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THE BET

It was a lazy summer Saturday afternoon and I was relaxing on the sofa in the living room, watching bad reality TV while flipping through one of my women's magazines and admiring the fresh pedicure I'd gotten that morning. 

I was in the perfect hot weather attire: A pair of boxers and a white V-neck T-shirt -- no bra, but my tits are firm and perky enough to get away with it.

My husband Steve was down in his basement man-cave playing pool with his friend Marcus. They were teammates on their high-school football team -- Steve was the kicker and Marcus was the star running back -- but after they graduated they lost touch for a long time as they went off to different colleges, then got jobs and went into the real world. But when they randomly ran into each other at this bar downtown we were at a month ago, it was like they were still best friends and no time had passed at all.

Steve introduced me to Marcus, and I have to admit, he kind of took my breath away, although I did a good job of hiding it from Steve. 

Marcus is the perfect physical specimen. Easily the hottest man I've ever laid eyes on. Steve is good looking, don't get me wrong, but Marcus, he's on another level. 

Tall, well-built, broad shoulders, incredible ass, and the most amazing chocolate eyes and brilliant smile you've ever seen. He's just got presence, and he oozes charisma. He's confident without being cocky. Okay, maybe a little cocky. But I like that in a man. Believe me when I tell you -- Denzel and that Idris guy got nothing on Marcus.

Plus he's just so cool. My husband is kind of goofy, so I think he likes hanging out with Marcus because he thinks Marcus's cool will rub off on him and make Steve feel less like the dorky white guy he is.

I can't lie, ever since Steve introduced me to him, I've fantasized about Marcus a couple of times. I've never even seen a black guy's cock in person, but if what they say is true...! 

But to be honest, it doesn't even need to be that gigantic. For one thing, it would probably hurt like hell. The other thing is...Steve's cock...it's...well, it's pretty small. It's definitely the smallest cock I've ever been with in my life. 

And as much as I love Steve and as much as I hoped our sex life would get better after we got married, and that Steve would be able to pleasure me the way I needed, the fact of the matter is I've never been satisfied sexually by my husband in the five years we've been together. 

He's really great in a lot of other ways -- he's a good person, he basically worships me, he makes a lot of money at his job, he bought us this nice house, he takes us on incredible vacations all around the world, and he takes care of my every need. I do love him. I genuinely do. 

So I've felt really guilty when we've made love the past few weeks, ever since he introduced me to Marcus. He slides his tiny dick in me and I can barely feel it, and the only way I can get off is if I reach down and play with my clit and think of Marcus slamming his big black cock into my wet, pink hole, filling me up past the point of all reason and making me cum like I've never cum before. But what can I say? I'm just being honest here.

I even felt guilty laying there on the sofa that afternoon, knowing I got my fresh pedicure and knowing I was wearing just boxers and a T-shirt you could see my pert nipples and the outline of my breasts through, all because Marcus was coming over to hang out with Steve. 

It was all just part of the fantasy, but I couldn't help bringing part of it into reality, I guess. I had no plans to actually act on it.

But then the circumstances changed.

I was trying to put all those hot thoughts of gorgeous Marcus out of my mind and just read my magazine when I heard Steve's voice calling up to me from the basement.

"Hey, baby, could you come down here for a minute?"

I jumped off the couch. "Sure," I shouted back, "do you guys need anything? A couple of cold beers?"

"No, uhh, no, we're good on beers," Steve said in a strange tone as I walked over to the basement door. "Can you just come down here?"

"Ooookaaaay," I said, a puzzled smile crossing my face as I went down the stairs.

Steve and Marcus were standing next to the pool table. Marcus was sort of leaning on his pool cue and flashing that incredible smile at me, though it had an impish quality to it I hadn't quite seen before. I smiled back, and noticed his eyes briefly lower to look at my body. I felt my nipples stiffen from his lustful gaze and I quickly turned to Steve to make sure he didn't notice.

But Steve was kind of looking down at his shoes all awkwardly and uncomfortably.

"So, what's up?"

"Well, honey, what are you up to?" Steve asked in a meek voice.

"Not much, just hanging out upstairs. Is everything all right down here?"

"Oh yeah, yeah...I mean...yeah," Steve said.

I looked over at Marcus, who glanced down at the floor and rubbed his hand over his mouth like he was trying not to laugh.

"Okay," I said, getting a little annoyed as I crossed my arms over my chest. "What the hell is going on?"

"Ummm, well, the thing of it is...," Steve began, "...so we were just playing pool here and I was kicking his ass, but I wanted to make it a little more interesting, so I made a bet with him."

My eyes widened. "Okay, I'm starting to see the picture here. How much money did you lose?"

"No, no, it wasn't money...," Steve said, acting even more uncomfortable and weird.

"If it wasn't money, what did you bet? Don't tell me you bet him your fucking car or something!"

"No, not the car...I...well, I kind of bet...you."

"What do you mean, you kind of bet me?"

"Well," Steve said, shame creeping into his voice, "I told him that if he won, he could...have sex with you."

I looked at Steve in stunned silence.

"You bet sex with me, your wife, on a fucking game of pool?"

"Well, I thought I was going to win."

"This is a big joke, right? Haha, a big joke?"

"Umm, no," Steve said, "I wish it was, but it's not."

I turned and looked at Marcus. He looked hotter than ever.

"This is a joke, right?"

"Nope, no joke," Marcus said in his delicious, deep voice. "He said, 'If you win, you can fuck my wife, I'm dead serious.' And after that, I guess I played the best game of my life."

"I'll bet you did," I said, before turning back to Steve. "What makes you think you can bet me? First of all, I'm your fucking wife. And second of all, you have no right to bet me, or my fucking pussy."

"I know," Steve said sheepishly. "I shouldn't have done it, I'm sorry."

"And you," I said, turning to Marcus again, "you think you're actually going to cash in on this little bet my husband made?"

"Well," he said, grinning slyly at me. "A bet is a bet."

I stared at Marcus. The balls on this guy! Then I looked over at Steve, who just looked helpless as he stood there. My eyes narrowed.

"You know what?" I said to Steve, my hands propped on my hips. "I am going to fuck Marcus."

"What?!" he said, looking at me with alarm as Marcus licked his lower lip in anticipation.

"That's right, I'm going to fuck him. I'm going to fuck his big black cock. Just to teach you a fucking lesson."

"B-but," Steve stammered, "I didn't think you would actually--"

"Shut it, buddy," I said. "This is all your doing, so now you're going to have to deal with it."

Steve hung his head.

"Fine," he said finally, "I guess this is what I deserve." He leaned his cue against the pool table and started shuffling toward the stairs all dejectedly. "I guess just let me know when you're done."

"Oh, no, you're not getting away that easy," I said, grabbing him by the collar of his shirt and pulling him backward. "You're going to stay right here and you're going to watch Marcus fuck me. You're going to watch another man fuck your wife, the wife you bet on a fucking game of pool."

"What?" he shrieked, "I don't want to watch him fuck you!"

"Well I didn't want my pussy bet on like you own it, but here we are, so, you just stand right fucking there and watch, you got it!" I shouted back.

Looking totally frightened and defeated, Steve nodded as he leaned back against the wall. I looked over at Marcus and saw him rubbing his dark jeans at the crotch, and I could already see his huge bulge forming. I looked intently at the boner in his pants, then gazed into his dark eyes and returned his impish smile. Oh my god, this was really going to happen!

I hopped up on the edge of the pool table as Marcus came toward me, and I wrapped my legs around his midsection and pulled him closer to me. His lips met mine and we started to kiss, tentatively at first but within a few seconds our mouths were mashing against each other and our tongues were intertwined. 

He smelled and tasted so damn good!

I ran my hands along the contours of his back muscles as his hands cupped my breasts over my shirt. I moaned into his mouth as he gently pinched and rolled my nipples with his fingers.

Steve let out a deep sigh. I broke my kiss with Marcus and looked over at my husband.

"You see what you get when you bet your wife on a fucking game of pool?"

"Yes," he murmured.

"This is just the beginning," I said, turning back to Marcus. "Isn't it?"

Marcus nodded as he licked his full, beautiful lips. "Yep, it sure is," he replied as he grabbed the bottom of my T-shirt and I lifted my arms in the air as he pulled the shirt over my head and then tossed it over by Steve's feet.

Steve sighed again and I started to giggle, but Marcus stifled that with his mouth as he began kissing me again and fondling my exposed breasts, my nipples as rock hard and sensitive as I ever remember them being. I could feel desperate pull of sexual excitement and longing deep in my core, and I began to wriggle around as my pussy heated up and my delicate folds began to slicken under my boxers, the only thing separating me from total nudity.

Marcus's lips moved from my mouth to my jawline to my neck, and before I knew it, his mouth was on my left nipple, his tongue swirling around it and making it wet as I moaned again, and then he moved to my right nipple, pulling it into his mouth and sucking on it while his fingers pulled on my moistened left nipple a little harder. I squealed at the incredible sensation. All of my nerve endings were consumed by excitement and lust for this unbelievably hot stud exploring my body and turning me on like I hadn't been turned on in years.

Out of the corner of my eye I could see Steve starting to move from his spot.

"What did I fucking tell you?" I snapped at him, and he froze. "You're going to watch every last little bit of this."

"But honey, I didn't think you were actually going to do this even if he won the bet?"

"Don't 'but honey' me," I admonished him, as Marcus started kissing down past my breasts, along my flat abs, gently pushing me down until my shoulders pressed against the felt of the pool table as he slowed down around my belly button while licking my tender skin. 

"You bet me, and now Marcus has a right to cash in," I said to Steve, though the way Marcus's tongue was traveling further down my body toward the destination I desperately desired had me weak and breathless by the time I said "cash in."

I lifted my legs and put them on Marcus's broad shoulders. His hands ran down my sides and hooked onto the waistband of my boxers and I lifted my ass off the table so he could pull them off of me. Up my legs they went, and then they dropped to the ground behind Marcus as he then pulled off his tight shirt, revealing his incredible ebony pecs, biceps and abs, clearly the result of countless hours in the gym. He still looked like the star athlete he'd been back in the day.

I sighed happily, and then my sigh turned to a moan as his head dipped down between my legs and his tongue lightly traced my already soaked labia. My moans turned louder as he started lapping my pussy harder and faster, his fingers joining in, rubbing my clit as he alternated between sucking my pussy lips into his mouth and flicking his tongue across my clit and circling lower, around my opening, teasing me with just the very tip of his tongue sliding inside me.

"Oh god, yes, just like that," I panted as I squirmed, holding his head and lifting my hips, pushing my pussy closer to his mouth as he ate me out with gusto, his lusty slurping sounds filling the basement. I turned my head and looked over at Steve -- his eyes were glued to Marcus's head between my legs and he was rubbing his small cock over his pants.

"You like that, huh honey?"

Steve nodded. I could tell he felt ashamed to admit how much he liked seeing another man's tongue all over his wife's pussy.

"Remember, honey, this is your doing, you're the one who bet me," I said breathlessly.

"I know," my husband said. "You're right."

