on my knees, unfastening his belt. As I pulled his pants down his legs, the bulge in his tight shorts stood out in stark relief. My mouth hung open as I softly ran my fingers over the outline of his cock.
“A black man’s cock,” I told myself, feeling the small wet spot at the very tip, “and my husband is watching me.” I didn’t check, but I wouldn’t have been surprised to find I was dripping down my inner thigh.
I slowly lowered Leon’s dark grey, tight shorts. His six-pack stomach was quaking as I ran my fingers under the waistband. I pulled his shorts out, away from his body as I lowered them. I had to pull them out even further to get over the head of his cock. When I’d lowered his shorts enough, his cock popped out like a fleshy jack-in-the-box. Only this toy was hard steel, covered in soft black velvet, and it was just for me.
I groaned loudly as I wrapped my hand around him, it was so hot it felt like my hand was burning. His balls were equally oversized, pulled up tightly beneath his beautiful prick.
I used my tongue to lick a tiny drop from the head of his cock, and only then did I hear Phil groaning beside me. I smiled at my husband as I ran my flat tongue over the black mushroom head of Leon’s erection.
My husband had pulled a chair up close and had his fist wrapped around his own smaller, white cock out as he stared and jacked himself. If I’d know he was into this, watching me fuck another man, we could have done it years ago.
“You’re beautiful, Beverly,” Leon said as he ran his fingers through my black hair. “I’m going to fuck you so good, poor Phil, here, will never be able to satisfy you again.”
“Oh, God,” Phil said, letting out a long breath.
“Are you ready to have your pretty white wife ruined,” Leon asked him. “She’ll never be happy with just your little cock again.”
“Yes, please.” I looked at Phil, surprised. I knew what Leon was saying wasn’t true. Was it?
I tried to fit Leon’s cock inside my mouth. I had an urge to swallow him, to take all of him inside me. I wanted to taste that black cock. I wanted to show my husband.
Leon helped me, tilting my head back so his cock could stretch my lips and push further into my mouth. It was a tight fit. I’d never tried to give head to a cock as large as Leon’s. My lips were stretched as much as they’d go, my tongue forced against the underside of his cock as I felt him fucking my mouth. He eased his cock in further until it felt like he was in my throat. It wasn’t a bad feeling except I could only breath when he pulled out. I wanted more of him, and I used my hands to caress his balls as he moved in my mouth.
Before long, I needed more, and I lowered my hands to caress my swollen pussy as he sawed in and out of my stretched mouth. My labia were swollen with excitement, and I’d been right, my juices were starting to run down the inside of my thighs. I wanted to fuck, I wanted to be taken and used. I wanted that large cock inside my pussy, but I also wanted him in my mouth where I could taste him.
The decision was made when Leon pulled me to my feet, and stripping the rest of the clothing off, laid me on my back at the edge of the bed. I felt vibratingly alive, and at the same time, blissfully unaware of what was happening. I was looking at the hotel room ceiling, smiling with happiness as Leon knelt on the floor and sucked my labia and clitoral hood into his mouth. The electric spark that had traveled through my body before was nothing compared to what I felt when he sucked me inside. My entire being seemed to melt and flow into his mouth as his tongue lashed my clit.
I screamed and tried to push my hips off the bed at the same time my legs opened wide to give him complete access to my center. I was flowing into him, my climax was already building, I could feel a giant build up as though I was racing to the edge of a cliff and would fall off, right into his mouth.
Phil was standing next to the bed, his cock was as red as his face as he jacked himself so hard, I thought he’d pull it off.
“It’s so good, Phil. I love you, but I love his mouth,” I was sobbing as Leon took his mouth off me.
“Please, don’t stop, I’m so close. Please let me cum for you. Let me do anything for you,” I begged him.
My words were cut off as Leon stood and lined his large cock up with my pussy. As I felt his smooth head spread my labia apart, I begged him. “Yes, Leon. Please fuck me like you said you would. Phil, ask him. Ask him to fuck your wife,” I said looking directly at my husband’s red face.
I don’t know where the words came from. I opened my mouth and they were there, but Phil didn’t let me down.
“Please, fuck my wife, Leon. Ruin her for me like you said you would,” Phil was panting and was having a hard time getting the words out. “Use your big, black cock on my tiny, white wife. Fuck her, Leon.”
It occurred to me, for just an instant when I could think clearly, this is my husband’s fantasy. He wants to see me fucked by another man, a black man, and then I was lost again. Lost in the sensation of Leon pushing past my lips and into my unprotected pussy. His thick, hard, black cock stretched me as he pushed inside. He was so thick, he was pulling my entire pussy inside with him.
