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Chapter 1 


It was on one of those tranquil Sunday mornings when our paths first crossed with Chris Brandon. I first saw him as he walked up the shared landing in our apartment complex and figured he must be our new neighbor, but he was actually the one who took the initiative and introduced himself to us. We chatted for a while as he painted a picture of his life as an airline pilot, alternating between four days of work and three days off, with a longer set of days off mixed in at seemingly random intervals. It was pretty much right from the start that we both really hit it off with him. He is just a really cool guy.      


Something intrigued both me and my wife Jenny about the prospect of forging a new friendship in our otherwise quiet neighborhood; Chris was one of the very few people of a similar age to us that we’d seen, so Jenny extended an invitation to Chris to come over for dinner the next evening, which .he graciously accepted. That set the stage for an evening of shared stories and some really relaxed and good-natured humor. 

I had noticed it right at the start; when she had offered Chris the invitation, I could see the underlying excitement that danced in Jenny's eyes. Chris was, by all accounts, an exceptionally attractive man. He was an imposing 6'2" and boasted the physique of a college football player, all 220 pounds sculpted from lean, ebony muscle; he possessed a commanding presence. 


The evening itself was really nice, and it wasn’t long before Chris became a good friend of ours. At least once a week, we would end up seeing him in one way or another. Sometimes, he’d just come over and watch a football game and enjoy a beer with us, or other times, he’d go for a run with Jenny. It was actually really nice to have a friend in this neighborhood, as we had only moved here pretty recently and didn’t really know anyone locally. 

It was one Saturday evening when we had Chris over at ours for dinner and some drinks, and it was getting pretty late when he told us about his upcoming company Christmas party at a resort a few hours away. He told us that he had no date for the event and was actually thinking about not going because everyone else would have dates. In fact, he was even thinking of turning down the free flights and hotel suite. 

It was then that I said something that would change my life forever. Half-jokingly, I proposed, "Why not take Jenny with you?" 

Their initial surprise gave way to consideration, and soon enough, I had convinced them, in their drunken state, that it was a splendid idea. 


Later that evening, as soon as Chris had departed, Jenny turned to me with a quizzical look in her eyes. "Why did you suggest that?" she demanded. 

I met her gaze squarely. "Don't pretend you're not excited about the idea," I replied, a playful smile tugging at the corners of my lips. 

She raised an eyebrow, pressing further. "I should be excited. He's quite the catch, and any woman would jump at the chance to go on a date with him. But why are you so keen on the idea?" Her eyes bore into mine, searching for an answer that I hadn't fully revealed. 

For some reason, I decided that honesty would be the best policy, so I took a deep breath and just came out with it. I’ll always remember the words I said. "Because I get excited every time I catch you flirting with him, and thinking about you spending a weekend alone with him would drive me absolutely crazy!" 

"Really? Don't you think it might be just a little dangerous to send your wife away for a weekend with a big, sexy black man? What would you do if something happened?" She asked while she looked at me with suspicion in her eyes. It was like she thought I hadn't thought the whole thing through properly. 

"I'd be fine with it," I replied very calmly. 

"Seriously, babe? You're saying you’d be cool with me having sex with Chris? You’d be ok with me having sex with our friend and neighbor?" she said, for some reason emphasizing the last few words, "You’d be ok with me fucking the guy who comes over here all the time." 

"Yep. I've been unable to stop thinking about you two getting together ever since the first night he came over, the night I first caught you staring at him. God, it turns me on so much!." 

"Have you thought that I might not want to fuck him?" 

"Baby, you don't have to do anything, but if you did, well, you’ll get the perfect chance this weekend." 

"You can’t be serious. You can’t honestly be telling me you would be ok with this? It would be a pretty massive deal, and it really could change our marriage in a big way." 

"All I can say is that every time I think about it, I get so turned on, and I really can’t see it being a problem for me. But listen, the ball is entirely in your court now. There’s no pressure; I just wanted to give you the chance to do it if you wanted to. So when this opportunity came up, I thought it was way too good to turn down." 

We discussed the idea a little more as we lay in bed, but I decided not to ask Jenny about it again after that. I really didn't want her to think I was pushing it or pressuring her into it in any way. That Monday afternoon, Jenny messaged me from work and asked if I could meet her at the mall a bit later. She said that she needed to go shopping for the weekend and as it was my idea, I should be the one who paid for the new clothes she would need. I knew my credit card would be hit hard as the event was black tie, and Jenny would do everything possible to tell me she needed a new dress. 


She had spent the last eighteen months or so really getting back in shape. She had put on almost 40lbs a few years before, but while it took her a little while to realize she needed to sort herself out, she had put the hard work in and looked incredible again. In fact, she was actually a dress size smaller than before she was pregnant. 

I met Jenny near the designer section of the mall, and we started strolling through the most upscale stores. There was an air of uncertainty lingering between us, sparked by the whole Chris situation. I couldn't help but wonder if this shopping spree was her way of making me pay for my earlier suggestion, but strangely, the thought excited me. I was ready to pay, both literally and figuratively, to keep things amicable. 

After roughly 20 minutes of wandering, we ventured into a particularly upmarket store. Displayed prominently was one of the most alluring dresses I had ever laid eyes on. Jenny didn't hesitate; she went straight to it and requested to try it on without even glancing at the price tag. A few minutes later, she emerged from the fitting room, and my jaw nearly hit the floor. The dress was a long, black, backless halter with a daringly low-cut neckline. This choice meant she had forgone wearing a bra, and her pert C-cup breasts were on full display, almost visible through the tantalizing slit. Her long, curly, auburn hair cascaded down her back, contrasting beautifully with her milky white skin. It was as if she had walked out of a fashion magazine, and everyone in the shop seemed to think the same, for all eyes were locked on her. I had already made up my mind to purchase it, even if she had second thoughts, but to my delight, she loved it, and soon we were out of the store, my wallet significantly lighter. 

