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In fall of last year, Rebecca's mother had a major medical complication. She asked me not to include the exact details, but I can tell you that the surgery and rehabilitation care were both quite expensive, even with my respectable engineering salary.
The bills were, as they say, "piling up". As a good husband, I had offered to pay for as much as I could to help out. But it wasn't enough. Healthcare can be damn expensive.
Rebecca had the idea to rent our spare room out. I considered the idea for a few days and it sounded OK. The spare room was tucked off to the side of the house so we probably wouldn't have much interaction with our guest. Our location is quite desirable, so we could charge a pretty penny for it.
We decided to list the room on Craigslist. Within 24 hours we had about 30 replies. We showed the room for a few days and a good number of people were interested.
But, as you know, there was a drawback for any potential rental applicant: our weekend situation, where groups of urban black men would invade our home to engage in rough and often violent sex with Rebecca.
We had about five interested applicants with great credit scores, but they wanted nothing to do with us after we explained the situation, even when we used more delicate terminology.
Thinking we would never find a roommate, we took our listing down from Craigslist. But five days later, we received an email out of the blue.
"Is your spare room still available? A friend of mine told me about it, and the weekend situation. That would be fine with me and I am happy to leave the house during that night if needed. Please let me know," it read.
So I emailed him back. His name was Owen. He agreed to come over and see the place the following night.
I heard him arrive and I peeked out the window. A large black man in business-casual attire stepped out of an Audi. My heart raced and I thought about not allowing him to enter our home. But he rang the door bell, I opened the door, we had a polite conversation in the doorway. After we went introduced ourselves, he gave it to me straight.
"Look, man, I can imagine what you're thinking. But you don't have to worry about shit. I'm faithfully married. I'll stay out of your way," he said, as he flashed his wedding band at me.
I let him in and showed him the room. We talked some more and he explained his situation. He was in the area for three months on a contract job. I figured that even if it didn't work out, this was ideal, because it was for a short time. Most of the other renters had wanted to commit to a full year. I didn't get the same vibe from Owen as I did from the other black men who came over on the weekends to ravage my wife. He was more professional and more sophisticated.
Owen was big and burly. He was certainly over 6'. He wasn't in particularly good shape, but you could tell he had a lot of muscle underneath. I imagined that out in public, he didn't intimidate women like a normal thug would, but I had to guess that most people got out of his way when he passed.
After taking a look around the room, he agreed to rent it on the spot. We shook hands and he handed me crisp 100-dollar bills from his wallet for the first month of rent.
Rebecca came home after he had left.
"Found someone!" I told her excitedly. I loved being a good husband and providing for her in any way I could.
She put her bags down.
"Oh? I thought you took down the listing?" she inquired.
"I did, but he got a referral from a friend. He came over today and booked it on the spot!" I told her.
"And he was... okay with our... thing?" she asked.
"Yep. He's married. Said the price and location was worth it. He agreed to leave during those nights," I explained.
"Perfect," said Rebecca. She started taking the items out of her bags and we conversed about our days.
Owen moved in a week later. He didn't have much stuff, so it was pretty easy. Rebecca was out doing errands as he moved in. I helped him settle in, then went out to run some errands myself.
When I arrived back I saw Rebecca's car in the driveway. Upon entering, Rebecca was nowhere to be found. I called out to her.
"Honey?" I exclaimed.
"Over here!" she shouted back. She was over in the guest part of the house.
I walked over and heard her laugh loudly. Almost a little too loudly.
As I turned the corner, I saw her standing at the door of the spare room, leaning to the side and sticking her ass out just the tiniest bit.
"Well, I'll let you get back to it. It waws nice to meet you!" she said. She gave Owen a wave, closed the door, and walked over to me.
"Ex-cellent choice," she said as she walked by. She brushed her hand across my crotch as she did.
Nothing really happened for about a week. Owen stayed out of our way and we usually only saw him only when he came to use the kitchen or when he was leaving the house.
However, the bathroom he used was on the first floor, and you could see the bathroom door from the living room.
Owen was taking a shower as Rebecca and I watched a movie. Rebecca was snuggled up next to me with her legs across my lap and her arms wrapped around me. Heaven.
The door opened and Owen emerged wearing just a towel. He didn't look at us and simply turned to walk back to his room.
As the door had opened, Rebecca had clenched my arm and I had heard her inhale sharply.
"I need to say something," she said quickly. "He's been so shy. I don't want him feeling like an outcast."
She got up and walked towards his room. I heard her knock and a muffled voice tell her that it was okay to enter. Then I heard her open the door.
"Need anything? We never see you much. I'm just wondering if everything's alright," she asked.
I didn't hear what Owen replied with.
"Well, just let me know if you do," she replied in a voice that had just the slightest hint of sex in it. I picked up on it, though I'm not sure it was obvious enough that Owen would have.
Then she closed the door. I heard her walking back towards me.
"Come on, babe..." I protested as she was sitting back down.
She gave me a look.
"Just trying to be a good host. Besides, he had already gotten dressed," she said curtly as she leaned down to pick up the remote and press play on the movie.
Later that same night, Rebecca let me fuck her. And she was really into it! Not just laying there waiting for me to finish. It was the best sex we had in a while. Maybe this arrangement could end up being good for me.
One day I arrived home from work and Owen and Rebecca were in the kitchen chatting.
"Hi, honey!" she said.
"What's up my man," said Owen in a brotherly tone.
"Hi guys. Whatcha talkin' about?" I asked.
"He's telling me about his job. It's fascinating!" she said.
Owen shook his head in amusement.
"Not really. I'm a freelance consultant. Most of my day is pouring over data and spreadsheets and telling the company what they need to do to be more profitable," he explained.
"But it must be fun to be in charge for a little while!" she said.
I saw a half-smile form on his mouth, then quickly disappear. "I guess so," he admitted.
I went to change out of my work clothes and left them chatting in the kitchen. When I returned, Owen had gone back to his room.
"Make a new friend?" I asked in a somewhat mocking tone. Rebecca hit my arm playfully.
"Don't be like that. He's lonely! He misses his wife. He said he's constantly moving around and never gets to see much of any one place," she said. "Think we should show him the city?"
"Maybe. We'll see," I said sternly. I wanted my wife to myself for now. I wasn't in the mood.
"Fair enough," she said, and came over to give me a hug.
Owen and Rebecca started chatting with each other more and more. Owen started feeling comfortable in our home and would come out of his room to hang out in the common spaces. Apparently, Owen didn't work every day. So Rebecca and Owen were alone at home on some of the days while I was at work.
One day I came back and Owen was on the couch watching TV. Rebecca was on the floor in front of him doing yoga. As I entered she was in the middle of a pose called "downward dog". She had her hands and feet on the floor impressively pretty close to each other, and her ass was straight up in the air.
Owen was not staring, however. He had his eyes glued to the TV screen. And I mean glued! He had the look of a man clearly tempted, but doing everything possible through willpower to not be disrespectful.
Rebecca saw me and stood up. As she did, she turned around to look towards the TV and pulled up her yoga pants up to readjust them. I saw Owen sneak a peek.
Then she turned back around and walked over to me, making sure to pass very close by Owen on the couch as she did.
"Long day at work?" she asked as she walked into the kitchen. We didn't mention what I had just walked in on. By this time we both knew the drill.
Later on in the night, just as I was about to go bed, I received a text message. It was from Owen.
"Andy, could we please talk in private about something?" it read.
I texted back.
"Sure," I said. "Come to the garage."
We met in the garage.
"Here's the deal man... I can't take it," he said.
"It's Rebecca. Every time I'm home she... well you saw today," he continued.
"It's too much. My wife wouldn't be cool with this, like, at all," he said, laughing a bit.
I nodded my head.
"I need to get out of here. I know I'm locked in for three months, but I gotta, man. This was a mistake," he said, laughing again.
I furrowed my brow and crossed my arms, thinking. He had signed the lease for three months and it had been only one week. We had only received one payment from him. In order to have enough for pay for the medical bills, we needed the full three months.
"That's fine, but we still need the full three months, as the contract states," I said, feeling confident.
"You kidding me man?" asked Owen.
"Sorry man, but a contract is a contract," I said, feeling good about myself for schooling the consultant on his own line of work.
He looked at me incredulously, then his face dropped and his cordialness evaporated.
"Alright. Thanks for your time. I guess I'll stay then," he said in a business-like voice, brushing past me back to the spare room.
I went to bed proud of myself for not letting Owen boss me around. Rebecca was asleep, but I woke her up and shagged her for a few minutes until I came.
"Good job, honey," she said groggily, as she yawned and sunk back into her pillow. I laid down and feel asleep feeling pleased with myself.
The next day after work, I arrived home to a different scene. Rebecca was on her yoga may, laying on her back. Owen was standing above her, bending her leg back. He was helping her stretch. Rebecca was inhaling and exhaling deeply. I gulped.
"What's up buddy," said Owen.
"Not much," I replied.
Rebecca didn't say anything to me and continued inhaling and exhaling deeply.
There was an awkward pause. Then Owen spoke.
"Assisted stretching. Helping her unwind after her routine," he said.
"Cool," I replied, and went into the kitchen to grab a beer.
When I came back out, the pair was finishing up. Rebecca got up and gave Owen a big hug.
"Thank you so much," she said.
"Anytime," he replied.
Rebecca walked over to me.
"Hi hun!" she said, rubbing my chest for a second before going into the kitchen herself.
Owen spoke to me in a hushed tone after she was out of earshot.
"Bitch is wound up, just helping her out," he said. His tone had none of the friendliness that I had come to expect.
"Whatever," I scoffed, and went into the kitchen after Rebecca.
She turned from the counter and had that glint in her eye.
"He can barely handle it," she said, clearly happy with herself.
"He's married," I said. "No way he's going to."
"We'll see," she replied perkily.
Later in the night, Rebecca and I were in the living room watching funny YouTube videos. We were laughing hysterically. I heard the door of the spare room open and stopped laughing. Rebecca noticed and gave me a quizzical look.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Nothing, babe. Your laugh is sexy, that's all," I said, trying to brush it off. I think it worked. She smiled at me and went to hit the next video. Truthfully, I was a little afraid of Owen.
Owen emerged into the room and Rebecca looked up from the screen to stare at him.
"Mind if I join you guys? Bored out of my mind, and it sounds like a lot of fun in here," he said.
"Certainly!" said Rebecca, and patted the couch cushion next to her. Owen sat down.
We watched a few videos. Owen's laugh was loud, baritone and masculine. In comparison, mine was quite weak and feminine, sometimes hitting very high pitches when I started laughing uncontrollably. Rebecca kept looking over at Owen when something was particularly funny. She barely looked at me now that Owen was here.
We came across a video called "SFW" porn. Basically, they were porn videos, except the video creator had added funny animations over them to block the nudity, so that they could be published on YouTube safely.
They were actually pretty damn funny. The animations were crazy. We were all laughing.
Then, an interracial scene came on the screen, with a black man and a white woman. I felt my heart skip a beat, but kept fake laughing to try and not seem phased. Rebecca and Owen were still laughing naturally. Rebecca seemed to be laughing louder than usual.
After the video had finished, I reached over to pick a new video on the screen. But Rebecca beat me there.
"One more time. This one was so funny," she said, patting my leg. She hit play.
We got to the point in the video where the interracial scene was. It was a big beefy black guy and a petite but voluptuous white woman, not so different from Owen and Rebecca.
"This one is the best," said Rebecca. I saw her reach over to rub Owen's leg.
Once she did, Owen got up abruptly.
"That was fun guys, but I have to be up early tomorrow. Have a good night," he said. As he walked away, I saw him fiddling around with his wedding band.
The next day, when I arrived home, Rebecca was home alone.
"Where's Owen?" I asked right away. Why the fuck did I ask that? Why did I care?
Rebecca noticed.
"Oh, he had to go out," she said, analyzing me. "What's for dinner?"
We ordered pizza from the best place in town. This pizza was so good that you didn't really talk while you ate it. You just wanted to savor every bite.
Rebecca broke the silence.
"So have you thought about it?" she asked casually.
"Thought about what?" I replied. The way she asked it, I did not expect what was coming next.
"You know, Owen and me," she said.
"Owen and you what?" I replied.
"I think you know," she said, not looking at me directly as she took a bite of the pizza.
"No, I haven't thought about it. He's married. It's never going to happen," I said matter-of-factly, looking at my pizza. When I looked back up at her, she was staring right at me.
"I think you have," she said.
"No way," I replied.
"Let's try this then," she said, getting up. She knelt on the floor next to my kitchen chair and put her hand on my lap.
"Have you thought about it?" she asked again.
"Nu uh," I replied.
She opened the zipper on my pants.
"Have you?" she repeated.
"Nope," I replied, casually eating my pizza.
She stuck her hand in and started feeling around.
"You sure?" she asked again.
"Positive," I replied.
I'm not sure how convincing my act was. Truthfully, I had thought about it. Many, many times. Pretty much every time I had masturbated since Owen had moved in and every time Rebecca had let me fuck her. I couldn't get it out of my head.
"Looks like you're hard, though," countered Rebecca.
"Well yeah, your hand is on my cock, babe," I said.
"Not yet," she replied, and stuck her hand through the opening of my boxers to grasp my shaft.
"Have you thought about it?" she demanded.
I didn't reply. She started stroking up and down.
"Have you?" she asked again. Her tone was getting more and more aggressive.
I still didn't reply. I had stopped eating my pizza, though.
"Tell me," she said. She kept stroking me. God it felt so good.
Then she stopped and just held her hand in place on my cock. This felt good usually, but after she had been stroking me, it felt like pure agony.
"Want me to keep going? Have you?" she asked again.
"Keep going," I pleaded.
"Have you?" she barked. I was about to explode and could no longer control myself.
"Yes! God damnit Rebecca, yes!" I said.
She started slowly stroking me again, still slower than before. It was some relief, but not enough.
"What have you thought about?" she asked. I froze up, and she stopped.
"I've thought about it! I don't know! I've just thought about it!" I screamed.
"Good boy. Now tell me more," she said. She had picked up her pace and I was out of my mind. I was losing it.
"I don't know... everything! You and him! Every time I see you I think about it! I've thought about it when we were fucking! I don't know!" I screamed, breathing heavily.
"Thought about his big fat black cock deep inside me?" she asked.
"Yes!" I shouted.
"I bet it's so generous," she mused to herself, absentmindedly moving her hand up and down my penis. Then she snapped back to attention.
"Thought about him-" she started to say, but as cut off by me. In a split second I had lost control, stood up, and ejaculated at full force. My semen went flying across the kitchen like a rocket. I had never cum like that before.
Rebecca smiled, pleased with herself, and went over to the paper towels. She cleaned up, a duty usually left to me. We didn't speak as she was cleaning. I think we were both taking in what had just happened. That was the first time I had openly admitted that I enjoyed it too.
She finally came back over to me and helped me put my pants back on. She rested against me and we shared a warm embrace.
"That's all I wanted, baby. I love you," she said.
"I love you too," I replied. I have to admit that it felt good to have everything out in the open.
Nothing happened with Owen for a few days. All that I noticed was that his gaze towards Rebecca changed.
Before, he was clearly acting as though his wife might know about or see his actions.
Now, he seemed to be embracing the fact that he was living with a young and fit white bitch.
He got an eyeful anytime he could manage it.
Owen and Rebecca had also started to become more flirtatious in their conversations, but nothing overt -- yet.
One time we were in the kitchen and Owen dropped a tupperware container on the ground. As he bent down, he winced, and grabbed his lower back.
"Ouch," he whispered.
"What's wrong?" asked Rebecca, who was seated at the table with me.
"Think I pulled something," he said.
"Oh no!" said Rebecca. She got up without thinking and walked over to him.
"Where?" she asked, as she put her hand on his lower back.
Owen didn't reply. Rebecca started moving her hand around his back.
"Here?" she asked. I saw Owen's face change.
"Yeah, that's it," he said.
Rebecca started moving her hand in slow circles, massaging him.
"Best to loosen up the muscles while it's still fresh," she explained.
"Mm," grunted Owen in response.
Rebecca continued massaging him for a few seconds.
"Here, let's have you lay down. You're naturally tensing the muscles standing like this," she explained. Owen agreed. They walked into the living room and I got up to follow.
Owen laid down on his stomach and Rebecca sat on top of his butt. She used both hands to begin firmly, but tenderly, loosening the muscles in his lower back.
"Feel good?" she asked.



"Very," he replied.
She continued in silence for a few moments. Then she repositioned so that she was sitting a bit further back on him, on his thighs. Owen was big and meaty and strong so a little girl like Rebecca sitting on him was no problem. Though if it were me laying down, it probably would have hurt.
Rebecca slowly started moving her massage circles lower and lower. When she got to the bottom of his back, she hesitated for a second, then slipped her hands underneath his sweatpants and pulled them down a bit. Then she started massaging his buttocks.
"Mm," he grunted in satisfaction.
"That feel good too?" asked Rebecca.
Owen didn't reply right away.
"You're making this very difficult, you know," he said.
"Making what difficult?" inquired Rebecca innocently.
"I think you know," he said.
Now it was Rebecca's turn to be silent, thinking about her next line.
"Miss your wife?" she said.
"Every day," he replied. As they were conversing Rebecca was still groping and massaging his strong glute muscles.
"How come?" she asked.
He paused.
"She's a nice lady," he replied.
"Is she hot?" asked Rebecca.
Owen didn't reply for a second.
"She is. But once we got married, if I'm being honest, she put on a few extra pounds," he explained.
"Mm," said Rebecca. "She take care of you?"
"How so?" Owen asked.
"You know. Keep you happy," she said.
Owen paused for a second.
"Sometimes," he said in a slightly disappointed voice. I saw Rebecca snap to a devilish grin.
"Well, must be hard being away from her so much," she said.
"More than you know," he said.
"Anything I can do?" she asked, still massaging his buttocks. She had moved inwards and appeared to be massaging in between his cheeks.
Owen paused for a second, thinking.
"Actually, yeah. My thighs are pretty sore from my workout yesterday. Think you could loosen them up too?" he finally replied.
"Sure. Come on, flip over," she said.
Owen flipped onto his back and had a very noticeable bulge sticking out of his grey sweatpants. Rebecca started massaging his thighs over the fabric of his pants.
"These sweatpants are too thick, I can't tell where the muscles are. Get them off," she said, temporarily removing herself from him.
Owen reached down and slipped his sweatpants off. Now he was just in his boxers. I could see the tip of his cock peeking out from the bottom of them. He was rock hard, being massaged by my wife.
"That's better," said Rebecca in a soothing voice.
Rebecca started massaging his thighs while on her knees, straddling him just above his calves. I could see her staring at his member. Owen couldn't see as he was looking straight up at the ceiling.
As with his behind, Rebecca started to move inwards. Then she made her move and started moving one hand from his pelvis all the way to the tip of his cock. Owen let out a groan.
"My, my. I can see what you mean, being away from your wife," said Rebecca.
She moved her other hand to his cock and enclosed them both around it. He was still wearing boxers, but the fabric was stretchable, so I could see that Rebecca had his meat in her hands, petting it and giving it little tugs from time to time. Owen had his eyes closed.
"I'm surprised you haven't gone crazy yet," said Rebecca.
"You're making it hard not to, prancing around like you have been," replied Owen.
"Mind if I help you out? A man like you shouldn't be walking around pent up like this. I'm sure your wife would understand," she said.
Owen didn't reply. Rebecca put her hands underneath the top of his boxers and began taking them off. Owen didn't stop her. In fact he lifted his butt off the ground to allow her to take them off.
Once they were off, Owen's thick cock sprang out and pointed straight up. It nearly hit Rebecca in the face! I could see a bit of precum leaking off the top of it.
Rebecca took the sight in for a second, but she didn't reach for his cock immediately. Instead she lifted his cock up with one hand, then used one hand to feel his testicles.
"Wow, you ARE full," she said.
Owen grunted in reply. Rebecca continued massaging his testicles.
"Let's let you have some release," she said, as she moved her other hand to grab his cock. Now one of her hands was massaging his balls and one hand was on his big black penis. Her tiny little white hand against his thick phallus was such an erotic sight that and I somehow got even harder than I was before.
She started stroking him up and down slowly with one hand, while gently fondling his testicles with the other. She was an expert.
It didn't last as long as I thought it would. Within seconds, Owen began to buck, then he came. His semen shot out in thick streams and hit Rebecca in the face! She winced and turned aside, but kept her hands where they were, and milked him dry. His semen got all over her soft facial features and the new expensive clothes I had purchased for her just the other day.
Once he was finished, Owen stood up and put his pants back up. Rebecca was still on her knees. He looked down at her.
"Thanks, girl," he said, buckling his belt. Rebecca was hugging his leg and looking up at him wide-eyed.
Owen shook her off his leg, exited, and went back to the spare room. I heard the door close. Rebecca started smearing his semen all over her face and neck until she was completely covered. She reveled in it for a second, then turned to me.
"How do I look?" she asked.
"Pretty fucking hot, to be honest," I said. My dick was in my hands. I'm not sure when that had happened.
"Let's get you taken care of too," she said, as she walked over to me. My heart skipped a beat! This was a treat.
Rebecca unzipped my pants and took my cock out. Like Owen, I was very pent up as well. Rebecca hadn't let me fuck her for a few days. I came almost immediately, except Rebecca stepped out of the way so I wouldn't get any on her.
"Good boy," she said, as she patted my chest. I stood there for a second wobbling, trying not to fall over, then regained my composure and started to clean up.
Now that the seal had been broken, Rebecca started to regularly help Owen with his sexual needs. He wasn't shy about letting her know when he needed her.
One time, when he got out of the shower, Rebecca and I were seated on the couch. He came over and asked her if she would be able to help him out. She nodded her head vigorously and Owen let his towel drop to the floor. Rebecca sucked and slobbed on his big black cock until Owen let out a wild yell and ejaculated all over her. I was sitting right next to her on the couch while this happened. Luckily I didn't get any of his sperm on me, but I could smell it.
At some point, Rebecca gave Owen her cell number. We were in bed reading and Rebecca's phone buzzed on the nightstand.
"He needs me," she said.
"Seriously?" I replied.
"Yeah. I'll be right back," she said, as she removed the covers and got out of the bed. She was wearing just a pair of black panties and a white tshirt. She closed the door behind her and I tried to focus on my book. After she had been gone for about five minutes, I couldn't take it anymore, and decided to investigate.
I opened the door and walked out into the hallway. I could hear Rebecca moaning in the distance. The sounds grew louder as I approached the spare room.
"Good white bitch," I heard Owen say. Rebecca yelped in reply.
"You need this big dick, don't you girl," he continued.
"Yes, yes, yes, yes" said Rebecca. Each time she said yes, she gave a bounce on his cock.
I peeked in and Rebecca was on top of Owen, riding him. Owen had his paws on her ample white butt, but he was letting her do most of the world. I tried to stay hidden but the bed was facing towards the doorway and Owen spotted me.
"What's up buddy!" he yelled out. I opened the door a bit.
"Really appreciate this," he said, closing his eyes and drinking in the sensations. Rebecca didn't say anything or turn around to face me.
I didn't reply and shut the door. I was pissed off. The weekend happenings were one thing, but having one of them in the house every day was too much. I wanted Rebecca's pussy to myself at least some of the time! After all, I was her loyal husband.
I went back to the bedroom and tried to refocus on my book. A few minutes later, I heard a very loud yelp from Rebecca. I guess they had finished.
Rebecca came back into our bedroom a few minutes later. I didn't look at her and tried to convey my frustration with her by staring at my book angrily. She didn't seem to notice and climbed into bed and snuggled up next to me. She was moving her legs back and forth, massaging her pussy. She reeked of sex. I wondered if she had even bothered to clean out Owen's seed.
The next day I decided to take action and met with Owen in private again in the garage.
"I've been thinking, and I think it's okay if you want to breach the contract. We can find some other way to get the money," I said to him.
Owen looked at me and raised his eyebrows.
"You know Andy, I've been thinking too. And now that I think about it, I think I'm okay with staying. I've adjusted to the circumstances," he said.
I didn't know what to say so I just stood there.
"Good talk," he concluded, as he went back into the house.
And that was that.
There was about one month left in Owen's lease contract. He took full advantage of it. I let Rebecca know my displeasure with the permanent situation that had formed, but she begged and pleaded with me to allow it to continue because she was enjoying herself so much. So I obliged.
The dynamic between the three of us actually didn't change that much. But the sexual boundaries were eradicated, so everyday situations became lustful.
For example, if Owen and Rebecca were having a normal conversation, Rebecca would get very handsy with him, and get her fill of his muscles.
Sometimes she would just run her hands over him and that would be that. Other times she would feel his cock and balls while the ordinary conversation continued.
About half the time they conversed, she would end up taking off his pants and working his cock. She told me that he filled up very quickly so he needed to be taken care of frequently. She would help him out at least three times a day. Once in the morning before work, once when he got home from work, and once before bed. Before bed, they usually fucked, whereas the daytime and evening were mostly blowjobs and handwork.
Owen loved ejaculating all over her and inside her. He ruined a good percentage of her clothing with his seed. Every night he would fill her up and she would come back to bed without cleaning herself out.
Owen started wearing fewer and fewer clothes. First he opted to walk around without a shirt, then he started doing just his boxers. Eventually he was walking around completely naked at all times. When he arrived back at the house, he would strip his clothes at the entrance and call out to Rebecca that he was home. Rebecca would stop whatever she was doing, run over to him like a puppy, and slobber all over his cock until he was satisfied.