Marcus pulled his face off of my pussy and slid back up to kiss me again, his manly chin glistening with my juices. Tasting my musky nectar on him drove me crazy as I sat back up and kissed him like my life depended on it, shoving my tongue into his mouth and running my hands up and down his firm torso, relishing all of his muscles.

"You lick pussy so goddamn good," I said as I dragged my lips across his face toward his ear and his neck, kissing his delicious skin.

"Yeah, did you like that, baby?" he said.

"Ohh yeah," I drawled. "What else are you good at?" I said as I kissed his chest while my hands wandered to that massive bulge in his pants.

"You want to find out?" he said, running his hands through my hair as he looked down, watching me kiss down the length of his torso to his waist.

"I can't wait," I said.

"Let me help you with that," he said, deftly unbuttoning his pants and pulling his zipper down as I reached in and grabbed the elastic waistband of his boxer-briefs and started pulling them down. His huge, purplish-black schlong jumped out and I gasped. Marcus chuckled a little at the sound I made and the wide-eyed, open-mouthed expression I must have had on my face -- one of shock, amazement, and giddy anticipation.

"Wow, look at that," I marveled, trying to wrap my thin white fingers around its dark thickness, feeling how smooth and warm it was, inhaling its musky, masculine scent that wafted up to my nostrils just inches away from its imposing length and girth.

"That's just...wow," was all I could say. I looked at Steve as I took Marcus's cock in my upturned palm and slowly, gently caressed and stroked it as Marcus played with my hair. 

"Incredible, isn't it?" I said to my husband.

"It's...yeah, it's a pretty big cock," he said.

"Do you think it can fit inside me?" I said to Steve.

"I don't know, it looks like it might hurt," Steve said as he rubbed his own cock harder over his pants, thinking about this big black cock plowing his wife's tender pink pussy.

"I think you're right, honey, but I'm going to find out soon enough," I grinned. "Hey, you know what?" I said to Steve.

"What?"

"I think you should show Marcus your tiny cock."

"What?! I'm not showing Marcus my cock!"

I turned to Marcus. "Did you ever see my husband's cock in the showers when you guys were playing football together?"

"Nah, I never looked at other dude's dicks in the shower, not my thing," Marcus laughed.

"Did you ever look at Marcus's cock in the shower, honey?" I said to Steve.

"Umm, uhhh...," he stammered.

"You did!" I squealed.

"Well, not his cock necessarily," Steve murmured, as embarrassed as I'd ever seen him. "But, you know, that thing they say about black guys, I guess I wanted to see if it was true so I peeked at some of theirs."

"How did that make you feel, knowing yours was so tiny compared to theirs?" I said.

"Not really that good, to be honest," Steve said.

"Hey, not everyone can be blessed like this," Marcus said. "Some people have other things they can be proud of."

"That's right!" I smiled. "Steve, honey, you have a lot to be proud of!"

His face brightened. "Yeah, you think so?"

"Sure," I grinned. "But your cock isn't one of them."

"Ohhh damnnnn, burn!!" Marcus said, almost doubling over.

Steve hung his head again, dejected.

"Oh honey," I said, "I'm just being honest here, we're all friends. Look, why don't you just show Marcus your tiny cock so he knows I'm not lying."

"I don't want to," Steve whined. "Look, it's small, I know."

"Take your fucking pants off now and show us your fucking cock!" I commanded.

Steve looked at me quietly, totally conquered. "Fine," he said, slowly unbuckling his belt. I kept stroking Marcus's gigantic cock gently but firmly, squeezing it a little, making it even harder as we watched with amusement as Steve took off his pants and then pulled down his underwear, revealing his thumb-sized boner sticking straight out.

"See," I said to Marcus. "I wasn't joking."

"Yeah, dude, that's a pretty small one," he said solemnly to Steve. "Sorry about that, man."

"I'm used to it, I guess," Steve shrugged sadly.

"Honey," I said to my husband, "why don't you watch while Marcus chokes my throat with his cock in ways you never could?"

Before he could say anything I dipped my head down and took as much of Marcus's huge member in my mouth, wrapping one hand around the base while working my lips and tongue up and down in a frenzy, using my other hand to play with his balls.

"Yeah, baby, suck that dick," Marcus muttered as he formed my hair into a ponytail and held on tight, guiding my head up and down on his length. As I felt the huge head go down into my throat I gagged on it and pulled my mouth back to catch my breath, but then I dove back in on his spit-covered dick, the gagging making me even crazier and hornier to suck it.

I glanced over at Steve out of the corner of my eye and he was standing against the wall stroking himself, watching me slobber all over the big black dick that Marcus was now pounding past my lips, face-fucking me like I'd never been face-fucked before. My eyes started watering but I couldn't get enough of Marcus's massive cock, the feeling of it filling up my mouth, the delicious taste of his pre-cum coating my taste buds. 

My pussy was throbbing with desire, and when I reached down to touch myself as Marcus kept shoving his dark meat deep in my mouth, I was amazed at how soaked I was. Still, I knew I'd have to really be ready to take this cock inside my tight hole, so I slid one finger up inside me, then two, and finally three, moaning against Marcus's shaft as I pumped my fingers inside myself, trying to stretch out my tunnel for his imminent entry.

Finally, he pulled his dick out of my mouth, as long strings of saliva extended from his cock to my lips as I caught my breath. I leaned back again so my back was against the pool table and Marcus spread my legs, his hands on the backs of my thighs as he pushed them forward again, my dripping, open pussy there for his taking.

I looked over at Steve again and his face was turning red and he was breathing heavy as he stroked himself faster, seemingly as excited to see Marcus fill up my pussy with his cock as I was.

Marcus grabbed his dick in his hand and positioned his cockhead right at the entrance of my hole and rubbed it around, getting my wetness all over it. His hardness felt amazing on me. My clit felt like it was going to burst as he teased it with his dick.

"Fuck me, Marcus, fuck me please!" I begged finally, unable to take it any more.

"Yeah, is this what you want?" he said, slapping my wet pussy with his dick.

"Please!" I said.

With his hand he guided just the head in me. I held my breath, expecting it to hurt like crazy. But it felt amazing, his dick just an inch or so inside me and stimulating all the nerve endings just at the entrance of my channel. I was so wet and open and ready for his huge dick! He pushed in another inch, and then another, and then another as I slid both of my hands down to my pussy and pulled myself open as far as I could to accommodate him. 

"Oh yeah, ohhh my goddddd," I moaned loudly at the sensation of him filling me up like I'd never, ever been filled up before. The feeling was incredible. My juices were flowing and my pussy needed it so bad it was happily taking all of his cock. Finally, Marcus buried himself to the hilt inside me and groaned, and my eyes rolled back in my head. I'd never felt so satisfied in all my life. And I knew the best was still yet to come, because as he leaned in and started pumping my pussy, I knew it wasn't going to be long before he made me cum.

"Ohhhnnnuugghhhhhhhuuhhhhhhh!" I was moaning and groaning, unable to form any coherent words, just primal noises as Marcus fucked me. I lifted my head a little and looked down to watch Marcus's huge, wide black shaft against my white skin and pink, swollen pussy lips. It was the most unreal, beautiful thing I'd ever seen, and as I reached down and played with my clit while watching, I felt what promised to be an explosive orgasm start to build inside me, that deep-down rumble that I knew would rush to the surface and detonate like a volcano.

"Oh god, oh god!" My moans had turned to screams. Sweat was covering my skin. I wrapped my legs around Marcus's midsection as he kept thrusting into me as he grunted and groaned, his muscles twitching with intensity and a look of passion, pleasure and focus on his face as he pounded me, making my pussy sing as he used it to milk his massive shaft. 

I could tell my screams were turning him on, they only made him ram me harder and faster. Part of me wanted to bend over for him, to feel him slamming into me from behind, his cock and balls slapping against my ass and my opening. Another part of me wanted to get on top of him and just ride his big black dick like a madwoman. But as we fucked, locked together in this position with me laying back on the pool table and Marcus in front of me, driving his length into my wet hole like his life depended on it, I knew that all I wanted was for us to stay locked together like this until we both came.

I took my fingers off my clit and with both hands I grabbed his forearms, planted on either side of me, and held on tight as I looked up into his eyes.

"Fuck me 'til you cum, Marcus," I growled. "Fill me up with your cum!"

Then I heard a noise and I looked over at Steve, who clearly couldn't hold back anymore from watching his wife getting fucked by this huge black stud better than she ever had in her life, better than he had ever been able to fuck her. Steve's hand was a blur on his cock, and as he let out a grunt a spurt of white cum shot out from his tiny dick and landed on the floor in front of him, followed by a couple more spurts that formed a puddle of jizz at his feet.

I was going to say something but all I could do was scream breathlessly as Marcus's cock seemed to go deeper in me than it had before, and swelled inside me until I thought my pussy couldn't contain his cock anymore. I knew he was getting close to blowing his load and the thought pushed me over the edge.

"Oh fuck, Marcus, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I shouted as my climax grabbed hold of me and I shook as my body turned to goo and wave after wave of rapturous pleasure took over my being. It was by far the greatest single sexual fulfillment I had ever known! Marcus clearly felt and understood the powerful release he had given me, as my pussy clamped down like a vise on his cock and I shuddered and writhed like a woman possessed.

"Here it comes, baby, I'm gonna fuckin' cum," he groaned loudly, drops of his sweat falling onto my own sweaty skin.

""Do it! Fill me up!" I screamed, still in the throes of my orgasm.

Marcus gave one more mighty thrust, sending his dick as far in me as was possible, and his dark, sweaty, gorgeous face contorted into a look of total bliss as he hollered and huge blasts of hot cum gushed from his cock against my wet, sensitive innermost walls. I felt each powerful burst of of his seed as he fucked me through his orgasm, his rock-hard member refusing to relent as he sent every last drop of his jizz into the deepest part of my pussy.

Finally he all but collapsed, utterly spent. I was still panting, trying to catch my breath, unable to move, reveling in that warm post-orgasmic happiness, feeling like melted caramel.

"Holy shit," Marcus said as he slowly pulled his cock out of me, all shiny and coated with a mixture of his cum and my nectar. I reached my arms out to him and he pulled me up and kissed me deeply and so, so passionately. I kissed his neck, tasting the saltiness of the sweat on his skin, then kissed down his torso again as I made my way to his semi-hard cock. I took it in my mouth again so gently and lovingly, wanting to taste that combination of his juices and mine. It tasted unbelievable.

"Come here," I said to Steve, who was still leaning against the wall and still playing with his now-limp dick.

He shuffled over to me. I leaned over and kissed him deeply, my tongue shoved into his mouth. I wanted him to taste it, too. 

After a few moments I broke the kiss and looked at him. "You like the way that tastes?"

"It's OK," he said, sheepishly.

"Look down there," I said, gesturing toward my gaping hole. "What do you see?"

"Ummm, I see some of Marcus's cum starting to ooze out...."

"It feels so good, so warm," I moaned.

"Yeah, does it?" Steve said. 