"You really like that dress, don't you?" I couldn't help but ask, still in awe of how stunning she looked in it. 

She flashed a sly smile, teasing, "You have no idea how good you make me feel in it. I almost dragged you into the changing room. Did you see everyone staring at me?" 

"Not only did I see them, but I also understand why they couldn't look away," I replied with a wink. The idea of her wearing that dress to the party over the weekend had me feeling more excited than ever. 

"So, where to now?" I inquired as we continued our shopping expedition. 

"We're not done yet," she chimed in with a mischievous grin. "I'm going to need some shoes," and with that, she dashed off, eager to indulge in more retail therapy at my expense. 

Thirty minutes later, we had successfully acquired a pair of irresistibly sexy black high-heel stilettos. With each addition to her wardrobe, I couldn't help but feel my anticipation grow. "Do you need anything else?" I asked, a hint of caution creeping into my voice as I contemplated the state of my credit card. 

Jenny shot me a mischievous look. "Well, there are a few more items, and because you've been such a good husband today, I might even let you pick them." 

My curiosity piqued, I responded, "What do you have in mind?" 

She leaned in, her tone suggestive. "I had a chat with Chris today, and he suggested that I might need a swimsuit. Plus, considering how low-cut that dress is, I definitely need new underwear. And, who knows, I might need some other new things just in case I decide to take you up on your offer. If I'm going to seduce Chris, I'll have to look my absolute best," she explained, her eyes locked onto mine, searching for my reaction. She had a way of leaving me flustered, and this time was no exception. My face flushed instantly, and I could feel a stirring in my groin. 

"You really are turned on by this, aren't you?" she observed with a playful smirk. 

I met her gaze, with my desire laid bare. "Can't you tell?" 

With Jenny's candid admission and my own simmering desire, the air between us was charged with a thrilling tension. She continued to lock eyes with me, her demeanor mischievous but tinged with a hint of uncertainty. "Look, I'm making no promises about this weekend," she confessed, her voice a seductive whisper, "but I have given it quite a lot of thought, and it was your idea, so I can't see why I shouldn't have some fun." 

I raised my arms in mock surrender, offering a reassuring smile, "No pressure. You do whatever you want, and only if you want. I promise I'll be okay with your choice, and that's the last I'll say to you about it. I will always love you, no matter what." 

With those words of understanding and support hanging in the air, we continued our shopping adventure, eager to explore the possibilities of Jenny's newfound confidence and allure. 

Jenny then led me into an underwear shop and casually informed me that she would definitely need two pairs, as it really would be unacceptable to wear the same pair twice. I had no idea who would find it unacceptable, but I decided just to shut up and enjoy the ride. Watching Jenny try on swimwear that I hoped she would soon be wearing with her new lover was easily one of the hottest things I have ever done. I kept imagining him sliding each outfit off her petite frame, and that image had me struggling to hide my hard-on. And judging by Jenny’s face, she was enjoying watching me squirm. She eventually picked out a red one-piece suit that had the sides cut away, leaving a thin strip-off fabric connecting the top to the bottom and a black bandeau bikini. Both outfits were very sexy but not quite revealing enough to be considered slutty. I knew she would certainly have no trouble seducing Chris if she wanted to, and judging by her choice of outfits, it looked to me like it was a distinct possibility. 

With only the lingerie left to purchase, we entered the lingerie shop, and it was clear that Jenny had intentionally saved this part of the shopping trip for last. She spoke up, her voice laced with a playful anticipation, "Now, I'm going to need two new sets – something in black for the dress and something for Saturday night. I figured you could choose. You know what guys find sexy, and if nothing happens, you will get to see me in them anyway." 

Her instructions left no room for ambiguity, and I eagerly embraced the task of selecting the intimate attire that would accentuate her allure. Given the low-cut design of Jenny's dress, she gently reminded me that she wouldn't be needing a bra. With that in mind, I, like nearly every man who's ever found themselves in a lingerie store, chose a black sheer lace g-string, a seductive suspender belt, and thigh-high stockings. 

As I picked out the delicate yet tantalizing pieces of lingerie, my mind couldn't help but wander to the possibilities of what the weekend might hold. The thought of Jenny wearing these enticing ensembles had me yearning for the moments ahead. She observed my choices, and we continued to indulge in the shared fantasy, relishing the anticipation of what awaited us at home when we would try on all the new outfits. 

Chris would have to be inhuman if he saw her in one of them and didn’t want to fuck her brains out, and I really hoped he wasn't! 

With the lingerie selections made, I asked Jenny what she intended to wear on Saturday night. Her response added a delightful element of surprise to our preparations. She shared, "I'll decide on my outfit later based on what you've picked." 

I couldn't help but appreciate her willingness to indulge my fantasy, allowing me to play a part in her seductive attire. It added a layer of anticipation to our weekend plans. 

Eventually, I settled on a white lace half-cup push-up bra and a matching g-string, complemented by suspenders and thigh-high stockings. While it may have seemed uninspired, why deviate from a winning combination? The ensemble was sure to enhance Jenny's allure and leave a lasting impression on anyone lucky enough to witness it. 

Our shopping adventure came to an end, and we hurried home, eager to pick up Amy and try on all the new outfits, each piece bringing us one step closer to the weekend's intriguing possibilities. 