I hate to admit this, and I haven't told Rebecca yet, but on days when she wasn't home, I would take on the duty of satisfying Owen.
I don't exactly know why I started doing it. One day Owen had come home and Rebecca was not home. He kept shouting for her and it was disturbing my concentration so I went out to greet him to give him the news that she wasn't home.
When I told him, he got angry.
"Well then get the fuck over here and do it yourself," he commanded. I stood there shellshocked.
"Go on boy, get the lotion and take care of me," he continued. I found myself walking towards the bathroom like a zombie to get the Vaseline.
I came back and Owen was still standing there expectantly. I got down on my knees, scooped out a lump of vaseline, and rubbed it between my hands. Then I started moving them up and down his cock. I had never touched another man's penis.
For some reason I found myself enjoying it. It was fascinating. My own penis seemed like a mere vessel to excrete semen from. But his was strong and powerful and I enjoyed working on such a tool of strength. I guess I could sort of see how Rebecca would want this.
As I was lost in my thoughts, staring at his penis and stroking it up and down with my slippery hands and fingers, I heard the sound of a camera. I looked up and Owen had just taken a picture of me with his phone.
"You're gonna take care of me when Rebecca's not here, or else," he stated flatly. I gulped and continued my duty. I was able to make him ejaculate. After I did, he walked off without saying a word, and I thoroughly scrubbed his semen off the floor to make sure there was no trace of what I had just done.
I had to take care of Owen three more times after that. Each time, I got more creative with my hands. The last time it happened, I was doing everything I could to make him cum hard. I even played with his prostate. I did everything to him that I enjoyed Rebecca doing to me. I convinced myself that I was doing this because I did not want Owen to be unsatisfied and show the photo to Rebecca. But I don't think that was really the reason.
When he wanted to fuck Rebecca, Owen wasn't big on foreplay. Before their nighttime sessions I would eat Rebecca out while she worked on Owen's cock. Once she was ready, I would excuse myself off to the side, and the pair would mate. I would watch with a voracious appetite for both of them.
Things escalated on the very last week of his stay. Owen knew he was going home to his wife soon. He was with Rebecca constantly. I barely saw her. When I did, she was naked and covered in cum. For some reason she had stopped showering and her entire body became caked in his sperm.
The final straw for me was on the very last day of his stay. His consulting job was finished and he decided to celebrate by going out drinking with a few friends he had made during his tenure at the company.
When he came back, he barged in the front door and woke us both up. Rebecca looked scared.
"Is he angry, honey?" she asked me innocently. "I'm so sore, I don't want to, I thought this was done..."
"I don't know," I replied. "But I'll protect you."
We heard Owen tear into the kitchen and start opening cabinets. He dropped a few glasses and they shattered on the floor. I assumed he was pouring himself another drink.
He gave a loud belch, then shouted.
"Where my white bitch at?" he hollered drunkenly.
We heard him thunder towards our bedroom door. He opened it and looked in.
"There she is," he said, and flipped the lightswitch on. It was around 3 AM and we had been sleeping for a while so I was temporarily blinded by the light.
Owen was already naked. He stroked his cock for a second, taking in the sight of the vulnerable white couple in front of him. Then he walked to Rebecca's side of the bed and lifted the covers up. He climbed under and was on top of her.
"Stop! I don't want to!" she exclaimed. I tried to push him off the bed but he didn't budge. Then he pushed me back and I went flying off the bed onto the floor.
He was under the covers but I could see him moving his arm. He was grabbing his cock and searching for Rebecca's opening. He found it.
"Owwwwwww!" cried out Rebecca. She wasn't wet.
"Shut up bitch," he said, breathing heavily.
He started thrusting into her and Rebecca was letting out sounds of excruciating pain.
I got up and tried to tackle him on the bed again. Without getting out of Rebecca, he threw me off the bed.
When he did, Rebecca's sounds changed. She was getting wet. Owen noticed.
"You like me throwing your man around like that?" he asked.
"Mm, a little" grunted Rebecca.
"Like getting fucked by the big man of the house any fucking time he wants?" he continued. Beads of sweat were forming on his brow.
"MMMHMM," she replied.
"Good bitch," he said, and grabbed her hair to pull her up. Rebecca was now fully into it. He flipped her around. She got on her hands and knees, arched her back, and stuck her ass up and out to give Owen the best opening he could have.
Sessions between Rebecca and Owen had usually been short. This one was very long. They fucked until the sun came up. Owen dominated her in every position known to man right on our own bed. He was very violent with her and punched and hit her more than once. Every time he did, she got more into it!
Eventually they finished up. Owen took a shower, got dressed, and packed his things. We met him in the kitchen to say our goodbyes. Rebecca had not cleaned up and she looked disheveled. Her hair was wild and there were bruises all over her body from where Owen had assaulted her.
I shook his hand and Rebecca gave him a hug.
"Thank you," she said in a soft voice as she hugged him tightly. Then she pulled away and looked up at him with tears of sorrow in her eyes.
"One last time?" she pleaded. Owen smiled at her.
She took Owen's cock out and gave him a loving blowjob. He came with his cock shoved down Rebecca's throat. Rebecca choked and gasped but did not pull away until he was finished.
"Hope to see you again soon," I found myself saying as he turned away to walk to his taxi. As he pulled away, Rebecca broke down in tears.
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It was one of "my weekends". AKA, my wife's friends weren't coming over. If you don't know what I'm talking about, please read the first installment in this series, "Vacation Awakening".
I invited a few buddies over, Bill and Craig, to play some video games and drink some beer. Who says grown men can't enjoy video games?
They came over and we started the night. Rebecca was in her room. She usually left us alone. She didn't really like my friends. They were pretty dorky and nerdy, even moreso than me.
We had been going at it for a few hours and there were about 20 beer cans on the table between the three of us. We started to get pretty loud, talking trash to each other and shouting when something cool happened.
After one particularly loud outburst from Craig (I had hit him with a red shell in Mario Kart), my wife finally emerged from her room and entered the living room. She was wearing athletic shorts and a tank top. Nothing was particularly revealing, but with her body you couldn't hide it. Her cleavage wasn't showing but you could tell she had very nice tits because of the two large orbs under the fabric. Likewise, her ass wasn't on display like it would be with yoga pants, but the way her athletic shorts stuck out away from her body, you could tell she had an amazing ass.
"What's with the shouting?" she asked. Then she looked and saw Mario Kart on the TV. She scoffed.
"Oh my god, you guys are such nerds," she said in an amused tone as she exited the room into the kitchen.
After she left, Craig turned to me.
"My man, you are so lucky," he said, reaching over to give me a fist bump. Craig nor Bill never had much luck with women.
All of my friends had a hard time being polite around my wife. They were too shy to say anything to her, but they always stared like schoolboys whenever she was around.
"You know it buddy," I said as I cracked open another beer, impressed with myself. We continued playing.
A little while later, Rebecca came back into the room. She stood to the side of the TV, looking at it with her back to us.
"Who's winning?" she said.
"I am!" I shouted. I was caught up in the race. There was some money on the line so it was more intense gaming than usual.
"Good job babe," she said. She came over to where I was sitting and leaned down to give me a kiss. As she did she stuck her ass out in the direction of Bill and Craig, which made them both drive off the map to their deaths.
My wife noticed the sounds and looked at the screen.
"What the hell just happened?" she asked.
Bill chimed in. Normally, Bill would not dare to speak to my wife at all, and certainly not in this manner. But we had been drinking.
"You, uh, distracted us," he said meekly, pretending to try to refocus on the game.
"Oops," said my wife in a monotone voice.
"Here, Bill, I'll distract Andy for you," she said as she sat down on my lap.
I was completely focused on the game. Like I said there was money on the line.
"Babe get off! I can't see!" I shouted in frustration. I fell off the map and Bill and Craig both passed me at the last second.
"In your FACE!" said Craig, then he took a big swig of his beer in celebration.
Rebecca stood up.
"I thought you were good at this game?" she asked, standing over me.
"I am babe, but I couldn't see shit, and like Bill said, that was, uh, distracting," I replied.
"Pssh," she said, and walked back into the bedroom. Fuck that was energizing.
The boys and I kept drinking and playing. We progressively started putting more and more money on each game so we naturally got louder and louder.
At about 1 AM Rebecca emerged again from the bedroom. She had changed out of her athletic clothing and was now wearing her nighttime attire. A pair of white panties and a loose white sweater that covered up her cleavage, but left a bit of her ass peeking out when she stood at certain angles.
I didn't mind. I was hammered, and I didn't see Bill and Craig as threats. We were all good buddies.
"Can't sleep with you boys making such a racket," she said. "Can I at least play if I'm up anyways?"
I got her a controller and she sat on the floor in front of us. She tried her best, but my friends and I are quite good at the games we play. She got crushed.
After the third game, she put the controller down, clearly not enjoying it anymore.
"These games suck!" she pouted.
"No they don't. You just suck at them," I said, teasing her. She smiled at me, enjoying the playfulness.
"Oh? Why don't I make you suck then," she said, and sat down on my lap.
I grunted. God her big booty felt good against me. I didn't want her to leave so I agreed to keep playing, even with my handicap.
The next game I got crushed.
"You suck bro!" shouted Craig. Rebecca looked over at him in shock.
"Craig! Mind your manners!" said Rebecca back, and Craig looked away timidly. He wasn't used to being in the presence of a girl like Rebecca, let alone conversing with her.
"Sorry," he said, looking down, then took a nervous sip of his beer. Rebecca laughed at him.
"No, don't be. But do you really think you could beat my husband if I were sitting on your lap instead of his?" asked Rebecca.
Craig froze.
"No, uh... I can't even imagine," he said. Rebecca gave him a wave of her hand, dismissing him.
Rebecca sat on my lap for a few more games and I lost every single one badly.
"Going to clean you out at this rate bro," said Bill.
"Wait, there's money being bet on these games?" asked Rebecca.
"Yeah, babe. I'm getting destroyed because of you," I said.
Rebecca stood up.
"Well let's make it interesting. You guys are too good at this game. How about you double up the rates and I'll try to distract you all. The more of a gentleman you are, the better chances you have at winning. Otherwise I'm going to bed because this is boring," she said, getting up.
Bill and Craig looked to me. Their faces pleaded me to allow Rebecca to do such a thing. Truth be told I was extremely horny from Rebecca sitting on my lap and I wanted her to stay in the room no matter what.
"Double or nothing!" I shouted, which didn't really make sense. Bill and Craig both sat up straight, ready to play.
Rebecca got up and just stood in front of the TV for the next game like she had before. She didn't really move much and just watched the game. Her sweater was covering up her back and ass, and though her legs were exposed, we could handle that.
She noticed that we weren't making any mistakes about halfway through the course (we had gone back to Mario Kart and she understood the game well enough even though she wasn't very good at it). So she pulled her sweater up above her ass so that we could see her in her white panties.
Craig choked on his spit and launched into a coughing fit. I started laughing hysterically.
"You okay bro?" I asked, amused.
"Yeah, bro, I think," he said, giving another small cough.
All this time, Bill had stayed laser-focused on the game. I realized it too late. I tried picking up my controller and catching up but he was too far ahead.
Bill threw down his controller in celebration.
"Pay up!" he demanded. We took out our wallets and handed him the cash.
Rebecca walked over and stood in front of him.
"What else do you want?" she asked bluntly.
Bill looked up at her, starstruck.
"Uh..." he said. He couldn't get a word out.
"Come on little man. What do you want? Don't make me slap you," she continued.
Bill looked over at me confused and a little frightened. I must have had a confused look on my face too.
"Uh, I guess, if you wanted to stand like that again for the next game, I wouldn't mind. But if you don't want to, that's OK, it's fun no matter what..." he rambled.
"Oh my god, shut up. I'll do it," said Rebecca, and she took her place and pulled her sweater above her ass.
As the countdown for the race was going, she swiveled her head back at us.
"Let's make this one interesting. Winner gets to spank me," she said, and turned around to watch the screen. Bill and Craig sat up straight with concentrated looks on their faces. I was going to say something but the race had just started and I didn't want to lose so I started concentrating too.
Bill ended up winning again. I came close but ended up falling behind at the very end. But he didn't get out of his seat and just timidly took a sip of beer.
"Well, Bill? What are you waiting for? Get over here," demanded Rebecca.
Bill got up without looking at me and stood next to Rebecca.
"Come on, do it. Give mama a good slap," said Rebecca. But she had let the sweater fall to cover her ass and was just standing there facing him. Bill didn't know what to do.
"What do you want, an invitation in the mail?" continued Rebecca.
Bill walked to her side and reached down to delicately pull up the bottom of her sweater so that her buttocks was partially exposed. He wound up and slapped her butt. But it wasn't a very good slap. It didn't even make a sound.
"Ugh, you little boy, you call that a slap?" said Rebecca. Bill didn't reply and just looked down.
Rebecca walked over to the side of the room and put her hands against the bookcase and stuck her ass out at him.
"C'mon Bill, mama needs a good slap, you going to give it to her?" she asked again.
Bill walked over stiffly and wound up. This one was better, but still not great. Rebecca moved away from the bookshelf and let her sweater hang to cover herself up.
"Sit down you little boy. Craig, think you can do better?" she asked.
Craig jumped to his feet.
"Not so fast there, mister. You'll have to win a game," said Rebecca. Then Rebecca came over to me and gave me a long french kiss. She stuck her tongue in my mouth we kissed passionately for a few seconds. When she pulled away I didn't know which way was up!
"I'll let you boys collect your thoughts for a moment while I freshen up," she said, as she walked away seductively. As she exited the room, she looked over and gave me a wink and blew me a kiss. I was smitten.
There was silence for a moment.
"Bro..." Bill started to say.
"Nah man, it's cool. We talked about it beforehand," I explained. We hadn't talked about it beforehand.
Bill let out a sigh of relief.
"Cool, bro. I don't want to be causing any trouble or anything," he said. Craig nodded in agreement.
We got back to it. At this point we'd probably have thought about going to bed, but we were all wide awake by the female energy that had been introduced into our ordinary gaming session.
Rebecca returned wearing bright red lipstick. She had also taken off her sweater and was now just wearing her white panties and a white bra. She looked very sexy and yet she had barely tried to doll up.
"Round 2," she stated as she entered. We looked up at her inquisitively.
She bent over and planted a big kiss on my cheek. Her lipstick left a perfect imprint.
"What do you say, Bill and Craig? Want to see if my husband can perform under pressure?" she said.
Bill and Craig just looked back at her with their mouths open. Rebecca rolled her eyes. Then she whispered in my ear.
"I'm going to show your friends who's boss, would you like that?" she whispered seductively.
I didn't know what she meant. She turned around briefly to face Bill and Craig.
"New rules. My husband puts in $50, you each put in $100. Except I'm going to distract him and you two get to stay focused. Sound fair?" she asked.
Both nodded.
"Well, what are you waiting for? Someone start it up," she commanded. Craig started the next match.
Rebecca sat on the floor next to me on her knees. She kissed me on the neck as she rubbed her hand over my lap. About halfway through the match she reached into my pants and wrapped her hand around my cock. I literally dropped the controller. Craig won.
Rebecca genuinely laughed.
"You're hopeless," she said to me jokingly. I grinned sheepishly.
Bill and Craig chuckled, too. Rebecca turned to them.
"Oh, don't act like you wouldn't have performed any better," she said. Bill took a sip of his drink and Craig put his hands up to indicate that she was probably right and he wasn't going to argue.
Rebecca stood up.
"So, who's next?" she asked them. They looked at me.
"It's cool guys, don't worry" I said. I don't really know why I said that.
Bill raised his hand slowly. Rebecca rolled her eyes.
"Doubt you'll do any better after that pathetic spanking you gave me earlier," she said as she took her place on the floor next to him. Bill looked completely frozen. It was kind of funny.
"Don't just sit there. Take it out," demanded Rebecca.
Again Bill looked over to me for confirmation. I nodded my head, giving him the go ahead. Why the fuck did I do that?
So he unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants and boxers down. He had quite a small penis. It wasn't tiny but it must have been under 5". I actually felt good about my size for once.
Rebecca looked at it and actually let out a laugh. Bill looked embarrassed but also eager.
"This shouldn't be too hard," she said. "Start it up!"
I started the next round.
Rebecca wrapped her hand around Bill's small but hard cock and slowly started pumping him up and down. Within 10 seconds, Bill began to make noises. A few seconds later, he ejaculated. It launched across the room and got all over the carpet.
Rebecca laughed hysterically.
"Little boy," she said dismissively. She gave him a hard slap against his face and her wedding ring left a red mark.
She stood to get up, but had a second thought.
"One more, actually," she said, as she reached down to the carpet to glob up some of his semen in her fingers. Then she slapped him hard again and Bill had his own semen all over his face.
"Don't wipe it off," she commanded. Bill was just laying back in a daze. I'm not sure if he heard but he didn't move to wipe it off.
"You're next," said Rebecca menacingly as she walked over to Bill. Bill looked up at her and he seemed scared.
"Take it out," she commanded.
So Craig pulled down his pants, too.
To my surprise Craig was actually quite large. He must have been between 6" and 7". But he wasn't well-groomed. He looked like he hadn't trimmed down there in quite a long time.
Rebecca was surprised too.
"Craig, you fucking idiot. You know you could probably get laid more than once every couple of years if you actually took care of yourself, right?" she said.
Craig was looking at her in a complete trance. Rebecca genuinely looked pissed off.
"These fucking boys, I swear," she said to no one in particular. "Think you can man up for a couple of seconds there Craig?"
Craig once again just gaped at her.
Rebecca stood up and unclasped her bra and stepped out of her panties.
"You want some of this?" she asked him, striking a pose.
He nodded like a little puppy dog.
"Mama's going to use you to get off. Think you can last for longer than little Billy over there?" she asked.
Craig kept nodding.
"Good. Because if you don't, I'm going to hit you," she explained.
Rebecca reached down to her pussy and gave it a couple rubs, then sat down on top of Craig's upright cock. She lowered herself onto it and closed her eyes briefly. Once she was lowered onto it she opened her eyes again. Then she turned her head around to face me.
"Any bets, babe? Think he'll last 30 seconds?" she asked.
"Less!" I shouted back, trying to sound tough.
She started riding him. Craig did last longer than 30 seconds. About a minute in, Rebecca started to enjoy herself, and she was closing her eyes and rolling her head back and forth as she rode him. But she didn't behave with him like she did with the other men. Instead, she started slapping him on his face.
"Know how lucky you are, you little man? Think a girl like me would ever get with you normally?" she said. She was getting off on the insults.
"You little baby bitch. Give mama a good fuck," she said. Craig tried to start moving his pelvis up and down to thrust into her but she pushed him back by his shoulders.
"Uh uh. I'm calling the shots," she said. Craig stopped trying to thrust.
Rebecca started slapping him in the face with her big tits. Craig tried to suck on them but Rebecca was flailing around and he could only lick them here and there. Rebecca put her hands back on his shoulders and dug her nails into his back.
"OW!" Craig exclaimed.
"Shut up little boy," said Rebecca. Then she laughed maniacally. Rebecca had been mean to me before, but nothing like this. I guess you do receive some modicum of respect if you provide for your woman.
Rebecca didn't say anything for about a minute more. She just rode him, slapped him, and even scratched him across the face once. I couldn't take my eyes off the scene. Bill had come out of his daze and was looking over too. Craig looked like he was on the verge of tears.
Rebecca finally started to moan and I could tell that she was close to cumming. I think Craig could tell, too. Rebecca started paying more attention to herself and less attention to dominating Craig. Craig took this chance to grab her by the hips and start thrusting into her as hard as he could. Within seconds Rebecca was making the long, elongated groan that she made when she came. I saw Craig tense up and his face contorted. He had just cum inside Rebecca.
Rebecca collapsed over him, trapping him against the couch, suffocating him of air. Eventually he started wriggling around as he could not breathe. Rebecca snapped to her senses and climbed off of him. She gave him one last hard slap before she got off. It looked like it really hurt.
"Guess you little boys are sometimes good for something," she scoffed.
Then she turned to me and to my surprise gave me a smile.
"Come over, babe. You've been so good. Time to get your fill," she said. She leaned against the wall and shook her ass at me. Some of Craig's semen flew out of her pussy.
I couldn't resist, naturally. I jumped up and took my pants off and hurried over with my cock in my hand. I inserted it into her and she immediately began pushing back against me with all her might. It was a strange sensation. She was very wet but I could tell there was something else in there providing lubrication. I lasted about 10 strokes before I tensed up and unloaded my seed into her. I nearly collapsed onto the floor as I pulled out but I managed to sit down without falling.
Rebecca was still standing. She looked over the scene before her, somewhat amused, somewhat disgusted.
"Hey!" she yelled. Everyone paid attention.
"Listen here you little twerps," she continued. "I never want to see either of you in my sights ever again? Hear me? If I do, I'm going to report both of you to the police for rape. They'd believe me, you know they would," she said devilishly.
Bill and Craig nodded. They looked frightened.
"I'll leave you three to sort this out. Hun, make sure you clean up before you come to bed," she said. Then she left the room and it was once again just three buddies enjoying a casual night of gaming.
Bill, Craig, and I never spoke much after that. When we saw each other in public we gave each other a nod but never brought up the incident. I never heard about it, so I think they really believed Rebecca would ruin them if they gossiped. I sure believed it.
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My husband and I had always wanted to go to Disney World. Our parents had never taken us, and we had never been able to afford it. One day, we decided to book the trip. Was it a little weird that we were there without any little ones in tow? Yes! Did we have a blast anyways? Hell yes!
We had driven there. We could have flown, but who doesn't love a good road trip? We got to visit many of the states we had never gone to before. It was fun!
Since we live across the country, we had to stop at motels along the way. On the way back, one of our bookings was at a motel in Wyoming. We arrived for the night a 6 PM.
Wyoming is... rural, to say the least. We were in a small town, and the "town center" was nothing more than a post office, a bar, a liquor store, and a few other small shops.
My husband and I were feeling cramped up from being in the car all day, so we didn't want to just watch TV and fall asleep. We decided to head to the only entertainment in the small town: the bar.
We walked in and the interior was what you would expect. A little run-down.
The only two others in the bar were two men in their 40s, drinking alone and halfheartedly paying attention to the two TV screens displaying one of the local college football games. It wasn't a party atmosphere, but it was way better than being stuffed up in the hotel.
The door opened with a creak and I heard the sound of boots stomping on gravel. I turned around and saw that a group of bikers was walking in. They were dressed in all black with leather jackets. Big and gruff men. Nothing like my husband. After they entered, the scent of the bar changed. I smelled dirt and sweat. An objectively unpleasant smell, but I found myself inhaling deeply through my nose and feeling a strange attraction to it.
They sat down at the bar and ordered a variety of hard alcohol. They started becoming rowdy, talking and laughing loudly with each other. These big tough bikers would sometimes look around the room and fixate on me like hounds. I would try to avoid eye contact, though I did slip up a few times. Each time I looked at one of them, I could almost read their minds. Their eyes were ferocious and shining as they looked at me. I scooted my chair a little closer to my husband, who was politely sipping on his beer. We hadn't talked much since the gang had entered and we found ourselves pretending to watch the football game, but really we were listening to their grotesque musings about riding, fighting, and fucking. I didn't really like sports anyways, so although my eyes were looking at the screen, my ears were all for them. I loved and hated what they were saying. I chalked it up to them being interesting; you didn't see anyone like that in our small town back home. All you saw were men like my husband.
They seemed like they were buddies with the bartender, but not the other two in the bar. At a certain point they got in an argument with one of the two men sitting near them. The man ended up leaving in a hurry. The other man followed him out shortly after, leaving my husband and I alone with the biker gang.
Their conversation turned to talking about prostitutes. I hated the idea of women selling themselves for money but found myself strangely curious as to what they had to say about it.
"You remember that chick Mary?" asked one of them.
"One of a kind," another replied.
"Shame what happened to her," said the original man.
I wondered what had happened to her.
"Still blacks only for you, Tom?" inquired one of them.
"Mhm," said Tom, taking a shot afterwards.
"So you're telling me you wouldn't get with that fine white bitch over there?" he asked. They must have been referencing me... I was the only woman in the bar. My heart fluttered.
Tom looked over.
"I would, but I wouldn't pay," he said. His buddies laughed.
"Well, I would," said the original man.
"How much, ma'am?" he asked, looking at me. I had been pretending to not be paying attention to their conversation but I guess they saw right through me.
"Not interested," my husband piped up. I thought I heard his voice crack. He took a sip from his beer quickly.
"As you say," said the man, and they all laughed, then turned their conversation elsewhere. The bartender looked scared, for some reason. He was polishing the bartop nervously. The bikers continued occasionally looking over at me in lust as their conversation continued and they got more and more drunk.
The gruff biker gang ended up leaving shortly afterwards. As they stomped out with their steel-toed boots, I couldn't help myself from looking at the big men as they did.
They started their motorcycles and the engines roared. As they pulled off, I felt a sensation between my thighs. My husband drove a Prius, which was very economical and safe, but there was something about their bikes that was so raw and masculine. I wondered if we should call the police; these men were clearly not fit to be operating such powerful machines considering their levels of intoxication!
My husband and I left shortly after they did. The bar was only a mile away from our motel, so we had walked. As we exited, I wrapped my arm around him and we walked onwards like a noble couple, trying to forget about the discomfort we had experienced in the bar. There were no streetlights.