"It does. So, did you learn your lesson today?" I said to my husband sternly, but with love in my voice.

"I think so -- don't bet your wife on a game of pool unless you're ready to see her get fucked by a huge black cock," he said, looking over at Marcus, who nodded and gave Steve a thumbs up.

"You mean, see your wife pleasured to the extreme, like you're not quite capable of, and in the process get off yourself because you know your wife feels so good?" I said to Steve.

"Yes."

"So you'll never, ever do this again?"

A sheepish smile crossed my husband's face. "I didn't say that, did I?"

Marcus and I both grinned widely. We both knew Steve couldn't help but do it again.

# # #


BLACK STUD AT THE OFFICE

I was at home working on my computer late one afternoon when an incoming video chat alert popped up on the screen.

It was my wife, Valerie.

Her smiling face popped up on my screen. She was sitting in her office.

"Hi honey," she said.

"Hey, what's up?"

"Oh, not much," she said. 

Valerie looked especially good today. She'd spent an hour this morning doing her hair and makeup and she was wearing her charcoal suit and her favorite heels. 

My wife never spent quite so much time getting ready in the morning, but she said she had an important meeting with a big client and she had to be at her best.

"How did the meeting go?" I asked.

"Well, it hasn't happened yet, actually...," she said, looking to her left. She was pretty close up to the camera, so I couldn't see much except for her lovely face, which I certainly didn't mind at all.

"Wow, it's getting kinda late in the day, huh?" I said. Valerie normally leaves around six and she's home in half an hour, just in time for dinner.

"Yeah, ummm, that's the thing, I...."

She stopped talking. She had an odd expression on her face that I didn't quite recognize. 

"I'm going to be late tonight," she said, finally. "Really late."

"Oh yeah?" I said.

"Don't frown, it'll give you more wrinkles," she said.

I laughed. "Yeah, I guess I'm not getting any younger."

I stared lovingly at her beautiful face on my computer screen Valerie hardly has any wrinkles, but then again, she's only 34 -- ten years younger than me. A hot, young trophy wife on the arm of an old geezer, as my friends like to tease me. 

She's definitely hot, but she's also the more successful one at the moment: I'm a struggling author, trying to get my first novel finished, while she's a senior vice president at a big advertising agency. 

She's the one bringing home the bacon, not me. As she always says, if the tables were turned she knows I would do it for her, and I would. I love her very much, 

Even more than the day I first laid eyes on her back when she was 21, waiting tables at the restaurant I used to go to every week with my ex-wife. I knew as soon as I saw her that I had to have her. 

Three years after our affair first started -- and my ex-wife found out about it and divorced me -- Valerie and I were married. It's been really great ever since.

"So, how late then, honey? Should I make something for dinner or do you just wanna order some delivery when you get here?"

"Ummm....," she said, looking to her left again. I thought I saw the shadow of some movement. 

She turned and faced the camera again. She had a weird look on her face. She was smiling, but it was a different kind of smile than I'd ever seen.

"Look, Benjamin...," she said finally. I didn't like the tone of her voice.

"Is everything all right?" I asked worriedly.

Valerie sat back in her chair and I could see more of her. Specifically the fact that she wasn't wearing her charcoal jacket and her white shirt was mostly unbuttoned and I could see her cleavage and her lacy black bra. 

Still in her chair, she pushed herself back from the desk a bit and I could see more of her office. Then she turned to her left and made a motioning gesture with her arm.

Suddenly, a man appeared on camera. A tall, very handsome black man with a shaved head and a goatee, wearing a suit I could tell was very expensive, even from where I was sitting.

My pulse started quickening a bit and I felt a strange prickly sensation on the skin of my neck.

"Honey, this is DeMarco."

DeMarco waved at me. "Hey man," he said.

"Hello," I said in a measured voice. "So, is he your client, then?"

Valerie and DeMarco looked at each other. Valerie bit her lower lip and DeMarco just kind of smiled oddly.

I got a weird sensation in the pit of my stomach.

"So, you two are having a meeting, and you're staying late, really late?" I said.

"That's pretty much the gist of it," Valerie said slowly, still sitting in the chair as DeMarco stood behind her.

"What kind of meeting are you having?" I said weakly, feeling like I already knew the answer.

Just then, DeMarco put his hands on my wife's shoulders and started rubbing them. Smiling, she pressed her head back into his midsection and sighed, her eyes half-closed.

"Is DeMarco your masseuse, are you just getting a massage?" I said, holding out one last shred of hope.

They both started to laugh. DeMarco's hands wandered forward, heading down the front of her unbuttoned shirt toward her breasts as she lightly grasped his forearms and bit her lip again.

"No, he's not my masseuse, honey," she said. "Look, I know this is probably a big shock right now, but I'll tell you what's going on when I get home."

She got up from the chair and leaned into the computer.

"No, wait, I--"

Her webcam switched off before I could finish my sentence.

My mind was going in all different directions as I sat there trying to process what I just saw. Maybe she was just flirting -- like really heavily flirting -- with a client, trying to nail down some business. 

Or maybe she was just playing a practical joke on me. Maybe that was it! Maybe DeMarco is just one of her co-workers, and they were playing a big old joke on me.

For a split-second I convinced myself that was the case, then I realized that in all the years we've been married, Valerie has never played a joke on me, certainly nothing like this. It's just not her style. 

DeMarco was really good looking. And that was an expensive suit. He seems like the kind of guy that could have a lot to offer my wife. Maybe he...

And then it hit me.

I realized what he had to offer that I didn't.

And right when the realization hit me, I felt a strong stirring in my crotch, and I realized I was getting hard. Really hard. And really fast.

I felt so fucking horny. I unzipped my khakis and pulled them and my boxers down to my ankles, then took my boner in my hand and started to stroke. My cock is a very average size, not small but certainly not huge, and Valerie had never once complained.

But whenever we would watch porn together -- which had been rare during most of our marriage, although over the past year she wanted to watch it more frequently before we made love -- she always wanted to watch a black guy giving it to a white woman. 

I didn't really press her about it at first, but after a while, after that was all she wanted to watch, I asked her about it and she said she just loved seeing a black guy's gigantic tool sliding in and out of a white woman's little pink pussy, that it was just a fantasy of hers. 

It definitely got her off like crazy, though.

Sometimes we would be on the couch in the living room and she'd sit on my face and I'd eat her out while she'd watch some super-hung black stud hammering a white chick from behind. She'd scream and squirm on me and get more dripping wet than I'd ever seen before, then she'd squirt her pussy juice in my mouth when she came, which she'd never done before, either. It was crazy. She'd cum at least two or three times just from that before I fucked her. 

I started to feel a little self-conscious about it after a while, thinking maybe my cock just wasn't enough for her. She always told me it was, and she would remind me again and again that it was just a fantasy and just something to spice up our sex life.

But that look on her face just now on the webcam, and the way DeMarco was touching her, I just knew beyond a doubt that she was bringing that fantasy into reality. 

Probably right at that very moment, too.

As I thought about all the things DeMarco might be doing to her right there in her office, I jerked off hard and it took less than a minute before I shot my load. 

It was a strong one, too -- normally my spunk just spurts up a little and gets on my hand and my shaft, but this time it went flying and made a bit of a mess at my computer desk.

And even after I came, my dick was staying pretty hard instead of shrinking immediately like usual. It was sore from my intense jacking, but the thought of that black stud taking my wife exactly the way she wanted it had me all kinds of turned on. 

I stood up, pulled my pants up enough that I was able to walk over to the sofa in the living room, and I plopped down, my cock in my hand again, and thought about Valerie sucking DeMarco's huge dick and I came again.

I couldn't believe how I was feeling, how much the thought of my wife with another man was turning me on. I found myself wishing that my wife hadn't switched off her webcam, because I wanted to watch. I probably would have jerked off two more times if I had been able to watch. 

I don't know what it was that was making me so horny. I guess it was just the thought of my wife getting something I could never give her, and something that would give her an incredible amount of pleasure. 

I was positive Valerie wasn't in love with DeMarco and that she didn't want to leave me and run off with him or anything like that. She just wanted him to fuck the shit out of her. Who could blame her? It was hot!

Exhausted from cumming twice in the span of minutes, I dozed off on the couch with my pants still down. 

The sound of the front door slamming shut awoke me from my slumber. I looked at my watch -- I had been out for a couple of hours. And having some pretty great dreams, too!

Valerie waltzed into the living room and saw me sitting there all groggy, my pants down and my limp little dick there for all to see with some dried cum on it, and she started laughing lightly.

"Oh, baby," she smiled, standing there looking at me. "I was a little worried all the way home what I was going to say to you and how mad you were going to be, but I see you had some fun...did I have anything to do with that?"

"You could say that," I smiled back.

She bit her lip again as she kicked off her heels. I noticed that her hair was quite disheveled. And I could smell all kinds of scents on her. The various smells of sex. My cock quickly started growing, and in seconds it was standing at attention, hard as a rock.

"Holy shit," Valerie said, her eyes widening in disbelief as she stared at my boner.

"I thought maybe you were playing a joke on me, but...yeah...," I said to her.

"Yeah, that was no joke," she said, sitting down on the love seat directly across from me.

"Do you want to see something?" she said.

"Sure."

Valerie hiked her skirt up as she grinned at me, then lifted her legs and spread them wide for me, and pulled aside her panties. I could see her extremely swollen labia and what looked like a glob of cum oozing out of her opening. The crotch of her panties were coated in more sex juices. 

The heady aroma of her own musky nectar combined with the distinct smell of jizz wafted in my direction. I reached down and took my cock in my hand and started pulling on it again.

"Whoa, whoa, not so fast there, cowboy," she said, hopping off the love seat and coming over and sitting next to me on the sofa, gently pulling my hand off my cock.

"I can't help it!" I said to her.

She was beaming. "I'm glad, but don't you want me to tell you what happened first? Then, you know, we can do some things...."

"Yes, please," I said.

"But one rule -- you can't touch yourself until I say you can."

"That's going to be tough," I replied. "I might cum without even touching myself."

"Well, I guess we'll find out," Valerie smiled as she took off her jacket,

"So, after I switched off the webcam, I took a quick walk down the hall to see if anyone else was around," my wife started. "It was getting later in the day and a lot of people were already gone. I knew I had about an hour before the cleaning crew came by."

"I hurried back to my office and locked the door, and I could see DeMarco already had a gigantic bulge in his dress pants from kissing and rubbing on me earlier. Oh, that's right, some of that was before I connected with you on the video chat."

"Oh yeah?" I said.

"Yes," Valerie said, leaning in close to me. The scent of all that sex in her slit and panties was driving me absolutely crazy.

"We did have a meeting in the morning, then we had lunch together and flirted the whole time, and DeMarco was supposed to leave but he came back to my office -- I told my boss we were meeting some more about the project -- and at some point I moved in and kissed him."

"You initiated it?"