Once we got home, Jenny tried all the outfits on again, just to make sure she was happy with them and left the white lingerie for last. When she emerged from the bathroom, she looked absolutely stunning in it, and I couldn't keep my hands off. But as quickly as my hands touched her body, she pushed me off. "Sorry baby, but I've decided we're not having sex until after I get back. So the next person I fuck might not be you!" She stated that so casually while she stood in front of the mirror, examining herself. "You know the last time I wore an outfit like this was our wedding night?" 

"Yeah, I guess it was," I said, realizing she was correct. 

"I feel so sexy in this, honey. I’ve got to hand it to you, it was a really good choice. But it does kind of have a bridal feel to it," she said as she took the bra off and packed it away with the rest of her new purchases. I really hoped they were going to get the use they were intended for. 

The rest of the week really dragged by for me. Almost every second of every day, all I could think about was Friday night. I kept thinking about watching Jenny and Chris drive off together for the weekend. I still couldn't believe that both of them had agreed to my suggestion and that Jenny was actually receptive to my fantasy of her fucking Chris, but I guess any girl would be happy to fuck Chris; it was just about making her feel comfortable admitting it to her husband. Once she was over that fear, then why should Jenny be any different just because she was married? I had a few little jobs to do that would keep me busy during the week, one of which was setting up the three hidden cameras that I had bought online. They were absolutely tiny things; one was hidden in a key ring that I had attached to Jenny’s keys, and the other was designed to look like a lock on her cases. I also had one that looked like a lipstick, which I placed in her makeup bag, which gave a great angle if she left it sticking out of the top slightly. All three had high-definition cameras that linked to her phone and, via that, to mine. The advert on eBay promised they had enough battery life for 12 hours of viewing. Jenny had been surprisingly keen to let me buy them. In fact, on Thursday night, after she had drunk the best part of a bottle of wine, she watched as I fitted the one to her keyring and very casually commented, “So that’s the one that’s going to show me getting fucked by his big black cock then. I really hoped the $120 I had spent on these two cameras was worth it! 

When Friday did roll around, Jenny had taken the afternoon off work, and Chris was driving them the three hours down to the coast. "Thanks so much for offering Jenny as my date; I really wouldn't have gone otherwise. And I promise I’ll be the perfect gentleman," Chris said to me in his deep voice while placing Jenny's bags in the trunk of his sports car. God, I hoped he wasn’t a man of his word. Jenny hugged me, then said her goodbyes, and minutes later, they were on their way, "Love you, call me," I yelled as they drove off. 

I put Amy to bed a little earlier than usual night and then set about trying to log into my cameras to see if they worked. Sure enough, they both did, and I had a view of Chris's dark car trunk interior, so I switched them off to save the battery power for what I hoped were more interesting scenes. 

A few hours later, just after Jenny had messaged me to say they had checked in, I checked the cameras again, and now, with a mix of curiosity and excitement, the feed loaded up. One camera, which must have been the one on her luggage lock, provided a captivating view from its position in one corner, its lens pointed back across the room toward the door, capturing most of the room and the king-sized bed. It seemed that Chris had explained to us earlier that he had been assigned only one suite but had attempted to swap it for one with two single beds. Fortunately for my voyeuristic intrigue, this request hadn't been granted. 

On the screen, I could see Chris as he dressed in front of the TV. He had no shirt on, and his sculpted, muscular black torso rippled with every movement. His presence in the room was magnetic, and the anticipation of what might transpire hung in the air. In the background, the sound of the shower running hinted at Jenny's presence in the bathroom, a detail that had my heart racing. 

I decided to check the other camera feeds, and one offered a view of the bathroom. Through the lens, I could make out Jenny's silhouette in the shower, her dress bag hanging on the back of the door. The mixture of tension, desire, and curiosity intensified as I continued to watch, aware that the evening held the potential for a transformative experience for all of us. 

A few seconds later, I heard the water stop, and then the shower door opened, and Jenny emerged glistening from the steam. I was both stunned and excited as she stepped out of the shower to see that she had shaved her pubic hair. She hadn’t done that in years, and although I always said I didn’t mind her pussy being hairy, I secretly missed the feel of her being freshly shaved. I switched between the cameras and found the third one had almost the opposite view of the first. It looked across the room and out onto the balcony. Even though it was impossible to tell exactly how high up they were, I could still tell that they were high up from the fact I couldn’t see the ground at all. 

I could see that Chris was almost finished getting dressed, and he called out to Jenny through the door, letting her know that he was heading out to give her some privacy to finish getting dressed. He assured her that he would meet her at the bar once she was ready, a gesture that highlighted his gentlemanly nature. 

Switching back to the bathroom camera, I observed Jenny as she skillfully applied her makeup. Her auburn hair cascaded over her bare shoulders, framing her stunning features. The anticipation in the room continued to build, fueled by the allure of the evening and the captivating images before me. 

I watched as she reached over, picked up her new lingerie, and started putting it on. I couldn't help myself; the sight in front of me was so hot I had honestly never seen anything as erotic before, and almost without thinking, I felt my hand slide down to my cock. I was shocked to find I was rock hard already, and I was soon stroking my cock as I watched my wife get ready for her date with Chris. As embarrassing as it sounds, I blew my load all over myself just as my gorgeous wife finished getting ready. Watching her do her final check in the mirror was just too much for me. As I was cleaning myself up, my wife was leaving the hotel room for her rendezvous with Chris. 


Chapter 2 


I was absolutely beside myself with excitement for the next couple of hours, and I was checking the cameras every few minutes to see if they had returned to the hotel room. Every scenario imaginable was running through my mind, and even though I had only cum an hour earlier, I had a permanent erection to keep me company as I sat at my desk in front of my computer, waiting desperately for them to return to the room. It was about 11 p.m. when I checked one of the cameras and noticed the door was open, and a second later, the room lights turned on. Jenny walked in first, and I could see she was leading Chris by the hand. She stopped right in the middle of the room, then turned and put her slender arms around Chris's waist, and looked up at him.