We walked for about a half mile until we came to an abandoned lot on our left. There were a group of bikers in the lot, parked, and drinking. Rock music was playing loudly.
As we passed, we tried to ignore them, but they saw us in the darkness.
"Hey! That's that chick from the bar!" one of them said. The music stopped and I heard loud footsteps on gravel. They were approaching us.
"Say, what's your name?" asked one of them.
I told them my name.
"Girl like you shouldn't be walking out here all alone," said one of them. I was in fact walking with my husband, so I didn't understand what they meant.
"She's with me," my husband said, in the most commanding voice he could muster.
"Sure she is," said one of them. The rest laughed in unison.
"Say, why don't you two come have a few drinks with us? We want to meet the newcomers," he said, with a devious tone of voice.
I didn't budge. My husband was clearly very hesitant.
"C'mon, it'll be fun. You're on vacation, right? Best to meet some of the locals, don't you think?" said the man convincingly.
My husband looked at me.
"Well alright," he said. My husband was very trusting of others. Sometimes too trusting.
They handed us some cheap beers and we cracked them open, sipping them lightly. They were warm. I still didn't feel good about this. The men had gathered in a circle around us, and I could sense the ferocity within them, just waiting to be unleashed.
"Staying at the motel down the road?" one man asked.
"Yep," said my husband, taking a nervous sip of his beer. What the fuck! Why was he telling them this? Didn't he realize how sketchy this was? Not a single car had driven down this rural road since we had been walking. My husband was the type to try and befriend everyone. Alarm bells were ringing in my head. Why did he care about being liked by these men? We should just leave!
"Good," said the man. I heard a different man laugh quietly under his breath. Another man hit him in the arm after he did.
"So you never did answer our question, ma'am," he continued. "How much?"
My husband tensed up but did not speak. They were all looking at me expecting a reply. I caved in to the pressure.
"There's not a price high enough," I managed to squeak out, trying to sound indignant. The men behind us scoffed. A few of them chuckled. What was so funny?
The man who was speaking to us put his hand up to stop their laughs, then continued.
"Everyone's got a price, ma'am," he said. "Name yours."
I pulled closer to my husband. He finally took the lead.
"Not interested," he said again. The man questioning us took a step forward.
"Look now, the lot of us are just curious. Give us your price and we'll let you be on your way. We got a bet riding on this," he explained. His voice had become slightly more sinister and demanding and I didn't like how he had invaded our personal space.
My husband didn't reply and looked at me for guidance. All of the men were leering at me. By the looks of it I would have to give them a number in order to get out of this sticky situation.
"I don't know, a thousand dollars," I found myself saying.
The man raised his eyebrows.
"Just 1,000? God damnit," he said, spitting on the ground.
"Guess Tom and Dale are first then," he said.
He snapped his fingers and two of the men came up behind my husband and I. They quickly slapped pieces of duct tape over our mouths before either of us could react. One of them pulled my hands behind my back and the other attached a pair of tight handcuffs. I had never worn handcuffs before. I looked over in desperation and my husband was managing to struggle against the men, but they quickly overpowered him and forced him down into the dirt, attaching two pairs of handcuffs to bind his body, once at his wrists, and once at his ankles. One of the men put his steel-toed boot down on the neck of my husband to keep him from struggling. I tried to move away from the man, but he aggressively pulled me back.
"Alright, alright. Let's settle down everyone," said the ringleader. My husband tried to struggle again in anger but I saw the man above him apply pressure on his boot and my husband stopped.
They led me behind the only structure in the lot, which was nothing more than four walls and a roof. One of them dragged my husband over by his ankles so his face was dragging on the dirt. We were now all hidden from the road.
"Now listen here, ma'am," said the ringleader. "This is going to happen, and there's nothin' you two can do to stop it. Even if there's a call to local PD... well, let's just say that ain't going to help you. Got a few of them on our payroll."
"So we're going to take these cuffs off you, you hear? But if you try run or do anything, your husband gets it," he explained. He snapped his fingers again.
One of the other men came up behind me and unlocked my handcuffs. I rubbed my wrists together tenderly. Then he reached around me and yanked the duct tape off.
I took the opportunity to scream at the top of my lungs.
"HELPPPP!!!" I exclaimed. The man grabbed my hair and jerked my neck back and then replaced the duct tape. My screams became muffled.
"God damn it Trevor, not the tape," said the ringleader, approaching me.
"We like a little fight in our women, but just know that every time you resist, your husband gets some boot in his throat," he said menacingly. He whistled sharply and one of the other men dug his boot into the back of the neck of my husband. He couldn't scream, but by his body language I saw that he was in immense pain.
So I submitted and didn't struggle or scream.
The men stood me up against the wall of the structure and entered me one-by-one. They treated me like a dirty prostitute.
The first man was a bit of a romantic. In my vulnerability, he took the time to kiss my neck and rub my clit. Now that I was up close to them, their scent was nearly unbearable. It was in danger of making me faint. Did these men even shower? The man's fingernails were black with dirt and his fingers rubbing my kitty were filthy. The odor, along with the neck kisses and physical stimulation, made me wet. I was abhorred by the situation and frightened beyond imagination, but I couldn't fight biology.
Eventually he pulled down my panties, lifted up my skirt, and slipped his member into me. I gasped. He was so big! I bet his cock was dirty and smelly like the rest of my body. I found myself wanting to lift his cock up and deeply inhale the scent of his package. My emotions were going crazy. Half of me wanted to run away and half of me wanted to stay forever. I found myself pushing my behind into his penis to get it as deep as I possibly could. My justification for this changed second-by-second. I went from doing it lustfully, to convincing myself I just wanted them to finish quicker so I could leave, and back and forth and back and forth.
One of the men had adjusted the positioning of my husband. I would learn later that they made him watch me get ravished and were whispering in his ear about how they were about to ruin his woman and get me pregnant. For now, all I could see was the wooden wall in front of me, and feel the thrusts of the biker gang.
The first man accelerated his thrusting and I knew that he was close to ejaculating. I had run out of birth control about half way through our Disney stay (bad planning) and there was nothing to stop him from giving me a baby.
He started slamming into me and showed no signs of stopping. No! I snapped to my senses and tried to resist, but doing so only made me hornier. I felt my own orgasm building. But this was new. It felt tingly and forced, made from primal instincts rather than love. I felt him start to erupt in my and I instinctively started contracting around his meat. It was half pain and half pleasure. My knees got weak and the man had to hold me upright pressed against the structure. After he finished, he pulled out and gave me a slap on the ass. I felt his seed start to leak down my leg.
The next man took his place and had none of the candor of the first man. He just unzipped his pants and stuck his meat in me. Luckily I was well-lubricated already, so it didn't hurt as much as before.
This man clearly didn't like women.
"Dumb bitch, take this," he whispered. "I know you like that. You love this."
His words had an effect on me. I hated it. But I loved how it felt, for some reason. As he talked dirty to me, I found myself arching my back and pushing back into him like a little slut. Oh my God, what would my husband think of that? He was watching. I snapped to attention for just a second before my lust consumed me again and I continued trying to give the strange gruff man as good of an experience as I could. For some reason I preferred this violent and hateful man over the more gentle man before him. What the fuck was wrong with me? This was my worst nightmare...
As I was consumed in my thoughts I felt another orgasm building. The man felt it too. As I came, he dug his long dirty nails into my shoulders. So hard that he drew blood. I felt wave after wave of pleasure wash through me, this time with less pain.
The man pushed himself into me and released his pent up frustration. I felt a tear form in my eye. It was beautiful. This was my place.
The third man wanted me on the ground. He threw my down and forced my legs apart. The previous two men had been fully-clothed. I knew this because I had heard them unzip, and their dirty biker clothing had been pressed against me. To my shock, the third man was completely naked. The scent of his masculinity was even stronger and I felt myself even more primally attracted to him. He was such a big man, and so hairy.
This man also happened to be the best lover of the pack. He fucked me nice and hard but had the necessary rhythm to make my kitty sing. I had three forced orgasms while he was having his way with me, and was completely dripping wet.
Before he was about to cum, he stopped and took a few deep breaths, relishing the situation. Then he hit me with strong blows to the face. It hurt so much! I had never been hit beyond a playful slap. My face was throbbing but the violence had made me even more wet. As I was trying to hide my face from him to avoid the punches, my hips were unconsciously grinding into him, trying to make him ejaculate. He eventually stopped hitting me and steadied himself with his fists in the dirt, then pushed himself in and unloaded deep into me. I found my hands instinctively reaching around to his strong, hairy buttocks and pulling him even deeper inside of me.
I saw the fourth man begin to undress, but then heart a sharp whistle.
"Time to go," the ringleader said. "Got company. Car drove past. Went real slow."
The men quickly packed their things and took off into the night on their big motorcycles. As I heard them rumble away, I felt a sadness deep within myself. The ringleader was still here though. He walked over to us and my heart jumped.
He began taking off my cuffs and the cuffs of my husband. My husband didn't get up immediately. They had hurt him badly. I was exhausted from my sessions with the men and didn't move to run either.
The ringleader was holding our wallets. He fished out our licenses and read off our information to us.
"I'm gonna keep these with me, safe and sound," he said. "We hear anything about any fuckin' cops lookin' for us, and we'll come to your home. There's hundreds of us. Even if a few get caught from your snitchin', we'll be there."
Even though he was threatening me, I was looking up at him with a deep respect. I didn't understand my reaction to what had just happened. He walked over to unlock my husband's cuffs and I wished he'd jam his big thing deep inside of me before he did! But he didn't. He just unlocked them and rumbled away on his motorcycle.
My husband pulled me out of my trance by yanking me to my feet. His face was cut up and bruised, and covered in dirt. We trekked back to our hotel and got to our room without anyone seeing us. I looked in the mirror and recoiled in horror. My entire face was bruised, with two black eyes, and dirt and blood and sweat all over. My makeup was smeared. I looked like a prostitute that had just gotten herself into a terrible situation. I started bawling and also felt a tingling sensation between my legs.
My husband and I decided to not go to the police regarding the incident. We were scared. We believed them when they said they would find us if we did. We considered moving, but these days everything is so connected. I didn't doubt a gang with their connections could find our new address through extortion or bribery.
We went to a clinic, and thankfully, I had not contracted any diseases from the men. Their seeds had been pure.
My husband purchased plan B for me the very next night, but as you may know, there is still a chance you get pregnant, even with plan B. I did get pregnant. My husband and I had had an accident years earlier and I had ended up getting an abortion. But the abortion had scarred me, and I had vowed to never do it again. So I kept the baby, and my devote husband help me raised the child of one of those rough bikers. I hoped it had been the seed from the third man who had roughed me up. But we would never know.
We never saw the bikers again, thank goodness. But I frequently found myself longing for them, and when my husband and I were having passionate and loving sessions, I found myself fantasizing about the forced experience, where I had been the toy of those bikers against my wishes.
Those thoughts would stay with me for the rest of my life.
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I don't know exactly when it started, but I've always been turned on by the thought of being taken against my will. I hated these thoughts! As any intelligent woman knows, the potential complications of being an unwilling partner are far and wide. He could impregnate you, hurt you, or even kill you after he's had his way with you.
I didn't seek such a dominant male that might have these tendencies when I chose my boyfriends. My current boyfriend, Daniel, is loving and kind. He respects my wishes in all aspects of life and we are truly equal partners, which, as a staunch feminist, is very important to me.
Our sex life is pretty vanilla, and most of the time, I enjoy that. When he wants to mate with me, he always asks me if I want to before he tries anything. He's done his research on how to pleasure a woman and will often go down on me for quite a while before he even thinks about getting any satisfaction for himself. It's amazing! He's an expert.
When we're doing the deed, he's even happy to use toys to stimulate me. That's rare. Most guys hate that, I've found.
Daniel is perfect in almost every way. I love him deeply and hope to marry him.
My only complaint with Daniel is that although I enjoy our vanilla mating sessions, I still get these intrusive thoughts. Sometimes I want Daniel to lose control and fuck me hard. But even when he's blackout drunk, he's still the kindest soul you'll ever meet, and still requires verbal confirmation that I am ready before he will enter me.
Daniel isn't the biggest or toughest man I've ever met, and that's one of the reasons why I enjoy being his partner. I feel safe when we are alone together.
At the same time, when we are out in public amongst other men, I sometimes do not feel safe. If push came to shove... well, if he were to have to fight another man, I'm not sure he'd win. We'll leave it at that.
I would consider myself to be pretty darn attractive. At least that's what the boys tell me. Handsome men of all ages will undress me with their eyes and sometimes stand very close to me, even when Daniel is present. Daniel seems to never notice when this happens. He's always laughing and filled with joy. He's a pure soul. I guess if you don't possess certain tendencies yourself, you don't notice them in other people.
For reasons I don't understand, when this happens, and another stronger man gets into my space, or gives me that look... my mind races.
Not all the time, though. If the guy is creepy, I just want him to go away.
But if he's tall, and his eyes are fierce and lustful, and I see that he's strong enough to push aside Daniel and take me, if he wanted to... you'll have to excuse me. I'm getting flustered just writing this. What the heck is wrong with me! Why do I have these desires? Humans aren't primal animals anymore. Are we?
And sometimes... I just want the strange man to do it, you know? Just disregard the rule of law and do whatever the hell he wants. These images will flash into my mind and I can't stop them.
Sometimes I even fantasize about the other man fighting Daniel and leaving him bloodied and unconscious on the ground while he has his way with me. Actually, most of the time I think about that. I hate that I do! But I do.
It's funny. Sometimes Daniel will ask me what's wrong when I get these thoughts. I usually tell him I don't know what he's talking about. He believes me.
I've thought about trying to talk to Daniel about it, but if you knew Daniel, you'd know he wasn't interested. I don't think he would respect me if I told him what I really wanted him to do to me. In private, he often makes jokes about the "manly men" who are compensating for their small penises. He constantly tells me how elegant and innocent I am. It's just... there's no way I could even start the conversation. Even if I could... I doubt he'd go for it... or be able to take me like I wanted him to. He'd probably dump me. It's not worth it. He has a good job and cares for me and that's that.
Just to be completely clear... 99% of the time, our relationship is perfect.
But I'm guessing you're not reading to hear about that...
Being a young couple, Daniel and I do not live together. We used to live in the same area of the city. Except, my asshole landlord decided to increase the rent by 20% out of the blue. He's so annoying! I can't stand him. He would sometimes come by the apartment to do stuff without giving me any notice. He's one of those big Eastern European men. You know, with the bad breath, the chest hair, the big beefy frame.
I usually hide in my room while he's here. Though, one time, I did think about it. I thought about him getting worked up from his manual labor and needing to release into a soft and supple woman like myself.
I had the thought and I frantically changed into some of my most revealing spandex and a push-up bra. I couldn't help it. I walked out into the kitchen and pretended I didn't know he was here. I let out a little yelp and told him that he had startled me. He didn't seem to care. The way his eyes were taking me in... oh my goodness. I left my door open when I went back to my room. Usually it's locked. I even laid back on the bed and spread my legs and started rubbing myself over the fabric of my pants. I was hoping he'd come in and see me and not be able to control his urges. The more I dated men like Daniel, the more these thoughts came to me.
But he didn't, of course. He finished fixing the sink and left. For most men, the potential societal repercussions are simply not worth it.
After my landlord left, I felt so ashamed and cried for hours. I canceled my evening plans with Daniel because I didn't know how I could face him after being so slutty for my brutish landlord.
I had been in that old apartment for a couple of years, and I had never really paid attention to rent prices of my city. But they had skyrocketed. I couldn't afford to live in the same area anymore. I told Daniel this and he offered to help me pay my rent. I got angry at him. How dare he. I could support myself.
I decided to move to a different area of the city. It wasn't the best area. I'm not sure what drew me to this new area in particular besides its low rent prices. I guess when I walked through it before, I had just liked the vibe. It wasn't as safe as my old area, but it had a lot of personality.
About a week after I moved in, I got home from work and wanted to go to the gym. But the gym was closed. Apparently they were renovating the bathrooms and it was illegal to open for business while that was going on. They posted a sign on the front door explaining it. So, I drove home and decided to go for a run instead.
It was around 8 PM at this point, so it was pretty dark out. Not as dark as the dead of night, but still, it was dark. I had gone for jogs at this time in my old area and never felt unsafe, so I didn't think twice about it.
As I stepped out, I realized there weren't very many streetlights in this area of the city. Usually I would have turned back, but I really needed to do some cardio, even if it was just down the block and back. I had been cooped up in meetings the entire day and I was about to burst.
I started to run and got about a half mile in before I started to feel something was very off. I hadn't really explored the area much. For the week I had lived here, I had went to work in the morning and stayed in at night. One time I did go out at night, but I took an Uber from my doorstep and met Daniel in the nicer part of the city.
The area I had ran to had barely any streetlights at all. I started to feel like I was in danger, even though there was nothing overt to signal that I was. I decided to turn back.
All of the sudden, I got that feeling in me again. That feeling of danger... of wanting to be in danger from strange and powerful men. Were men looking at their windows and checking me out, thinking about what they'd do to me? I hoped they were.
So I kept running. I couldn't stop myself. I pretended the men were leering at me and I wanted to make them lose control.
A car with a very loud muffler passed by me. I thought I sensed it slow down as it did. My heart raced and I suddenly felt more excited than I had ever felt in my entire life. Was it about to finally happen?
But I could have been imagining it. Maybe it didn't slow down. Maybe I was just a crazy horny bitch. Regardless, the car kept driving.
Nothing else happened for a few minutes, and the excited feeling I had eventually wore off. I turned around and ran back home.
As I was unlocking my door, I heard the same muffler again. But I didn't see the car. Perhaps I was imagining things. I unlocked the door and walked inside. Then I locked the door, secured the bolt, took a shower, poured a glass of wine, did a bit of reading, and fell asleep.
I woke up during the night, which was unusual for me. I usually only woke up when I had to pee, and I didn't have to pee.
As I gained consciousness, I heard a noise near the door. It was very scratchy. It sounded like someone was trying to put a key into the lock. I started getting frightened. I hadn't given anyone a copy of my key, though; so I stayed put. Maybe it was just the neighbors going into their apartment.
The sound continued and as I became more alert I realized that someone was trying to pick the lock open. I jumped out of bed, wearing just a large tshirt and my favorite pair of nighttime underwear that Daniel had purchased for me.
As I was walking over to the table to get my phone and call 911, the door clicked, and started to creak open. I froze like a deer in the headlights.
Someone was in the doorway pointing a flashlight into my apartment. I didn't move.
"There she is," I heard a voice say quietly. The tone was deep and baritone and I felt myself getting wet despite being frightened beyond belief.
The man started to walk in and I heard footsteps after him. It was multiple men.
The first man quickly closed the distance between us in a few long and powerful strides. He grabbed me on the arm. I didn't make a peep. I was frozen with fear, just looking up at him. He was wearing a ski mask and was dressed in all black. He was very strong, and his grip on my arm was hurting me.
From behind the first man, I heard the sound of tape being unrolled. Then a snip. The man grabbed my other arm and turned me around to face the second man. The second man quickly put a piece of duct tape on my mouth. Now I tried to scream. But I couldn't. No one could hear me.
I tried to run towards the door, but the man yanked me back. It felt like he almost pulled me arm out of its socket.
"Stop," he growled. Simple, straightforward, and direct. I stopped.
"You do anything, we kill you. Understand?" he asked, as he pulled a knife from his belt and flipped the blade up.
I nodded my head.
"Good. Go sit down," he said, sheathing his knife. I went over to the edge of the bed and sat down.
One of the men turned the light on and it temporarily blinded me. Once my eyes adjusted, I saw that there were three men in the room. They were African-American and all quite large. They looked like thugs. I knew this area of the city had residents such as them, but I lived on one of the nicer streets, so I hadn't seen them firsthand before.
"Now we wait," explained the man. I didn't know what he was talking about. But I saw one of the other men go over to my window and peek through the blinds.
We waited for about a minute in silence.
"I think we're good. No one saw," the man by the blinds said quietly.
The man who had been talking to me started to undress. Before, I had the thought that they might just be there to burglarize my apartment. But they hadn't even made a move for my phone laying on the table. They were here for me.
He took off his shoes, then his socks, then his baggy jeans, then his boxers, then his sweater, then his oversized white t-shirt. He stood up.
He must have been at least 6'4. I had never seen a black man naked before. The sight was amazing, and I would remember it for the rest of my life.
He walked over to me and started stretching. His muscles... oh my. They were... something else. Watching him, I felt a strong hatred for Daniel's weak and feminine frame.
After he had loosened up, he came over to me and pulled me up. He ripped my panties down in one fell swoop and commanded me to lift my arms so he could remove my shirt. I wasn't wearing a bra and my nipples were very hard, poking through the fabric.
Now we were both naked. I had duct tape over my mouth. The thug was standing in front of me, admiring his prize. He leaned down to whisper in my ear. The men were being quiet because they didn't want anyone to know they had just broken into my apartment in the middle of the night to rape me.
"Saw you running around like a little bunny earlier," he said. As he did, he reached around to grab my behind with one of his strong masculine hands. I jumped forward in surprise and was now standing very close to him. His large black penis was pressed against me. I found myself leaning into him.
"The boys and I just couldn't resist," he whispered again seductively.
"Right boys?" he asked the group.
"Mm," they murmured. One was checking his phone casually and the other was still peeking through the blinds, keeping a lookout.
That's all he said. In fact, no one talked for the rest of the encounter.
The man pushed me onto the bed on my back and pulled my legs apart. He didn't need to. I would have spread them myself. I was so scared when they had first come in, but now I couldn't have them inside me soon enough.
I was expecting the group to rape me like wild hyenas, but the mood in the room was fairly relaxed. One of the men had even lit a marijuana cigarette.
The first man pushed his large phallus into my slippery kitty and started pushing it in and pulling it out. He wasn't going particularly fast or hard, but I was enjoying it greatly. I was looking at him lustfully. The man wasn't even looking at me, he was just looking at his black cock sliding in and out of my opening. His disinterest in my being made it even better. I was just a toy for them.
My mouth was bound by duct tape, but my hands and legs were free. I found myself instinctively wrapping my legs around him and feeling his back with my hands. I had been waiting for this a long time and I was going to enjoy it.
The first man was pretty pent up and I could tell he wasn't going to last long. As he started to pick up his pace, I realized with horror that he had not put on a condom before he entered me. I didn't want any bratty snot-nosed kids running around. But I wanted his seed and I wanted him to impregnate me. God, I wanted it so bad. What the fuck was wrong with me?
He did cum inside me. It was like a tremors from a catastrophic earthquake. His flesh was slapping against mine and I could smell the sweet aroma of our sex. Since he was trying to be quiet, he didn't shout. All he did was grunt deeply into my ear and exert all of his big muscles to pull me into a strong bear hug. He left himself inside me for a couple of minutes, wanting to get every last drop out. Ecstasy. When he pulled away, I felt a deep sadness.
Luckily, I didn't have to wait long. The second man undressed and took the first man's place. He was kinda fat and ugly. I felt like he was crushing me with his weight. His penis wasn't very large, either. Luckily he finished up quickly.
The third guy was the best of the three. He got up from his perch near the blinds and barked a command at the second guy to take over the watch. The second guy obeyed without question. I licked my lips.
He undressed, and... I nearly started crying. He looked like a bodybuilder. He smelled like he hadn't showered in days, and yet unlike the scent of Daniel, I felt myself reveling in his putrid masculine odor. His cock was magnificent. Big, veiny, thick, and curved slightly to the right. I couldn't wait for him to put it in me.
He flipped me around onto my stomach and pulled me into the doggy position. I had never enjoyed this position with Daniel, but with a man like him, I found myself arching my back and wiggling my ass at him. I could feel the seed from the previous two men inside me as I did. I had never let a man cum inside me before. Not like I really had a choice this time, though.
The man inserted himself and started unleashing his animalistic desires. Oh my god. I must have cum at least five times during the short session with him. He was slamming into me. It hurt, yes. But it also felt so true and right. Finally, a worthy man was losing control with me.
After he finished, he got dressed. The other men were already dressed. I was laying on the bed in bliss, rubbing my legs together and listening to the squishy sound of their seed.
They turned to leave, but the third man stopped the group.
"Watch this," he said to them.
He came over to me and grabbed one of my legs with each of his hands. He lifted me up without even really trying, so that I was hanging upside down. I felt the blood rush to my head.
"Make sure the bitch gets pregnant with a black baby," he said. The other two laughed.
I'm not sure how anatomically sound that theory was, but I did get pregnant. I kept the baby. I let Daniel believe it was his until I was delivering it.
Daniel ended up staying with me after I revealed to him that I was raped. I explained to him that I had never told him because I thought he would leave me. He asked if I had filed a police report. I said I did.
I hadn't; I didn't want to get those guys in trouble.
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Rebecca and I met after college. I had just secured a good job at an engineering firm. I had my own luxury apartment in a nice part of the city. Rebecca was living with three roommates in a run-down part of the city. I managed to get her number at a bar. She was very drunk. We both were.
The next day she didn't remember me, and it took me a while to get her over to my place. But eventually I succeeded. Once she saw my place, she warmed up to me, and started spending more and more time with me. I bought her fancy things and took her out to expensive restaurants. I wanted to impress her. She stayed over most nights. Eventually I asked her to be my girlfriend and she accepted.