I can tell I’m having an orgasm when I feel like my body is approaching a cliff. The sensations on the edge are fantastic, I try to delay going over as long as I possibly can, but not too long or I slide away, and the orgasm is gone. When I do fall over the edge it’s just a giant flood of sensation throughout my body. Afterward, I can feel my vagina pulsing.
My orgasm was back, I could feel myself on the edge of the cliff as Leon fucked me, he was so thick and so long, he completely filled me. I fucked back against him, my hips off the bed as I begged him to go even harder, to spoil me for my poor white husband.
His great big, black balls slapped me in the ass as he fucked me, adding to the overwhelming sensation of being taken, of being used. I was incoherent, making sounds I was only vaguely aware of as my mind was filled with the sensation of being spread open. I was in full-on slut mode. I wanted to be fucked, I wanted to be impregnated, I wanted to be fulfilled by this beautiful black man. I didn’t care about anything else, the world had stopped spinning. I was being well and truly fucked, and I loved it.
The cliff was coming closer, I could feel myself starting to fall. I tried not to, I hoped I would, but I wanted to hold onto the feeling as long as I could. I wanted to hold on to the feeling of his giant cock pounding inside me as I hung on the edge of the cliff.
Finally, I couldn’t hang on anymore, and I fell into the most intense, overpowering orgasm I’d ever had. I exploded, I screamed in relief as I came, and then came again. Leon kept pounding me until he held still, and I could feel him pumping his seed deep inside me. I rushed to the edge of the cliff again and threw myself over, my final climax joining his as we screamed together.
Only later did I realize Phil had ejaculated on my face at the same time, his white cock withering immediately.
Leon and I held each other for a long time, my legs still wrapped around him, holding him to me. As we caught our second wind, I urged him to roll onto his back, so I could be on top. His cock hardened again inside me as I lay on him, milking him with my vagina. I kissed his ears and neck, his face and his mouth as I moved my hips slowly, luxuriating in the feel of him inside me.
I don’t know what Phil was doing or even where he was, I didn’t really care. I wasn’t going to let go of that beautiful black cock again if I could help it. As I sat up, Leon caressed my breasts, touching them softly before squeezing hard and pinching my nipples, his touch sent another shockwave to my pussy. I sat up straight, sliding my hips against him, his cock buried deep inside me as I ground my clit against his pubic bone.
“You’re incredible, Beverly,” he told me. I didn’t think so, I think I’d just lucked into the best lover there was.
“Just fuck me, Leon. I’m not completely ruined yet, you need to keep going,” I said. I was totally ruined. I’d never had sex like this before.
“Beverly,” Phil groaned behind me.
We weren’t in a rush this time, we made love for a long time as my orgasm slowly built. Sitting on top of him, I was able to run my hands over his chest and his strong abs as he caressed and squeezed my breasts. Each time he pinched my nipples, a jolt went straight to my clitoris. It was sweeter this time, not urgent, we were just enjoying each other. I loved the feeling of his thick cock stretching me, and I told him how much I loved it. I loved how deep he went, he was all the way inside me, I could feel his balls against my ass as I slid across him.
We smiled at each other as we made love. We weren’t fucking anymore, we were making love. When he held me to him, our chests touching, he pounded inside me. I felt myself rushing toward the cliff once more. But before I came, I switched around. My arms held back, my hands resting on his arms, my ass facing him, I raised and lowered myself on his throbbing erection.
Phil was in front of me as I leaned back, I was letting my husband see the giant black cock his wife was fucking. I looked into Phil’s eyes as I rushed toward the cliff. I loved his smaller white cock as he jerked it wildly, and then the cliff was there. I fell over and into another screaming orgasm as my husband watched Leon’s cock pump load after load of his seed inside me.
I don’t think Phil could cum again. His cock was red from the pressure of his fingers when he finally gave up. I curled under Leon’s arm, my leg over his belly and my wet pussy pressed against his hip as my fingers traced his jaw.
We were smiling at each other when Phil stood. “Well… um… we should probably go,” he said.
“Phil, honey, go get us a room. I’m going to stay here with Leon for a while,” I told him. Leon just smiled at me.
“But, we don’t have any luggage or anything.”
“That’s okay. It’ll just be for you, or you can go home, and I’ll come back later,” I told him.
“No. I’ll get a room.”
“If you’re sure. Just slip a note with the room number and a key under the door,” I told him moving more of my body on top of my new lover. “We might be busy again.”
Leon and I were kissing when my husband let himself out. We were still kissing when a note and a room key slid under the door.
 