"But Jen, seriously, what about Dean?" Chris asked.

"He's absolutely fine with it. This was his idea for me to come with you, remember? He even picked out this dress for me to wear," Jenny replied as she pulled Chris closer and raised herself up onto her toes to kiss him. I was beside myself with excitement as their lips moved closer together. I couldn’t believe that she was actually going to do it! My fantasy was about to come true, and I was going to get to watch every second of it.

"Holy fuck!" was all Chris could say as he leaned forward and met Jenny's kiss. My screen was suddenly filled with the image of them kissing and caressing like horny teenagers. Their hands rapidly explored each other’s bodies for the first time. Chris's huge black hands looked enormous as they moved over Jenny's tiny little white body, and by contrast, she looked like a doll next to his massive muscular frame. It didn't take long for Jenny to slide Chris's jacket off, letting it fall to the floor while she started to work on his tie, and as she did, he unbuttoned his shirt.

I couldn’t help myself again; as I watched my wife starting to undress this handsome black man, I reached down and took hold of my penis again. By the time a shirtless Chris started kissing my wife again, I was stroking my cock furiously. As he stood there with Jenny’s hands exploring every inch of his chiseled body, I couldn’t help but appreciate what a specimen he really was. As Jenny leaned in and kissed one of his well-developed pecs, I had a moment where it really hit me just how much bigger he was than me in every way. Well, every way I had seen so far. As she kissed his powerful chest, Chris reached behind her, and I watched as he slowly unzipped her dress and slid it down her body.

"Oh my God." Chris and I both murmured at pretty much the same time as the dress slid down and left a bra-less Jenny standing before him in just her black stilettos, a pair of stockings and suspenders, and a little g-string. I remember the sight of her little nipples sticking out so hard I honestly couldn’t remember seeing them like that before, and as soon as I saw that, it was enough to push me over the edge. I shot my second load of the night all over myself as Chris pulled Jenny's naked torso next to his, and they kissed again. Seeing her perfect white skin next to his dark body was the sexiest thing I had ever seen, and I knew at that moment I had made the right decision to let Jenny in on my fantasy.

As they kissed, Jenny was working on Chris's belt, and it wasn’t long before he kicked off his shoes and socks, and his pants slid down his legs. As he stepped out of them, Jenny’s fingers slid inside the waistband of his white CK boxers, and she leaned forward and slid them down. As they were elasticated, they weren’t going to slide down his legs on their own, so Jenny leaned down and guided them all the way down his legs, and it was only as she leaned forward to slide them off his feet that her head dipped low enough that I could see his cock. His massive black cock. Now, it was Jenny and I who murmured in unison. We both just saw it and murmured, “Oh my god!”

I couldn’t take my eyes off Chris’s massive cock as he stood there. Jenny had stood back up and off to one side ever so slightly, giving me a perfectly clear view of it. The thing is, I’m not a small guy at all. In fact, I am very comfortably above average in that way, both in length and girth. But Chris was in a totally different league. My thick 6 ½ inch cock looked like a pencil compared to the enormous black cock that my wife was currently staring at. It must have been close to eight inches long, if not even longer, but it was the thickness that was truly impressive. I’m not saying I’m huge, but I’ve been with a few girls over the years, and every single one has told me I’ve got a fat cock. Well, if I’ve got a fat cock then Chris has a monster cock because it genuinely looked to be about twice the size of mine. I watched with disbelief as he took hold of Jenny, picked her up off the floor, and left his enormous cock  sandwiched between them as they started to passionately kiss once again.

“Get me to the bed,” Jenny told him.

“Your wish is my command, my lady," Chris replied as he gently lowered Jenny onto the bed and then climbed on and lay down beside her. Jenny clearly had other ideas, and a second later, she sprang up and pushed Chris flat onto his back and then threw her leg over his stomach so that she was straddling his abs. I could see his huge cock sticking almost straight up into the air behind Jenny's pale ass. Fuck, it looked like a tree stump.

"Damn," Chris managed to get out before Jenny was on him. She started alternating between kissing his mouth and his body; she was clearly quite taken with his muscles. She soon started to slide back down his body until she was grinding her little pussy over his cock.

"God I want it!" she said and Chris didn’t need a second invitation as he instantly flipped her over, coming up on his hands as Jenny fell to the bed underneath him with her legs wrapped around his waist.

"And now you’re going to get it," Chris said as he reached down and slid her g-string aside. I then watched in high definition as he slowly lined the head of his huge black cock up and slowly slid it into my wife's tiny little white pussy. It was very obvious to me once he had slipped the head in because Jenny's eyes practically bulged out of her head. I couldn't believe it was happening; my wife, the love of my life, was lying on a hotel bed fucking our black neighbor.

"Don't worry, Jen, I'll take it really slow, I promise," Chris said, although Jenny could only nod in agreement. He was being a perfect gentleman, even while he was fucking my wife; I guess he was true to his word.

Chris spent the next few minutes slowly inching more and more of his cock deeper into Jenny's pussy, while Jenny moaned and writhed around on the bed with pleasure beneath him. The sight of her stocking-clad legs wrapped around his torso and her stiletto heels pointing skyward was something I’ll never forget. She was slowly adjusting to his size, and with each passing minute, she became more and more vigorous with her movement. To my complete amazement, she was soon raising her hips to meet his thrusts, and as I looked down, I could see that with each thrust, she was making sure that every inch of his enormous cock was buried as deep as it would go. I couldn't imagine where all that cock was going inside Jenny's tiny body. She struggled to take my cock pounding her sometimes, but she seemed to enjoy trying to accommodate it, pulling him in even deeper as she tried to cross her ankles behind her new lover's back.