"I couldn't help it!" my wife giggled. "You could see how hot he is. And it was obvious he wanted me. So I started kissing him, and then our hands were all over each other. Then, after you and I chatted on the webcam and all of that, we were in my office and making out again. It was getting really intense. He unbuttoned my shirt all the way and he put his hands on top of my bra and he was squeezing my tits and it felt so incredible, the way his fingers made my nipples stand at attention and cry out for more."

"I pulled his jacket off and my hands were running all over him, feeling his back muscles under his shirt, then sliding down and grabbing his tight ass. Our bodies were mashed together and the bulge in his pants got so big as it rubbed against me. I moved my hand around front and massaged his cock over his pants. I couldn't believe how long and thick it was. I mean, it was literally at least twice as big as yours, I'm not even exaggerating."

"Like in the movies we watch?" I asked breathlessly.

"Just like that," Valerie said. She leaned back in the sofa next to me, her fingers absentmindedly caressing the top of her thigh. I could tell she was getting excited again just thinking about it.

"I could tell how restricted he felt and how much he wanted me to set his cock free, so I quickly unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, unzipped them and reached in. I pulled on his boxer briefs and his giant cock jumped out as I was looking down. Oh my god, baby, it was just...the color of it, dark as night, with all those veins and so thick and getting thicker, all for me!"

"I'm sure I gasped, because DeMarco started chuckling a little bit and he was like, 'You like that big cock, babe?' and then he stopped laughing and a little groan came out of his throat when I put my fingertips on it lightly and dragged them along his hard length, savoring the feeling of his skin, before I wrapped my hand around it and slowly, so slowly, started stroking him."

As she spoke, Val's hand moved to the inside of her thigh and she started to squirm a little bit.

My cock was throbbing hearing about DeMarco's huge dick and my wife touching it, and how much it turned her on then and even right now. I reached for my penis, desperately wanting to jerk off, but Valerie lifted her hand from her thigh and smacked mine away before I could grab myself.

"No!" she said sternly. "I didn't say you could!"

"But...please!" I begged.

"No! Do you want me to stop telling you what happened?"

"No," I whimpered, dropping my hands to my sides. "Keep going."

"You promise you won't touch yourself?"

"I'm trying really hard, I am!"

"I know you are," she said in a soothing voice. "Soon, baby, soon."

"Anyway, so where were we? Oh yeah...so I was stroking DeMarco's massive cock while we were standing there and we started kissing again. He was practically devouring my face. Well, I was doing the same to his! Our tongues were deep in each other's mouths. He reached down and pulled his pants and briefs down and let them drop to his ankles. We were making out and he had his hands at the sides of my head, holding me and playing with my hair, and then he gently started pushing me down."

"I gave him a sly look, because I knew exactly what he wanted, and I slowly got down on my knees in front of him. His cock was only inches from my face and I could see every contour and vein and all the nuances of the skin color. It was a thing of beauty. I could smell his amazing scent, and it was making me all kinds of crazy. It felt like my clit was doing backflips down there and I knew I was getting wet. I could feel it and I could smell it."

"So then I took his cock in my hand again and slowly, soooo slowly, started stroking it, while I grabbed his balls with my other hand and sort of juggled them lightly and pulled down on them. I looked up and he was looking down at me with this really intense, serious expression on his face and he was licking his lower lip, like he just couldn't wait for what was about to happen next. Kind of like you are right now, honey."

I realized that my mouth was open a little bit and I had nervously wetted my lips with my tongue while listening to her, trying with all my might not to grab my dick and jack off. I diverted my attention from my cock by looking over at her, and saw she had her hand on her inner thigh again while her other hand had slipped inside her shirt and she was lightly cupping and squeezing her breast.

"You know what happened next?" Valerie said in an innocent voice.

"W-what?" I stammered.

She laughed softly. "Well, I saw a shiny, clear little bead of pre-cum on the tip of his cock, so I stuck out my tongue a little bit and made it flat, and then tapped his sweet liquid and pulled back a few inches, making a little string from his cock to my mouth."

"Oh my god," I murmured.

"I looked back up at him smiling, and he kind of mouthed 'Ohhhh,' but no sound came out. But then I leaned back in with my lips parted and I slid my mouth over the huge head and swirled my tongue around it. I looked up again and he moaned and tilted his head back with his eyes mostly closed."

"Please, I--"

"Uh, uh, UH!" my wife said, that stern tone returning. "Don't you dare touch yourself!"

"Okay, okay..." I said. I sat on my hands, inhaling and exhaling deeply to calm myself. It wasn't really working -- my cock was harder than I ever remembered it being. I wondered if I would pass out from all my blood rushing from my head to my crotch.

"Where was I...," Val said.

"You had your--"

"Oh yeah," she interrupted. "So my tongue was making fast circles around the head of his cock and he was holding onto my head and moaning, and I could taste more of his pre-cum, and knowing how good I was making him feel was turning me on so then I slid further down on his shaft...oh my god, I had to open my mouth so wide! His cock was so warm and thick in my mouth and just filling it up, I was scared I wouldn't be able to breath but I kept going anyway, taking more and more of it in until it started going into my throat and I gagged a little bit and had to pull off."

"He looked down at me and laughed a little. 'I take it you've never sucked a big black cock like this,' he said. I shook my head, trying to catch my breath. 'It's so big, the biggest, it's almost too much!' I said to him. 'Try it again,' he said, pushing on my head, gently steering my mouth back down on it. I got most of it in my mouth again and by that point I was starting to get used to it, my throat was relaxing, and I could take more and more of it in without gagging too much."

"So I started sucking him harder and faster, and he was starting to groan a little louder. I pulled my mouth off him and looked up and I was like, 'Shhhhh, I don't want anyone to hear us....' Then I spit on his cock, which was already pretty wet from the way I'd been slobbering on it, and I rotated my hand around his cock as I pumped it, the head pressing against my face, and I looked up at him grinning, and he was just struggling to keep quiet. Kind of like the way you're struggling not to touch your penis right now."

"God, Val, this is fucking torture," I grimaced.

"I know, honey, but the payoff will be worth it, I promise."

"Keep going," I said.

"Oh yeah, do you like what I've been telling you?"

"Too much!" I said.

Valerie laughed lightly again.

"So, by then I was so ridiculously horny I had to touch myself while I was jerking him, so I reached down and started rubbing my clit over my panties. They were already completely drenched. My fingers felt good but to tell you the truth, I really wanted DeMarco to lay me on the desk on my back and eat me out."

"Is that what happened next?" I said breathlessly, as my cock twitched hard.

Val smiled. "Well, kind of."

"What do you mean, kind of?"

"Well, so, he must have read my mind because he reached down and sort of pulled me up to my feet and then he guided me over to my desk, turned me around and bent me over, and lifted up my skirt and pulled down my panties. Then the next thing you know he had his face buried in my crack from behind, with his hands spreading my butt cheeks open so he could get good access, and his tongue was lapping at my pussy, and then he started tongue-fucking my opening."

"That doesn't sound like 'kind of,'" I said.

Valerie's eyes were almost all the way closed as she squirmed on the sofa next to me, her hand between her legs and her thighs pressed tightly together while she continued to fondle her breast and pinch her nipple. I could feel the cum in my balls starting to go on the move, wanting to erupt. I wanted to touch myself so bad, but I held back. I didn't want Val to yell at me again or to stop telling me what happened. 

"He only did it for a minute or two," she said, a tiny moan escaping her lips as she spoke. "You know how I get when my pussy's being licked, I scream like a madwoman, I can't help it."

"I know," I said.

"I knew that I would get caught if he kept doing it because I was already moaning pretty loud and I would have started shrieking and someone would have called the cops, thinking I was being murdered in my office," she said.

"So I said to him, 'I need your big cock inside me right now, right now!' It was true, I wanted him to fuck me so bad, more than anything in the world."

"Oh yeah?" I said. I really thought I was going to burst.

"Yeahhh," Val said, moaning on the couch next to me, thinking about what had happened earlier and getting off again. "So he stood up and I felt him position the head of his cock right against my hole, and he put one hand on my ass cheek for leverage and to open me up for him, and I reached under and pulled apart my pussy lips with one hand. I felt his cock start to enter me and I took a deep breath, and he pulled out and slid in a few times, each time going a little further in. I said to him, 'I don't know if I can take all of you,' but he kept working his way inside me. And then, oh my god....'

"What?"

Valerie was panting now. I looked down and she had her hand inside her panties and she was shoving her fingers in and out of her cunt. "He thrust his whole length into me and I yelped, then I put my hand over my mouth as he started to pound me from behind."

"Oh god, it was so fucking big, all stuffed inside me, stretching my pussy, it felt so good!" she moaned. "My hands were against the desk and he was fucking me from behind with that huge dick, just pounding into my hole so fast and hard and he was grunting and I could feel his balls slapping against me as he went faster and faster and so deep, and his hands were gripping my waist and my hips and he was just going for it."

I looked down and pre-cum was oozing out of my cock and dripping down the shaft. The tension was almost unbearable. I never came before without jerking but I felt like it was going to happen any second.

"And then, oh fuckkk," Val moaned loudly. "He slowed down for like a second and then he grunted kinda loud and shoved his dick all the way to the hilt, filling me up so much I thought it was going to come out my mouth, and I could feel his cock even thicker as it pumped against my special spot and then his load started shooting inside me, I could feel it against my pussy walls, and I started to cum with him."

"Ohhh....ohhh fuck, I'm cumming," Val groaned as her body tensed up next to me and then she started shaking with what I could tell was a really powerful orgasm. "Ohhh godddddd it's so gooooood!" she squealed.

Then she pulled her fingers out of her pussy, coated with her sticky juices old and new mixed with the jizz that had been deposited deep in her by DeMarco a short time earlier, and she stuck her fingers in my open mouth.

"Lick it, suck it off my fingers," she commanded, and I did as she said. I'd never tasted anything quite like that before, but it wasn't that bad at all.

"Do you want to fuck me now?" she said, quickly stripping off her panties and hiking up her skirt.

I didn't even answer but I quickly got on top of her as she wrapped her legs around me and I shoved my cock all the way into her incredibly saturated hole, still plenty wide open from her fingering herself and from the giant cock that had plowed her earlier. I only thrusted maybe twice before I shot inside her, adding my spunk to all the other fluid in there.

"Was that good, baby?" Valerie said.

"Oh yeah," I panted.

"Now get down there and lick it all up," she ordered.

I slid down between her legs and worked my tongue all over her slit, inside and out, lapping up the foamy, pungent mess of my cum and DeMarco's cum mixed with her pussy cream and licking her inner thighs and sucking on her pubes until her whole area was nice and clean.

"Ahhh, good," she said. "Did you like my little story?"

"Oh yeah," I said as I sat back down on the sofa.

"Would you like it if we did that again?" she asked.

"Definitely," I said. "That was one of the hottest things we've ever done."

She smiled and stood up. "I'm going to take a nice hot shower," she said. "Can you do me one more thing?"

"Sure, what is it?" I said.

She bent down and picked up her panties off the floor and handed them to me. "Can you put these in the hamper for me?"

"No problem," I said, taking the damp, soiled underwear from her.

"Thanks baby," she said with a smile. 