Chapter 3
 
We ordered room service. When it arrived, I barely had enough time to pull the sheet up to my chest as Leon opened the door. The young black waiter did a double take when he saw me in the bed. He did another take when I kicked my leg out from under the sheet, so he could see my white thigh. I was giggling as he walked out the door.
“That wasn’t nice, giving that poor kid a hard-on like that,” Leon said. “You need a good spanking for being such a tease.”
I tried to get away, but I didn’t try too hard. Before long I was naked over Leon’s lap as he spanked my ass. The harder he spanked me, the redder my ass grew and the hotter my pussy became. I’d never been spanked before. I wasn’t into pain, but I found myself squirming on Leon’s lap, rubbing against his thickening rod.
When he was done, I fell to the floor and rubbed his erection on my face. I made love to his penis. I worshipped it. I rubbed myself against it, licking it from time to time to make it even wetter as I adored it. I was moaning the entire time.
“Fuck me, Leon. Please, Leon. Ruin me some more.” I was losing control again.
“This is room 1512,” Leon was the telephone instead of fucking me. I was on my back, my legs spread as I held myself open for him. “Please send that waiter back up to my room. I forgot to give him his tip,” he said into the mouthpiece.
Leon had spread himself between my legs his mouth on my pussy when there was a knock on the door. “Get on your hands and knees, don’t you dare cover up,” he said as he went to answer the knock.
I was on my hands and knees, my breasts handing halfway to the bare sheet beneath me when I felt a pair of hands on my ass. “This is your tip, son. This white woman has tired me out, and I need you to take care of her for me. Just for a while,” Leon said.
I look over my bare shoulder to see the young man taking his pants off, exposing another beautiful, black cock. Not as large as Leon’s, but bigger than my husband’s. This was wrong, it was one thing to cheat on my husband with Leon. Phil had seen us together and had even played with himself while he’d watched. This was something different, this was wrong.
My head emptied of thought as that young, hard cock pushed its way inside me. He wasn’t as experienced as Leon, but damn he was good. He didn’t have any technique, he wasn’t trying to take care of me, he was just going to fuck the white woman as hard as he could.
He banged me mercilessly as Leon stroked my hair and caressed my hanging breasts until my arms couldn’t support me any longer, and I fell flat on the bed. I felt the power of the waiter’s youth.
“You ever done a white woman before, son?” Leon asked.
“No sir,” he grunted as he slammed into me.
“Well, fuck her good. We need to ruin her for her white husband,” Leon instructed.
“Yes, Sir,” he said with enthusiasm.
I could feel the cliff coming, I was hanging on the edge, trying to jump over and trying to just enjoy the overpowering fucking he was giving me. I hung on the edge for the longest time until I felt his rigid erection swelling, filling me up, and I knew he was about to cum.
I fell over the edge into a massive orgasm. I could hear myself screaming from far away as Leon held me, and the young man’s hot, hot cum splattered against my cervix. It wasn’t the best orgasm I had that night nor the longest, but it was the most intense. A man I’d only seen one time had been invited to fuck me, and I’d cum for him.
Even as the thought rolled through my head, another orgasm took its place, and I was falling again. When I landed, I blacked out for a moment. By the time I’d regained my senses, Leon and I were alone in the room and someone was knocking on the door. I didn’t even try to cover up as Phil walked in.
“I heard Beverly screaming. Is everything alright?” he asked. “What happened to your ass?”
I rolled enough to look at him, a lazy smile on my lips. “Things couldn’t be better, dear. That’s just the sound of your wife getting well fucked.” In my mind, I added, ‘You should try it sometime,’ but some things are better left unsaid.
“Your ass.”
“I was a bad girl. Did you know I like being spanked? Well, I like it when Leon does it.” 
“You spanked my wife?” Phil asked, trying to be macho, I guess.
“He did, Phil, and I may be bad again, just so he’ll spank me some more,” I wanted to put an end to this line of conversation. “Unless you want to watch some more, why don’t you go to our room?”
Phil looked a little embarrassed, “Could I stay for a while, Bev?”
“Do you like watching?”
“I never thought of it before tonight. If you’d have asked me then, I’d have said no,’” Phil answered.
“And now?” I asked walking toward the shower.
Instead of answering Phil unzipped his pants and showed me his erection. “I haven’t cum three times in one night in years.”
I stopped next to him and bent over to take his cock in my mouth. He tasted of cum, not my favorite flavor, but I liked the feel of him throbbing in my mouth. 
“Maybe Leon will let you cum in my mouth, or even fuck me when he’s done. You guys talk about it while I clean up.”
I didn’t bother closing the bathroom door. I could hear Leon pouring drinks for them and the soft murmur of their voices. My pussy was a crusty, tender, mess as I washed myself. Instead of a shower, I ran a hot bath to soak in while the men talked about me.
I don’t know what had come over me except I’d been achingly horny all day and Phil’s detachment seemed to set me off. Whatever it was, I was having the best sex of my life to date.
“Leon,” I called from the bathtub.
“Yes,” he was standing in the doorway admiring my body. His gaze sent a chill through me.
“Do you have any more, young friends?” I asked.
“More?” Phil questioned.
It was already midnight as Leon made some telephone calls. The entire time, I knelt between his legs and rubbed my breasts on his semi-hard cock. Phil seemed dazed, sitting in a chair behind me.
“Some friends are having a party, but we need to go to them,” Leon finally said hanging up the telephone. “There are six guys, no women, and they’ve been drinking and playing video games all night.”
“Sounds good to me,” I said standing up. I was so horny, despite its soreness, my pussy felt wet and swollen with the thought of all those young men.
“There’s only one thing,” Leon continued looking at Phil. “Your husband has to stay here or not to interfere if he comes along with us. These are not the kind of guys you want to mess with.”
Phil looked shocked. After all that happened and all he’d seen, now he had to either stay in the hotel or agree to stand by and watch, no matter what they did to his wife. I could tell by looking at his face his brain hadn’t caught up yet. Part of him was still sitting downstairs looking at his smartphone while his faithful wife waited for him to finish his business. The idea that I’d suddenly turned into a wanton slut, willing to have sex with six, no wait, seven guys at a party was too much for him to grasp.
“Phil, I also had sex with the waiter who brought our food up,” I said. I was okay with being a hotwife but cheating still didn’t seem right.
“You did what?” he asked.
“Well, we didn’t have anything else to tip him with,” I explained.
“Money usually works.”
I looked at Leon, “We should have thought of that.”
“If I agree to not interfere, I have two conditions,” Phil looked embarrassed. “I need to be able to… you know… what I mean is, I need to be able to touch myself and… well… I need to be able to leave whenever I… well, whenever I want,” he finished lamely.
“See, Phil,” I said hugging him, my breasts in his face. “You’re getting into the spirit of the evening. I’m riding with Leon.”
We were halfway out the door when it occurred to me to ask, “Leon, if you’re staying in a hotel, how do you know a bunch of guys living here?”
“I’m from here, I’m just back on a little business,” he explained. Later, I wondered what business he was in.
 