Rebecca was always friendly with other men and had quite a few male friends. This bothered me a bit at the start of our relationship, and it almost made us break up. Eventually I got used to it. After all, she was in a relationship with me, not them. Even if she was friendly with other men, she always came home with me. You can't be insecure if you want to hold onto a girl like Rebecca. We had a lot of talks about this. She said she had no problem with me being friendly with other women either, as long as things never went too far. We weren't puritans living in the 17th century. Women were never particularly interested in me, but it seemed fair.
People were always in disbelief that we were together. They were polite about it... but you could just tell. I am pretty nerdy. 5'8, pasty skin, glasses, not a lot of muscle. Rebecca is the opposite. 5'6, long dirty blonde hair, gorgeous green eyes, medium-large breasts, cute bubble butt, and a very fit body.
I was proud of myself for securing a girl like that, who had always been out of my league. But there are downsides to dating a girl who is significantly more attractive than you. Men see it as an opportunity. And I don't think women can fully control their subconscious desire to be with the most attractive and powerful man possible.
The first time I experienced this was at a bar. We had just gotten dinner and went there for a drink. We managed to get a table to ourselves. We were having a good time. We were both pretty drunk. I had to go to the bathroom. When I returned, two businessmen in suits were standing around our table, towering over Rebecca, very close to her. Their waists were about at her eye level. They seemed to have noticeable bulges, but it could have just been the shape of their suits.
I returned and sat down and Rebecca introduced me to them. I forget their names. For about 10 minutes they flirted with Rebecca, getting more and more aggressive as they noticed my lack of action, even touching her playfully at times. Rebecca was drunk with lower inhibitions. So she was lapping it up. I wasn't involved in the conversation, just sipping on my drink and looking around. I started getting pissed off and stood up abruptly.
"Time to go, I think," I said to Rebecca.
Rebecca looked over at me, coming out of her trance for a moment, but didn't get up immediately.
I walked over and grabbed her arm, basically pulling her out of the chair, away from the men. She looked up at one of them with puppy eyes but allowed herself to be dragged away by me.
On the ride home she noticed something was up. It was like she could read my mind.
"Oh, don't worry about that, honey. You know I'm yours. Thank you for taking me away. You know how I get when I'm drunk," she said, and leaned over to rest her head on my shoulder.
I felt the anger wash away and I was content. Her laying on my shoulder: that's what it's all about. I realized I had just been being insecure and my mood improved right away. I felt manly for taking control of the situation.
We got home and Rebecca went to use the bathroom. I undressed to surprise her. She exited the bathroom. I was standing near the bed naked with a boner.
"Want some of this dick, babe?" I said.
Rebecca looked me up and down and looked a little amused.
"Oh, not tonight, honey. I'm so tired," she said as she yawned. I was a little embarassed.
The next day we woke up and Rebecca was pouty.
"I'm booooooooored," she complained.
"Oh yeah? What do you want to do?" I replied.
"Oh, I don't know. What about a vacation? We need to get away from it all," she said.
A vacation sounded good. I could afford it.
"Let's do it! Where should we go?" I asked.
She thought for a second.
"Why don't we go somewhere random? Let's just pick somewhere random," she said.
It sounded fun. We went to Target and bought one of those globes that spins around.
"Okay... close your eyes! I will too. You spin, I'll pick. We go wherever I land on," she explained.
I closed my eyes and spun the globe. She stopped it with her finger. When we both opened our eyes, I saw she had landed on a small island off the coast of Africa. I had always been interested in Africa. It was supposed to be beautiful.
I went to AirBNB and managed to find a very inexpensive listing for a private beach house on the island. The price was good, so I booked it immediately. There weren't any reviews, but I figured this just wasn't a popular place to visit. Perhaps that's why the price was so good. Regardless, it was too good of a deal to pass up.
We arrived at the AirBnB and everything seemed normal, although the place was a little dingy. We went to sit on the beach. Although the AirBnB had advertised a "private beach", local natives were occassionally strolling up and down the beach. Mostly there were packs of men, sometimes accompanied by a single female. Strangely, it seemed as though the female was the ringleader of the men, when there was a female present.
None of the natives were wearing any clothing to speak of. Rebecca and I tried to avoid them by ocassionally moving our towels to lay in a different part of the beach, but the beach was too narrow to completely avoid foot traffic. Every couple of minutes a naked pack of locals would walk either in front of us or behind us. We received many dirty looks from the men, although the women were being helpful and hurrying them along, away from us.
The natives were fascinating. The shape of the women was something I had never seen. All had very large breasts and almost cartoonishly thick curves. I couldn't help but imagine what it would be like to be with one of them. I'm not sure I'd be able to handle it.
The men were built like barbarians with broad shoulders and legs like tree trunks. I tried not to look but I did notice they were all very well-endowed. I had heard that black men had larger cocks than most, but I didn't know the difference was so drastic. It made me feel a little meek. I had the thought that I really needed to start going to the gym.
We kept getting dirty looks from the men. Eventually one of the females approached us.
"Not from here?" she asked from afar. She seemed to struggle with English. At least she was respecting our space. Some of the men had been walking very close to us. I saw them openly ogling Rebecca, some making crude gestures, but eventually moving on. I don't think Rebecca had noticed.
I sat up and adjusted my eyes to the blinding sun. "Yes!" I shouted back. I got up to meet her, away from Rebecca.
"This beach no clothes. Locals angry at foreigner no culture! Why here!" she demanded.
"Vacation! Vacation!" I explained back.
She gave me a dumb look, not understanding. I pulled out my phone and opened a translation app, then handed the phone to her. She selected her language (I had never heard of it) and nodded her head to indicate she understood what I had typed. Then she started typing back. I took my phone back from her and read the message she had typed me.
"We welcome you to stay, but this is not a popular place for tourists. This is where the exiled men go, incompatible with mainland customs. There is no law enforcement on this island. For your safety, you must not anger the natives. Please remove your swimsuits or go back inside your vacation residence," it read.
This was news to me, as there was no mention of it on the AirBNB listing. Rebecca surely couldn't have known this since we picked the place at random.
I thanked the woman and walked back to Rebecca. I glanced back and to my relief the woman was ushering the men down the beach. I saw many of the men looking back at Rebecca. One yelled like a hyiena and the rest laughed.
"Uh, honey? The lady said this is a nude beach. So we either take our suits off or go inside. Let's go inside, yeah?" I said, as I leaned down to grab my sandals.
"Oh, I don't know honey. Could be fun. And it's just you and me!" she said, as she rolled over onto her stomach to unhook her bra. We had been sipping on beers for a few hours and it was having quite the effect. I was having trouble standing up and had stumbled to meet the woman and back.
"Oh. Yeah, sure, I guess," I said, not wanting to seem uncool. Rebecca was already in the nude, laying on her stomach. Her ass was on display and it looked magnificent. Hell, why not. I reached over and gave her ass a squeeze. Rebecca said "hey!" and slapped my hand away. I laughed it off and removed my swimsuit.
I think we both fell asleep. The sun was hot and we had finished our waters. The vacation house was in sight, but further back, and neither of us wanted to get up. So we kept drinking beer and I guess we passed out for a little while.
We woke up and I was very groggy. A pack of men had sat down uncomfortably close to us. For a few minutes I watched them hesitantly out of the corner of my eye. They were behaving very childishly - insulting one another, throwing sand, wrestling, and occassionally hitting each other. I had been raised to not judge anyone by the color of their skin, but there is no denying these men were behaving like brutes.
To my relief (and arousal) I saw a woman running down the beach at the pack of men. Upon noticing us, she came over and started talking in a foreign language. Her tone seemed apologetic. I got up to give her the phone so we could communicate.
"I apologize! I went to use the restroom and my associates got away from me. Would you mind if we sit next to you to sunbathe? We are all very interested in you. We do not see many tourists," she said.
I nodded to her. Although I was uncomfortable with the situation, it seemed better to let them stay, than to go inside and deny their curiosity. I hadn't told Rebecca that there was no law enforcement on our island, but I knew, and I was a little worried about the "what if".
So I went back to Rebecca and told her that the group wanted to sit near us. Once again I recommended that we go inside. Rebecca sat up to talk to me and glanced over at the group. Her eyes lingered for a second before turning back to me.
"Why, honey? I'm enjoying myself. So what if they want to sit near us? What, did you not think we'd meet any locals on a tropical island?" she laughed, laying back down and putting her sunglasses back on. She had slurred her words and was definitely drunk. I laid back down too and tried to relax, though I kept a watchful eye out of my peripheral.
I know what you're thinking. The answer is no. Although I saw Rebecca looking at the men occasionally, I don't think she was consciously attracted to them. I trusted Rebecca. What made me uneasy was their physical superiority to me and the news I had received from the woman earlier. Their behavior did not make me feel any better about it, though I think Rebecca was too drunk to notice what they were doing, or what was going on. To her they were just ordinary tropical beachgoers, like us.
About a half hour passed and nothing eventful happened, though the loud and aggressive foreign talk between the men still made me uncomfortable. I wanted to go inside and I was just about to tell Rebecca that we needed to go now when the woman in the group walked over again and gestured for my phone.
"One of the men, DeShawn, is interested in conversing with you. He speaks a little bit of English, and he is interested about your culture, including those silly garments you were wearing earlier," the phone translated to me.
"What's she saying?" Rebecca asked.
"Oh, nothing. One of the men knows some English and is asking if he can come talk to us," I replied.
She sat up and leaned back on her elbows. I had the urge to spread her legs and start fucking her right then and there but I of course didn't. Those were just ideas and you had to treat ladies with respect if you wanted them to respect you back.
"Oh my god, that's so awesome! I bet their lives are so interesting!" she exclaimed.
I took the phone from the woman and was about to take charge and tell her that we were not interested, despite what Rebecca said. However, the man, presumably DeShawn, had already heard Rebecca's excited tone and had started walking over to us. The woman noticed DeShawn walking over and looked back at me apologetically with a small shrug, as if to say she tried, but there was nothing she could do.
DeShawn walked over and sat down in the sand near us, on Rebecca's side, but at a respectable distance away. He leaned over and held out his hand for a handshake.
"Hi... I... DeShawn..." he managed to say in a thick African accent.
"Hi! I'm Rebecca!" said my wife in a bubbly tone, and leaned towards DeShawn to shake his hand. She was still slurring her words. I was uncomfortable with how her naked breasts were so close to this strange man. They looked delicious and I had to imagine that DeShawn felt similarly about them.
"You... McDonalds?" he asked.
Rebecca laughed, and I couldn't help but chuckle quietly to myself. Rebecca hated McDonalds.
"Yes... I McDonalds... sometimes!" Rebecca replied, and pointed to her belly, which was very fit. DeShawn reached over and rubbed her belly for second before looking up at her, realizing her joke. He pulled back and they both laughed. I let out a sigh of relief and relaxed a little too.
The conversation went back and forth like this for a few minutes. Rebecca was clearly enjoying it, though I was a little irritated by the intrusion into our space. I tried to tune it out. A line in the conversation got my attention back.
"You... beautiful!" said DeShawn.
Rebecca smiled and I think I saw her blush, though her cheeks may have just been red from the alcohol.
"Thank you!" she replied.
"I... touch?" asked DeShawn.
"Uh... no..." Rebecca started to reply uneasily, but DeShawn had already started to get up. He sat down behind her and wrapped his arms around her from behind, placing his hands on her breasts and giving them a hard squeeze. It happened fast.
Rebecca let out an involuntary yelp, which caught the attention of the rest of the pack. I got up to protest immediately.
"Yo! What the fuck!" I shouted. DeShawn gave me a dumb look back with his hands still over her breasts. He didn't seem to understand.
I walked over to him and grabbed his arm, trying to get him off of her. I had never been in a physical altercation with another man, and I was not in great shape. I pulled with all of my might, but DeShawn barely noticed. He was significantly larger than me and continued to enjoy Rebecca.
So I started punching him as hard as I could. Still, no effect. I hadn't noticed that the pack of men sitting near us had gotten up and started to walk over. When they saw me trying to harm one of their own, another man came over and gave me a hard shove. I fell back onto the sand and passed out.
When I came to, all of the men were around Rebecca. She was sitting up on the towel. DeShawn was behind her. His big meaty legs were on her flank, trapping her, and his arms were wrapped around her. His unbelievably large and veiny black cock was pressed up against her back and he was still enjoying her breasts, putting his hands over them, pinching her nippes, the works.
I could tell Rebecca was feeling sensations from it, even if she didn't want to. Her head was tilted back and her mouth was open. The other 3 men were standing in front of her, with their cocks at mast. It was a relaxed scene, and even when one of the men noticed me stir, he took no action, and went back to looking at what was happening in front of him and lazily stroking himself.
To get a good visual of what this looked like, see the cover. But imagine a burly black man sitting behind her with his legs and arms around her with three built black men in front of her with their cocks out.
I had no idea what to do. Rebecca noticed I was awake and looked over to me in what I perceived to be anguish. But I couldn't do anything. One of the men could easily overpower me and 4 could probably kill me if they wanted to.
DeShawn adjusted himself slightly so that his member was facing straight up Rebecca's backside. It went so far up her back! He continued groping her and pushing his pelvis into her to massage his testicles on the top of her buttocks. The other men stood in front of her face masturbating, and became enboldened by my inaction to occassionally reach down to touch her naked body.
This continued for a few minutes until the men surrounding Rebecca released. To my relief, they turned away and ejaculated into the sand, and walked away disinterested. DeShawn did not move for a few more minutes however, and continued playing with Rebecca's body from behind, pushing his pelvis into her, enjoying himself. At one point he grabbed his meat in his hand and rubbed it all over the top of Rebecca's ass. Rebecca had ceased to resist.
Eventually he got up and stood in front of Rebecca's face like the other men.
"You... help?" he asked.
Rebecca looked up at him and didn't reply. She looked paralyzed. DeShawn reached down and grabbed Rebecca's hand and placed it on his enormous penis. He moved her hand back and forth a few times, then let go of her hand. Rebecca immediately recoiled and held her delicate hands against her chest protectively.
"No... you help," DeShawn grunted, as he reached down to forcefully place her hand back onto her cock.
She tried to stand up but DeShawn pushed her back down lightly into the sand. Rebecca reluctantly grabbed his shaft with one hand and began moving her hand up and down it, as DeShawn had instructed. For a second, DeShawn relaxed and seemed content, but after a few moments he looked down angrily and grabbed her other hand.
"Both... harder..." he said in a frustrated tone.
Rebecca seemed to realize that the only way this was going to end was if she put in some effort. She grabbed his cock with both hands and began angrily and roughly stroking it all the way up and down as hard as she could. She was letting out small noises each time she did. To me it seemed like she might hurt DeShawn, but he was reveling in it, and began grunting and breathing heavily. Rebecca picked up her pace even more, instinctively matching her motions to his lust.
DeShawn threw his head back and let out a shout as he began to climax. Rebecca started screaming too, but not in a good way. She let go of his cock and turned away to run back to the house, screaming the entire way. She didn't escape quite in time though, and some of DeShawn's semen got on her face, chest, and backside. As soon as Rebecca took off, I ran after her, leaving all of our belongings on the beach.
When I got back, Rebecca was inside, crying on the bed. I consoled her and she fell asleep within about an hour, presumably from the alcohol. I scampered back to the beach to collect our belongings, only because we had left our important items behind, like our cell phones and identification. When I got to the beach I could hear whooping and hollering in the distance. Savages at night. I grabbed our stuff and hurried back inside, laying down next to Rebecca, and falling asleep promptly.
I woke to a loud noise coming from downstairs. Before I went to bed I had grabbed a kitchen knife from downstairs, for protection. I took it from the bedside table and wielded it in my right hand. I heard a thunder of footsteps through the house, up the stairs. I stood up ready to surprise the first one through the door. Someone entered, and I lunged at him with the knife. I clipped his arm and he yelled out in pain, falling over. Before I could lunge again, he stood up and turned around, knocking me straight over with the mass of his body. He put his foot down on me and I looked up to see that it was DeShawn. He looked furious and I feared for my life. Instead of taking the knife and cutting me with it, he hit me in the head, and I partially lost consiousness.



I don't remember much. At least a couple men entered the bedroom. I dragged myself off to the side to try and recover. The men got onto the bed and I heard muffled confusion from Rebecca. She had drank more than me, and I'm not sure if she was fully conscious. The men left her laying on her back and forced her legs open, then took turns with her. She barely moved. I came to a few times, for a few seconds at a time, and I don't remember much of what I saw. Though, I don't remember hearing any screaming or painful sounds - just grunts and moans from the men as they ravaged her.
I woke curled in the corner to the sound of two voices arguing in a foreign language. It was morning. Two men were laying in the bed on either side of Rebecca. The differences in their body masses was incredible - Rebecca looked like a toy in between them. They had certainly used her as such.
Snapping to attention, I sprung up, ready to fight. The man closest to me noticed what was happening, and stood up. He moved towards me and towered over me aggressively. I tried to lunge past him but he grabbed my arm easily and threw me out of the room. I ran downstairs to try to find another weapon, but three other men were lounging downstairs, eating our food and drinking our beer. They noticed me and gave me threatening looks.
I heard sounds above and what sounded like the bed creaking. I knew the men would overpower me if I reached for a weapon - it had already happened once, and I did not want to get myself killed. If I was injured, Rebecca might never leave this place.
So I decided to try and go back upstairs empty-handed. Despite that, a man still got up and stopped me. All I could do was listen.
At first the noises were just the sounds of the house. Then I heard Rebecca. At first she was whimpering, but that died down and all I heard were muffled male grunts. Occassionally I would hear a loud sound from Rebecca, but it didn't seem like they were made from a place of pain.
After a few minutes the house began to shake and a man screamed out wildly. I assumed the first one had finished. Then the sounds, and grunts, and the noises from Rebecca started back up, before another small earthquake. Then silence. Both of the men had just had their way with Rebecca. I attempted to go back upstairs again, but was again stopped by the man.
I waited for what seemed like an eternity, but it couldn't have been more than 10 minutes. Then I heard the door open. Footsteps. Soft ones. I saw Rebecca emerge at the top of the staircase and tried to rush to her, but the man stopped me once more. Rebecca swayed down the stairs and made it to me. I embraced her. She smelled like sex and semen. I started getting involuntarily aroused.
"H-hey, hey there, sweetie," she said, burping at the end of her sentence. She wasn't herself.
I grabbed her shoulders.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Y-yeah, I think," she slurred. "At first I was all like, fuck this, but then I was like, we're on vacation, right?" she rambled.
"And then I remembered, what do you always say, make the best out of a bad situation, right," she continued. "And oh, my, it was too much, but now it feels kinda, um," she said. She seemed to lose focus for a second. "These guys, they're like... I've never..." she continued, with a burp. Right then she had sensed that the men in the living room were watching her, and turned around to face them. To my shock, she gave them a little drunken smile and a wave. One of them waved back.
She moved from my embrace and went over to the couch to stand near one of the men.
"My my, look at you," she said, running her hand over his muscular chest. On her own, she moved into a straddling position over the man, grabbed his meat, and lowered herself onto it. She started riding him. The man was grinning ear to ear and looked over at me and gave me a thumbs up. He wasn't even doing anything at first. He was just letting her ride him. I felt hopeless.
The man let her continue for a few minutes, then stood up and wrapped her up in his arms, so that she was impaled on his cock, and started swinging his hips in a rhythm. I saw him tense up and it was clear he was ejaculating inside of Rebecca. Rebecca threw her head back and looked like she was going to moan, but just let out a croak. He put her down on the couch and sat back down to close his eyes.
The next man got up from his seat and picked Rebecca up, placing her on the floor in the doggy position. He mounted her from behind and wrapped his legs around hers, then used his hands to pull both of her arms back. She looked like a rag doll. The man pumped her like this for a while until eventually ejaculating inside of her. Her tits and ass were bouncing wildly the whole time. I mused that the scene was quite erotic, from an objective standpoint at least. I noticed I had a very strong erection.
The last man approached and flipped her over so that she was on her back. He entered her, then wrapped his arms around her back so that she was in a bear hug. He had completely consumed her, and was thrusting into her with purposeful strokes. All I could see was his muscular black legs and buttocks giving her an enormous amount of strength, and his broad back wrapping her up. At this point, Rebecca was yelling softly, like she couldn't take anymore, but was still enjoying it.
He finally finished, unloading his seed into her. He stayed there for a while panting, trying to catch his breath. He and the other men were glistening with sweat. I guess it wasn't every day they got an opportunity like this.
The last man eventually got up, leaving Rebecca on the floor. Rebecca stuck her fingers into her pussy and started to rub the semen all over her body like a slut. The men started to leave. On the way out they laughed at me. One shouted something that sounded like "fuck you" and shoved me. I hit my head against the cabinet and passed out yet again.
I woke up with a sharp pain in my head, but my fear of survival kicked in, and I jumped up. Rebecca was on the floor covered in dried semen. I went over and shook her very hard, trying to avoid touching where she had rubbed another man's sticky substance. She moved and groaned in pain.
"Rebecca. Rebecca. Get up. We need to go. Now. Get up," I said, trying to lift her up. She wouldn't budge.
"Sweetie... what... wait... what the fuck! Ow... oh my god... what the fuck..." she said, as she grabbed her head in pain.
"It's okay, it's okay. Try to stand up. I'll be right back," I said. I ran to grab our identification and some clothing for Rebecca. Our boat off the island was leaving in an hour and we needed to make it.
We did. It was painful, but we made it. I gave the boat captain a $50 note I had in my wallet and he didn't ask any questions about Rebecca's or my appearance. She was still covered in their seed and I was clearly injured.
By the time we arrived at the mainland, we were able to walk properly again, and we managed to board the plane back home. Rebecca cleaned up in the airport bathroom but she still reeked of sex. Everyone noticed but no one said anything.
Turns out the men had apparently given Rebecca some sort of tropical elixir during the night, which had caused her behavior in the morning, she claimed. We reported the AirBNB listing and had it removed from the website. We also contacted the authorities on the mainland, but they told us there was nothing they could do on the island, and even if they could, there was no proof to corroborate our stories.
Through therapy, both Rebecca and I managed to move past the incident. We eventually got married and led a fairly normal life. Except when it came to sex. Rebecca had a instinctual craving for an experience like the one before. It had been traumatic, but she said it had awakened something inside of her. Her female psychiatrist prescribed her some medication that had been proven to help with situations like these.
The medication suppressed the cravings mostly. But when the cravings came to the surface they were stronger than ever. Rebecca would try to have very rough sex with me. Even if I treated her terribly during sex (it made me uncomfortable), the urge still persisted.
One day she was particularly fiesty, and after a failed lovemaking session she demanded that we get in the car and drive. She wouldn't give me any details. We drove to a part of a nearby city - a socioeconomically challenged segment that we would not go into normally. Rebecca instructed me to drive around. She wouldn't give me any other information. So I drove.
We came across a basketball court in a secluded part of town. The court was run down. The area was decrepit. Four men were playing on the court. Rebecca told me to stop. I did. She took a deep breath in the passenger set, then removed the sweatpants and sweatshirt she was wearing, so that her outfit consisted of just a sports bra and a pair of spandex shorts that barely covered her buttocks. Then she got out and started walking over to the court. God her ass looked good. I enjoyed the view even though I was scared. Neither of us had finished earlier so I was still very turned on and I had to imagine that she was too.
The men noticed Rebecca approaching and stopped their game. They spoke briefly through the fence, then Rebecca entered the court and the men resumed their play. Rebecca acted as a sort of cheerleader, jumping up and down when a basket was scored. Her cheerleader act became more and more friendly as the game went on. On the next basket she turned around and shook her behind at the men in celebration. After a few more baskets, she started coming off the sidelines when a basket was made, and giving each of the men on the scoring team a hug. The men used this opportunity to lift Rebecca up by her behind and grope her buttocks with their strong hands. As she returned to the sideline they would smack her ass firmly and she would jump in surprise.
The men took a break and sat around on the side of the court. Rebecca went to join them. The men were seated but Rebecca was standing up, meaning her cute white butt, though concealed, was inches away from the faces of the men. They were leering and talking to her. One of the men sitting on a cooler motioned to Rebecca to sit on his lap. She did. He began rocking her back and forth on his lap, and she leaned back into him.
One of the men lit what I assumed to be a marijuana cigarette and passed it around. Rebecca smoked the marijuana cigarette, although she had only tried it a few times before. She relaxed completely while sitting on the lap of the man and he used the opportunity to reach around and begin groping her breasts. They were tightly bound by her sports bra, so he whispered into her ear, and she lifted her arms above her head. The man removed her sports bra and the group stared at her chest hungrily. The man on the cooler returned to her breasts and began groping her properly and pinching her nipples. Rebecca was just relaxing into him, in a daze. No doubt she was enjoying the sensation of sitting on his lap and being the center of attention. Rebecca was a smart one. She had followed her instincts and led herself back to a situation just like the one on the island.
The man on the cooler got up and pulled Rebecca to her feet. One of the other men jumped up and put his fingers inside the cusp of her spandex shorts, and yanked them down with one motion. Rebecca instinctively reached down in an embarassed and shocked way, but ended up kicking the shorts off after the initial shock wore off. She even stuck a pose.
Now the man on the cooler was holding her naked body from behind. The men were still clothed, in long basketball shorts and plain white t-shirts. It was a hot day, and no doubt they had worked up an appetite playing basketball. Even from a distance I could see their members protruding from their basketball shorts.