"Holy fuck. Oh my god. Yes, Yes, that’s it. Holy fuck yes!" Jenny screamed as she was rocked by a very powerful orgasm. I was quite surprised if I’m honest, because Jenny isn’t normally able to cum from penetration alone. She normally needs a bit of clit action either first or during. But Chris hadn’t touched her clit, not even once. She had just cum from purely his cock inside her, and watching him manage to do so easily, what I had only managed a handful of times in all our years of marriage, was a truly surreal experience. I was jealous that he could easily do what I could almost never manage, but something about it was turning me on a lot. As I looked down, I could see that I was hard again. I never normally get hard twice, let alone three times in quick succession, but seeing Jenny cum so hard on Chris's cock made me feel happy for her in a really weird way. I knew she was having the most incredible sexual experience of her life, and I was happy to be watching it.

“You like that, don’t you?" Chris grunted as he continued to thrust into Jenny's still convulsing body.

Jenny was already well past being able to talk, and she just grunted her answer like a possessed animal as her black lover kept pounding his huge cock into her married white pussy.

Chris eventually slowed his pace after bringing Jenny to a massive second orgasm, and as he slowed his pace, she was able to catch her breath.

“Roll over, babe, it's my turn on top!" She practically demanded, and Chris followed, rolling onto his side and, from there, lifting her up as he rolled onto his back. He had managed to roll over completely without his cock ever leaving her dripping wet pussy. Jenny was now kneeling on the bed, straddling Chris with his massive cock lodged somewhere in her body, probably close to her abdomen.

"Now it's your turn," Jenny purred as she leaned forward and started licking the sweat off his muscular black chest while grinding and rolling her hips. It was a little move she did that I was very familiar with. She had used it countless times on me, and it was her go-to technique to milk the cum out of my cock by squeezing her pussy muscles as she slid up and down it. As I watched, I could only imagine how good it felt for Chris, as I knew it would feel a lot tighter for him with his much larger size increasing the squeezing sensation. I didn't have to wait long to find out the answer.

"Holy fuck Jen!" Chris moaned as Jenny really got to work on her lover’s cock, speeding up her hip rolls.

"You like that, don’t you?" Jenny enquired as she lifted her head up off his chest and stared into her new lover’s eyes as she picked up the speed.

"It's incredible...........stop, stop.........I'm going to cum......." Chris desperately pleaded as I sat there and watched my lingerie-clad wife grinding her pussy down on him, her tight little cunt pulsating around his massive cock. Then it hit me. It was something I hadn't thought about until that moment, and I guess Chris hadn't either in his rush to get into my wife's pussy. But as I watched him continue to fuck her, I realized he wasn't wearing a condom. I wasn't too worried; after all, Jenny was on the pill, and I could tell from her moans she wasn’t exactly worried either.

"Don’t hold back baby, I want to feel it in me," She said as she sped up again. I could see Chris start to tense as his orgasm approached. I was pretty impressed he had lasted that long, really. It normally only takes a couple of seconds of Jenny on top for me to cum. Jenny kept on grinding as she looked into Chris's eyes, almost willing him to unload his cum deep into her. Then his muscles tensed to the point they looked like they might explode, and then he let out a deep moan. They both came simultaneously. Jenny started thrashing widely on top of him as he pumped shot after shot of his cum deeper into her than anyone had ever pumped cum before. Eventually, Jenny stopped shaking and practically collapsed on top of her new lover. Her milky white skin was an incredible contrast to his dark black flesh, and her beautiful hair cascaded down over his chest. As I watched them recover, I realized that I had somehow cum again while watching that last scene.

A couple of minutes later, I was coming back from cleaning up when I saw movement on the screen; Jenny had rolled off of Chris and was now lying on the bed next to her black lover as they gently caressed each other, and he was stroking her face, "That was incredible," I heard Chris's deep voice exclaim.

"You have no idea. I've still got my shoes on, and I didn't even notice," she giggled while rubbing her hands over Chris's sweat-covered body.

"I can't believe how hot you looked tonight; I spent all night wondering how I was going to keep my hands off you. I thought you were a merciless tease when you turned up in that dress."

"Well, now you know I'm not a tease," she purred as she stroked Chris's cum covered cock.

"You're incredible; I don't think I've ever cum so hard in my life," Chris moaned as Jenny smiled, then moved her head down. I watched in pure disbelief as she started working her lips around the massive purple head of his cock, which was still covered in both of their cum. Jenny hated the taste of cum, and actually wasn’t really a fan of sucking cock at all. If I was lucky, I got a couple of blowjobs a year, but here she was, sucking the cum covered cock of our neighbor more willingly than I could ever remember her sucking mine.

"I think I must have passed out during that last orgasm, babe. You might need to give me another one," Jenny moaned before attempting to fit as much of Chris's huge ebony shaft into her mouth as she could. Even now, only semi-hard, I was staggered by the size of his cock. Jenny was struggling to fit it in her mouth, and I could see she only had a small fraction of it in her mouth.

"With pleasure, sexy girl," Chris said as he lay his head back on the bed and smiled as he watched my wife’s mouth get to work on his rapidly hardening cock. The sight of her lingerie-clad ass wiggling in the air as she sucked and licked Chris's cock back to life was an insanely hot image if ever I’d seen one. As she sucked his cock to almost full hardness, Chris reached down and started to remove Jenny's g-string, "I don't think we’ll need this anymore. It's only going to get in the way," he said as he slid it down her legs and she then slipped it off her feet. Jenny then started to take her heels off, but Chris stopped her, "Why don't you leave them on?" he said with a mischievous laugh.