She went up the stairs to take a shower and I brought the panties to my face and inhaled deeply. There was no way I was going to let her wash them. I was going to stash them away and privately enjoy the scent while awaiting the next time she fucked DeMarco, or some other big black stud, and then came home and told me all about it.

# # #

THE HOLE TRUTH

"Whoa, I can't believe that ending!" my wife Rebecca said as we walked out of the movie theater.

"I know, right?" I said as we strolled down the city sidewalk on this chilly late-autumn night, holding hands like young lovers, even though we've been married for almost twenty years. "I can't believe she turned out to be the killer after all, I didn't see that coming at all."

"I love a good twist at the end," Rebecca said. She looked over at me and smiled. "And I love date night with my honey."

"Well, I love you too, baby," I said, squeezing her hand tightly. 

My wife looked so incredibly good tonight with her casual but hot attire -- snug black jeans tucked into her sexy, nearly knee-high boots and a fitted wool coat and a scarf. Her blonde hair draped her shoulders alluringly, and I stole plenty of looks at her perfect little ass. I knew exactly what was lurking under those clothes. I knew every contour and curve of her tight, amazing body. She just turned 44, and I swear she's hotter now than she was on our wedding day. 

As we kept walking down the street toward the parking garage, I saw plenty of guys checking my wife out as they passed. Damn, that's a good feeling, being the envy of other men! 

A couple of blocks before the garage, my wife stopped, swung in front of me, wrapped her arms around me and kissed me deeply and passionately. Then, as our mouths separated, she brought her lips to my ear and whispered, "I have a surprise for you. If you're up for it, I mean."

She pulled back and I saw she had a mischievous look on her face, an expression I recognized as the one she flashes when she wants me to take her to the bedroom and lick her pussy for literally an hour, since that's her favorite thing in the world, and then, after she's cum a few times, to fuck her until I cum, too. I always oblige, because I love my wife, and her pussy tastes phenomenal. 

It's so musky and sweet, and she gets so wet, I love the way she tastes and smells and the way her sticky, warm juices feel all over my chin when my tongue is buried deep in her hole, getting her off as she squeezes her thighs around my head and moans ecstatically.

"You know me," I said to her, "I'm not really big on surprises. But what is it?"

"Well," she said, reaching into the black bag slung over her shoulder. "Alicia at work got me a little present...."

She pulled out a small black envelope with gold lettering on it, opened it up and pulled out a black gift card that she lifted up and waved, still with that mischievous smile.

"What's that?"

"Well, it's a gift card, honey."

"I can see that."

"It's a hundred-dollar gift card for the Red Light adult shop...which just happens to be a couple of streets over from here," she said.

"Uhhhh, wow, really?" I said. 

In all our years together, we had only gone inside one of those places once, back when we were in college and still just dating. We'd been out drinking, and we stumbled past a sex shop and Rebecca dragged me inside, and she grabbed a big black dildo off the shelf and waved it in my face, laughing and saying, "You know you wanna fuck me in the ass with this thing!" Then the clerk started yelling at us so, she dropped it and we ran out. 

"Why would Alicia get you a gift like that?"

Rebecca started to blush. "I dunno, we were just talking about stuff, and...."

"What kind of stuff?" I said.

"Aww honey, don't get mad. Just...you know...girl talk."

"I'm not mad," I said to my wife. I was lying. "Is there something I should know about?"

Rebecca's smile started to falter. "I mean...well," she started. "Honey, just come with me, okay? We can talk about it there."

"I think I know what this is about," I said.

"Please, honey, let's just go over there," she said, tugging at my arms. "I love you, it's not a bad thing, I think you'll like it. I just...I don't want to talk about it here on the street."

"Fine," I said. I realized I sounded irritated, but like I said, I love my wife, so, I decided I would go along with whatever she had in mind. Besides, maybe she just wanted to get some dirty movies or something for us to watch at home later. Nothing wrong with that.

Rebecca hummed lightly to herself as we walked over to the Red Light, and she flashed me another even more wicked grin as she pulled open the nondescript front door of the shop. 

Inside, it was a much bigger place than I'd imagined. There were a few other guys and a woman milling around, looking at the various DVDs and sex toys on the shelves. She made a beeline for the black dildos again, just like she did all those years ago, and picked one up, running her hands along the shaft.

"Feel it, it's so smooth, it feels like real skin!" she marveled. I reached out gingerly and touched it, and she was right! It felt incredibly life-like. I guess. Not that I'd ever touched a big black cock before, but you know, the texture wasn't very different than my own penis.

"Wow, these things have come a long way, huh?" I muttered, trying to make the best of the situation.

She held the dildo firmly, her hand gripping it tightly right under the huge head, and stared at me. "You know you want to see a huge black cock like this slide inside me, don't you?"

"Is that what you want, honey?" I replied.

"Well," she said, lowering her voice, "let's be honest, it's a lot bigger than yours."

"Yeah, well, we all can't be as blessed as that piece of plastic or whatever it is," I said, trying to play it off, but I felt the heat of shame on my face and I know I looked hurt.

"Aww, honey," she said, rubbing my arm and trying to console me. "You know I love you more than anything, but it's no secret that, you know, you're not exactly filling me up that much in bed."

"I know, I know," I said. I guess I'm a little below average in the dick department -- not microscopic or anything, but it's not something that's ever made any woman gasp before. I've come to terms with it over the years, and I didn't think it mattered all that much to my wife.

"Doesn't it feel good when we have sex?" I whispered to her.

She looked around the shop nervously. My heart sank. A well-dressed man standing nearby perusing the shelves saw Rebecca glance his way and he smiled broadly at her. She bashfully returned the smile, and then he winked at her and walked down the aisle toward the back of the store as she turned back to me and took my hand.

"I mean, it feels good, kinda," she said, slowly, and I could tell she was lying. "But, you know...why do you think I always want you to lick my pussy so much? That feels great, that's what makes me cum. Not...."

Her voice trailed off as she looked in my eyes searchingly.

"Well hey, I appreciate the honesty, anyway, after all these years."

"Aww honey, come on," she said. Then she smiled that wicked smile again and I got a little weak at the knees, like I always do. She looked incredible. So hot. She knew the intoxicating effect she had on me. I just couldn't stay mad at her, even if I was hurt by her sudden candor.

"Are you telling me you wouldn't want to see this huge, thick cock stretching and filling my little pink, wet hole?" she said, glancing down at the dildo in her hand and then looking back up into my eyes. "You wouldn't want to see your wife feel so incredible, getting something you're just not equipped to give her, through no fault of your own?"

"Well, when you put it that way....," I said, trying to make light of it. But to be perfectly honest, the thought of seeing that dildo way up her pussy did turn me on.

"I mean, it's just a sex toy, so, you know, if that's what you want to get, I guess we can work with that," I added.

She slowly set the dildo back down on the shelf, looked around a bit even more nervously, and then gazed at me again.

"What if...what if I told you I didn't want that dildo. That I wanted...the real thing."

I stood there quiet. Stunned.

"What...do...you...mean," I finally stammered.

"Just what it sounded like," she said. "What if I want a real cock that big inside me. Would you be okay with that?"

"Are you telling me you want to cheat on me?"

"No, no, nothing like that!" she said. "I mean, it's complicated...."

"What is it you want, what do you really want?" I said. "You can tell me."

She looked at me with the most serious expression I'd seen on her face in a long time.

"Honestly? I want to suck and fuck a huge cock while you're right there watching me, and I want you to really like it."

"Wow, I...," I said. It was my turn to look around nervously. "I...I'm not even sure what to say right now."

"I know," Rebecca smiled. "I've been wanting to say that to you for a while now. I'm glad I finally got it out!"

"Yeah, I...I'm glad you got that off your chest, I guess," I said. My mind was spinning. 

I thought I'd be horrified at the idea. It seemed like the thought of my wife actually fucking some other guy would fill me with rage and jealousy. But I can't lie, not to her or myself or you -- the thought of watching a massive cock plow my wife was making me feel really fucking horny. It was totally crazy that I'd feel that way, but it was undeniable. 

The thing was -- and maybe it was because I was a little older now, I doubt I would have felt this way when I was younger -- I could sort of separate the love and the sex aspect. I knew my wife loved me and cared for me deeply, and I knew our marriage was strong and she would never leave me for someone else. The way she looked at me standing there in the aisle of the sex shop confirmed that for me. I could see and feel the love coming from her. It wasn't about that. I knew that. 

It was just about being sexually fulfilled in the most primal way imaginable. I love my wife more than anything in the world, and I want her to have that. I want her to feel as good as she possibly can, and if I couldn't be the one to totally satisfy her sexually, I wanted her to get that another way, and from another cock if necessary. Besides, like she said, she wanted me to be there, to watch. It wasn't like she wanted to sneak around behind my back and do stuff, keeping me in the dark. She wanted me to share in the pleasure, too. 

I think she knew me even better than I did. I think she knew that deep down I would find the notion titillating rather than repulsive, even though it took her a while to work up the courage to tell me exactly what she wanted. In fact, I admired her for that. That must have been so hard for her, coming right out and telling me what she wanted, suspecting that I might go along with it but not knowing for sure if I would fly right off the handle and rant and rave and demand a divorce or something. 

In that moment, I loved and admired my wife perhaps more than ever. I must have had a crazy adoring smile on my face because she looked at me with a puzzled smile and reached out and grabbed my forearm gently and with love.

"Honey, what are you thinking right now?" she said. "I know this is a lot to --"

"I think it's actually a good idea, I'm into it," I said.

"Are you serious?" she said, her eyes widening.

"I mean, you know, I can't know for sure until I'm right there in the situation and all, but it doesn't sound like a terrible idea. I think, I dunno, I think I might be into it."

"Ohhhh!" she said, inhaling sharply, her face radiant. She wrapped her arms around me, pulled herself close until I could smell her delicious scent, like fresh meadow air and raspberries, and kissed me deeply. I stole a peek at the room while our lips mashed together passionately and I could see one of the clerks and a patron looking at us and then looking at each other, exchanging knowing nods and smiles. I guess it's not unusual to see couples getting turned on together in such a sexually charged place as this.

"I'm so happy," she whispered in my ear. 'I didn't think...I didn't know for sure if you would. This is amazing."

"I just want to make you happy," I said to her, and I truly meant it, as much as I meant it on the day we exchanged our wedding vows.

"I know you do, and I love you so so so much," she said. "And I think it's not just for me, I think you're going to love it, too, I just have a feeling."

"I guess we'll find out, won't we?" I shrugged. "Sooo, how do we even make it happen? Do we go on the Internet and find some guy and go to a hotel room? Or do we find someone you work with or something? This is going to take a lot of planning, I guess, maybe we can--"

Rebecca lifted her index finger and pressed it against my lips and said, "Shhhhhhhhhh" in the sexiest way imaginable, quieting me immediately. 

Then she looked around like she was trying to find something specific. Spying something down at the other end of the store, she started pulling me in that direction like she was on a mission. 