Chapter 4
 
We got some looks from the valet staff as they bought up two cars, Phil’s older Chevrolet and Leon’s shiny black BMW. We let Phil pay as I got in with Leon and pulled my skirt up to my waist, making sure the valet attendant could see everything I had.
It was as though a dam had burst inside me and all my inhibitions had fled. I didn’t have any limits, and it scared me. I was shaking as I let the young man look at my pussy. But the fear fed the animal inside, I was having a hard time catching my breath. I wanted the entire world to see me naked. We hadn’t had anything to drink, we hadn’t taken any drugs. It was just the real me coming out, I guess.
Phil had always been so conservative, but now he wanted to watch his wife having sex. More than that, he wanted to watch her having sex with a bunch of black guys while he played with himself.
The memory of my husband’s fist wrapped around his white cock while Leon pounded me, sent another bolt of excitement through my body. I was on my knees, the seatbelt forgotten, as I worked to open Leon’s pants. I could see the headlights from Phil’s car behind us, and I wondered what he could see?
I was able to get Leon’s pants undone, and he moaned as I wrapped my lips around his erection. Phil was usually done for the night after one orgasm, but Leon had more stamina than my husband. I felt powerful as I made him hard in my mouth.
As I sucked, Leon rolled the window down on my side so people in other cars could see my ass and pussy as I worked on him. I didn’t realize what he’d done until a group of teenagers pulled up alongside us at a light and made loud comments about me.
“Look at that, you guys,” one yelled.
“Shut up, asshole. She’s giving him a blowjob.”
“Hey, slut. We’ll take care of you, get in with us.”
“Nice ass. Babe, your cunt’s leaking.” Followed by a lot of teenage laughter.
I knew I was gone when the thought briefly crossed my mind to hop in their car and let them have what they wanted. The light changed before I did anything stupid, but their yells, words that would have offended me just hours before, caused me to catch a glimpse of that orgasmic cliff in the distance.
I fell back in the seat of the BMW, my mini-skirt pulled up to my waist as I frantically stroked my pussy while mentally replaying what had just happened. What was wrong with me? What had I turned into? As soon as we parked, I should get out of the car and get in with my husband, so he could drive us home. Maybe he’d forgive me, and we’d be able to put this all behind us, somehow.
We parked in front of a run-down house in a part of town I usually tried to avoid. I looked at the house even as I continued stroking myself and preparing to get out of the car and in with Phil.
“Take your clothes off,” Leon instructed.
I just looked at him, placing my hand on my stomach to feel my rapid breathing. Instead of getting in with my husband, I quickly stripped naked in the front seat of Leon’s car.
“Now get out and stand there until I come around for you.”
I stood outside the car on trembling legs. A naked white woman in a neighborhood, and at a time of night where I wouldn’t want to be even with my clothing on.
Phil was out of our car, staring at me as he locked up. He looked both ways before looking back at me, his eyes wide.
Leon took my arm, and we slowly walked to the front door, the sound of a party reaching us from inside as Phil trailed along behind. The door opened, and a large black face looked out at us before the door opened wide, and the face broke into a huge smile.
“Leon, my man. You brung us a present,” he said. “Should we take her for a walk around the neighborhood or should we just fuck da bitch?”
I was panting in a combination of fear and arousal. I was frightened because he might have meant what he said, they might walk me around the run-down neighborhood, a naked white woman. Maybe they’d even put a leash on me? I’d never been into submission fantasies, but the thought was causing me to tingle between my legs. I’d been stimulated so much, it amazed me that one comment could cause me to feel even more than I already felt.
I didn’t know what I expected as I was led into the house. Six black men, dressed like gangbangers, were lounging around the living room. A few of them were wearing low riding jeans but most were just in boxer shorts because of the heat. Most were naked from the waist up with a couple of guys wearing wife-beater tee shirts. All of them looked rough. The table held a variety of beer cans, liquor bottles, and one gun.
We’d walked in on a rough crowd, a group of men who, I guessed, would have no restraint toward me or my husband. This was no country club set, these guys wouldn’t show me respect. They’d just take what they wanted from the white woman and, if we were lucky, let us escape unharmed.
It was just what I wanted.
Standing in front of them naked, my pussy leaking down my leg, I could feel the cliff rushing toward me without any other stimulation. What the hell was wrong with me?
“What you got there, Leon?” the guys were starting to crowd around me.
“You brung us a naked white slut to fuck? You a good guy, Leon.”
“I love the feel of them white titties,” one said as he roughly squeezed and scratched my breast in his callused hand.
“She wet,” said another as he plunged two fingers inside me. “She ready to go already.”
“You like black guys, don’t ya bitch? You want us ta fuck you ass, don’t ya?” another said as he squeezed my cheeks.
“Yes, please.” I was gasping for breath. Suddenly, this was my fantasy, maybe the one I’d always had, but I’d kept buried deep inside. I didn’t know, I just wanted it to happen.
I found myself on my knees surrounded by black cocks. A few of them were hard, most were somewhere in between flaccid and rigid. It didn’t matter to me, I sucked the one put in front of me, taking them in my mouth and hands as I moaned.
I couldn’t see Leon or Phil, all I could see were cocks, balls, and thick naked black thighs. There were hands on my head, guiding me, and hands on my breasts squeezing and pinching me. I lost control, holding my mouth open waiting for the next cock to be pushed inside.
I felt myself being lifted and carried before I was dropped onto my hands and knees and a cock was suddenly inside me, fucking me from behind as another was forced into my mouth. I was being roughly fucked as all around me I could hear black voices as though from a distance, talking about the white slut Leon had brought them.
The cliff was close. It seemed like hours I’d been hanging on the edge of the orgasmic cliff, enjoying the incredible sensation of being right there, ready to cum, as my orgasm built. I didn’t care what they did to me as long as they could keep me right where I was, on the very edge of orgasm.
As one cock would swell and cum inside me another would replace it. Only one guy erupted in my mouth, and I let his cum drip down my chin. The sight of me was making Phil groan. Through all the noise around me, I was able to hear my husband groaning at the sight of his wife’s face with another man’s cum dripping from her chin.
I wasn’t hearing the noise any longer, it’s hard to remember, I was so focused on the cliff, on being on the very edge of orgasm. Of feeling myself leaning so far over the edge, one little gust would have sent me spinning into an orgasmic explosion. Yet no sound came from me.
I was waiting, waiting for that final something that could push me over the edge. I was on my back now, another black face above me as a cock was lined up with my slit. There had been so many, my pussy was in constant spasm.
I came out of it long enough to see a black man talking to Phil. “You see da size of her boobs, man. She got a nice body, you need to have a turn just like us.”
Phil looked embarrassed. My view was blocked just then by a giant black man lowering himself onto me. I couldn’t see much, just his body as he balanced on his knees between my legs and then the feel of being stretched further than I’d been stretched before as he worked his way inside. I was back on the side of the cliff immediately. My eyes might have been open, but all I saw was the orgasm on its way.
His cock was huge, larger than Leon, and he was pushing me closer with every stroke. The world had disappeared, all that existed was his fat cock pounding inside me and the raw pleasure of his cock pulling my vagina inside out when he withdrew. I was hanging on the cliff, loving the sensation of being so close. I didn’t want to go over, I wanted to feel like this forever.