The man behind Rebecca moved her up against the chain link fence and the other three formed a circle to mostly protect the pair from the view of the street. I was able to catch a glimpse here and there to see that the man behind Rebecca had pulled his shorts down and entered her from behind. Both of them were standing up with their hands clawed against the chain link fence. I caught glimpses of the man's muscular legs and buttocks pumping into Rebecca. He moved his hands to grab her ponytail with one and her waist with another. I again felt that it was quite erotic, even though I wasn't involved, and still on edge.
The men took turns with Rebecca while the other three formed a circle for protection. It was nothing fancy. The men didn't seem to be treating Rebecca with much care, thrusting violently and roughly, sometimes causing her to almost fall over. She must have been very wet because I did not get the sense from her motions that she was in any pain.
The men finished and quickly left the court, leaving Rebecca alone. I was about to get out of the car and retrieve her, but she grabbed her spandex shorts from the court and started walking over, so I stayed put. As she walked back I noticed two teenagers approaching from down the road. No one else had passed by yet. The teenagers caught sight of Rebecca and stopped in their tracks, whispering at each other excitedly. They intercepted her along the way and blocked her path, standing very close to her, bullying her. One of them grabbed her by the neck and forced her down into the dirt in front of the court, in plain sight of the entire street. One stood as a lookout while the other one pulled out his thick member and inserted it into her. She was already naked and wet, so it was easy prey for him. He had one hand on her neck, pushing her face into the dirt, with one hand on the side of her waist for stability. I saw his buttocks pumping wildly into her, with no regard for her wellbeing or safety. He started slapped her naked ass wildly as he held her down with the other hand on her neck.
This was too much. I hopped out of the car to intervene. As I started hurrying over, the young fellow standing guard over the scene noticed me and pulled a firearm from his waistband. He pointed it at me. I put my hands up and slowly retreated back into the car. The other fellow engaged in relations with Rebecca didn't even notice.
After he finished, the man with the firearm gave it to his buddy, then got on top of Rebecca and satisfied his urges. Then they both rushed off, ducking behind a building, out of sight. Rebecca pulled herself up and made her way to the car, naked, cut up, dirty, and disheveled. Semen was leaking down her leg. I was expecting her to cry when she got in but she just had a content smile on her face. I drove home and she went to bed, even though it was 4 PM in the afternoon, and slept through the entire night. I cleaned up the mess in the car.
While she was asleep, I furiously masturbated a few times into a towel, thinking about the scene I had witnessed earlier in the day. I was ashamed to do it but justified it by remembering that Rebecca had seemed to enjoy it. Then I forgot about the towel.
Rebecca woke up before I did. She nudged me awake, holding the towel in her hand.
"Looks like we both got what we needed from yesterday, huh?" she said with a smile.
"Hah, yeah," I said, embarrassed. She threw the crusty towel at my face and walked out of the room to get the day started.
Rebecca was cold and distant to me for a few days. But then things returned to normal. I tried to forget about the incident but when I masturbated it flashed into my mind. I can't deny that.
The next happening was a few months later. Rebecca and I went out to dinner and had a few drinks. We decided to go to the club - something we don't usually do. Upon entering I noticed there was a large group of black men in the VIP section, with a few white girls with them. This made me naturally uncomfortable and my sick mind jumped to the group ravishing Rebecca. But we weren't going into VIP, so I tried to put it out of my mind.
Towards the end of the night one of the men got up from the table and came down to the commoner section. He tapped Rebecca on the shoulder, then leaned down to whisper in her ear. After he did, he left, back to the VIP section.
"He invited us to his table! Want to go? They get free drinks!" said Rebecca excitedly. I was pretty hammered at this point and was just going with the flow.
"Hell yeah, sure," I said, and we stumbled towards the bouncer guarding the VIP section. He let Rebecca through without a word, but put his hand out to stop me.
"Sorry bud, no can do," he said. I tried to yell towards Rebecca but she didn't seem to hear and proceeded towards the group of tall black men with a beaming smile on her face. I retreated back to the dance floor and had a pretty good time by myself. I would glance up towards the VIP section occassionally and could see Rebecca was being very friendly with all of the men. Towards the very end of the night the other girls left, and it was just Rebecca and the men. She was sitting on the lap of the man who had invited her up, dancing in place, grinding against his lap, enjoying herself. The man was relaxed, clearly enjoying his prize, occassionally groping her under her party dress at he saw fit. I saw her get passed around to the laps of the different men a few times.
When the club closed, the men got up to leave. The first man spoke into Rebecca's ear. I saw her shy away, then she looked around until she spotted me. She hurried towards me and clung to my arm as we made our way out of the club.
"What'd they ask you?" I inquired.
"They wanted me to come back with them. I just didn't feel safe without you," she said, as she got on her tiptoes to give me a kiss on the cheek. I smiled and reached under her dress to feel her ass. Her panties had gone missing sometime during the night.
We went back to my place and Rebecca let me fuck her. I finished regrettably fast after thinking about the scene at the club earlier.
A few days later, I noticed Rebecca had been on her phone more than usual.
"Who are you texting?" I asked.
"Oh, just some guys from the club. They got my number before I left," she said.
"Oh?" I replied.
She looked at me inquisitively. "Yeah," she continued. "Actually, mind helping me take a picture?" she said, as she handed the phone to me. I took it instinctively.
Rebecca turned around and pulled her yoga pants down so that her bum was showing. I snapped a couple pics. They were candid but hot. She took the phone back and tapped a few times then put it down and went into the shower.
I had to look. I had to. I picked up her phone and looked through her recent texts. Lots of numbers without contact information saved. I opened her camera roll quickly. There were dozens of seductive selfies she had taken, and yet I had not seen any of them. Intermingled with the selfies were photos of naked black men, presumably that had been sent to her, and saved. I put the phone back carefully in place and furiously masturbated. I finished before Rebecca got out of the shower and didn't say a word. I wanted to question her about it but I didn't want her to know I had been snooping.
A couple weeks passed. I noticed Rebecca still on her phone more than usual but that was it. So I let my guard down. One day she asked me if I cared if she invited a couple friends over for the night. Naturally I assumed they were female friends of hers, so I agreed without really thinking about it.
The day finally arrived and I had to run out to do some errands in the evening. When I got back, I saw two cars in the driveway. One was a Mustang and one was a beater that looked like it had been through a war. I got an uneasy feeling in my stomach, realizing that I had never inquired who was coming over.
I entered quietly and peeked around the corner with my grocery bag. Rebecca was seated in the living room on the couch. Two large black men were also on the couch, on either side of her. I couldn't say for sure but it seemed like Rebecca may have had her hands on their laps. I saw her arms moving.



I retreated a few steps and yelled out to Rebecca, pretending to have just entered.
"I'm home!" I yelled.
"Oh!" she yelled back quickly. I heard her get up to meet me in the kitchen.
"Just catching up with a few of the guys," she said to me, as she reached up to give me a hug. I hugged her back.
"Want to join?" she asked.
"Sure, why not," I said. There wasn't really any alternative. Rebecca excused herself to use the restroom and I went into the living room.
"What's up gentlemen," I said, reaching out my hand for a handshake. They both gave me a nod, shook my hand, and introduced themselves. Seemed like good enough guys. I took a seat on the comfy chair perpendicular to the couch. The game was on so we talked about sports for a few moments before Rebecca came back into the room.
"Glad to see you all getting along," she said in a sexy voice, as she put down some beers on the coffee table. I saw the men leer at her ass she she bent over. After she did, she came over to sit on my lap. It felt good.
The evening progressed pretty normally. We pretty much stayed put, having good conversation, drinking, watching the game. Rebecca would occassionally wiggle on my lap which made me very aroused. I think the men noticed, though I couldn't be sure.
After we were all nice and drunk, Rebecca made another trip to the kitchen to get more beers. When she got back, she went to sit down on my lap again. Before she could get there, one of the men asked if she wanted to sit on the couch instead of on the chair. She looked at him, shrugged, and sat down in between the men on the couch, without even looking at me.
Our conversation continued, but now the men were paying much more attention to Rebecca, and I was slowly phased out. They began flirting with Rebecca, doing things like touching her arm playfully, or giving her a soft shove into the other man. Rebecca got more handsy with both, occassionally putting her hand on one of their legs, or punching their arm. One time I saw her squeeze the man's bicep after punching it. The men both had noticeable erections but everyone pretended not to notice. It was a small couch so she was pressed up against the sides of both of them.
Trying to insert myself back into the conversation, I asked the group if anyone wanted to watch a movie. They all wanted to. So I picked up the remote to select a movie. Rebecca went to the kitchen to stock us up on beer. When she returned, as she was turning off the lights, I made my move.
"Want to come back over here, babe?" I asked.
She looked at me with a glint in her eyes.
"Oh, I don't know babe. I'm pretty comfy over here," she said, as she sat back down in the middle of them.
Deterred, I picked a pretty generic action flick and started it.
A couple of minutes in, Rebecca yawned loudly. It sounded like a fake yawn. Then she said "I'm tired" to no one in particular and went to lay down. The men did not move, naturally. So she laid her head down on the lap of one, and her feet were on the lap of the other. I tried to keep my eyes on the TV but kept looking over.
The men began to touch Rebecca. The man on the left ran his hand up and down her legs, occassionally going in to squeeze her butt or rub the fabric near her entrance. The man on the right put one of his big muscular arms over Rebecca and had it hanging lazily over her side on top of her breasts. Rebecca was burrowing her head into his lap, playing with his erection with her forehead, and I saw her move her feet to feel the other man's member through his pants.
After a few minutes of this, Rebecca got up and whispered something in one of the man's ears. Then she came over to me on the chair.
"I'm pretty tired. Show them to the guest room, will you?" she whispered seductively to me. I hadn't thought they would stay over, but considering how much we had been drinking, I guess it made sense. It probably wasn't safe to drive.
Rebecca left and the guys and I continued watching the movie for a few minutes. Then one of the men got up, and the other stood up too. They walked over to me.
"Mind showing us where we'll be sleeping?" he asked.
"Sure thing," I replied, and hopped up.
I led them down the hall past the bedroom. I thought they were both following me but one of the men had stopped in front of our bedroom door.
"She in here?" he asked me.
"Yeah, that's our bedroom, but you'll..." I trailed off as the man opened the door. He walked in. The other man pushed past me in the hallway and went in too. I hurried in after him.
Rebecca was naked on the bed on her hands and knees, sticking her ass up in the air and playing with her clit. The man who had entered first was already taking his shirt off and heading over to the bed.
"Oh hell yeah," said the other man by the door with me. He gave me a hard slap on the back that almost knocked me over. Then he entered too and began to disrobe. The first man was now completely naked and he climbed onto the bed and began touching Rebecca near her private parts. He looked back at his buddy.
"Bitch is dripping," he said.
"Hell fucking yeah," repeated the other man. The first man got behind Rebecca and inserted himself deeply into her. They began rocking back and forth. I guess I expected this, but I didn't like seeing it in my own home. I retreated out of the room and into the guest bedroom and tried to keep busy.
About five minutes later, I could hear the bed hitting the wall from their thrusts. Then silence.
"Andyyyyy!" called Rebecca.
"Coming!" I yelled, as I rushed in, fearing the worst.
As I entered I saw Rebecca laying on her back, holding her legs apart to provide the man with full access. She smiled wide at me and patted the space next to her on the bed.
"Come here. I want to hold your hand," she said. I obliged and sat down to hold her hand. Rebecca put her other hand on the bed frame to stabilize herself and the man took over the duty of spreading her legs apart.
It was a little uncomfortable. The man was ignoring me and pumping into Rebecca while Rebecca let out small whimpers and squeezed my hand every time he thrusted. I got very erect and moved Rebecca's hand on top of my cock, but she moved it away and grabbed my hand again. The entire memory is a little hazy due to all of the alcohol we had drank, but I remember enjoying it, after I got used to the initial discomfort, and realized that the men weren't going to hurt me. I still could not deny that the scene was objectively erotic. It was raw and primal.
The first man had his fill and picked up his pace. I could see now first-hand why I had been unable to satisfy Rebecca's urges. These type of men were on a different level than me. His large and muscular black frame was driving into Rebecca with vigor. He was splitting her open. I don't even know how her small body could fit his enormous cock. Eventually he came. Rebecca screamed as he did. It was quite the experience, even for me. My heart was racing.
The next man took his position and it was more of the same. Just rough sex between a black man and a supple white bitch. I could tell that she was getting her fill completely, and the men seemed very happy with their catch. Even though she was much smaller than they were, she was able to take their power completely. I guess sometimes there's more than meets the eye, even with your loved ones.
After the second man had finished and had his explosive orgasm, the two men grabbed their things and went out of the room. As they left, one complimented me on the "quality of my bitch", and told me "good looks" for sharing her with them.
I assumed they were retiring to the guest room, but when I went out to use the restroom, they were gone. Guess it had been safe for them to drive after all.
When I got back into the bedroom, Rebecca got up and came over to me before I could sit down. She was covered in the sweat of the men and I could see cum leaking down her leg. She was bright-eyed and had put her hair into a high ponytail.
"You were a good boy today," she said as she unclasped my belt buckle and unzipped my pants.
"Uh..." I said, but stopped, as I wanted her to continue.
She pulled my pants down and stroked my cock with her hand. I had been hard for so long at this point.
"My, my. Looks like you had a good time too," she said as she continued to move her hand up and down my cock lightly. I didn't say a word.
After a few more seconds, Rebecca gave me a few firm strokes. I couldn't take it and erupted onto the carpet.
"Good job sweetie," said Rebecca encouragingly, stroking my hair. I laid on the bed and fell asleep instantly.
We talked about what had happened a few days later. Rebecca was very happy with the arrangement and she decided to invite the men over every other weekend. What happened was the same, except sometimes with less buildup. I would get Rebecca dressed in slutty clothing before they arrived, and eat her out. Sometimes she was in a sun dress without panties. Other times she wore pigtails and a skirt. Sometimes she was completely naked when they arrived.
She would tell me how excited she was for the brutes to ravish her pussy and tell me what it felt like. Sometimes she would gave me a handjob, but never let me cum until afterwards. When the men arrived, they would take her into our bedroom and have their way with her, then leave. Sometimes I held her hand. Other times I videotaped the scene, and Rebecca and I watched it during the week during our private lovemaking sessions.
You may be wondering why I was OK with this. The truth is, it worked for me too. Since Rebecca was finally satisfied, she would reject men in public when she was with me. She clung to me. Everyone assumed that I was the one satisfying her. I received more attention from other women than I ever had in my entire life. I never did anything with it, but it felt good. As for what happened every other weekend, I was strangely aroused by it. I still got to have sex with Rebecca sometimes during the week. Between our normal lovemaking sessions and the primal sessions every other weekend, we were both more satisfied than we had ever been in our entire lives.
As long as it stayed private, I didn't mind.
Unfortunately, it didn't stay private.
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"Babe!" shouted Rebecca as she opened the door.
I popped my head around the corner.
"What's up?" I asked. I was having a lazy Saturday to myself, but was getting a little bored. This intrusion was welcome.
"We got invited to a party!" said Rebecca, as she placed her bags on the counter.
"Oh yeah?" I inquired. "By whom?"
"Some guys," she said. She was out of breath from carrying in her bags. She always goes to the gym on Saturday mornings, and it looked like she had stopped at Target afterwards.
She started unpacking the bags.
"Oh?" I said.
"Yeah," she said. "Sorry, out of breath."
She came over to give me a hug.
"I saw them in Target. Well, they saw me," she explained. "They came up to me and asked me if I wanted to come! Said they would pay me. Can you believe it?"
I could believe it. Rebecca was frequently approached by men, even when we were together.
"How much?" I found myself asking.
"$100," she said. "I turned them down, of course."
"Yeah, might be awkward if we don't know anyone there," I said. I didn't really like parties.
She looked at me.
"No, I mean I turned down their payment. I was flattered they even asked me! I look like a wreck," she said.
She didn't look like a wreck. She had clearly just been to the gym, sure. But she looked delicious. She was wearing white running shoes, very tight black yoga pants that outlined her large and supple ass perfectly, and a purple tank top. There wasn't any cleavage showing as she was wearing a sports bra, but even under the constraints, you could tell she was very gifted in that area.
"Ohh," I said, understanding.
"So, you want to go?" she asked.
"When is it?" I replied.
"Tonight! They said to arrive around 9 PM," she said.
"I don't know, babe. I was planning on having a lazy day today," I said. I had been working hard all week and was exhausted.
"Oh come on, don't be a party pooper. Come with me! I don't want to go alone," she said.
I didn't like the idea of her going alone.
"Sure, I guess," I said, conceding.
"Great!" she said. She stripped off her clothes right in front of me and walked to the bathroom to take a shower. I tried to reach out and smack her big ass but she got away just in time.
9 PM rolled around and we got dressed for the party.
Apparently, the men had requested that Rebecca wear something similar to what she had been wearing in Target. Although she thought the idea was weird, she ended up rolling with it. She wore running shoes and a pair of skimpy athletic shorts that didn't cover her big white bubble butt completely. As for her top, she wore the same style of tank top, except she opted to replace the sports bra with a fancy party bra. It was a strange but very attractive outfit for a party.
I, like most days, wore my standard slacks and button-up shirt. I considered wearing athletic attire to match what she was wearing, but I didn't look so good in athletic attire. I didn't have the fit body that Rebecca did.
Rebecca let me grab and hump her a little bit before we left, though she said she didn't want to get all messy before the party, so we didn't fuck, unfortunately.
We pulled up to the house and I could hear loud muffled rap music coming from inside. I gulped. Rebecca looked excited, but also a little nervous. She kept adjusting her top and seeing how her breasts looked.
We walked in and I could immediately tell that this would be the craziest party I had ever attended. Rap music was blaring through a large set of speakers and the space was packed. I could barely hear anything and I kept brushing against others.
To my relief, although most of the attendees were black men, I did see a few white men and women milling about as well.
Rebecca and I went into the kitchen to grab a drink. We needed to loosen up! We had arrived a little late and it was clear that everyone else was already tipsy.
I grabbed two red cups from the table and the handle of Hennessey that had been provided. I went to pour a reasonable drink for Rebecca first, but the weight of the bottle caused my wrist to falter, and I ended up dumping alcohol into her cup. It must have been at least five shots.
I picked up the cup to pour half of it into mine, but Rebecca stopped me.
"That's perfect," she said, taking a big swig of the liquor. I hadn't even added mixer!
"A little more," she said. She had chugged almost the entire cup!
"Your turn," she said. She grabbed my cup and held it to my lips. Then she poured it into my mouth. I choked on it but ended up swallowing almost everything. My eyes were burning and I was gasping for air. Rebecca put her hand on my back.
"You OK?" she asked sincerely. I caught my breath.
"Hell yeah," I said, and dumped more alcohol into each of our cups. I wanted to seem cool.
We headed back out into the main room.
The party was in full swing. All of the black men clearly knew each other. They were playing various drinking games and yelling their conversations since the music was so deafening.
The white couples were off to the side. Each one was engaged in conversation with at least one of the black men.
The moods of the white couples had some variety. I saw one couple looking very uncomfortable and sipping on their drinks quietly while replying to the black men politely. Another couple had the man looking around nervously, but the wife being very involved in the conversation.
Truth be told, I wasn't completely comfortable. I could tell that Rebecca wasn't either. But when the first black man came over to talk to us, I found myself eager to talk to him, and I actually led the conversation! I was proud of myself for being so outgoing. I guess the alcohol was working.
He was polite, asking us about ourselves and how we received an invitation. When I told him about the Target incident, he smiled knowingly, and said that was Adrian's favorite place to shop around.
"Who's Adrian?" I asked.
"You haven't met him yet?" the man replied.
I shook my head.
He beckoned to Rebecca and I. We got up and and followed him through the crowd. As we passed through, groups of black men would stop their conversation and look Rebecca up and down. I saw her glance at a couple of them and bite her lip. I put my hand on her back, ushering her along. At one point I saw a calloused black hand reach out and touch her behind. His hand managed to get to the back of her thigh and slip up into her skimpy athletic booty shorts for a quick squeeze before she moved along.
We made our way through the crowd over to two very large black men. The man who had been talking to us introduced us to them, and they gave us each a formal handshake. They seemed to barely remember Rebecca and she had to tell them her name again.
"Hey man, leave us alone for a bit," one of the men said. "Just planning it out."
The man who had brought us over nodded and led us away. We followed obediently. It took a second for the man to part his way through the crowd, and I overheard some conversation between the two men we had just been introduced to.
"She know?" the first man asked.
"I think she does. See what she's wearing?" the other man replied.
It was true... Rebecca was dressed quite provocatively, even for a party. Her shorts had ridden up a bit, and she had opted to not pull them back down, so that quite a bit of her delicious white ass was peeking out from under them.
I gave it a soft slap as I followed her through the crowd and she looked back at me with a sexy look. Her breasts were mostly concealed by her athletic tank top, but I saw them bouncing up and down to quite a high degree as she walked, due to her lack of a sports bra. She had also pulled her tank top up a bit so that her belly was exposed.
We had a pretty good time! We stayed off to the side of the room, and black men would come up and introduce themselves to us every so often. They were pretty polite, if a bit dull.
Rebecca and I got invited to participate in a game of beer pong. It was me and her versus two of the big black guys.
"Let's make it interesting," one of them said. "Loser has to take something off."
"Deal!" said Rebecca instantly.
To my surprise, we won! I hit the winning shot and the men across from us groaned. Both removed their shirts. Rebecca and I stared. They were ripped.
Alas, we lost the next game. I kept getting distracted by their bodies and I think Rebecca did too. She missed some shots by a very wide margin, making me think that she might have been doing it intentionally.
I opted to remove my shirt as well, and felt emasculated as I did. I looked nothing like the strong black men across from me.
Rebecca reached under her tank top. I thought she was going to take it off, but instead she unclasped her bra and fished it out. The men hollered and Rebecca tossed it to the other side of the table! One of the black men picked it up, swung it around his head, then hurled it into the crowd.
The bra hit another one of the black men in the face. He looked angry -- for a second, at least. After he realized it was a bra, he looked to where it had came from, and spotted the game of beer pong. He motioned to his buddies and they came to the table to watch us. For some reason, they also took their shirts off, and I felt like a little weasel amongst them.
During the next game, Rebecca would jump up and down each time she made a shot, either out of frustration if she missed, or in celebration if she sunk it. Each time she did, the men stared hungrily at her chest. I glanced over and her nipples were poking through the thin fabric. She had still not pulled her shorts down and they looked more like a thong than a pair of athletic shorts.
We lost the next game, too. I think Rebecca had made the men focus. They weren't laughing or joking around like they had been the first game. They were trying their best. Rebecca and I weren't great at beer pong, and we were very drunk by this point, so it's no surprise that we lost.
After we lost, I decided to take off my shoes and socks. I'm not sure if that was technically allowed, but no one seemed to mind. All eyes were on Rebecca.
She thought for a second, then came to a decision.
"Might helping me out of these? Not like they're doing much anyways," she said to me, looking around to her ass being almost completely exposed despite the fact that she was wearing shorts.
She didn't wait for my approval and just turned around so that her back was to the men at the other end of the table. I grabbed her athletic shorts and worked them down off of her body. For some reason, after I did, I slapped her ass, and she gave it a little shake. The men roared in approval.
She turned back around and noticed the pack of men staring at her. I think she lost her nerve for a second.
"Let's go to the kitchen," she said to me urgently.
To the dismay of the men, we did. The men booed us as we walked away.
Once we were alone, Rebecca took a few deep breaths, calming herself. She was barely wearing anything and there was a pack of horny black men in the other room.
"I can do this," I heard her whisper to herself. She took another moment to close her eyes and refocus, then opened them at me.
"Shots!" she said. We did a few shots, then she led me back out into the room.
The men had moved some furniture and a makeshift dance floor had been created. Pretty much everyone at the party was participating, with the white couples in the middle of the dance floor.
As with before, some seemed to be having the time of their lives, whereas others looked extremely uncomfortable. The dancing of the black men was very aggressive. They were jumping up and down, yelling along to the lyrics, and frequently knocking into each other and the white couples. I saw one of the husbands get pushed to the ground. His wife didn't seem to notice.
One of the black men came up behind one of the scared white wives and put his hands on her hips, beckoning her to grind with him. As he did, she yelped in surprise, and grabbed her husband. They hurried out of the party and into their car. I saw another couple follow them.
As I was watching the other couple run away, I hadn't noticed what was happening to the side of me. One of the men had enticed Rebecca to grind up against him. She had not resisted. She was pushing her ass, covered only by a thin pair of panties, into his crotch, covered up by a pair of baggy jeans. And she was loving it!
At first it was normal dirty dancing between an attractive black man and white woman. But then the man pushed her neck down gently and she bent over to shake her ass into him. It was obscene.
I found myself getting very hard and just watching the pair. I thought about helping Rebecca out of the situation, but it didn't seem like she wanted to be helped. I think she had adequately psyched herself up when we had gone to the kitchen earlier.
After I snapped out of my trance, I got back to dancing, but in front of Rebecca, while the black man had her from behind. She held my hands and danced with me like that while pushing herself back into the other man.
After a few moments, another black man came over, grabbed my shoulder, moved me out of the way, and took my spot. He moved very close to Rebecca. So Rebecca was now sandwiched by two enormous black men, both of them grinding up against her.
I looked around and saw that there was still one other white couple remaining. The woman was like Rebecca, grinding with the tall black men. The husband looked confused and hurt. He wanted to leave. His wife alternated between ignoring him or trying to calm him down while she was being molested by the men.