"Anything for you, stud," Jenny whispered, her voice husky as she stood up and sauntered around to the side of the bed Chris was now sitting up on. It was like she was working her sexy strut with every step, and I honestly had no idea that Jenny could be this sexy, although I was pleasantly surprised to see it. Jenny seductively stretched her stocking-clad leg over Chris's lap,  suspending herself just above his massive erection for a second before she slowly lowered herself down onto it. She stopped for a second just after I saw the head begin to enter her dripping wet pussy, "Do you want me to cum in you again?" he asked as she very slowly lowered another inch down onto his cock.

"More than anything else in the world, you cumming in me was the best thing I have ever felt," Jenny whispered in Chris's ear as she slid down his cock until she rested on his lap. I watched the two of them fuck while staring into each other’s eyes, and I knew things would never be the same again. Jenny had two more powerful and vocal orgasms and then started to passionately kiss Chris, not stopping until his body went tense. "Oh fuck...yes that’s it ...that’s it, cum....in....my pussy...." she panted between bounces, "I....want.....your….cum!" she demanded just as he pushed her down onto his lap and shot another massive load of cum into her. Jenny was screaming the place down; I had never seen my wife cum so hard. God knows if there was anyone else in the nearby rooms, but they certainly weren’t going to get much sleep. Chris then rolled them back onto the bed, and I saw Jenny move in and snuggle up to his big muscular chest; then, a second later, he reached over and turned off the lights. That ended my show for the night, but it was, without a doubt, the most erotic night of both our lives. For me, I was living out my fantasy, and Jenny was going to sleep in the arms of her new lover, after what was undeniably the best sex of her life, while she was full of his cum. It really was a win-win situation.

As I lay in bed, I felt the strange combination of emotions swirly around inside me. I still felt horny as hell, although there was no way my cock was ready for round 4. But alongside that, I couldn’t help but feel jealous that it was Chris lying next to Jenny, and it was his cum dripping out of her pussy. And I was definitely jealous of just how eager she had been to suck his cock. I honestly hadn’t had a blowjob like that in years. But I was also keen to discover what that morning would bring. I grabbed my phone and set my alarm so that I would be awake before them.

It worked. When I logged back into the cameras in the morning, they were still fast asleep, and I had plenty of time to do a few chores around the house until I saw the new lovers start stirring about 11 a.m. As soon as I saw it on my phone, I headed to the computer to get a better look, and as I loaded it up, I saw Jenny, still in her lingerie but minus the heels, climbing out of bed and heading to the bathroom, so I switched cameras. She gently shut the door and started getting undressed, "Holy fuck," I heard her say to herself, "fuck how did he cum so much," and a second later, as she stood in the bathroom, I heard her pussy let out a really squelchy noise as some of Chri’s cum had clearly just worked its way out of her. A second later, she giggled and then jumped in the shower. A minute later, the door opened, and Chris's massive frame walked into view.

"Mind if I join you?" he asked before opening the shower door. I had to admit it; this guy was a real gentleman.

"I'd like that," was Jenny's reply. I could see the outline of them as Chris closed the door behind him and they started to embrace, and before long I could hear Jenny's voice, "Do me again, I need to know that last night wasn't a dream." Chris didn’t say anything in reply, he just lifted her up and I could just make out their shape as he pressed her against the wall. Although if there was any doubt about what they were doing, Jenny's groans followed almost immediately and made it very clear.

"God, your cock feels so fucking good.......Please don't stop....." Jenny moaned over the sound of the shower.

"Don't worry, I'm not going to stop until I fill that tight little pussy of yours with my  cum," Chris's voice boomed as I watched him fuck Jenny senseless against the shower wall. I don’t know what had happened inside me that made me enjoy it so much, but I watched on in genuine delight as he pounded my wife, barely able to contain my joy as my fantasy came to life before my eyes. Jenny's screams interrupted my self-congratulations, "Don't stop, don't ever fucking stop...............oh my god............come on do it….. Do it…..cum .....in....me," she yelled as her little pussy was again filled by Chris's cum. Thank God she was on the pill I thought as I thought about how much cum he had unloaded into my wife over the last 24 hours.

I headed downstairs to get a drink, and by the time I got back to the screen, Jenny and Chris were leaving the room, so I decided to give them a couple of hours and check back in around dinner time. Much to my annoyance, I got held up at Jenny's parent's house when I went to drop Amy off for the night, so it was around 7 p.m. that I finally got back in front of my computer. As I logged in to the cameras, I was just in time to see them returning to the hotel room, Jenny leading Chris to the bed.

"You wait here, I've got a little treat for you," she said, as she kissed him and then turned and headed to the bathroom. Once inside, I saw her quickly get out of her red swimmers and begin changing into the white lingerie I had picked for her. I knew it was going to be something he would enjoy.

When Jenny came out of the bathroom, she honestly looked like an angel, "Wow,"  was all Chris managed to say as he stood and wrapped his arms around her, then lifted her up as they kissed, "This is the best treat I've ever been given."

"Dean picked it for me; he thought you'd find it sexy," she informed him.

"Not only is your husband’s taste in women impeccable, but so is his taste in lingerie. You look absolutely stunning, Jenny."

"Well, I'm all yours tonight; you can do whatever you want to me," Jenny whispered as she started to unzip Chris's shorts and pulled out his cock. Her little white fingers made it look even bigger as they struggled to wrap around it. She could barely get her fingers around his cock and he was soft! She could just get them to touch around mine when I was fully hard. A few seconds later and her cherry red lips started licking around his huge purple cock head.