But, of course, I couldn’t hang on the edge forever. I felt his immense cock swelling inside me, and I fell. I was falling, my arms and legs useless, into an orgasm so immense, so overwhelming, it was like a flood had been released inside me.
We exploded and flooded together. I could feel his cock rhythmically pumping inside as I squirted for the first time in my life. I’d never felt that much release before. My orgasm was over the top. All of them. I was cumming so hard that one orgasm ran into the next, and I lost control of my muscles. My entire body was shaking as the bed under me was soaked with my juices.
I don’t know how long I came. It felt like several minutes, but it might have been only seconds or even an hour. I don’t know. I was out of contact with reality, only aware of the explosion as I fell off the cliff, falling over and over again.
When I came to, I was lying on the wet bed, Leon and Phil trying to pull me off the mattress and support me when my legs were too weak. The black guys were all standing around, looking at me, a white woman with their combined cum running down her thighs and a silly ass grin on her face.
As I gained control of my body, I remembered the threat of walking me around the neighborhood, and suddenly, the idea took hold of my brain and I wanted to do it.
“Leon, walk me around outside. Show off your white woman,” I begged him. I was ready to do it. I wanted people to see me. It was as though an evil woman had taken possession of me and was turning me into an outrageous slut. A whore.
Fortunately, Leon and Phil were thinking for me. They walked me out to the car, still naked, and dressed me before we drove back to the hotel. It was too late to go back to the bar, so we went up to Leon’s room. There, I was put in the shower. Phil climbed in with me and washed my body as I leaned against the glass wall, taking care to make sure my pussy was clean.
When he had me covered in soap, I pushed myself off the glass and rubbed against him to share the suds. Acting like a human washcloth, I scrubbed myself against him. His cock had been crusty with dried cum, and I jerked him with my sloppy, soaped-up hands until he began to harden again. As I kissed him, I pressed my breasts against his chest and tried to get his hardening cock between my legs. I wanted my husband now. I wanted to be fucked by him.
“Take me, Phil. Take me back. I need you,” I begged.
“I can’t, Bev. Not right now. I can’t get hard enough. I’ll make you mine again in the morning. Let’s put you to bed,” he said.
I wasn’t angry with him, I was disappointed. I wanted my husband to reclaim me, and he couldn’t. He’d been too excited watching me fucked by six or seven black guys, he didn’t have anything left for me.
I was so tired, I was weaving on my feet. More than once, I drifted off to sleep as he used a large soft towel to dry me. As we walked back into the room, all I saw was Leon’s large, comfortable bed as I stumbled toward it. I remember laying my head on the pillow and waking up hours later with Leon pressed against my back. His arm was around me, his hand holding my breast, and his erection pressed against my ass.
The sun was just coming up as I reached between my spread legs to glide his hard, black cock toward my pussy. I had to adjust my body to the right angle, and I was so swollen, I needed to use my fingers to spread myself open for him. I was so wet, I was able to push myself down so the mushroom-shaped head of his cock slipped easily inside me.
Once he felt himself inside my pussy, instinct took over. He pushed himself deeper as I groaned. He wasn’t as thick as the last man, but I was so swollen, his prick felt huge inside me.
I used my fingers to softly stroke my clit while he fucked me. After all that had happened, the pleasure he was giving me was especially intense. It took a long time before I felt my muscles tighten as the cliff approached. I was hanging on the edge when Leon swelled inside me and came with a quiet groan, his face pressed against my back, his hand tightly squeezing my breast.
The cliff had been right there, but I hadn’t fallen over. I’d been left hanging. Still, I loved the feeling of his cock exploding inside me. I smiled as I heard him groan. I’d done that, I’d caused him to cum. I’d given him so much pleasure, he’d orgasmed inside me.
His cock softened quickly and fell out. His hand released my breast as he slipped out of bed and went into the bathroom. While he was gone I rolled onto my back and spread my legs, enjoying the feel of his cum leaking out.
It had been a crazy night. I’d gone insane for a few hours, completely outside myself. I was laying on my back, another man’s seed making the bed wet beneath me. Another man’s bed, and I grinned like an idiot.
Maybe I’d had a break with reality? Maybe I was crazy.
I was scrambling from the bed when Leon came out of the bathroom.
“I have to go back to my husband,” I said, searching for the note with Phil’s room number.
“Is this what you’re looking for?” Leon said, holding up a piece of paper and the key.
“Yes,” I was smiling at him as I stood naked, my clothing held in one hand. “I had an incredible, wild, unbelievable night.”
“Me, too. I’ll be back in town in a few months, do you think you might like to do it again?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” I was suddenly unsure of myself. “I don’t think so, I think once was enough.”
“I’ll give you my number, just in case you change your mind. You know, you’re a special lady,” he said. “Call me, so I have your number.”
I dialed the number he’d given me. I was having an out-of-body experience as I watched myself call him. I was smiling as I dialed, of course, I was a ‘special’ lady. I let him fuck the hell out of me, then share me with his friends while my husband jacked-off. I guess I was ‘special.’
“Okay, well, gotta go.” I didn’t expect we’d ever meet again as he hugged and kissed me ‘goodbye.’ His lips and naked body felt so good my determination to leave wavered inside me.
In the end, I left after one more lingering kiss.
Phil was sleeping when I slipped into the room. I could hear him snoring softly as I went into the bathroom and closed the door behind me. My thoughtful husband had bought two toothbrushes and hung a hotel bathrobe on the hook behind the door.
I took a shower and used the toothbrush before crawling into bed and molding my body to my husband’s. Phil grunted awake as I stroked his morning hard-on.
“Easy,” he said. “I’m still tender from last night.”
“Me, too,” I answered, “but I want you, Phil. I want my husband to own me.” He rolled over to face me. “I don’t know what came over me last night. Can you forgive me and maybe make love to me, again?” I asked. I sounded fearful even to myself. Despite the signs, like the extra toothbrush, I wasn’t sure how he’d feel when he saw me again.
“You gave me a tremendous gift, Bev,” he said. “It’s been a fantasy of mine for a long time to watch you with another man. I was afraid to talk to you about it, so it was just a secret I had.”
“Was it what you hoped it would be?” I asked, gaining some confidence.
“It was everything I hoped it would be and more than I could possibly have imagined. I always knew you enjoyed sex, but honey, God, that was something to see.” He was so excited, I could feel his cock thicken against me.
I pulled him on top, my legs spread wide. “What did you like best, honey?” I asked as I rubbed him against my damp slit.
“When that huge black guy was fucking you at the end,” he said as his cock pushed inside.
“Why did you like that?” I asked, moving against him.
“He was so big, and his cock was huge. I wasn’t sure he’d fit,” Phil panted as he fucked me. “When you started to cum, it was as though you might never stop.”
I could feel the cliff again. Smaller this time and softer, somehow, as my husband fucked me.
“Even when he was done, you just kept cumming. Your entire body was shaking. Oh Bev, honey. I’m there, cum with me honey.” I could feel my husband throbbing inside me. I couldn’t feel the hot stickiness of his cum, he might not have had much left after the night he’d had. It didn’t matter, I loved him, and as he came, I fell over the smaller cliff and joined him, our bodies melded together.
 