Must have been his first time. I remembered having similar thoughts when Rebecca first started showing her lust towards black men, but I had eventually learned my place, and knew that a girl like Rebecca needed the masculine energy of these aggressive beasts. The other man would learn in time, too.
After Rebecca and the other wife danced with many of the men, one of the ringleaders we had spoken to earlier turned the music off. A chorus of groans was heard. Rebecca detached from the men she had been dancing with and came back to hang on my arm.
"And now for the contest!" he said. He had attached a microphone to the speaker system.
"Would the fine white bitches please make their way to the front of the floor," he asked. Rebecca looked at me, shrugged, and headed towards the front. I saw her ass shake and jiggle as she did.
The only other remaining wife did, too. Her husband got so mad that he stormed out, but his wife stayed. As Rebecca made her way towards the front of the floor, she passed through a sea of hands, all trying to grope her. One tried ripping down her panties, but she pulled them back up.
The two leaders of the men showed off Rebecca and the other wife. First, he had the wives take off their shirts. They did. He told them to jump up and down with their hands above their heads. They did. My wife's tits were swinging around wildly in front of this pack of horny black men.
"Let's see some faces!" one of the leaders said. He came up behind my wife, pulled her panties aside, and stuck his finger inside of her! She had a shocked expression for a second and the crowd roared.
After she realized what was happening, she got into it, and started grinding on his finger and closing her eyes and biting her lip, trying to be as seductive as she could. Then he did the same to the other wife, who was clearly new to this, but trying her best to imitate the performance my wife had just given.
After he was finished, both of the wives had that sexual energy about them that made them seem more like things to fuck rather than compassionate human beings. Even I was looking at my wife differently.
"Ladies, we'll now lead you to your rooms," he said.
Two of the men jumped to attention and led each woman to a separate room adjacent to the main room. As Rebecca was being led away, she didn't look at me, but she did look up at the man and grab his package. But he threw her into the room forcefully and closed the door.
The men began taking their wallets out and waving money in front of the ringleader that had just fingered my wife. He snatched the money from one of the men.
"Davion, you're first!" he said.
Davion walked over to my wife's room and opened the door. I couldn't see what was inside. Then he closed it and I could hear the click of the lock.
I went and pressed my ear against the door to try and hear what was happening. I heard the rustling of a belt buckle being undone, then the sound of pants dropping to the floor. There was a muffled exclamation from my wife, then footsteps.
I heard slurping and sucking noises. Occasionally a groan of approval from Davion. Then a long groan. I guess he had finished.
As the door opened, I tried to muscle my way past Davion and into the room. But he was about twice my size.
"Gotta pay to enter there, buddy," he said, blocking my way and closing the door behind him. I tried to open it but it was still locked. I knocked on the door but Rebecca didn't open it.
The ringleader had the key. So I joined the frenzy of men waving cash at the ringleader. This was so ridiculous, she was my wife, and I had to pay. But I wanted to make sure she was safe.
Two men got into the room before me. I couldn't hear what was happening because I was trying to get inside myself. But the ringleader seemed to be ignoring me.
"Hey!" I shouted at him. He looked over at me with amusement.
"Gonna need to see a whole lot more than that," he said dismissively.
I fished into my wallet and pulled out a couple more $20 bills, then tried again.
"All of it," he commanded. So I took all of the cash out from my wallet and gave it to him. It must have been over five hundred dollars.
The man finally came out of the room with a happy look on his face, and immediately another man tried to enter. But the ringleader left the stage and walked over.
"Wait!" he barked at the man. The man stood aside.
"White boy gets five minutes," he said, opening the door for me. How polite!
I walked in and Rebecca was on the ground with her legs spread. She had cum on her face and some of it was dripping out of her pussy.
"Babe!" she said happily, and beckoned me over. I stood above her, a little disappointed.
"Oh, don't be like that," she said. "Come help me out."
I got down onto the floor and began undoing my belt buckle.
"No, no, not like that," she said. "Come here."
I crawled over and laid on top of her and we embraced for a moment. Then she started pushing my head down to her pussy.
I resisted, but she kept pushing.
"Please, babe?" she begged. So I did it. I put my face in between her legs and started licking. I tried to find her clit, but there was so much semen that I wasn't sure if I did. She was moaning regardless.
The initial taste of the semen was repulsive, but after my taste buds adjusted, I founded myself having some fun. I liked eating her out when I was drunk.
Each time I would put my tongue in her pussy, I would get some semen in my mouth. I swallowed it hungrily. I sort of lost myself in the experience, trying to get her nice and clean for the next man. I was in a trance.
"Time's up!" the man barked from outside. He opened the door immediately and peered in. Then he erupted in laughter.
"Yo, look at this!" he shouted to the crowd. I saw a bunch of faces peer in. I felt vulnerable.
"Little man knows what he's doing," he said. "Alright, who's next!"
The next man came in and shoved me out of the way. He didn't bother closing the door, and the men that had already paid the ringleader all started funneling in and undressing. Soon my wife and I were surrounded by a group of naked black bodies.



The first man who had entered laid down and pushed me off of my wife. Then he climbed on top of her. This man, unlike most of the other men, was quite fat and large. He appeared to be crushing my wife, but he didn't seem to care. He unleashed his urges onto her in a frenzy and I saw his face convulse. He was cumming inside of her.
As he got off, for reasons I can't explain, I found myself rolling over to lick her pussy and swallow as much cum as I could, before the next man shoved me off and had his way with my wife.
This continued for a couple of hours. Each of the men had their way with my wife while I watched in awe and cleaned up afterwards.
The group finally finished up. The sun was rising. Rebecca and I got up, and I helped her out to the car. She was limping and cum was dripping down her leg, despite my best efforts to get her completely clean before we left. There was just too much.
When we finally got into the car and were safe, she spoke.
"I can't believe they offered to pay me. I would have paid *them* for that!" she said.
I opted to not mention the $500 I had given the ringleader just to enter the room.
Rebecca and I would attend a couple more parties like this in the coming months.
Each time, without my wife knowing, I would pay the ringleader $1,000 just for the opportunity to be there.
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The gym Rebecca goes to has a personal trainer named Chris. She had told me all about how he was sort of a celebrity. Amongst the suburban white women, a tall and muscular black personal trainer like him was in high demand.
His schedule was always booked solid, though Rebecca had mentioned that she never had any trouble making an appointment with him. They had become friends.
I decided to tag along with Rebecca to the gym one day. She had been hassling me about how I was letting myself go. It was true. I had been working nonstop and eating pretty poorly. On my skinny frame, a gut looked quite bad. I wanted to look good for my wife.
The training day went OK. My wife did her routine and I played around with some of the machines and free weights.
I felt a little weird in the gym. All of the men, even the older ones, were stronger than me. A few had tried hitting on Rebecca, but she had fended them off. During the conversations, she would point at me, probably indicating that I was her husband. The other men looked surprised that a woman like her would be with a guy like me, but they respected her wishes.
About halfway through, Rebecca stopped working out and went to the massage area of the gym. She had a weekly subscription to the massage services and it just so happened I had chosen to accompany her on the day she was scheduled to receive a massage.
After she finished up, we met in the common area and headed to the locker room to change. The locker rooms at the gym are private, meaning one person or a couple can use them at once, although there are many lockers for gym goers to store their belongings.
We entered our locker room and I assumed Rebecca did something to make it clear that the room was in use. Apparently she did not, and a man walked in, startling me.
"Chris! What the fuck!" my wife said, holding a towel up to conceal her naked body. Chris had somehow caught us at the worst time, right in the middle of us changing. I quickly pulled up my underwear to conceal myself.
Chris looked equally startled.
"Shit, sorry, sorry!" he said, covering shielding his eyes and looking down immediately.
"Mind if I go over there? I gotta get out of her quick and all my stuff is in here," he said, gesturing towards the other side of the locker room.
There was partition in the middle that separated the room in half. His locker was on the other side, so we could both change separately, even though there was no full divider.
"Yes, go," my wife said, rolling her eyes at me.
Chris hurried over to the other side without looking up. Seemed like a good enough guy.
We heard him open his locker and begin undressing. I started to put my clothes on. My wife dropped her towel and reached for her clothes, but got distracted by a text on her phone. So she was standing there naked checking her phone.
"Hey, either of you have Marinda today?" Chris yelled over the divider. Miranda was one of the newer employees who had just started a few weeks ago.
"Yes, I did," my wife replied, without looking up from her phone.
Chris popped around the corner of the divider wearing just a towel around his waist. She had her back to the divider and I was facing it. I saw his eyes instinctively drop to admire her ass. He couldn't take his eyes off it. My wife just swiveled her head around to look at him, without turning around or covering up, so that her behind was still exposed to his gaze. I found myself looking at his body, wishing I was strong like him.
"Yes? What?" my wife said, clearly a little annoyed. She had noticed that Chris was looking. Chris seemed friendly but also sort of like a pest.
He finally looked up.
"She's new, you know. She did a terrible job on me," he said.
"Oh? How can you tell?" my wife said, a little interested. She had actually been complaining about her massage a few minutes earlier.
"Tight glutes. May I?" he said, gesturing abstractly towards my wife.
"May you what?" she said hesitantly, putting her phone down and paying attention, but still not turning her body around to face Chris. I guess she preferred him seeing her backside rather than her breasts.
"Check your glutes. If possible, you can check mine too," he suggested, in what seemed to be a joking way.
My wife looked back at me with a mixture of surprise and annoyance.
"Uh, thanks, Chris, but no thanks. Bye," said my wife dismissively, as she walked over to me.
Chris put his hands up, as if to say no harm done. "No problem," he said with a smile. I couldn't deny he was a charming guy, if a bit annoying.
Once he retreated to his side of the divider, my wife whispered to me.
"So?" she said.
"So what?" I replied.
"Think it's a good idea?" she said, shaking her body back and forth tentatively. Despite her cold reply to Chris I could tell she was interested.
"I'm going to be pissed off all week if my massage sucked," she continued, stretching her body a little and wincing.
"You know he does this sort of stuff for a living. What do you think?" she said, not looking at me directly, still feeling around her body for places of tightness. Chris was a personal trainer, but I guess he had massage experience too?
"Uh, up to you I guess," I said, not really knowing how to respond. I was a little caught off guard, as I thought she had turned him down and that was that.
"Let's just see," she said, and turned around to walk over to the divider. I was about to exclaim but it was too late. She went into view of Chris not wearing anything.
"You know Chris, let's just see. Come, come," she said, gesturing him over to our side again.
"You can put a towel on, please," she continued. Chris appeared and walked over to our side still wearing nothing but a towel. Had she just seen him naked?
He stopped and just sort of stood there, not approaching my wife. I could tell he felt a little awkward.
"So, we don't have any equipment here, but I can perform a basic check no problem, if you want. Please, come stand here," he said, motioning next to him.
My wife walked over at his command, still not wearing anything.
"Okay. I'm going to start now. Basically, if my hands feel good, then the massage was not completed correctly," he said.
He walked up to my wife so that he was inches from her, facing her. He moved his hands around behind her and pressed his fingers into the side of her buttocks, feeling for a pressure point. He wasn't groping her but his hands were all over her ample behind. His muscular frame was essentially wrapped around her.
"Oh!" gasped my wife.
"Feel something?" he said.
"Yes, right there, exactly there," she said. I saw her body relax.
"No problem. Shouldn't take more than a minute. This isn't a complete massage, but it'll last you until next week, when you can get someone other than Miranda, hopefully," he said with a laugh.
"Hah, yeah," said my wife. She wasn't really paying attention to the words, just the sensations from his hands on her plump buttocks. I started getting aroused, just staring. I was watching another man massage my wife and I was enjoying it.
Chris had to reach down in order to get to where he needed to be. When he tried to reach lower to scoop her buttocks into a firm hold to perform some sort of massage technique, he had to readjust his legs, and his towel fell to the floor.
"Oh! No problem," said my wife. She bent down to retrieve the towel and her face was very briefly next to Chris's extremely erect cock. My wife put a hand on his hip, right near his groin area, to stabilize herself. Then she picked up the towel and stood up. I think I may have seen her stabilizing hand brush over his penis, but I couldn't see for sure.
He took the towel from her hand and tied it around his waist. I now noticed that his bulging member could be easily seen through the cotton towel. His penis was pressed against my wife, though through the fabric of the towel.
"Almost done. Now, please relax again," he said.
She did. He continued his massage of her buttocks, wrapping his arms around her and taking his time, but also not doing any overt groping.
His actions seemed to be having an effect, because my wife was leaning into him, with one hand gripped to his bicep to keep herself from falling over. She was pressed firmly against him as he did his work. In fact, it sort of looked like my wife was the one being unprofessional, not Chris.
After about a minute he released my wife and pulled away from her, putting his hands on her shoulders so she didn't fall down.
"All set. How's that?" he said.
"So much better. Thank you, Chris," she said, as she bent down to finally retrieve her clothing. I saw Chris involuntarily bite his lip as he admired her backside.
"Anything for me?" he said, grinning sheepishly. She turned back around to look at him, then down to the outline of his penis through his towel, then back up again.
"No, I think you're good for now. Thanks though!" she said dismissively, as she turned around again, ignoring him. He turned away, rejected, and went back to his side. My wife dressed quickly and we left quickly without seeing him again.
"Yeesh! What a hassle," my wife said as we were on our way out the door. She was wearing a short sundress. I couldn't help but admire the sway of her hips as we walked by the front desk. Her assets were quite remarkable.
I caught myself after a moment and looked up: the man behind the front desk was doing the same as me. He gave me a nod, out of respect I think. He probably didn't know what had just occurred a moment before.
Once we were in the car, I turned to her.
"Had your fun?" I asked, trying to play it cool, but still show my disapproval.
"Oh, yes. Thank you sweetie. I'm glad you got to meet Chris. He's harmless as a fly," she said, as she curled in the passenger seat and rested her head against my shoulder.
"Yeah, he's alright. A little irritating," I said, as I started the car and turned to drive home.
---
Three weeks later my wife came home with another story.
"Ugh, I had Miranda again," she said as she walked in the door.
I looked over from the couch. I was in my boxers drinking a beer. I had started slacking on my fitness again.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Yeah," she replied. "Luckily Chris was able to help me out again," she continued, as she tossed her keys on the table.
I knew what that meant and groaned internally.
"He wanted to give you another massage?" I replied.
"Well, no," she explained. "He said he was afraid he would get in trouble. But I gave him puppy eyes and he agreed to come into the locker room and help me out."
"That's cool," I replied curtly.
She didn't seem to notice my tone.
"Yeah, I need to be honest about something, just right away so I'm not thinking about it for the rest of the night. Once he agreed, he changed his mood a little bit and insisted on not wearing a towel when he was massaging me. Said it was some sort of cotton allergy. So his, you know, was sort of right there," she said, waiting to see my reaction.
"Great," I said sarcastically. Now she picked up on the tone.
"Oh, no, sweetie. Don't worry. Nothing happened," she explained. "I didn't want his, you know, thing, rubbing all over me as he massaged my ass, so I held it down with both hands so it wouldn't brush against me at all."
She reached to pick up my beer and took a long sip to collect her thoughts.
"I think he expected something, because of what I was doing, but I promise you nothing happened. He finished on my behind and I let go and that was that. That reminds me, I need to wash my hands," she said, getting up abruptly.
"Yeah, please do!" I shouted as she ran to the bathroom. Surely she meant that he had finished his massage on her behind.
Once she was done, she poured herself a glass of wine and sat down beside me.
"You know, I've been thinking about trying the sauna. Apparently it helps reduce injury after a workout," she said as she sat down.
"With Chris?" I asked.
"He might be there," she said, taking a sip of wine.
"Well alright," I said.
And that was that.
The next time Rebecca went to the gym, she came home covered in sweat.
"Oh my goodness!" she said as she opened the front door.
"The sauna is crazy! It must have been 100 degrees in there!" she continued, rushing to the fridge to get a glass of water. She gulped it down.
"Did it feel good?" I asked.
"Very," she replied.
"Was Chris there?" I asked. I don't know why I asked that, but I did. She looked at me with a twinkle in her eye.
"He was," she said.
"And you two were naked?" I asked. My curiosity was getting the better of me.
"We were," she said.
I didn't say anything.
"It was funny. Two of the other women, Sarah and Jenny, knew that we were in there together," she said. "When I walked out, they gave me the dirtiest looks, and tried to catch a glimpse of Chris naked. But I closed the door quick."
"That is funny," I said. I guess it was, kind of.
"So what was it like?" I asked, trying to move the conversation away from Chris.
"Oh, he didn't touch me today. He was just sitting up against the wall with his eyes closed. Though, his penis was kinda hard. Even though he wasn't looking at me, I think he knew I was looking at him," she said. "It was so thick and long, babe, even though it wasn't completely upright. You know how you get after a workout. All of the blood circulating around..."
Then she stopped, realizing she had answered a completely different question to the one I had asked.
"Oh, the sauna. Yes, yes, it was good. It was so hot though! I have never sweat like that before," she explained.
"Mm," I replied.
Rebecca and I sort of got into a rhythm where she would come home from the gym and tell me about what happened in the sauna.
For a few weeks, nothing really happened. Though, they did progress to talking to each other while they were in there.
Rebecca got bolder, and when she went in, she started sitting closer and closer to Chris.
Still, he never made a move. Rebecca told me all about how she tried to tempt him. Even with the two of them sitting right next to each other, he never initiated contact. He probably wanted to keep his job.
But, of course, something did finally happen. You can't leave a man like Chris and a woman like Rebecca in the same room together without it being an inevitability.
Rebecca lied to him and said that she had received a massage from Miranda. This was untrue; she specifically requests anyone other than Miranda.
So, Chris agreed to massage her buttocks. As he massaged her, Rebecca held his penis in both of her hands.
As he started focusing on the massage, Rebecca started slowly sliding her hands up and down.
Once something like that actually happens -- a woman starts to touch a man in certain places -- the willpower of the man usually evaporates. And that's what happened with Rebecca and Chris. As soon as she managed to get her hands on him, he slowly stopped massaging her until he was just enjoying the sensations.
Rebecca gave him a handjob to completion. As he came, she got down onto her knees and let him cum all over her face and breasts. She said she wanted to take a picture for me, but phones weren't allowed in the sauna due to the humidity not agreeing with the electronics. I could picture it well enough.
You would think that Chris would have been happy after that. But he wasn't.
"He was pissed off," Rebecca explained. "Said I seduced him. Said he was going to get fired. Then he stormed out."
Rebecca and Chris didn't have any contact for weeks. He didn't come to the sauna anymore, and when they did see each other, he gave her a polite nod, but nothing more.
Rebecca was starting to lose hope, until she received some news from Jenny, one of her friends at the gym.
"He broke up with his girlfriend," she told me. "Five years. He's devestated. She cheated on him. Can you believe it?"
I frankly couldn't believe it, but I guess things like that happen.
"I have a plan," she said to me slyly.
"Do tell," I said, as I reached over to grab her ass. She nuzzled up close to me as I groped her.
"I'm going to walk in on him like he did to us," she explained. "In the locker room, remember?"
I did remember, of course. It was constantly on my mind.
"I'll try to record it on my phone for you," she continued.
"Think it'll work?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "But I'd like to find out."
Rebecca dressed in her sexiest athletic apparel for the big day. I didn't see how a man could resist something like that. It would certainly test his willpower.
As she left for the gym, I grabbed a beer and waited for her video call. The anticipation was killing me.
At long last, I received a FaceTime video call from Rebecca. I answered it, but the screen was dark. I think she had put her phone in her purse.
I heard her finish up a conversation with a woman, then begin walking. I heard the curtain of the changing room be brushed aside.
"Oh!" Rebecca exclaimed. "I'm sorry. Could I change over there?"
"Fine," I heard Chris say.
There was no conversation for about a minute. Rebecca fished the phone out of her purse and placed it on the far side of the locker room so that the middle of the locker room and her side of the partition was visible to me.
She looked into the screen briefly and gave me a wink. She was naked. After she put the phone down, I saw her walk to the middle of the room and look over onto Chris's side.
"Hey, I heard what happened," she said.
There was mumbling from Chris.
"Oh, you poor thing. Need a hug?" she continued.
I didn't hear what Chris said, but I saw him appear in the middle of the room alongside her. He just had a pair of white boxers on.
She gave him a big hug and they genuinely embraced. It looked like he was torn up from the breakup. His eyes were red. Was he crying?
"Here, come over here, let's talk about it," said Rebecca, and sat down on the bench. Chris sat down alongside her, very close to her.
They talked for a few moments. Chris told her all about his ex and how he had planned to marry her. While he told her, Rebecca rubbed his leg and had one arm around his back.
"You poor thing," she said, leaning further into him. As she did, she let her hand brush against his penis through his boxers.
"Oops!" she said. Chris grinned.
"No, it's alright. You can if you want to, I guess" he said.
Rebecca didn't say anything. She just started rubbing him through his boxers.
"Bet a big man like you needs a woman now more than ever," she said. Chris grunted.
Rebecca made her move and removed his boxers. As they slid down his legs, his erect penis came into view. It was quite impressive and fit his big built frame perfectly. Rebecca smiled wide as she saw it.
She began stroking it up and down slowly with both hands, just as she had in the sauna about a month earlier. Chris reached around her backside with one hand to grope her breast as she did. His other hand was on the bench stabilizing himself, probably trying to not fall over.
After giving him a series of slow strokes and making his healthy cock as large as it could be, she removed one hand to check if she was wet. I would imagine that she was dripping.
After she checked herself, she kept one hand on his cock, then expertly moved over to straddle him. She inserted his big black meat into her fresh white pussy and lowered herself onto him. I saw her eyes briefly roll into the back of her head as she did. Then she regained her composure.
"That good?" she asked in a soft, seductive, and feminine voice.
Chris didn't reply. He reached his hands around to grab Rebecca's big white butt. He had both of her cheeks in a strong grip and I think I saw his fingers playing with her ass. She moved her chest forward to entice Chris to suck her breasts, and he did. Rebecca tried to keep up her sweet talk, but Chris was consuming her, and she was having trouble staying focused.



They stayed like this for a few minutes, with Chris's long cock pressed deep inside my wife, and his hands and mouth enjoying her parts. He would occassionally thrust, or Rebecca would slide up and down. They were mostly reveling in the sensations.
Finally, Chris spoke.
"Good bitch," he said.
"I'm your bitch?" said my wife happily.
"Hell yeah. Good white bitch," he said, then started sucking on her breasts again. Rebecca threw her head back in delight. Chris started bouncing her up and down on his cock and Rebecca whipped her hair side to side as he did. Finally, she had him! I pressed the record button on my phone. I couldn't help it.
Suddenly, Chris got up and wrapped Rebecca in his arms. He started fucking her while standing up! Rebecca had always wanted me to do that, but I had never been strong enough to.
As he did, Rebecca let out a loud moan.
"Shut the fuck up bitch!" growled Chris. She looked at him apologetically.
He positioned her up against the locker. One of his strong arms was wrapped around her, holding her up. The other was over her mouth to prevent any more outbursts.
He started driving into her, slamming her against the locker with his motions. I heard her trying to moan, but the sounds were muffled because of Chris's hand. I don't think she could help herself.
At long last, Chris tensed up. I couldn't see much of Rebecca because of how the phone camera was positioned. All I could really see was his muscular back and buttocks, and I caught glimpses of his big black balls swinging and hitting Rebecca as he thrusted.
He tensed all of his muscles and ejaculated. Rebecca did, too. She screamed, and Chris pushed his hand against her mouth violently.
After he had finished, he placed her back down on the bench and walked back over to his side. She laid down on the bench in ecstacy.
A few moments later, Chris reappeared on her side of the locker room, fully clothed. He had his phone in his hand. I heard the shutter of the camera click a few times.
"You gossip about this with any of the other women, I tell your husband," he stated.
"No! Please don't," said my wife, playing into his fantasy.
He ignored her.
"In fact, bitch," he said. "I'm going to have to any time you're here. Understand?"
She nodded, acting scared.
"Good," he said, and walked out of the locker room. Rebecca came over to her phone and turned off the video call.
Chris ended up not getting into a new relationship for quite some time.
He used my wife as his play thing whenever she was at the gym.
Rebecca said that judging by how friendly he had gotten with some of the other wives in public, it was highly likely that he was giving the same treatment to many of the other white wives.
I wondered if their husbands knew... the things that happen at the gym when you're not around!
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Rebecca hadn't been herself lately. She was smiling less and from time to time I heard her weeping for seemingly no reason at all.
She wouldn't tell me what was wrong. She kept saying I couldn't understand.
Even our Saturday night arrangements were affected. When the group of black men came over to ravage her violently, she usually let them have their way with her as they please. And she usually loves it. It puts her in a good mood for the entire week.
But now she seemed to be getting bored of them. During their sessions, she was far less vocal, and the next day, she was back to tears.
It's not like the Saturday night sessions had died down in terms of ferocity. (I still didn't know how she could take so many of those big strong black men for hours at a time.)
Rather the opposite. Rebecca had started motivating the men to be even more violent and aggressive with her. As they were pounding her with all of their might, she would insult them and make them furious. (The police questioned me about it after a noise complaint was made, but I explained the situation to them, and after sharing a laugh at my expense, they left in a hurry.)
One day I heard her crying in the bathroom. I knocked lightly on the door.
"Can I come in, honey?" I asked.
"Yes," she said softly.
Rebecca was leaning against a wall and her mascara was smeared all over her face. I sat down next to her.