"I really don't want this dream to end tonight! I'm going to want this dream every night of my life," Chris replied.

"Me too," Jenny said after letting his cock fall from her mouth.

Chris then pulled Jenny up to her feet and looked her in the eyes, "When we get home, would you still want us to do this?" he asked.

"Oh my God, yes. I’ve only just found out just how good sex can be; there’s no way I'm stopping now," said Jenny as she started lifting Chris's t-shirt over his head.

"What about Dean?"

"Well, this was his idea, and he said he would be okay with whatever happened as a result, so he better get used to it!" stated Jenny very matter-of-factly. I couldn’t believe what my wife had just said as she pushed a now naked Chris back onto the bed.

"Before you have your way with me tonight, I want to taste your cum. It feels so good inside me, and I really want to know what it tastes like." If I couldn’t believe her earlier comment, this one was even more shocking. Jenny hated cum, with a passion. She had swallowed my cum three times in our entire relationship. Once on our wedding night, once on my 30th birthday, and once when she got really drunk at a New Year’s Eve party. My 30th birthday was the last time she had done this for me, and she definitely didn’t repeat it a few weeks ago for my 34th! But here she was, practically demanding to do it for Chris. Something about his cock had made her want to do this for the first time in years.

And with that, she set about truly devouring his cock. Jenny was like a woman possessed, rubbing her hands up and down the ebony shaft as she licked and sucked on his massive cock, and it wasn’t long before she got her reward. Chris's body tensed up, then relaxed as the first jet of his semen blasted down Jenny's throat. I couldn’t believe what I was watching as his cock spasmed with each squirt of cum. After six huge squirts, Jenny was still swallowing, but squirt seven was clearly the limit as she started to gag. I watched as she pulled his cock out of her mouth, and a second later, the next squirt of cum sprayed all over her neck and chest, followed by three or four more. Jenny was still trying desperately to swallow the cum he had unloaded in her mouth as his cock continued to spray cum all over her face. Then, perhaps the most shocking thing happened. As Jenny finished swallowing, Chris’s cock was still cumming, and much to my surprise, she dived straight back on that cum fountain and kept swallowing until Chris was eventually spent.

"Holy fuck Chris, it tasted as good as it feels. God, I normally hate the taste of cum" she said while looking up at Chris, and as if to emphasize the point, she slid her finger over her chin and scooped up a thick string of cum that adorned her face and licked her finger clean. "God, I haven’t tasted cum in years. Now fuck me like I'm yours."

Chris seized the invitation and rose to his feet. They embraced and kissed like the new lovers they were as Chris's dark hands explored every inch of my wife's tiny, pale, lingerie-clad body, and she seemed perfectly content to let him, standing perfectly still as his hands roamed wherever they pleased. But while her body was still, Jenny’s eyes were not as she eyed Chris’s rapidly returning erection. I couldn't understand how she could possibly want more of it after the poundings she had taken in the last 24 hours, but I figured lust must be able to do crazy things to people. No sooner had I thought this when Chris slipped his hands into Jenny's g-string and tore it off, Jenny didn't even flinch. Chris quickly spun Jenny around so that she was now facing the bed, and he was standing directly behind her. He took hold of her arms and slowly bent Jenny over, leaving her with both hands braced on the bed end and her ass sticking out. There was something about seeing my wife bent over in front of this muscular black man while she was dressed only in her little white lingerie that really was a dream come true for me, and after last night, no doubt Jenny as well.

I watched, completely mesmerized, as Chris started to hammer his massive black cock in and out of my wife's perfect lingerie-clad rear. It wasn’t long before Jenny came so hard that her arms gave way beneath her, and she crumpled face-first into the bed. But as she came, Chris didn't even break his stride. He just reach down, pulled her back up by her waist with his powerful arms, and continued pounding his huge black cock into her little white pussy and smashing her face into the bed. She really was getting her wish. Chris really was having his way with her.

"Holy Fuck!"I could hear Jenny's muffled scream as Chris emptied yet another massive load of black cum into her little pussy. Chris’s cock convulsed as it pumped spurt after spurt of his cum into Jenny's pussy as she groaned and shuddered underneath him, "Wow babe your pussy feels amazing," he moaned as he slowly pulled his cock out from Jenny's now overflowing pussy. Once his cock had slid all the way out, Jenny collapsed face down on the bed in response. She looked a picture of sexiness as she just lay there in post-orgasmic bliss with Chris's sperm running down her inner thighs. My bliss was rudely broken when my phone rang.

When I woke up on Sunday morning, I saw I had a text from Jenny, "Love you so much, baby; I’m having a great time, as you’ve probably seen! Should be home about midday."

It was about lunchtime on Sunday when I heard Jenny opening the door. By the time I came to greet her, she had practically run into the room and looked absolutely radiant. "Thank you so much, baby," she beamed. "I’ve had the most amazing weekend ever, and I bet you did too," she said with a cheeky wink and a little wicked smile as she reached out and grabbed my already erect cock.

"I might have enjoyed it a little bit," I lied as we kissed.

"Well, I know that’s rubbish. Little man here has given that away. In fact, I bet you came even more than I did," she laughed while starting to stroke my cock.

"Well, I'm just really glad you had such a good time."

"Baby, it was so much more than just a good time; it was incredible," she explained, "and I'm going to fuck Chris again tonight," she stated very bluntly.

"That's great. I know this was my idea to start with, but I love how much you love it now and the fact you are going to keep fucking Chris."

"I love you so much, baby. I promise that you’ll never have anything to worry about, and we are going to be together forever. I’d never leave you, but for now, I'm definitely going to fuck Chris a lot."