Chapter 5
 
My husband surprised me with a dress for my birthday. The entire dress, from my chest to well above my knees, was held together by six buttons. It was a beautiful purple color that went well with my near-black hair.
“I have a special surprise for you,” Phil said, looking so damn proud of himself I could only guess what evil he had in mind. He hadn’t been able to talk about much else except my night with Leon, and every time it came up, so did he.
It’s not that I wanted him to forget what had happened. We’d never felt so close and the sex we were having was mind-blowing. I loved what the experience had done to our relationship even if my conscience still got the better of me, at times.
“I give up, what’s your ‘special surprise,’” I asked.
“We’re going out for your birthday. First, we’ll have dinner, and we’ll drink too much wine.”
“Sounds good. What’s the second part?”
“Then,” he had such a dirty grin on his face. He was getting so excited, it was like he couldn’t wait to tell me the second part. “We’re going to a bar, a down and dirty country-western bar out in the sticks, and you’re going to sit on a stool while I sit at a table and watch you.”
“That’s it, I’m just going to sit there while you stare at me?”
“Nope, that’s not the whole story. Here goes, are you ready?” he asked. I just looked at him and waited, this had to be good given how excited he was.
“You don’t wear anything under the dress, and every time a man buys you a drink, you unfasten one of the six buttons,” he was almost cumming in his pants. I could see the outline of his erection itching down his leg.
I reached out and stroked his hard-on, “What happens when they’re all open, and I’m naked in a country-western bar?”
I was excited by the idea despite myself. My husband wanted me to go to a bar already half in the bag and let men buy me even more alcohol while I unbuttoned my dress. I could feel myself dampen shamelessly at the thought.
“Does it have to be a down and dirty country-western bar?” I asked before he could answer my first question.
“Yes. Because you’re going to fuck the man who buys you the last drink,” he shook with excitement.
“What if it’s a woman?” I don’t know where the question came from.
“I guess you’ll have to fuck her.”
“Okay. When are we doing this?” I knew I was damp and my husband’s cock was throbbing as I touched him through his pants.
“Tonight. Right now. It’s Saturday night, so go get yourself ready.”
Dinner was wonderful, and true to his word, Phil didn’t let my wine glass get empty. By the time we were finished, and the check had been paid, my legs weren’t working properly as Phil guided me to the car. I wasn’t sure where he drove us, I was too busy leaning over the console working on his erection. He was so hard and excited, his cock was throbbing and leaking in my mouth. Before we stopped, I took him out of my mouth and lightly rubbed his cock with my fingers.
“I want you to cum in my mouth,” I told him, my words slightly slurred.
“No.”
I looked at him in amazement. “You’re turning down the opportunity to cum in my mouth?”
“Yes. I’m going to watch you unbutton your dress for strangers in a dirty bar. I want to enjoy every minute,” he told me. “Then I’m going to cum in your mouth. If nobody else is using it.”
I stared at him before turning to look around me. We were parked in a gravel parking lot in front of a one-story rundown building with beer signs in the windows and loud music leaking out the open door. Next to us was a gigantic pickup truck. On the other side of our car was an even bigger pickup truck. Our car was one of only two regular sedans in the lot.
“Spread your legs,” Phil ordered. I smiled at him and spread my knees wide, pulling up my dress as his hand caressed my pussy.
“Give me your hand,” he said as he guided my left hand between my thighs.
I was surprised by how wet and open I was. I knew I was turned on and excited by what he had planned and sucking his cock had excited me even more. I was dripping wet and swollen. Just touching my aroused clitoris was enough to bring the cliff into sight.
I was breathing deeply and humping my own hand when Phil stopped me and told me the rest of his plan.
“Get out of the car and go inside,” he said. “The bar itself is a big square thing with the bartenders in the middle. The tables are spread out around the bar on two sides, the right side has a pool table and the back is for dancing. Try to get a seat at the bar on the left side as you go through the front door. If that doesn’t work, sit anywhere you can find an open seat.”
I sat frozen in the car, breathing hard as my juices made the seat wet beneath me. Phil reached over me and opened my door from the inside. 
“Go now. I’ll be about fifteen or twenty minutes behind you. Remember, one button for each drink. Dance with anyone who buys you a drink. Okay?”
I nodded dumbly and got out of the car, hanging onto the door as I found my footing. The wine had hit me hard, and I had to concentrate as I walked across the gravel in my heels.
Inside, the music was so loud, I was disorientated until the bar swam into focus, and I pushed my way through the cowboys. I made it to a stool next to the waitress station on the left side. After ordering another white wine, I looked around the crowded bar. Phil had been right, this wasn’t the Ritz. There were peanut shells and dirt on the floor, lit beer signs on every wall. The crowd consisted of guys mostly dressed in jeans and shirts of various colors. Their ages seemed anywhere from early twenties to a few guys who might have been in their fifties.
The women were the same although a few wore dresses or skirts. Like the men, they looked like they belonged in a dirty bar. It wasn’t long before a young man pushed his way through the crowd and stood next to me.
“Buy you a drink?” he asked.
“I have one, but I’ll probably want another one eventually,” I answered. “What’s your name?” I figured I didn’t have to undo a button until he’d actually bought me a drink.
“Bill,” he said sticking out his hand. His fingers were heavily callused—Bill was a working man.
“Nice to meet you, I’m Bev… er… ly,” I slurred as I made a mental to pay more attention to my enunciation. I didn’t want anybody to know just how drunk I was.
Bill was still holding my hand, his thumb caressing me. “It’s real nice to meet you Bev… er… ly,” he said smiling.
I used my free hand to take a drink, enjoying the feel of his rough thumb touching me. “Whatda do Bill?” I asked. Damn enunciation!