"Want to talk about it?" I asked.
"I miss them," she replied.
"Miss who?" I said.
"Them," she said.
"On the island," she continued.
I nodded my head.
"The guys that come over, they're not real," she said. "They're not like them."
There was quite a distinction between the two. Although the men we invited over to our home every Saturday were thuggish and large and strong, they were civilized to some degree. They weren't complete animals like the men on the African island had been.
"Can we go?" she asked. "Can we go back?"
I just put my arm around her. She leaned into me and resumed her tears.
"I miss them so much, sweetie," she said.
"I know, I know," I said softly as I ran my fingers down her hair.
The conversation could have stopped there but for some reason I felt like I had left an awkward silence.
"It's dangerous, you know that," I reasoned.
"But you'll protect me," she whispered. The words barely made it out of her mouth.
"I will," I replied, wanting to comfort her. She had a long cry on my shoulder and eventually managed to get up and out of the bathroom.
The next Saturday, the men didn't come over. They usually came over at 8 PM and stayed until 3 or 4 AM. The clock struck nine and I got up to check in on Rebecca.
"No show?" I asked.
Rebecca was on the bed and under the covers.
"I didn't want them," she said miserably. "They're not the same."
I walked over to the edge of the bed and stood there. I didn't want to get too far into her personal space at such a vulnerable time.
She peeked her head out of the covers, saw me, then kneeled on the bed and walked on all fours over to me.
"Can we go?" she asked softly, in the most innocent voice she could muster.
"I don't know, honey..." I replied. I knew I couldn't protect her from an entire island of African savages and we would be completely at their mercy if we returned.
"Can we at least look?" she asked. I agreed, because I had actually gone to AirBNB and other rental sites to see if there were any rentals available on the island. There weren't.
So we hopped on the computer and looked around. Rebecca took the lead. She came to the same discovery as me: there were no rentals available on the island anywhere.
But then she zoomed the map out, which I had not done. There were one single rental available on the mainland. Rebecca clicked it.
The listing had a few pictures of the residence, which was OK, but nothing spectacular. They had also included a few pictures of tribal African men on the listing. To abide by the terms of the website, the men were obviously clothed. But you knew what they were trying to imply.
We looked at the description.
"Cheap price close to boat call for info!!" it read. Usually listings for vacation rentals were longer. I guess this one sort of booked itself.
We Googled the address and it was apparently a new getaway spot that had been established within the past year. The website didn't give much information, but said that they catered specifically to white couples, in very discreet language. We could read between the lines.
Rebecca grabbed the mouse and started booking a trip for next weekend.
"Wait, what are you doing?" I asked.
"We need to go," she replied, not looking at me.
"Whoa now," I said, putting my hand on hers to stop the mouse from clicking.
She shook me off and got up angrily. She started shouting at me. She never does that.
"I need this, okay!?," she screamed. After her emotional outburst her face changed and she started sobbing.
"I'm so sorry," she said. "It's just so hard."
"I know, sweetie," I said. We held each other in a warm embrace for a few minutes.
When Rebecca gets all lovey-dovey with me, I fall for her all over again. She was sad and this would make her happy, I told myself. I found that my arm was reaching over to the mouse. I finished the checkout process and confirmed our trip.
Rebecca looked up and saw the screen. She stared at it for a second, reading it. Then her eyes lit up and she broke into a big smile.
"Really?!" she asked me excitedly.
"Really," I said in a fatherly tone. I liked taking care of her any way I could.
The next week passed slowly for me. The anticipation of our getaway was immense. I found myself packing and re-packing my suitcase constantly, imagining what might happen. I ended up packing the basics: clothing, toiletries, snacks, and two large containers of vaseline, just in case.
Rebecca was in a bubbly mood all week, finally coming out of her bout of depression. That made me happy.
The day finally arrived and we took our flight to Africa. Once there, we took a private car all the way to the rental location. This residence wasn't private like the last one was, and I wondered if anyone else would be staying there.
We arrived and a large fat black woman with dreads came out to greet us.
"Welcome!" she exclaimed, and gave us both hugs.
"We hope you enjoy your stay. I will lead you to your room," she said in a thick African accent.
"Anyone else on the property?" I asked. She looked back.
"No, they have all gone to the island already," she replied with a small smile. Was she trying not to laugh at me? It was almost dark out, so I was wondering when they'd be back.
Rebecca and I went to sleep shortly after. We were exhausted from our travels.
Rebecca shook me awake the next morning. She was already dressed in her favorite yellow one-piece swimsuit.
(That's a real picture of her wearing it on the cover!)
"How do I look?" she asked.
"Amazing," I replied. It was true. The swimsuit displayed her fit bubble butt a good amount of cleavage. It wasn't slutty, but it was certainly provocative.
I hadn't had coffee yet but I was suddenly wide awake after remembering where we were and what we were about to do. I jumped up and got dressed myself.
I felt excited. I grabbed my bag and we headed downstairs in a hurry.
In my head, I knew I couldn't stop the savages against Rebecca, and I knew Rebecca didn't want me to. But I figured I could at least keep her lubricated with the vaseline so they didn't do too much damage to her. At least that's what I told myself.
We walked to the boat that would take us a few miles off the coast to reach the island. We boarded the ship and Rebecca was giddy with excitement. My heart was pounding as well. We had many interracial cuckold experiences over the years, but nothing had topped the original primal awakening.
The island came into view. As we got closer and closer, I started to begin to make out shapes on the beach. It appeared there were people there to greet us when we landed. Rebecca was clinging to my arm tightly.
As we approached, the shapes became more clear. There seemed to be about a dozen Africans on the beach, as well as two other white couples. As soon as they noticed the boat arriving, a few Africans came to stand on the shoreline and greet us. My goodness... they were large creatures! Each one was very tall and shredded from head to toe with lean muscle.
The captain docked the boat in the sand. As soon as he did, Rebecca and I moved to step out, but were cut off by splashing of water. I looked up and four huge Africans were bounding towards us. When they got to us, two of them picked me up, and two of them picked Rebecca up. They ran with us to the beach and slammed us down on the ground. One of the men flipped Rebecca onto her stomach, sat with his pelvis against her backside, and started to rip her shoulder straps down.
Just as he did, I heard a sharp whistle. A man emerged from the forest and walked onto the beach commandingly. The men looked up at him obediently and the man on top of Rebecca temporarily paused. The alpha male barked an order in an African language and the man got off of Rebecca, then two of them helped us stand back up. Rebecca had her straps off and her large breasts were out on display. She didn't bother pulling the straps back up.
I brushed the sand off my swimsuit and stood to attention with Rebecca. I think I saw her push her chest out to entice the new African who had just presented himself.
"Welcome," the alpha male said, as he bowed. We both instinctively bowed back. This man did not have a strong accent, so we had no trouble understanding him.
"I am Zaire," he said. I didn't say anything.
"I'm Rebecca!" said Rebecca, walking towards him to shake his hand. My wife is bold!
Zaire took Rebecca's hand and gave it a kiss.
"And you?" asked Zaire, gesturing towards me. As he looked into my eyes I instinctively looked down.
"Uh, Andy," I said. I shook his hand and he almost crushed my bones with his grip strength.
"Come with me," he said, and led us into the forest. Rebecca followed close behind him and I tagged along after her.
Zaire showed us the new tourist part of the island. It wasn't much. Just a few huts, a fire pit, and some makeshift storage containers.
"We opened for business about a year ago," he explained. "This might surprise you, but you two were the inspiration."
What?
"You remember Deshaune, I'd imagine. The leader of the pack that had their way with your wife while she was here. He told me of a young white couple with a gorgeous female, who had first resisted, but ended up submitting to them. He got your names from the identification cards you left on the beach. I was very excited to see your names on the guest list once more."
We stood there in shock.
"Rebecca, you caused an uprising amongst the men. The black women that you saw here before are now gone. The story of you two got around and unleashed something within the men. The women were killed or taken within an inch of their lives," he continued.
Rebecca reached over and grabbed my hand.
"A new system is in place. The exiled men work. If they do enough work, they are allowed to come to the beach, where you will be during the day. This keeps them under control," he said.
Sounded like a very motivational workflow.
"For now, I must tend to a matter on a different part of the island. But I will be seeing you soon," he said, as he looked directly into Rebecca's eyes. I glanced down at her and she was smitten, staring back at him. She liked him! I have to admit that Zaire was quite an attractive individual, both strong and beautiful.
We showed ourselves back to the beach and sat down to enjoy the tropical climate. I was expecting it to... begin, you know? But none of the Africans came over to us.
Instead, they had their attention on the other couples at the beach. Both were white, like us. I noticed a common theme amongst all the couples. The men were weak and shrimpy while the women were objects of true desire. Both of the other wives had very large breasts and buttocks. They were not as skinny or fit as Rebecca was, but I couldn't help but imagine what their bodies would look like with one of the wild Africans deep inside them.
Alas, nothing was really happening. Rebecca and I were off to the side. The other two couples and the pack of Africans were seated a bit further away, with the husband next to the wife, and the Africans surrounding them. I looked over and it seemed like they were just enjoying the beach, like us. None of the Africans were touching either of the couples and some were even seated fairly far away.
This was a strange start, considering what had happened when the boat first showed up. Rebecca was fidgety and kept looking over at the pack, trying to get their attention. None of the gargantuan black Africans would even look at her, though.
We enjoyed our day of leisure at the beach regardless. I tried to relax but the tension was high.
At what I would estimate to be 4 PM, Zaire came back. As he emerged from the forest, gave a whistle, and everyone on the beach snapped to his attention. He again barked some orders at the barbaric pack of African men and they retreated into the forest, away from the vulnerable white couples, in silence.
Zaire gathered us around in a circle.
"First, a welcome to our new guests," he said.
The white women looked over at us and happily met our gaze and gave us a nod. The husbands looked down and didn't make eye contact. One was scratching in the sand with a stick.
"So, thoughts, expectations, wants... anything?" he asked.
Rebecca's hand shot up.
"I thought this was more of an... interactive island?" he asked.
Zaire smiled.
"It is," he explained. "Today is your first day. We allow you to enjoy the island and its beauty without too much distraction."
One of the husbands looked over at us and I accidentally met his gaze. We both pretended it didn't happen.
Rebecca was looking at Zaire, expecting more.
"Tomorrow there will be more. Each day is a progression, until the final event. Tonight you will get some rest in peace; I am sure you all had long travels to get here," he said.
I was expecting to go back to the mainland each night, but Zaire got up and the rest of the group followed him expectantly. I guess we were staying on the island. I actually hadn't checked that. I had just assumed we'd go back every night after having some fun in the sunshine. I guess I could have asked. Oh well.
So I followed the group. Zaire led us to the huts that I had seen earlier in the day. We had a tent to ourselves and we were alone. For now.
"Exciting, isn't it?" Rebecca opened with, not looking at me. Her eyes were wandering, clearly imagining what the next day might hold.
"It is," I said. I couldn't believe Zaire was leading us on like this!
Rebecca and I were quite tired, and fell asleep shortly. There was plenty of room for us. The huts seemed almost too big? There were benches on three of the four sides, and each one accommodated both of us with plenty of room to spare. We snuggled up next to each other and fell asleep as soon as our heads hit the pillows.
The next day we were awoken to some sort of the sound of a loud horn. We rubbed our eyes, got dressed, and headed out, not knowing what to expect.
Zaire was waiting for us in the area between the huts and the other couples had already assembled. I had the thought flash to my mind that I wish Rebecca would be punished for arriving late.
But it didn't happen. Zaire greeted us and we exchanged pleasantries.
"Today, we begin your initiation," he explained. "Take in the beach and enjoy yourselves like yesterday. Some of the men may be with you, but you will be left alone for the most part."
We headed to the beach, laid out our things, and started relaxing. All of the couples kept a respectable distance between each other. We still hadn't spoken and the premise of the situation made things a little awkward.
As the day progressed, more and more men came out of the forest to sit with us. Their chiseled African bodies were glistening with sweat and we could tell they had put in a good day of manual labor for the good of the community.
Although the men sat close to us, they did not touch us. We tried to converse with them but they spoke no English.
Rebecca and I found ourselves getting very horny. The men were so close to us, and their large black cocks were fully erect, and yet each one was displaying uncanny restraint. None of the white couples were being assaulted by these African savages.
Rebecca eventually got very frustrated at their lack of action and turned to me.
"Fuck me?" she asked directly.
I didn't reply and simply removed my swimsuit. She removed hers, and I mounted her in the missionary position.
Within seconds, we were lost in our lust, and not paying attention to our surroundings. I didn't notice that the two Africans that had been sitting near us had approached us.
The first African came over and sat slightly above Rebecca's head. He stroked her hair kindly and let her suck on his fingers.
The second African had come up behind me, which I did not expect. He put his finger near my rectal opening and pushed gently. I was initially shocked and repulsed by the intrusion, but my bodily instincts overtook me, and I realized it felt quite good to be inside Rebecca while his finger was inside of me. I ended up enjoying Rebecca with even more pleasure. He toyed with my behind while the other African stroked Rebecca lovingly, gave her something to suck on, and nuzzled his head against her.
I wasn't sure what was happening exactly, but I knew I was enjoying the experience. The chance of us seeing anyone on the island in our day-to-day lives with minimal, I calculated. So I let myself enjoy it and found myself regretting not getting involved with Rebecca's type of men earlier.
I was stimulated in two ways: once by Rebecca's prime kitty, and once by the large African man having his way with my behind. Rebecca had never put her finger in there... this was brand new! I really liked it and made a mental note to request it from Rebecca when we got back home. Though I'm not sure her petite fingers would be quite as exciting as the meaty sticks that the Africans had...
Anyways, we finished up pretty quick, and I had an explosive orgasm. Rebecca had cum as well. We laid back and fell asleep. When we woke, nothing had changed, except there were now four Africans around us. It seemed the longer the day went on, the more Africans that stormed the beach. I peeked over and saw the two other white couples engaging in similar activities as we had earlier, and the African men performing similar acts on the husband and the wife. The scene made me so aroused that I woke Rebecca up and jumped on top of her, and suddenly all three white couples were engaging in sexual relations with the savage African men watching and participating from the sidelines.
After we had all finished, Zaire emerged from the forest, and the African men once again scurried off out of sight.
The dynamic between us all was amazing. The Africans could, in theory, do anything they wanted to us. But the threat of Zaire seemed to keep them under control. After all, why hadn't they had their way with Rebecca (and maybe me, if they were into that) on sight?
We would later learn that the men risked death if they ignored the rules for travelers that Zaire had set forth. Multiple men had already been executed after raping the wives without permission, and the rest had fallen into line after those occurrences.
"Enjoy yourselves today?" he asked the group.
The women nodded yes and the men looked down. Though I didn't want to admit it, I had enjoyed today immensely, especially because of the new experience. I had always heard that anal was good, but had never tried it. I guess this had been the introduction. I had a feeling the other men felt similarly.



"Get some sleep," he said. "Tomorrow is brand new."
I wasn't sure what that meant, but we obeyed his orders and went to bed.
The next day was more of the same, except the large muscular African men surrounding us now had permission to pleasure themselves at the sight of us.
Both when Rebecca and I were and weren't fucking, the African men were pleasuring themselves in our vicinity. They never ejaculated on us, but rather turned and relieved themselves into the sand. As the day progressed, more and more men earned their rights to the beach from their hard work. Word had gotten around about Rebecca and the men were working extra hard to have a shot at her.
We were soon surrounded by dozens of large masculine African men stroking their meat to the sight of us. At one point I walked around to stretch my legs and I could feel their sticky seed all over the beach. I squished it between my toes.
Throughout the day, Rebecca tried to touch the Africans, either innocently, or sometimes more aggressively by grabbing for their packages. When she did, they did not let her, and either slapped her hand away or went to sit with another couple.
Zaire emerged from the forest near the end of the day and the men left us alone.
"When's it going to start for real?" Rebecca asked me in a frustrated tone.
"Not sure babe, let's just follow Zaire's lead," I said, giving her a sloppy French kiss. She returned my kiss. It felt good to submit to the leader of the island.
"I love you. Thank you for coming with me and being so supportive," she said, giving me a big hug around my midsection. I smiled contently.
Zaire led us to the gathering near our huts.
"Enjoying yourselves?" he asked.
The group nodded and looked at him expectantly.
"I can see it in your eyes. Well, you won't have to wait much longer. Each day the men are allowed to do a little bit more with you all," he said, winking at Rebecca. Rebecca blushed. She was the most attractive wife of the group and Zaire seemed to have taken a special interest in her.
"Get some rest and be ready for tomorrow," he said, turning his back to walk into the forest.
The next day I woke with a nervous excitement in myself. Rebecca was already dressed in a very skimpy bikini, restlessly shaking her leg up and down.
"I need some, babe," she said.
"Me too," I replied.
Wait, what?
"I mean, yeah you do," I said, turning away embarrassed. I could feel Rebecca's eyes analyzing me even with my back turned to her.
Zaire led us to the beach and we started relaxing. Zaire provided us with pitchers of what he called the island's signature drink. I wondered if this was what the savages had given Rebecca during the first night of her awakening, that had made her not just tolerate, but embrace the ravishings from the savages.
We drank and drank and drank. The cocktail was very sweet and barely tasted like alcohol at all!
Around what I would estimate to be 10 AM, the first Africans emerged from the forest and began lounging. For now, there was just one African to each couple. The one near us made no move towards us initially. He seemed very tired. He must have worked extremely hard to be first in line.
Rebecca and I started feeling frisky and around noon I mounted her in the missionary position. As I did, the African man got up and sat down on his knees near Rebecca's head. He put his hand on his cock and pointed it at Rebecca's face. Rebecca took her cue and stuck her neck out to begin slobbering on his primitive cock as I was gently pushing into her with my more modest and civilized member.
Her face displayed pure ecstasy, and she was panting like a dog as she voraciously took the thick black penis in her mouth and rubbed it all over her face.
The sight of the African and Rebecca made me so aroused that I ended up ejaculating into her within less than a minute. As I rolled off of her and collapsed onto our towel, I motioned to the African that he may pick up where I left off, as I had not been able to make Rebecca cum. But he just shook his head at me.
Rebecca had both hands on his thick black cock and was aggressively pulling her hands up and down along it. The man started to shout and ejaculated into the sand. Rebecca looked very pleased with herself and flopped down next to me. We held hands.
Two more Africans emerged from the forest and beelined straight for us. Rebecca flipped around onto her stomach and jerked the two African men off right above where I was laying my head. She made them both cum very quickly and this time they did not move. Rebecca became covered in their strong musky African seed and held her hands above her head with a big smile on her face to celebrate the occasion.
The day progressed just like this. The ones that arrived early got to have her hands and tongue all over their thick veiny penises more than once. I guess hard work does pay off!
Luckily for me, when Rebecca and I were humping on the towel, the one of the African men made it his duty to play with my behind while we did. I found myself pushing back into his meaty finger like a slut each time I withdrew from Rebecca. I loved it beyond belief. Rebecca often was working on at least two of the Africans as I humped her, sometimes three. Two in each hand and one in her mouth. She was consumed by them, and I felt honorable for being the one to fill up her kitty.
When they ejaculated, some turned to the side, but some tried to cover Rebecca. I ended up getting some of their seed on me. Some of it even got on my face! I didn't find myself rushing to wipe it off. Rebecca's breasts and face were soon covered in their sticky goo.
By the end of the day, there must have been hundreds of Africans roaming around the beach. The white wives were walking around naked, covered in cum, showing off for the pack, and taking care of whatever African cock they happened to stumble upon.
I saw the wives gather in a circle for a moment. The pack had begun to overwhelm them and there were dozens of strong black African bodies pressed up against each other vying for the attention of their soft hands and mouths.
The wives split off from each other and walked over to their husbands, parting the herd of Africans like the red sea.
"Mind giving us a hand, hun?" she asked casually. "There are so many. Could you grab the vaseline from the hut as well? I'm running out of spit!"
I jumped up, eager to help, and went to retrieve the vaseline. I brought a jar of it out to the beach and went to meet Rebecca, who was pleasuring the sexual organs of four tall Africans while perched on her knees.
"Thanks, hun," she said, opening the jar and taking out a thick glob to lubricate the large black penises poking out in front of her. I just sort of stood there watching. After a moment, Rebecca looked back at me.
"Well? What are you waiting for?" she asked, then turned her attention away.
I followed her lead and took a thick glob of vaseline from the jar and smoothed it out all over my hands. I looked around and met the fierce gaze of a very large African man. He must have been 6'6. He looked impatient.
I walked over on my knees to where he was standing and began trying to pleasure him. I had flashbacks to when I had obeyed Owen and pleasured him when Rebecca had not been there to do so.
I first took his thick shaft in one hand and stroked it up and down like a machine. As I stared at it more and more, I became more and more curious. It was so powerful! I found myself stroking, grabbing and squeezing this African man's cock and balls creatively, doing my best to not just make him cum, but give him as much satisfaction as possible. A beast like that deserved it.
Noticing my proactiveness, a few more Africans came over and stood above me, and I helped them out, too. As soon as I managed to make one release, another would take his place. It was tiring work!
As I glanced around, it looked like the other wives had convinced the other husbands to do the same. Each couple was surrounded by a swarm of African men, both the husband and the wife working on satisfying the lot of them.
Rebecca was the most skilled and efficient of the group. Her technique was perfected. She would begin by rubbing an African's cock up and down with both hands to bring the semen to the tip, ready to release. Then she would move her head underneath him and put his large black testicles in her mouth. She would use one hand to point his cock upwards and stroke it up and down quickly and firmly while the other finger tickled his behind. It was taking her about a minute to make each man cum. I found myself wishing I had brought some sort of camcorder to get it all on tape. We had plenty of home videos with her and thugs, but none with the savages.
The stream of men eventually thinned from the forest, and we were able to satisfy all of them at least once. I felt accomplished! We finally had some time to talk.
"Wow," said Rebecca bluntly, wiping her forehead. She was trying to wipe the sweat off but ended up just rubbing semen into her skin.
"Wow, indeed," I said.
"Think they'll get to fuck me tomorrow?" she asked.
"I hope," I replied. These days the truth had been slipping out more and more.
"You want to watch that?" she asked.
I nodded. There was a brief pause.
"You're so good at taking care of them. They seem to prefer you over the other wives," I said.
Rebecca looked happy with herself. The island seemed to be curing her of her depression completely.
"Get up," she said. "I'll show you how it feels."
I got up and Rebecca started doing the same thing to me as she had been doing to the Africans.
"Saw you doing a good job too," she said, taking a brief pause.
"Thanks," I replied, with my eyes closed, wanting her to continue.
"Did you like it?" she asked.
I nodded. I knew the drill; she would only continue if I admitted it. Rebecca resumed her expert strokes and made me completely empty my testicles within a couple of seconds.
We laid back in the sand as a happy couple and held hands, listening to the soft waves crash against the sand. Some Africans tried to come over and get further pleasure, but we ignored them, and they took the hint to walk over to the other couples and try their luck there. We had put in hours of work, so we wanted to take a bit to relax on the beach as a couple without interruption.
As the sun began to set, Zaire gathered us near our huts.
"Congratulations on making it this far," he said. "And thank you for respecting the rules of the island. Ladies, you will not have to wait much longer."
The women all stirred nervously and excitedly.
"Tomorrow the men will become one with you all. Husbands, I expect each of you to help your wives enjoy themselves properly," he said. The husbands nodded up and down, understanding their role.
"Tonight you will receive a special visitor to get you ready for tomorrow. Please be ready," said Zaire. Then he walked off and we retreated back to our huts.
During the night, we heard the flap of the tent open. Rebecca rolled around and in her sleepy haze spread her legs to welcome the visitor. My eyes adjusted to the dark and the outline of the man became clear. It was Zaire!
"Hello," he whispered. "Tonight is a training session for tomorrow. I will open Rebecca up to be able to accommodate the men."
"Andy," he commanded. "Take out your lubricant now and get your wife ready." I unscrewed the top of it off and rubbed it around Rebecca's pussy. She was already dripping wet, so it seemed unnecessary, but I trusted Zaire's judgment.
"Many men tomorrow, so she may dry up partially," he explained, seeming to read my mind.
Zaire took his position over Rebecca on top of the bench platform.
"Now, Andy, you make sure I am ready to enter Rebecca," he said. I rubbed some more vaseline between my hands and caressed his cock for a few seconds, making sure every millimeter of it was slippery and lubricated. Then I pulled my hands away.
"No, you will put it inside her," he said, waiting. I grabbed his cock and pulled it towards Rebecca's entrance.
He pushed himself in slowly, all the way. I heard Rebecca lose the ability to breathe for a second. The sight was incredible. His black, muscular body over Rebecca's fit and young white one, with his meat inserted as deeply as it could go.
He began thrusting slowly, coming all of the way out then going all the way back in.
"Opening you up for tomorrow," he explained again to Rebecca. She moaned.
As Zaire became more and more into it, he started to become more of a lover than an instructor. He was seductively whispering in Rebecca's ear in his aggressive native tongue. Neither of us could understand it, but we could feel its energy.
This continued for a very long time. Zaire was clearly not going at his full pace in order to make sure that Rebecca's vaginal walls were as stretched as possibly to be able to accommodate the more primitive and untamed men that would be having her way with her tomorrow. It was a very loving and soothing affair.