"Alicia told me about this," she said with a smile as we passed through a curtain at the back of the store and then walked down a long, dimly lit corridor, past a few closed doors, until we came to a partially opened door at the end of the hall. The whole place looked a little bit like a department store dressing room area, but I had a feeling it was something else entirely.

Rebecca pushed open the door and pulled me into what turned out to be a smallish booth, then closed the door behind us and wrapped her arms around me, kissing me even more passionately than before, shoving her tongue into my mouth as she rubbed her body against me. I could tell she was really heating up now.

I looked around the booth. There was a chair, a small padded bench, and a good-sized video touchscreen embedded in the wall with lots of options for different porno flicks to watch. And on another wall there was a hole a few inches in circumference about waist high. I wasn't entirely sure what it was for, but I had a pretty good idea.

Rebecca took a couple of steps back from me but kept her eyes fixed on mine as she bit her lower lip and flashed one of her patented faux-innocent-but-so-naughty looks at me. She kind of gyrated her hips a little as she unwrapped her scarf from around her neck and tossed it on the chair, then unzipped her coat and threw it on the chair as well, then started pulling up her top seductively, revealing her toned midsection as she dragged the fingers of one hand across her skin.

Her nipples were hard and poking through the thin material of her shirt and she cupped her breasts over top of her shirt, pinching her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. She breathed in sharply, obviously feeling a shiver of excitement racing through her body, and her eyes became heavy lidded with desire as she continued her little striptease for me, pulling off her boots, unzipping her jeans and taking them off, then pulling off her top until she was standing there in just her black bra and black panties.

To say she looked absolutely incredible would be the understatement of the year. I wanted her in the worst way. I could feel my small but steely boner in my pants. I was a little apprehensive about the environment, I wasn't exactly sure what to do next, or if my wife just wanted to watch a movie and fuck or something.

Then she told me what she wanted as she moved her hand down her flat tummy to the top of her panties, then slid her fingers down underneath the lacy fabric until she was gently massaging her labia.

"Baby, will you lick my pussy? I'm so wet and I need your tongue on me."

"Yeah, is that what you want?"

"Yes, honey, that's what I need. But take off your pants first, I want you to play with yourself while you eat me out."

Happy to oblige, I pulled off my pants and boxers, freeing my hard-on, as she moved the padded bench over to the wall that had the hole in it. By now I pretty much definitely knew what was to come, and it made my penis even stiffer.

Rebecca reached back and unhooked her bra, letting it slowly slide off her full breasts, which were already heaving a bit with her breathless excitement, before she tossed it onto the chair atop her other clothes. 

Good god, her tits are perfect. Firm and round, gorgeous and age-defying. Just looking at them made me even more rock hard. Sure, my dick was fairly small, but everything still worked just fine, especially when I was being turned on by my wife's incredible body.

She sat down on the padded bench and laid back as I got in between her legs and pulled her already-soaked panties to one side, exposing her labia. I started rubbing her gently with my fingers and she closed her eyes and moaned, parting her thighs a little more as she got comfortable on the bench.

"Lick me, baby, I want to feel your mouth on me," she said, grabbing my hair and pulling me into her mound. Happily, I obliged, tracing her outer lips with my tongue and then swirling inwards, closer and closer to her opening as I inhaled her delicious, musky scent and tasted her tangy, womanly nectar. 

She moaned a little louder as she pushed my head down into her and I started licking her a little faster, my tongue teasing her clit and my lips gently pulling on her lips. Then I slipped my tongue inside her and her moans turned into a groan and even a growl as she writhed around on the bench, one hand on my head and her other hand caressing her left breast and pulling on her nipple.

"Ohhhhh...ohhh god, that's so good," she moaned. I looked up at her as I continued lapping her pussy, her wetness coating my face, and her eyes opened and she looked down at me.

"Are you touching yourself?" she panted.

"Do you want me to?" I said as I momentarily lifted my head from her drenched folds.

"Yes, oh yes," she said. I reached down and took my boner in my hand, I could feel a couple drops of pre-cum already leaking out of the tip, which I smeared on the head of my cock, and I started to stroke it slowly.

"How does that feel, baby?" Rebecca moaned.

"It feels good," I said, "but not as good as your pussy feels in my mouth right now."

She groaned loudly at that and lifted her hips, mashing her pussy against my mouth and grinding as I slid my tongue in and out of her just the way I know she loves it.

Then I heard another noise and I looked up. A thick, hard, angry red cock that was a good bit bigger than mine pushed through the hole in the wall and hovered over the bench, not far from my wife's face.

Rebecca looked at it with wide-eyed hunger and glee, then looked at me and grinned that mischievous grin again.

"Are you...?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

"Ohhhh yeah," she said, reaching up and lightly dragging her fingernails along the length of the hard shaft, making it twitch. Then she wrapped her fingers around it and sat up a little bit and slid her tongue out a little bit as she looked at me, then glanced down at my crotch, and raised one eyebrow.

"Don't stop jerking it, baby," she said to me.

"Okay," I said. I could feel the excitement mounting, and my cock getting even harder, as she slowly moved her mouth toward the tip of the cock sticking out of the hole.

Holy crap, I was going to see my wife suck another man's dick.

And then it happened. Her lips wrapped around the head, and suddenly her mouth was sliding up and down on the stranger's cock as she made it wet with her spit and rotated her hand around the shaft.

"Mmmmmm," she was moaning, even though the huge cock in her mouth was muffling some of the sound. She was really going for it, totally enjoying it, and I couldn't believe how much it was turning me on, seeing my wife's mouth swallowing a mystery man's big dick. Out of the corner of her eye she watched as I pumped my cock hard, the sweat forming on my forehead as I was grunting and groaning, feeling my cum building up in my balls. It egged her on, making her moan louder and suck harder and faster on the schlong in her mouth, pulling her lips off it finally to jerk it fast.

Rebecca turned to me as she jacked the cock in the hole against the end of her flat tongue, licking the tip, and smiled. I could see she had two of her fingers inside her wet pussy at the same time and she was finger-fucking herself. 

"Oh baby, I'm getting close, I'm gonna cum," I said.

Just as I finished saying that, I heard a groan emanate from the other side of the wall and a couple huge spurts of jizz shot into my wife's mouth, then another blast hit her chin and the side of her mouth and dripped off as she gulped it down and kept jerking the cock fast.

Seeing another man blow his load in Rebecca's mouth and on her face while she played with herself pushed me over the edge. I stood over her and shot my hot cum all over her big tits.

"Whoa, you really liked that, didn't you!" she gushed, using a finger to push the cum on her face into her mouth, then she licked her fingers as the cock she'd just blown, already starting to soften, disappeared back into the hole.

"Fuck yeah, that was hot," I said.

"Lick my pussy some more," she commanded as she laid back down on the bench. I got back down between her legs and started eating her out again. Rebecca was wetter than I'd ever seen her before in all her years together and her pussy was so hot. She pushed my head into her and she was wriggling around on the bench. Her thighs were trembling and she was moaning loudly. I looked up as I flicked my tongue fast against her clit and saw the remnants of cum from the other man's cock trickling down her neck, and all the cum from my big load coating her tits. It made me start to get hard again just thinking about it.

Then my wife's whole body tensed up, she arched her back, and she got quiet for a second before she shuddered and let out a loud groan. "Ohhhhh...fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuucckkkkkkkkk," she said her orgasm hit, and it seemed to be a powerful one washing over her as she grabbed my hair tight and her body remained tense and shook for at least half a minute before the intense grip of pleasure finally released her.

Her eyes fluttered open and she had barely caught her breath, thinking about what just happened, when suddenly a huge black cock several inches longer and way thicker than the one she had just blown came through the hole, surprising us both.

"Holy shit...," we both said at the same time as we looked at each other.

Rebecca reached up and grabbed it, marveling at its size as she stroked it. "Feels almost the same as that dildo out there!" she laughed.

"Oh yeah?" I said, staring at this huge black dick in my wife's small, white hand. "I'll bet you want to fuck it, don't you?"

"Yes," she said rather matter-of-factly. "Do you want me to?"

"Can't you tell I do?" I said, looking down at my fresh boner.

"Whoa, honey!" she marveled. "I don't think I've ever seen you get hard that fast after cumming."

"What can I say?" I shrugged, smiling.

"I know what I can say, something I've never said before," she said.

"What's that?"

"Honey, why don't you stand there and watch me fuck the shit out of this big black cock?"

"With pleasure," I said, moving to the other side of the booth as my wife stood up, pulled the bench away from the wall, then bent over while facing me and positioned the opening of her pussy against the purplish-black head of the second stranger's gigantic dick.

I started stroking myself, excited to watch my wife's face as she got fucked from behind.

"Okay," she said, inhaling deeply. "Here I go, moment of truth...."

She pushed backward and I could see the bliss cross her face as her pussy swallowed that big cock. She let out a moan as her eyes closed and her mouth parted, and she reached back and grabbed her ass cheek and pulled it a bit, trying to spread her pussy lips a little more to give easier access to the massive member that was inside her.

"Ohhhh...ohh my god, it's so fucking big, it's...ohh god," she purred as she started sliding back and forth on it. I stood right in front of her and jacked off harder a few inches from Rebecca's face. I could hear the squishing sounds of her wet pussy pounding against that cock, and the noise her ass cheeks made as they slapped against the wall, and I watched her tits bouncing around, and it all got me going even more. I didn't know how much cum was left in my balls but whatever was in there was starting to head for the surface.

Rebecca was squealing as she backed into that big black cock, and she reached down and started playing with her clit.

"Are you all filled up, baby? Is that huge cock filling that pussy?" I said.

"Oh my god, like never before, I can barely stand it, it's so big, it's almost too much, too good!" she panted.

"Yeah? Are you gonna cum on that huge black dick inside you?" I said, pumping my cock so fast it seemed like a blur.

"Oh god, yeah, I'm getting close again, ohh fuck, oh FUCK!" she screamed.

"I'm gonna shoot," I groaned and she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, and a small but hot load of cum burst from my cock and coated her tongue. She was barely able to gulp it down before she screamed in ecstasy, another orgasm possessing her as she buried that cock to the hilt inside her and she mashed down on her clit. She pushed her ass against the wall and moved it around in slow circles as her body was engulfed in the climax.

I heard a man's equally ecstatic holler from the other side of the wall and I knew that his cock must have unleashed a torrent of jizz inside my wife's saturated pussy. Holy shit, I just saw my wife fuck a huge black cock and have a stranger shoot a gargantuan load inside her!

After a couple of moments, she slid off the cock and like the one before it it disappeared back into the hole.

Rebecca laid down on the bench again with her legs spread open, and I could see big globs of jizz starting to ooze out of her pussy and drip down her thighs.

"Come here and eat me out again," she commanded.

I hesitated for a moment, then I got down on my knees and did what she said, my tongue lapping at her folds and tasting the other guy's cum mixed with her juices. It wasn't nearly as objectionable as I thought it might be. In fact, it was kind of hot.

"You like that, you like the way it tastes?" she said

"Yes," I said.