“I own a ranch, so I do all sorts of interesting things. You ever spent time on a workin’ ranch?”
I’d seen ranches. They were hard to miss where we lived, I drove by them all the time. “No, can’t say I’ve ever been on a ranch, Bill. I’m more of a city gal.” The wine was making me stupid, and my speech wasn’t improving.
Bill’s free hand was now caressing my shoulder as he caught the eye of the bartender and another glass of wine appeared in front of me. I guess this counted and I’d have to pick a button. I had three options, the top one, a middle one, or a bottom one. I casually unfastened the top button, letting my Bill catch a glimpse of my breast.
It occurred to me too late, I’d just given Bill an ‘available’ signal’ as his friendly grin turned into a leering smile. “I like your dress. You have, let’s see six buttons holding that thing together, five now,” he noted.
“That’s good countin’ there, Bill.” The room was swimming in front of me as I downed half the new glass in one gulp. It was only then I thought to look, without success, for Phil. In my state, he could have been right next to me, and I might not have seen him.
“Let me get you another one of those, honey. You seem thirsty tonight.” Bill had already caught the eye of the bartender. Through my haze, it seemed a little strange that the two of them could communicate so easily about supplying a woman with alcohol, but I wasn’t up to the task of figuring it all out.
I unfastened another button, again at the top. The remaining four buttons held the bottom of my dress together, the top two went a long way toward baring my breasts. Bill moved a little closer to me as he continued, his arm around me caressing my shoulder. Every caress seemed to pull my dress, exposing more of me to his gaze.
I’d already been within sight of the cliff when I walked in and having a good-looking, young cowboy looking at my tits was making me tingle down there. I pressed my thighs together, but all that did was squeeze my aroused clit and make me even hornier than I already was.
Bill wasn’t helping, pressing his jeans against my arm, so I could feel his erection. He was still holding my hand as he began rubbing himself against me. Normally, I would have found him disgusting, been repulsed by his chauvinistic attitude. Tonight, I undid the bottom button of my dress exposing most of my legs. The three remaining buttons were at my bellybutton, pussy, and the top of my thighs.
“Let’s dance, honey,” he said, not giving me much choice as he used his leverage to lift me to my feet and half carry me to the crowded dance floor. “Al will save our seats for us. Right?” he said as the bartender nodded to him.
I hadn’t seen Phil. I had no idea where my husband was, and I hadn’t been back to this part of the bar. It was darker here, and the dance floor was packed as a series of slow country numbers began playing.
Bill held me close, adjusting himself first, so his hard erection was pressed against my belly button, button. I thought that was the funniest thing in the world, “belly button, button.”
“What are you laughing about, honey?” Bill asked.
“Your cock is pressing against my belly button, button,” I said, laughing again.
Bills hands were already on the offending button. “Well, let’s just get that thing undone, shall we?”
I didn’t have much say as my dress was now only held together by the two remaining buttons, and Bill’s hand was caressing my bare breasts, his roughly callused fingers pinching my sensitive nipples and sending signals straight to my pussy. I could feel how damp my thighs were as I moved.
“Honey, whatza got on under that dress?” Bill asked.
“Nutting,” I said. “Just me.”
“Is that a fact?” he said running his hand down my stomach to my bare pussy. I groaned as his rough finger found my aroused clit. I had my arms wrapped around his neck as my legs threatened to give out on me.
I felt the dress part over my pussy as Bill deftly unfastened the last button and pushed his hand between my legs. The music was still playing, but we weren’t moving as he pushed first one, then two fingers inside me. Whatever control I had was lost as my hips moved of their own accord. I was fucking his fingers in the middle of a country bar dance floor.
I used whatever awareness I had left to look around again for Phil, but the bar had suddenly emptied out. Only a few cowboys remained, along with the blonde barmaid who showed a lot of interest in what Bill was doing to me.
“Where’d everybody’s go?” I asked Bill. “You gonna fuck me now?”
“We all gonna fuck you, honey,” he answered. “We goina have us a good old fashion gangbang, and you’re the guest of honor.”
“Where’s… where’s my… husband?” I was looking around the dark, nearly empty bar. The only lights were directly over the long side of the wooden bar and the pool table.
“I noticed your wedding rings. Maybe he’s watching ya?” Bill said as he moved me toward the pool table, his hand still stroking my bare pussy. The last button had given way and my dress was hanging on me like a cape.
“You got a nice body, Beverly. How about I eat your pretty cunt before we get down to business?” He was lifting me onto the table which had magically been cleared of all loose pool balls.
I felt my legs being spread as my head was turned to face Al. My ass was on the green felt, my legs over Bill’s shoulders as he started licking me. The bartender was rubbing the rubbery head of his cock over my lips. I just had enough sense to know I was on the right edge of the table, and Al was standing on the floor leaning over the rail. My head was pressed against the felt edge as his cock slipped between my lips.
I couldn’t give Al the concentration he deserved… Bill was very good at eating pussy, starting with my asshole. It’s very hard to concentrate when somebody has their tongue up your back passage.
I squirmed on the table as Bill continued up over the skin between my asshole and my pussy before licking and sucking my lower lips. I love having my perineum licked, it’s such a wicked and sensitive area just above my asshole. I guided his head back down to lick it more, giving me a chance to really concentrate on Al’s bulging cock. I made sure he was wet before wrapping my hand around him and concentrating on the underside of his large mushroom head.
I was rewarded for my efforts as Al’s cock began jerking in my mouth. I could hear him moaning above me just as Bill move up to suck and lick my labia. I was so hot, I could see the cliff approaching but I didn’t want to fall over it. I wanted this feeling to last forever, a tongue on my clit and a throbbing cock in my mouth. I felt so slutty, naked in a dirty, country bar, on a pool table, being used by two men at the same time while my husband watched, from somewhere.