When Zaire finished, he filled Rebecca up and made his way out of the tent. I heard the tent flap next to us unzip, and then I heard hushed voices. Zaire was giving the same treatment to all of the couples. I wasn't surprised that a man like that could satisfy three women one after another.
The next day, we sat on the beach and Rebecca let all of the Africans have their way with her. The Africans were intrusive, but somewhat respectful. As one finished and another came to take his place, the one next in line would wait until I had lubricated Rebecca's tiny kitty and his large black masculine cock before inserting himself. They would have Rebecca in whatever position they pleased. Most chose from behind. That was my favorite to watch, personally.
Rebecca was living out her dream and kept saying 'thank you' to no one in particular throughout the day as she was getting fucked. I think she must have taken the seed of at least 50 Africans on that day. Her skin was glowing, her eyes were shining, and her lips were scarlet red. This was who she was.
The other wives were the same, with the husband engaging in the same activities as I was. Zaire had taught us well.
All of the women had different sounds of sex. Rebecca was quiet and feminine. One of the other wives was loud, and her shouts and groans echoed across the beach. The third wife was rowdy, grunting and fucking almost like a man would.
On that night, Zaire recommended that the couples sleep together, and we did. Before falling asleep, the rowdy wife let all of the husbands fuck her. She was a piece of work. A little overweight and not the prettiest face, but with big breasts and a thick booty. She insulted and humiliated me as I drove into her. She told me how pathetic I was and how tiny my penis was compared to the Africans.
We woke later than usual to a sharp whistle outside of the tent we had all been sleeping in. It was Zaire.
"Let you sleep to recover from yesterday," he said.
"To the wives, I know you are ready to get back out there," he said. The women did not reply but their eyes told the full story. They were itching to get back onto the beach with the strong African men.
"To the husbands, today, you have a chance to do whatever you please," he said. "Remember that we are alone. Nobody back home will know what you have done. Do what you please."
I considered what he meant. Did he mean... that? I'm not sure I was ready for that...
I was jerked out of my thoughts by the group moving towards the beach. It was about to begin.
The day was the same as yesterday. Yesterday I had been so excited that it had passed in a blur. Today I got to take in what was happening around me.
Rebecca was lost in lust. As soon as the first African man entered her and began to dominate her, her mind was in the clouds for the rest of the day. Her small sunkissed fit white body was being ravaged by the massive African men in any position they pleased. Rebecca would frequently have one man inside her while she worked two men with her hands. There were even more Africans roaming the beach today, so she had her work cut out for her.
I continued my duties of lubricating Rebecca and the men. I felt myself relinquishing my societal adversion to the men. When I lubricated them, I didn't just make sure their members were slippery. I engaged in a little bit of foreplay, doing whatever I could to drive them crazy before they entered my wife. It worked!
About halfway through the day, a particularly aggressive African man, whom I had not seen on the beach any of the previous days, was very rough with Rebecca. He was laying down with Rebecca on top of him, and began slapping her face hard. He proceeded to punches, and I saw the Africans looking around hesitantly. One of them got up and ran into the forest.
Five minutes later, after Rebecca had been beaten violently by the African, Zaire ran out of the forest wielding a machete. His body moved like a machine and he crossed the beach in a matter of seconds.
The group of Africans around us scattered, but in his lust, the man inside of Rebecca did not notice. Once he did, it was too late.
Zaire raised the machete above his head and drove it into the African man's skull.
Death in real life isn't like the movies. With such a powerful blow, the man immediately crumpled, even if his internal organs were still functioning. Zaire ripped the Rebecca off of the man and threw her into the sand. He whistled, and four Africans dragged the rapist's body into the forest, never to be seen again.
Zaire was breathing heavily in his bloodlust.
"He should have known not to break the rules," he said menacingly, inhaling deeply to catch his breath. "The time for what he was doing is tomorrow, not today."
Then Zaire left, just like that.
Rebecca and I were both shocked. Rebecca started to bawl her eyes out and I feared our vacation was ruined. But after a few hours, she settled down, and I did too. The experience had been traumatizing, but Zaire's swift control of the situation had made us forget about it almost entirely by the end of the day.
The Africans had been staying away from us, perhaps at the request of Zaire. Rebecca looked around, then looked at me.
"Fuck me, please? I need some tender loving after that," she said.
I obliged and mounted her in the missionary position. I sunk myself into her, as deep as I could go, and she wrapped me up in a hug. We embraced lovingly.
As we did, one of the Africans curiously made his way over to us. I heard him sit near us. I hoped that he would... and he did. He stuck his finger near my rectum and gave me a push. I came to life, and Rebecca noticed.
"You like that babe?" she asked, peeking around to watch him toy with me.
"Mm," I grunted. I was fucking her harder than I could usually muster during our vanilla sessions. My cock had never felt so hard!
Rebecca made some sort of gesture towards the man and he took his finger away. What the fuck! Didn't she care if I got satisfaction too? I felt a spike of anger towards her.
But it passed in a moment. The man had removed his finger in order to grab his thick veiny penis and put it at my opening. I felt a wetness; had some of his precum just gotten inside of me?
My mind was overtaken by the sensation. I wanted him to push. I wanted to feel what it was like.
He did. I saw stars. It hurt, but he was inside me.
I started fucking Rebecca like a stallion while the large African man had the tip of his penis in my rectum. I built to an explosive orgasm and screeched at the top of my lungs. The other couples and their Africans stopped what they were doing and looked over at the scene: Rebecca on her back, me inside of Rebecca, and the African mounting me from behind. I felt a moment of embarrassment but remembered what Zaire had said... and found myself enjoying being the center of attention for once.



After I had ejaculated into Rebecca, the man got off from me. I pulled out of Rebecca and collapsed next to her. She turned to her side and laid on my chest, petting my hair as she did.
"Good job honey," she said softly. I was shaking from the pleasure and found myself gasping and shouting at random intervals during the next five minutes.
"Don't you see?" she said, after allowing me to calm down.
"I do," I said, and a laugh escaped me. Serotonin and dopamine was flooding my brain. I'm not sure if I had ever felt like that. It was like I was on hard drugs.
I was fairly inactive for the remainder of the day, grappling with what had just happened. Rebecca pleasured a few of the men with her hands and mouth and let a few of them ravage her while I laid next to her, but she was very attentive to me and made sure that I was okay throughout it all.
I couldn't believe I had ever resisted coming back here!
At the end of the day, when Zaire gathered us in a circle, he dropped a bombshell.
"Tomorrow is the last day," he said. "For those of you who wish to stay, know that all of the men will have access to the beach. Even the troublemakers."
"There will be no punishment tomorrow," he continued. "Any couples who wish to stay should know that the men will do whatever they want, and I will not stop them."
We fidgeted. This is what we had come for. But was it worth it?
One of the couples ended up boarding the boat and leaving. Rebecca and I remained, at her request. The other couple with the rowdy wife and nerdy husband also stayed.
We had been woken up by Zaire every morning, either through a whistle or a horn. During the early hours of the morning, I heard the tent unzip, and I assumed it was Zaire, possibly coming to have his way with my wife before the true savages tore her apart.
But as I cleared the crust from my eyes, I saw that it was not Zaire. It was a random African man. And my goodness was he large. He had to crouch down to even enter the hut. He must have been 6'8. His large frame was bursting with muscle and his penis was erect and enormous.
He was out of breath and sweating. Upon entering, he looked around and saw me and Rebecca. He went over to her and picked up her legs with his hands. He pushed his penis into her opening. She was still asleep as she did.
"Ow... ahhhh!" she exclaimed.
I jumped up and grabbed the jar of vaseline. I knew this man would not stop for anything, so I had to work around him. As he pulled himself out of Rebecca, I would try to rub some vaseline on his cock before he pushed it back into Rebecca. After a few globs, Rebecca stopped reacting in agony, and began to enjoy it.
Just as that happened, three more Africans entered the hut. We were now cramped, but the flood of wild savages did not stop. There must have been 10 Africans inside the small hut at a time, pressed against each other, trying to access the white couple.
The men cornered us. One would be having his way with Rebecca while the rest intruded into our space by sticking their cocks out at us. Rebecca and I both did our best to pleasure as many of the men at a time as we could. It was a whirlwind of activity. I was lubricating their cocks and jacking them off the best as I could, while also making sure to lubricate the man inside of Rebecca each time he pulled out of her. The men would cum all over us and fill Rebecca up. Soon the stench of their sex was nearly unbearable.
After about an hour of this, there was a shout outside of the hut. One of the men had barked something in the African language. The men exited the tent, though the one inside Rebecca took his time to make a few more thrusts and fill her up with his seed.
As I looked over, Rebecca had a pool of semen around her pussy. They had filled her up to the point where every time a new man would ejaculate inside of her, it would push some of the other liquid out. She was completely full.
After the man came inside her, she took a second to collect her thoughts. I saw tears. At first I thought she might be crying for real, and that we may have made a mistake, but then she started laughing and crying at the same time. These were tears of joy. She reached down into the pool of semen and began spreading it around her body.
After about a minute, two big black men came in and lifted us up. They carried us to the beach and laid us down on tarp next to the other couple. The women were on all fours, being forced to accept any African who came up behind them. The other husband and I continued to try to lubricate our wives for them, while taking care of as many of them as we could.
Meanwhile, the African savages around us were competing against themselves to have access to the white couples. A thick swarm of African bodies was surrounding us. We heard them fighting to get to the front. Some were killed in the process, and the victors made it over to us. What an honor!
Sometime during the day, the Africans picked me up and brought me over to the other husband. They bent him over on all fours and pushed me to insert myself into him. I didn't have a choice. I did. The sensations were so intense that I ended up cumming inside of the other husband. His rectum contracted around my small white penis so forcefully that I could not pull out.
As the day progressed, we became more and more submissive. By the end of it, the four whites were laying on the ground, with the Africans above us and inside of us. They had our way with us, and especially Rebecca. The other wife seemed cheap compared to her, and although the other wife was certainly getting attention, a significantly larger number of fights broke out between men competing to enter my wife.
We started to get tired and I tried to tell them that we needed a break. They did not care. They continued to dominate and ravish us. Rebecca and the other wife constantly had a large black penis inside of them, and some of the more curious Africans had their way with myself and the other husband a few times, too. I think Rebecca may have fallen unconscious at one point. But when she was awake, she was relishing in the experience. Her hands were everywhere amongst the sea of black men, touching and groping anything she could get her hands on. She loved this.
After what seemed like forever, Zaire finally emerged from the forest, and blew on a tribal African horn to get the attention of the men. The ones who were not immediately next to us reluctantly retreated into the forest. The ones near us stayed until we had satisfied them. After it was all said and done, Zaire finally approached us.
"Off," he commanded. We rolled off the tarp.
Zaire bunched up the tarp, then poured the semen out onto the couples laying on the beach. We were covered from head to toe.
"Wash now in the ocean," he said, with a smile on his face. He had enjoyed that. "When you're ready, come meet me near the huts."
Rebecca and I, along with the other couple, made our way to the ocean. We floated around in waist-high water embracing each other. We kissed each other deeply and exchanged some of the African seed with our tongues.
Rebecca reached around to stick her finger up my bum, and pushed their seed even deeper. I did the same to her kitty, then pulled my hand away. She put it back and directed it to her bum. I pushed in. It was wet! I guess some of the men had missed her opening and gone in the wrong hole. Or maybe they had done it intentionally.
We held each other for a long time, just rocking back and forth and enjoying the sounds of the birds chirping and the waves crashing. It had been so long since we had a moment to truly relax.
After we came to our senses, we retreated to the huts with the other couple. Zaire was waiting for us.
"I hope you enjoyed," he said. "Tomorrow the boat will take you back. Rest now."
Rebecca got up and made a pouty face, then walked over to him.
"And what about you?" she demanded. She was so brave. Zaire was seated on a tree stump and Rebecca was standing near him. Even though she was standing, they were both at eye level. Zaire was so big.
He laughed and stood up, towering over Rebecca. She didn't back away and their bodies touched.
"I was already with you," he said gruffly.
"Not enough," she replied. He gave her a curious look.
"And what do you want from me?" he asked.
I wished he would just throw her down and fuck her right then and there!
"Tonight..." she said, trailing off. Then she regained her confidence.
"Tonight we all sleep together with you in the same hut. You have been such a good host, and we wish to repay you," she said. She turned around to get confirmation from us. We all nodded to agree with her.
Zaire smiled. "As you wish," he said, and walked away.
The four of us gathered in one of the huts. Rebecca went to sleep first. As I was falling asleep, I heard the other wife get up and walk over to me. She sat on the edge of the bench and took my penis in my hand and started stroking it.
"You enjoy yourself with my husband today?" she asked. I didn't reply. She squeezed my cock. It hurt. I conceded.
"Yes, yes I did," I said softly. Rebecca stirred from her sleep.
"Good boy," said Rebecca, half asleep.
After the compliment from Rebecca, I erupted. The woman pointed my cock upwards and I released all over myself. Then she got up walked back over to her side of the hut. We all fell asleep shortly afterwards.
Near dawn, the flap opened, and this time it was Zaire. Everyone woke up fast. Zaire just stood there in the center of the tent, completely naked as always. I wished for a second that I looked like him. His frame was so large and dominant, and his cock, already hard, looked like it was thicker than my forearm, and almost as long. Of all the Africans we had seen, he was the most impressive. That's probably why he was the leader.
The women crawled over to him and began tag teaming him with their hands and mouths. Each one wanted him to herself. They ended up pushing and shoving and hitting each other for the privilege to pleasure him.
I walked up behind Rebecca and started fingering her. The other man followed my lead and did the same for his wife.
Zaire grunted and grabbed both of the women by their hair, pulling them back violently. He motioned to the bench and both got on all fours on opposite sides of the hut.
Zaire had his way with them for hours. His control was amazing. He somehow did not release, even though both of the white wives were going wild on his large black cock and trying their best to extract his seed. I wouldn't have lasted 10 seconds!
In between their ravishings, the husbands would eat their wives out, keeping them wet.
Zaire eventually released into Rebecca first. As he did, he forced her deep onto his cock. I could see it happen from the outside! Rebecca's pelvis was contracting in and out.
I suddenly got very worried that his seed might be too strong for the birth control she was on. I went over to her and sucked and slopped Zaire's seed out of her. Rebecca came again as I did.
After the other wife finished, the other man did the same. Did he really have the same thought as me? Or maybe he had just wanted to do that. Maybe I did too, and had rationalized it in my head...
Zaire left us alone and we eventually fell back asleep. We woke up late, and for a second I feared we had missed the boat back to the mainland. I found myself not overly concerned with the thought.
But we did make it. The journey back was peaceful, except for one thing. The rowdy wife was somehow still craving cock! She had sex with both of the Africans working the boat. There wasn't much room, so it was right in front of our faces. Rebecca was content and calm. She had gotten her fill, now that she had been able to mate with the alpha male.
We got back to the mainland and boarded our plane back home. I took a week off of work and Rebecca and I had more sex than we had since the start of our marriage.
Rebecca was satiated completely for about a month, but the urges started coming back. Would we return to the island? One thing is for sure: our interracial cuckolding adventures do not end here...
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Well, it happened. Rebecca quit her job!
I'm proud of her. She hated it. She worked as an office administrator for a local tech company.
She said she was one of the only women in the office, and by far the most attractive one.
After her big black boss had been offered a position at another company, she said all of the annoying wimpy men thought they had a chance, and always tried to flirt with her. She had to be polite with them to keep her job, while also fending them off. She said it was exhausting, and the pay wasn't even that good.
She had always wanted to be a massage therapist. We did some research and it turns out it's quite easy to get licensed as a massage therapist. She went to a couple classes, got her certificate, and was ready to start!
The only problem was that she had no experience whatsoever. Massage parlors generally only hire those who have at least a year of experience. It's a bit of a catch 22. Need experience to get the job, but can't get experience without the job.
I suggested she post some ads on various classified ad sites to see if there was any interest. I said I would help her. So we did.
We received a lot of replies from unsavory men who had confused her legitimate posting as a stealthy advertisement for prostitution. The only real replies we got were from athletes from the local state school who could not afford to go to more established parlors. Eventually, we managed to get three interested applicants. She scheduled them for the same day. I bought a massage table and helped clear out a room in our home so that she would have a space to work.
On the day of, my wife dressed in regular athletic attire. She said it was only right, considering there were athletes coming over. She was wearing a pair of very tight yoga pants along with a tank top. I was a little concerned with how much cleavage was showing. And she didn't appear to be wearing a sports bra. I could see her straps and a little bit of her bra it was peeking out of the tank top.
I expressed my concern. She brushed it off.
"I have to be comfortable," she said. "Plus, they told me that the real money in being a massage therapist was with repeat clients. I need tips!"
It was true. She was charging very little, to the point where a regular college kid who spent all his money on beer could afford to have her hands all over him.
The doorbell rang and I got up to answer it. I opened the door and shook hands with the young man in front of me. He appeared to be either a freshman or a sophomore. He was a little short, maybe 5'9. But very fit.
"Welcome," I said. "My wife is right this way."
Why did I phrase it like that? I quickly followed up to turn the conversation away from the fact I was leading a man to be massaged by my wife.
"Play sports?" I asked.
"Soccer," he said. "You cool with this?"
"With what?" I replied.
"You know, your wife and the massages," he explained.
"It's her profession," I replied curtly. We didn't talk after that. I seethed quietly at his attitude.
I led him to the room where my wife would be working on him and opened the door. My wife was standing over the table, rubbing massage oil between her hands. Even though it was part of the job, it looked very erotic. Her ass was nicely outlined through her yoga pants and I got the urge to rip her straps down to expose her large breasts to the young man.
"Hello!" she said happily. She was in a great mood. Working from home, and without those annoying office nerds!
"Hey," the athlete said. He sounded slick. I closed the door, still a little annoyed at him, and walked over to my office door, which shared a wall with the room my wife would be using to massage the young athletes. I sat down at my desk and put in my headphones to try and get some work done.
A few moments later, my office door opened, and my wife entered. I took off my headphones.
"He's getting undressed," she said. "Exciting, isn't it? My first client!"
Trying to be a supportive husband, I nodded in approval. She stood there for a few moments, then exited to go back to the room.
I took my headphones out within a few minutes. I wanted to hear what was happening.
I couldn't make out the exact words, but they were definitely having a conversation. It sounded like the soccer player was sweet talking my wife as she massaged him. I found myself getting angry, but I managed to calm down by remembering that this would only be temporary until my wife had the experience she needed to get hired at a real massage parlor.
The massage lasted about an hour. After it was done, I heard my wife let him out the front door. Then she knocked on my office door and entered.
"How'd it go?" I asked.
"Good!" she replied.
"I did a pretty good job, I think. He seemed to enjoy it," she continued.
"Was he talking to you?" I inquired.
She rolled her eyes. "He was hitting on me," she said. "Young guys can be so annoying."
"I hear that," I said. Not many girls ever hit on me, but I tried to put myself in her shoes.
I was content knowing that she had been annoyed by the sweet talking also. Though, I wondered... she hadn't seemed *that* annoyed.
About an hour later, the next young athlete arrived. He was hispanic and told me he was a baseball player. His frame was much larger than the soccer player before him, and his arms were big and meaty.
I led him into the room shut the door to return to my office. Once again, my wife came into my office shortly after, with an excited look on her face. She gave me a big kiss before she returned to the massage room. I yearned after her as she left the room. The yoga pants let you see every little bounce and jiggle of her ass. Delicious. It invigorated me and I spent an hour completely focused on work with my headphones in.
My concentration broke when I heard the front door slam. I guess she had just finished up.
She knocked on my office door and entered.
"Wow!" she said, rubbing her hands together. "This is tough work. He had so much muscle, I had to really dig in. I'm tired!"
I found myself getting strangely aroused by thinking about my wife massaging the muscles of another man. I tried to put it out of my head.
"Just one more?" I asked. I knew the answer already, but I was trying to make conversation to distract me from my thoughts.
"Yep," she said. "Said he plays football."
The doorbell rang and I went to meet the last young athlete of the day. I opened the door and felt very intimidated. He was black, and a beast of a man. We shook hands and his grip strength hurt me a little bit.
I inquired as to what position he played as I led him to my wife. He told me he was a linebacker. I opened the door and let him into the massage room.
When I was back in my office, images kept flashing into my head. I briefly imagined my wife riding him. What the fuck was wrong with me?
I tried to regain my composure. My wife would be walking in to allow him some privacy while he undressed. I didn't end up putting my headphones back in.
I heard the massage room door open, then the voice of the athlete.
"It's fine," he said. "Just look away."
My wife obeyed and closed the door. I wondered if she actually did look away.
I guess he had undressed and laid down on the table. Then I heard my wife.
"Anything in particular you want me to work on today?" she asked.
"Legs and glutes," he said.
There wasn't any noise for about 15 minutes. Then I heard the athlete shout.
"Ow!" he said. "God damn it!"
"I am so, so sorry," said my wife. "Here, I'll be gentle."
I would later learn that she had been massaging his buttocks, which was basically two large orbs of compact muscle. She had been trying to get deep into the muscle fibers but had accidentally pressed too hard and caused him pain. Then she had relaxed her touch and was gently rubbing his ass. Technique is important.
There were no more outbursts for the next hour, nor any talking. Just my wife working to unlock the muscles of this big black college linebacker.
"Alright, time's up," she said. I heard the linebacker get up. The other two athletes had politely waited until she exited the room to expose themselves, but I guess he didn't care.
"Ouch," he said. "Not going to lie, that wasn't the best massage."
"I'm sorry," said my wife. This wasn't good. Just one bad review on Yelp could ruin her.
"Is there anything I can do?" she asked. I pictured what must be happening in the other room. The big black linebacker was probably standing up, completely naked. I would imagine he would be rock hard. And my wife would be standing at attention in her skimpy athletic attire, asking him if he needed anything.
However, the linebacker did not reply. I did not hear anything from the other room.
Then I heard him grunt.
"That's good," he said. Then more silence.
"You'd think a massage therapist would be better at this," he said, annoyed.
"Here, bend over," he said.
"Oh!" cried my wife. I would later learn that he had, without her permission, pushed her so that her hands were on the massage table, and her ass was sticking out at him. Then he had pulled her yoga pants down.
Upon hearing my wife cry out, I jumped up and ran into the other room.
When I got there, here is what I saw. My wife was bent over on the massage table, facing the door. She had taken her tank top off and was only wearing her bra. Her yoga pants were around her ankles. The big burly black linebacker was completely naked, and inside her, with his meaty hands on her hips, thrusting. My wife looked up at me. She was shocked, but smiling.
As soon as I entered the room, the linebacker tensed up and my wife's eyes got wide. He let out a shout and pushed deep into my wife. He had just ejaculated inside of her.
I ran out to grab the phone and call the police. The man shouted after me.
"Hey! Get the fuck back here!" he commanded. I was frankly afraid of him. I found myself meekly coming back to the doorway to peer inside. He was still inside my wife.
"You call the cops, I tell 'em how your wife is a whore," he said. "Wouldn't want that in the local paper now, would we?"
I stood there, frozen.
"It's okay, sweetie," said my wife. "It's okay."
There was a pause, and I saw a look of triumph on the black linebacker's face. Then my wife took control of the situation.
"Hey, get out of me," she said. The linebacker pulled out. Nobody said a word. He let himself out.
We considered calling the police afterwards, but my wife convinced me not to. The linebacker was apparently a star player who had a real shot at the NFL. She didn't want to ruin his career. And she said that she couldn't afford a negative review or for her reputation to be ruined by his lies. She was very convincing.
The next weekend, the same young athletes came over. My wife ended up giving them all happy endings after their massages. She said the soccer and baseball player were just so sweet, and she could tell they were pent up from their athletic activities. She said she gave the linebacker a blowjob, because he wouldn't settle for a handjob.
Word started to spread about the attractive wife who gave special massages to athletes. She was booked solid. In particular, a lot of hispanic baseball players and black football players ended up in our home.
At a bare minimum, my wife would give them happy endings. For the bigger, more muscular men, she would usually let them fuck her. She said it was the job of a massage therapist to make clients satisfied, and if these young athletes needed to release their frustration on her, then so be it. She sometimes helped out four or five big muscular men on the same day. She was constantly exhausted, but happy.
I gradually adjusted to the lifestyle. I liked seeing my wife happy, and although the thoughts had been abhorrent at first, I came around to the idea of my wife being used by these athletes. In between sessions, she would work to pleasure me, and while she did, she would tell me all about the athletes and how strong their bodies were. It was confusing, but highly erotic. She never let me cum until she was done with her clients for the day.
Although I know it's illegal, I ended up installing a hidden camera in the massage room. One night I confessed to my wife about this. I had saved up over 100 videos that I had used during my masturbation sessions.
We were drunk, and we decided to upload all 100 of them to a popular pornography website. They got a lot of views very quickly.
One of the football players found out about the videos and started blackmailing us. He would receive free massages and sexual favors in return for keeping the secret. We didn't really have a choice, so my wife submitted to him.
He told some of his friends, and soon my wife was working for free. The athletes would come over whenever they wanted and do whatever they wanted. They even forced her to do anal, which she initially hated, but ended up loving.
After my wife got pregnant from one of the young college kids (birth control isn't 100% effective), we decided to take our chances and move a couple states over. Everything was fine, for a bit. But a few of the students managed to track us down and continue their blackmail. They pack a car full of bodies and come to our home to gangbang my wife.
This happens about every weekend, and we're still trying to figure out how to get ourselves out of this sticky situation. If you have any advice, please let us know.





        