"God, honey, that's so hot," she murmured, running her fingers through my hair. "Clean it up, clean it all out of my pussy."

I kept lapping up every last drop, making my wife's beautiful, wet slit so clean and perfect, as she moaned approvingly while watching me.

When I was done, I stood up, and she stood up too, and she started kissing me deeply, moaning some more as she tasted what I had licked out of her, joining the flavors of cum she had already gulped down during the encounter.

"Baby, are you happy?" I said to her.

Rebecca looked at me with so much love in her eyes and face. "Oh god, so happy, are you happy?"

"Yes," I said. "Seeing you fulfilled like that, well, you saw, I came twice."

"Yes, yes you did," she smiled.

My wife was positively glowing as she started putting on her clothes and I joined her in getting dressed.

"Do I look presentable?" she asked.

I was about to say yes, and then I saw a bit of dried cum along her jawline. 

"You, uhhh," I pointed, and then I just leaned in and licked it until it was gone. 

"Was that yours, or?" she laughed.

"I don't know, does it matter?"

"Nah," she chuckled as we left the booth and went back into the main part of the store. A couple of people turned and looked at us.

"Do I look like I just took a couple loads in my mouth and fucked a big black dick while you watched?" Rebecca whispered in my ear.

"Well, maybe a little," I said.

"Good," she said. 

I laughed.

As we walked through the store, we saw the well-dressed man who had smiled at my wife earlier. He smiled again, at both of us, and added a wink for my wife. He had that just-jizzed look on his face too. Maybe he was the owner of that first cock?! Rebecca and I both decided it was impolite to ask, so we just kept walking.

Right before we got to the front door, I remembered something. "Oh, did you want to use that gift card and buy that black dildo, you know....?" I said to my wife.

"Nahhh," she said. "Next time I want that, we can just come here for the real thing."

"You got it," I grinned as we headed out into the night air, happier and more in love than ever before.

# # #

NEIGHBORS

Gary was sitting in his recliner, eating potato chips and drinking beer and watching the hockey game — like he always did on Thursday nights — when I opened the door and walked into our apartment with my two guests.

"Hi, darling," I said to my husband. "We have company!"

Gary's face first registered surprise, then embarrassment when he remembered he was wearing a stained white T-shirt, boxer shorts, white tube socks and flip-flops.

My husband is a classy guy, isn't he?

He was never this way at all when we first got married eight years ago. 

He cared about himself — his appearance, the way he dressed, the way he carried himself. He wouldn't have been able to land a hot wife like me if he hadn't.

But like most men, he'd gotten lazy once he put a ring on my finger. 

Frankly, he is the last guy who should be taking someone like me for granted. Especially since he's never made me cum even once in all the years we've been married. 

I've always faked it, because he's just not able to satisfy me in bed with his tiny member and his lack of oral skills. I know I should have been honest with him from the start, but I didn't want to make him feel bad. So faking it became a habit. 

But that habit is one I think I need to break.

Maybe you're asking why I married him if he wasn't good in bed? Well, it's complicated. 

Back then, sex wasn't the most important thing in the world for me. 

I wanted a nice guy. A good and decent man. A guy who would support me and my weird little career. I'm an artist, and I make weird sculptures out of things I find in the garbage. I haven't exactly made it big yet, but I feel like I'm right on the cusp. 

Not long after we started dating, Gary said he would support me financially so I could achieve my dream, and he's made good on that promise. 

I think it was a good arrangement for him, having a hot woman on his arm that he could show off to his friends and co-workers and people on the street. 

But I was grateful, and I found lots of things to love about him despite his inability to satisfy me sexually. We can't have everything we want in the world, can we?

Anyway, that's how I used to think. 

Now I think he needs to pay. 

And not just for all of my living expenses and daily needs like he has been. No, he needs to pay for failing to give me that one need of mine that now matters more than anything in the world. 

He needs to know the truth. 

And he needs to see his wife once and for all get a big dick in her life, along with a little something else to scratch that other itch I have.

And that's why Rakeem and Heidi are here.

"Honey," I smiled at my husband, who sat up in his seat and wiped potato chip crumbs from his shirt, "I'd like you to meet our new neighbors from down the hall, Rakeem and Heidi."

"Nice to meet you," he said, extending his hand as Rakeem and Heidi took turns shaking it and nodding with phony smiles like it was the most arduous task in the world.

"Soooo, this is your husband," Rakeem said in his deep, smooth voice as he looked Gary up and down. 

Rakeem is maybe the most handsome black man I've ever met in my life, and so stylish! His haircut and his outfits are impeccable. Or at least they have been every time since I first met Rakeem and Heidi, his girlfriend, in the elevator two weeks ago. 

Rakeem must have been laughing inside at how pathetic Gary looked in his T-shirt and underwear, sitting there in his recliner like a loser.

Heidi was also silently judging my husband, I could just tell. And I know he was getting failing grades in her mind as well. 

Heidi is absolutely gorgeous, with her porcelain white skin and raven-black hair, her green eyes and her deep red lips and her hourglass figure. She is stunning. She looks straight out of a pin-up girl shoot from the 1940's or something. 

I mean, my curves are fantastic, but Heidi puts even me to shame. Those tits, those hips, those thighs, that ass of hers! Damn.

And Rakeem's ass, always covered in those perfectly tailored pants he wears — damn! It looks like the hardest piece of granite ever discovered by mankind.

They really might be the hottest couple I've ever met in real life. 

They just moved into our building, and over the past couple of weeks, unbeknownst to Gary —who is in his own world these days between the office and hockey season— I‘ve gotten to know them both pretty well. 

A cup of tea here, a nice conversation in the hallway there, you know. Friendly and neighborly. 

But now, as I've already discussed with them, it's about to be something more. 

A lot more.

"You're the one with the tiny pecker, huh?" Heidi giggled at my husband.

Gary stared at me, totally taken aback.

"Y-you...you told them I had a small penis?" he said to me.

"Well, yeah, it kind of came up in conversation."

"What kind of conversation?!!"

"A conversation about how you've never made me fuckin' cum the entire time you've been together because of that pathetic little dick of yours, not to mention you don't even know how to eat pussy properly," I shouted at him, my hands on my hips.

My husband looked like he wanted to yell at me, but he knows a hell of a lot better than that and he just shrunk back from my anger.

"What do you mean I've never made you cum?" he whined. ”I've heard you, in bed, when we're making love, you say, 'Oh baby, oh baby, I'm gonna cum!'"

I laughed. "Yeah, I'm either lying or I'm making myself cum with my fingers on my clit, you don't even notice, do you?"

"No, I guess not....," he said, utterly deflated as he flopped back on the recliner. 

Rakeem put his hand over his mouth to cover his grin, while Heidi just looked at Gary with disgust.

"Buster," Heidi said to my husband, "it's one thing if you don't have a big dick, that's not your fault. But the fact that you haven't made up for it in other ways, like licking her pussy the way she likes it until she cums, or at least getting a big dildo and shoving it up her cunt, there's no excuse for any of that!"

I loved that she called him “buster”!

"Come on!" Gary said, looking at me pleadingly and then back at Heidi. "I lick my wife's pussy!"

"Yeah, maybe once a year," I shot back. "And you suck at it. You're not supposed to chew on it like that!"

"But you never said anything, how was I supposed to know?" Gary said, almost in tears now.

I looked at him sympathetically. "You're right, honey. I should have told you and I didn't. You know why?"

"Why?"

"Because I fucking love you, and I didn't want to hurt your tender little feelings!" I yelled.

I thought Rakeem was going to fall over the way he was trying not to laugh.

"I love you, too!" Gary said. "Why are you humiliating me like this in front of these people?"

"'These people'?!" I shouted. "They're not 'these people,' these are our neighbors, and you should show them some respect. Especially after what they're going to do this evening."

"What are they going to do?" Gary said in a worried voice.

I chuckled as I stared at my husband fiercely. Heidi sauntered up to me and started caressing my arm, and Rakeem got behind me and started massaging my shoulders as all three of us stared at Gary.

"They're going to fuck me," I said. "And you are going to watch?"

Gary had a horrified look on his face, but I definitely saw some movement in his boxer shorts.

"Don't pretend like you don't like it, I see your little cock starting to get hard,” I scolded him.

Gary looked down, noticing his small boner was starting to peek out of the flap of his boxers, and he immediately put his hands over his lap.

"Awww, I saw it, I saw it!" Heidi exclaimed, clapping her hands. "I saw his cute, tiny little penis!"

"You know what he's going to do?" I said, turning to Heidi.

"What's that, sweetie?" she said to me, her eyes wandering down to my tits.

"He's going to jerk off his little dick while he watches me suck and fuck Rakeem. He's going to pound that tiny peen while Rakeem shoves his majestic black cock in my tight hot slit, while you sit on his face and ride his tongue and play with my pussy."

"Holy shit, that's hot!" Heidi purred.

Rakeem licked his lips as he stood behind me and I could feel his massive boner pressing against my ass.

"Gary," I commanded my husband. "Take our your cock."

"I don't want to," he murmured.

"Do it now!" I screamed.

"Okay, okay," he said, lifting his ass up from the recliner and pulling down his boxers until he was naked from the waist down, his thumb-sized boner sticking into the air.

"Damn, that is a tiny dick," Rakeem said, shaking his head.

"Aww honey," Heidi said to Rakeem. "It really is cute though, even if it's useless. Why don't you show him yours?"

"With pleasure," Rakeem grinned, unbuckling his belt. He slid down his pants and then his underwear. I turned around just in time to see his massive black cock pop out. 

It had to be at least 10 or 11 inches long, and so thick and veiny. It was…I’d never seen anything quite like it. It was beautiful and a little scary, I have to admit.

"Oh my god, I didn't know it was that big," I gasped. "I don't know if I can handle it!"

"Don't worry, darling," Heidi said, running her hands up and down my body, cupping my tits over my dress. "We'll make you nice and wet so we can get it in you. If he can get it inside mine, he can get it inside yours."

"Mmmm that sounds good," I said to Heidi, and no sooner had I got the sentence out than her mouth met mine and we started making out, her tongue slurping mine. 

I reached down and somehow got my hands around Rakeem's cock and started stroking him slowly as both he and Heidi lifted my little dress up and pulled it over my head. Then they unhooked my bra, releasing my full round tits. I was standing there in just my little black panties and my heels.

I looked over and Gary was watching us and slowly stroking his penis at the same pace I was stroking Rakeem’s dick.

"You like that, don't you, you like watching this?" I said to my husband.

"Yeah."

"You like seeing his big cock in my hand, don't you?"

"Yes," Gary said.

"You like thinking about that big cock going into my pussy?"

"Yeah."

"I'm so wet already," I moaned. "I can't wait for this big black cock to fill me up like you never could."

Gary started beating off a little faster. I could tell he was turned on by the scene unfolding in front of him. His wife was about to be fucked by a big-dicked black stud and a curvy vixen at the same time!

Heidi peeled off her dress. She wasn't wearing a bra and her tits were huge and perfect, her nipples gigantic and so hard. 