As Bill sucked my clit and hood into his mouth, Al’s cock started to swell, and I heard faint voices telling Bill if he wasn’t going to fuck the bitch to get out of the way, so everybody could have their turn.
Al bathed my mouth in warm cum as I was pushed to the edge of the cliff, my muscles tightened, knowing that men were waiting to fuck me. I was going to be gangbanged. A fantasy from long ago was going to come true. I was scared,
frightened so much, my heart hammered in my chest and my body began to sweat, but the excitement and fear concentrated in my pussy.
I turned my head, cum leaking down my chin, as Bill sank his erection inside me. I was suddenly filled and stretched by a hard cock! My eyes rolled back in my head, and I screamed in ecstasy.
I was hanging on the edge of the cliff, my orgasm building, as another cock was rubbed on my face leaving a wet trace across my cheek, and I turned my head to suck it into my mouth. I have no idea who’s it was, I didn’t care as Bill came deep inside me.
I’d been so close to falling, I wanted to protest, he’d finished too soon! Before I could say anything—as if I could talk with a mouth full of cock—someone else took his place.
Another hard erection was shoved inside me. There wasn’t time for proper introductions as I was roughly fucked by a large man, held by the hips as he slammed into me, pushing me back to the edge of the cliff. I could see the bottom and the wonderful orgasm waiting for me as he held still, pulling me against his balls as they emptied deep inside my vagina.
Again, I’d been right there about to cum, only to feel a man ejaculate inside of me before I was ready. I didn’t have to wait long though as the cock I’d been sucking exploded on my face and hair while a new thick cock was pushed inside me. I was so close to the edge, I could feel myself dangling, then falling into space as the massive cock plowed into me. All my muscles tightened as I fell, my body bending as I threw my arms around a powerful neck. When I landed in a hard, overwhelming orgasm, my body released a massive store of compressed energy through my pussy. Even as I was overcome by the power of my climax, I could feel the fat cock inside me grow even fatter before exploding in surge after surge of hot cum.
As it was growing softer inside me I opened my eyes to the smiling face of the only black man in the bar. It had to be a black man? Nobody else seemed able to make me orgasm so powerfully.
I wasn’t done. I fell off the cliff for the next man too, and the one after him. Suddenly there were no more cocks trying to push their way into my mouth, but I was aware of a wonderful wetness on my clit. I thought Bill must be back, using his mouth on me… but that couldn’t be right. Bill wouldn’t go down on a pussy as thoroughly used as mine. I reached down to push him away, but instead of grabbing Bill’s short hair, I held a long silky blonde mane.
Looking between my wet thighs, I saw Sharon, the barmaid, smiling up at me, her face wet with sperm. “I couldn’t let all that cum go to waste,” she said as she went to work on me again. The cliff was right there only this time the fall was soft, the orgasm strong but not as demanding as it had been with the men. She held me through the mini-quakes that followed, our wet lips touching.
I didn’t feel like cooked spaghetti this time. I felt like a big throbbing wet twat as I lay on the table. I had no control of my body, anybody or anything could have walked in the door and fucked me. All I could do was groan as Phil eased me to my feet, supporting my weight as he and Bill held me, my dress forgotten. I have a vague memory of the ride home, I think I must have passed out or fallen asleep. At that stage, they would have been the same thing.
The next morning, Phil helped me into the shower and back to bed. I know he fed me breakfast, but I think I kept falling asleep, and he finally gave it up. I woke again in time to shower and join him for dinner. I was so hungry, I ate almost the entire pizza myself. Phil smiled at me the entire time.
“What?” I asked.
“You were wonderful last night,” he said.
“Where were you?” I asked looking at him, my head cocked to one side.
“I was watching from a booth.”
“You like seeing your wife gangbanged on her birthday?” I asked.
“Happy Birthday,” he sang. All I could do was smile at him. It had been a special day.
 



Chapter 6
 
Two months later Leon sent me a text. He was coming to town, and he wanted me to join him.
When I showed the text to my husband, his eyes lit up, and his face broke into a wide grin as I became an official hotwife.
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When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning blonde lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull?
 
 
Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge
Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”
 
The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?
 
 
My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures
 
Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice?
 
 
A BBC Bull’s Tale
 
By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?
 
 
Sex Addict Hotwife
 
Linda has a problem. She's always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?
 
 
Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife
 
Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.
 
 
Brianna's Hotwife Offering
 
Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in front of him?
 
 
A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal
 
After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!
 



Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story
 
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. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving?
 
 
I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and Lost!
Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!
 
 
I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and Lost Again!
Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who you’re with!
 
 
I Bet My BBC Hotwife… and Finally Won!
Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
Kristen and Justine explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her back before it’s too late?
 
 
Sign up for my newsletter at thomasrobertsbooks.com
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