I started playing with her breasts and pinching and pulling on her nipples one at a time as she moaned and tipped her head back, eyes closed, her hands playing with my hair. 

I took her left nipple in my mouth and swirled my tongue around it, making it wet and even harder, then I moved to her right nipple and did the same.

"Oh baby, that feels so nice," Heidi moaned.

Rakeem, who was still behind me, reached down and moved my panties to one side, exposing my wet vagina. I bent over a little and stuck my big round ass up in the air and wiggled it for him as he ran his fingers over my soaked lips, teasing my clit and my opening.

"Mmmmm that's so nice," I moaned. "You should slide a finger inside me."

"I was about to," Rakeem said, and then he slid one finger in, and then two. I groaned and shook at the luscious penetration.

Oh lordy, this is going to be so fucking hot, I thought to myself.

Heidi and I were both playing with each other's tits and running our hands over each other's body. She pulled my panties down off my hips and down my legs and I stepped out of them, still wearing my heels. 

She put her hand on my mound and inched down until she was pressing on my hood, and an especially loud moan of pleasure escaped my mouth as she stimulated my clit from the front while Rakeem finger-fucked me from behind with two fingers, and then three.

"Ohhhhhh god, mmmmm, you guys are amazing, oh my god.”

I glanced over at Gary who was beating off slowly, his other hand casually playing with his balls, and he had a strange, excited look on his face like I'd never seen before. 

He was clearly enjoying himself, and the way he was touching himself I could tell he wanted to draw out his own pleasure for as long as he could while watching his wife fuck a man and a woman in front of him, until he couldn’t help it anymore and he blew his load. 

He never expected to see this tonight, that’s for sure. I'm positive that even though he was humiliated by having to jerk off his tiny penis in front of two strangers who were going to satisfy his wife far better than he ever could, he never expected to like it so much.

"I think you should suck Rakeem's cock," Heidi cooed at me. "It's so big and it needs your lips wrapped around it. Isn't that right, baby?"

"Yeah, that's right," Rakeem said. "Get down on your knees and take this big dick, baby," he said to me.

"Yeah?" I said to him all innocently. "You wanna shove that big dick in my mouth?" 

I looked over at Gary. 

"I've never had anything close to that big in my mouth, it might choke me," I said for my husband's benefit. I smiled as Gary stroked a little faster and a little grunt escaped from his throat.

"Watch this," I said to my husband. 

I got on my knees in front of Rakeem like I was worshipping his massive rock-hard cock.

As he inched his gorgeous, swollen purple head closer to my face, I could feel Heidi behind me, her tits pressing against the back of my neck, her hands on my hair guiding my mouth toward his cock.

"Mmmmm, I'm gonna suck this like a fuckin' cock slut," I said, then I swirled my tongue around the tip as I wrapped my hand around the shaft.

"Oh fuck yeah, take that dick," Rakeem muttered, his head tipping back as I took his length into my warm mouth. Heidi grabbed my hair and pushed my head up and down on his huge cock, gently at first but more and more insistently until I gagged a little bit.

"Mmm, tastes so damn good," I panted, trying to catch my breath. 

I spit on his cock and rotated my hand around the wet shaft and then dipped my head back on it, greedily slurping it and relaxing my throat so I could swallow his whole member without choking too much.

Rakeem started fucking my mouth harder as I looked up at him. "Yeah, take it, slut, take it," he said. The words got me even wetter and more excited even as my eyes began to water from the incredible mouth-pounding I was getting.

Finally I came up for air and turned to Heidi. "Why don't you help me?" I said to her.

"I thought you'd never ask!" she smiled, kneeling next to me and taking one of Rakeem's balls in her mouth and sucking as she caressed his inner thigh. 

Rakeem was really into it now, breathing heavy and trembling a little, one hand atop each of our heads and playing with our hair as I worked my mouth and hand fast on his glistening cock, my spit dripping off of it and onto my tits.

My pussy was quivering with the thrill of the moment. 

As I kept sucking Rakeem's dick, Heidi sensed my quim's desperate need and she diverted her attention away from his balls. Her hand played with my hard nipples and then ran down my soft little belly, her fingers finally reaching my mound again and scissoring my labia, squeezing my clit between her fingers.

"Mmmmmohhhhh," I moaned, though it was muffled by Rakeem's cock still deep in my mouth.

"Oh fuck yeah, that feels so fucking goooood," I said as I pulled my mouth off his thick cock, savoring Heidi's fingers rubbing my pussy. They were circling my clit faster and faster, drawing out my sweet, sticky pussy cream that by now had started to coat my inner thighs.

I heard a loud grunt and looked over just in time to see Gary spurt his load all over his hand and his stomach. 

"Awww, he came!" Heidi giggled. "Did you see that? He made a mess of himself!"

"Did that feel good, honey?" I panted. 

Gary just nodded as he wiped his jizzy fingers against his T-shirt to clean up. His cock was still hard, though! I looked at him with unbridled amazement.

"Baby you're still turned on!" I said.

"Yeah," he smiled sheepishly, reaching down and starting to stroke his little boner again.

"Oh wow, are you gonna make yourself cum again watching me?!" I said.

"I'm gonna try!"

"Well, I'm gonna get fucked by this big black dick pretty soon -- at least I'd better!" I said, staring up at Rakeem with a mock pout while he grinned down at me.

"Oh yeah, soon, but I'm not quite done with your mouth yet," Rakeem growled. 

He grabbed my head and shoved his cock back in my mouth and started pumping it past my lips, banging the huge head against the inside of my cheek. Then he pulled his cock out and lightly smacked the underside of his head against my puckered lips.

"You are so freaky, I love it!" I said to him as I reached around, grabbed his granite ass and pulled his cock back into my mouth as he groaned. 

Heidi was still rubbing my clit and I felt that familiar desire deep inside me begging for a release.

The way I was sucking Rakeem's cock, I started to become afraid that he might cum down my throat. Not that it wouldn't feel and taste amazing, but I needed him to fuck me with this big cock!

I pulled my mouth off Rakeem's dick and stared at him. "Lay down on the floor so I can ride that big cock of yours!" I said.

He grinned widely as he did what I said, laying flat on the ground with that massive black dick sticking straight up like a flagpole.

I straddled him and took his cock in my hand, rubbing it against my sopping wet hole. At the same time, Heidi crouched over Rakeem's face and dipped her pussy into his mouth. 

She reached out and grabbed my tits and we both gazed into each other's eyes, understanding each other’s ecstasy in the moment, as I slid all the way down on Rakeem's thick rod, almost in disbelief that I could get it all inside me, even though my pussy was plenty wet and open enough to take him in, just like Heidi said it would be.

I was filled up with a huge cock like I'd never been filled up before! 

The moment was overwhelming.

As I started to ride up and down his gigantic shaft, my moans turned into screams as his cock hit my magic spot, bringing me closer and closer to the release I craved.

Gary was furiously pumping his cock, seeing me taking that gargantuan black dick between my creamy wet pussy lips and screaming as I slid up and down that pole. 

I loved that it was getting him off, seeing me get fucked so good!

"Oh my god, ohhh my goddddddd!" I shouted, as Heidi's mouth collided with mine, muffling my screams. 

We started kissing loud and sloppy while I bounced on Rakeem's cock, and she pushed her hips down on his mouth as his tongue furiously lapped her wet pussy.

As I leaned backward, my back arched, my hands pressed against Rakeem's thighs, Heidi reached down and started playing with my clit.

"Mmmhmmm, yeah, oh fuck yeah, play with my pussy," I panted, getting right up to the edge of sweet release. 

"Oh fuck, oh fuckkkkk!" I looked at Rakeem. "You better shoot your hot load inside me because I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cummmmmm!"

I screamed as I climaxed, my pussy clenched tightly around Rakeem's swelling dick as he groaned, waves of orgasmic delight washing over my body as I bucked and shook, my insides turning to jelly. 

Heidi came at the same time as me, shaking and screaming as Rakeem's lips sucked on her clit.

I was going to ride Rakeem until he exploded inside me but Heidi hopped off Rakeem's mouth and then pulled me off his cock.

Rakeem jumped up to his feet and started jacking his cock as Heidi and I got on our knees in front of him.

"Oh yeah?" I said to him, wagging my tongue at him. "You wanna cum on me?" 

I looked over at Gary, whose face was contorted in his own near-orgasm. "You wanna cum on my face?" I said to Rakeem, looking back up at him again

Rakeem tilted his head back and Heidi grabbed his cock from him and started stroking it really fast while pointing it right at my face and squeezing his tight balls.

"Give it to her, come on baby, give it to her!" Heidi said.

"Come on, fucking cum on me, give me your load," I begged. "I wanna know what your hot fucking spunk tastes like!"

Rakeem groaned loudly and a huge stream of blazing hot cum shot onto my tongue, splashing onto my chin and dripping down onto my tits. 

Heidi kept pumping his shaft and another shot blasted into my mouth and I nearly choked on it as I gulped it down, savoring the salty-sweet and almost smoky flavor that was more intense and so much tastier than any cum I'd ever had before.

It wasn't over! 

Rakeem just kept cumming and cumming and it shot all over my tits and dripped onto the front of my thighs as Heidi pumped his cock with one hand and smeared his cum all over my tits with the other. 

Finally, there was only a thick drop of jizz left that was oozing out of the head of Rakeem's cock. I leaned in and licked it off, swallowing it as I looked up at him and grinned.

I heard another groan and looked over at Gary. He was about to cum again!

"Honey, do you want to cum on me?"

"Yeah."

"Get over here and cum on my tits, now!" I commanded him.

He did as he was told, leaping up out of the recliner and standing over me, jacking off, as Rakeem stepped back. 

Gary grunted and a couple small spurts of cum landed between my tits.

"That's it?" I said, looking up at him. 

Heidi started to giggle.

"Well, that was the second time," he panted as his dick rapidly began to shrink.

"Okay, well, you need to clean this off," I said to Gary.

"Fine," my husband said, "I'll go get a towel."

"No," I said. "Lick it off."

"What?!"

"Lick off all that cum. Do it now. The man with the tiny little cock is on clean-up duty."

"All right...," he said, leaning down and tentatively licking a few drops of both his spooge and Rakeem's as Heidi and Rakeem watched approvingly.

"How does it taste?" I said.

"It's okay," Gary said.

"Well, keep going, get me nice and cleaned up," I said as he licked all the cum off my sweaty skin. 

"Good boy," I said, patting my husband on the head as Heidi laughed.

"Wow, he did a good job," Heidi said as Rakeem laughed.

"He better have," I said. "He had a front-row seat for me fucking the biggest, hardest, blackest cock that's ever been inside my pussy, and he got to jack his tiny cock and cum twice, so it's the least he can do. Isn't that right, honey?"

"Yes, dear," Gary said.

"Bet you can't wait to do it again, right, honey?"

"No, I can't wait!" he smiled.

"Well, our new neighbors live right down the hall,” I said, winking at Rakeem and Heidi as they got dressed. "I'm sure we will all be seeing a lot of each other from now on.”

# # #
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