"I'm completely okay with that, baby. If I’m honest, I knew there was a good chance it would be more than just a one-off. But you've got my blessing to fuck Chris as much as you want."


Chapter 3

Jenny spent the whole afternoon slowly unpacking her cases from her weekend away while I prepared dinner. She still had that glow about her from her weekend of carnal bliss with her new black lover, and I couldn't help but feel slightly proud of myself for allowing nature to run its course and letting these two prime physical specimens enjoy one another’s bodies.

"So honestly, Jenny, come on, I need to know. How good is he?" I asked as she sat on the sofa, running her fingers through her long, curly red hair. I quickly added, "You know I'm not the jealous type, so you can be entirely honest, I promise.”

“I know you’re not, but trust me, babe, it's a lot for me to get my head around, let alone you. Only a week ago, I had never given any thought to fucking anyone else, and now I’m sitting here, and you’re asking me about the performance of my new lover while you cook out dinner. That's pretty crazy."

"I get that; I guess it's just different for me because I've had the fantasy in my head for so long."

"Did watching it live up to your expectations?" Jenny asked with a slightly concerned look on her face.

"Oh my god, yes. In fact, it was hotter than anything I’ve ever imagined."

"Which bit turned you on the most?"

"All of it, but especially the first time. When you were wearing that dress. Fuck that was hot." I said as I wiped my brow.

"Well, to answer your first question." she paused for a few seconds as she collected her thoughts, "honestly he is fucking spectacular." She told me bluntly like it was the most natural thing to say to her husband.

"Well, I'm really glad that I set you guys up and that you get to keep experiencing that much pleasure."

"Believe me, so am I." She said with a devilish smile as she stood up and walked into the kitchen with me.

After dinner, I sat on the sofa with Jenny, both enjoying a glass of wine as we watched TV.

"You heading over soon then?" I asked as she sipped her red wine.

"Maybe, if you’re ok with that?" She said as she looked at me, almost like she was asking for permission.

"Baby, you never need to ask me. We're both adults, and you can do whatever you want, whenever you want with Chris.

"Ok baby, and thank you." She said softly before leaning over and giving me a kiss on the lips.

"It’s my pleasure," I replied honestly.

"In your fantasy, how often does Chris  fuck me?"

"As often as possible."

"Seriously?”

“Yes, babe. I absolutely love the idea of you just walking over to his place whenever you feel like it, or Chris knocking at the door and you greeting him with a kiss before kneeling down in the doorway and sucking him off."

"You really think you could handle that long term. If it was more than just a fuck. If it was us behaving like a couple around you?"

"Yeah," I said as I smiled and pointed down to my now rock-hard cock, which was pushing to break free against my shorts.

Jenny didn't hesitate for a second. She just placed her wine glass down on the table, then unzipped my pants, fished out my cock, and knelt down in front of me. A second later, she had engulfed my cock in her mouth. She started to work the shaft with one hand while she cupped my balls with the other, looking up at me through her eyelashes the entire time. She was sucking my cock like she loved it, sucking it in a way she hadn’t done for years, and I loved it and soon had one of my hands wrapped in her gorgeous hair.

"You liked watching me do this to Chris, didn’t you, babe?" She asked breathlessly, lifting her mouth off my shaft before diving back down on it.

"Fuck yes." I groaned.

Jenny was devouring my cock like never before, although having seen her handle Chris's, I guess I really shouldn't have been too surprised.

"Does black cock taste better?" I asked. I don’t know what prompted the question as she deep-throated me, but I wanted to know the answer.

"MMmm yeah." She gurgled and nodded as she kept sucking.

"What about black cum? Did thattaste better?" I continued the line of questions straight from my fantasies.

"Much better." She gurgled and nodded again, but never once did she break stride. Every second with her lips around my cock was spurring me on to orgasm.

"Do you wish this was Chris's cock?"

Jenny's eyes opened wide when I asked that question, and she didn't answer as quickly, but eventually, she closed her eyes, looked down at my cock, and gurgled, "Urgh yeah." That answer was too much for me, and about a second later, I felt my cock start to tighten at the base, and I knew I was about to shoot my load straight down her throat, although clearly so did Jenny as she slid her lips off my cock and started to stroke my shaft as she pushed my head towards her tits. A second later, she jerked me to a finish all over her tits, although there wasn't much of it really, just a couple of tiny spurts, as I'd well and truly used up all my cum watching the video feed over that last couple of days. Jenny smiled as she stood up, wiped the saliva from her lips, sat back down next to me, and took another mouthful of wine.

"That was absolutely incredible," I told her as we hugged and kissed on the sofa, "Thank you, baby. God, I needed that."

"Oh, it was my pleasure." She replied with her devilish grin.

"So, do you have an outfit in mind for tonight?" I asked.

"No, I was hoping you might help me pick one out," Jenny told me as she stood up, took my hand, and then led me down the hall to our bedroom.

Jenny jumped in the shower and gestured to the walk-in wardrobe. It didn’t take a genius to get the hint, and I set about finding her an outfit. I headed straight for her lingerie drawer, as I already had something in mind from in there, something that I had in mind from my many run-throughs of this scenario in my mind.

"Since it's going to be your first night in your new lover’s bed, I think we should make a really special effort," I yelled to Jenny over the noise of the shower.

A couple of minutes later I had everything laid out ready for her, "Wow, you really are getting excited by this aren't you?"

"I don't lie," I told her as I passed her a red mesh crotchless body stocking that I had bought her last year. She had only ever worn it twice for me, and quite embarrassingly, both times, I'd cum within about ten seconds of entering her. I had no doubt Chris would last longer, but I still knew it would have an effect on him too. The stocking had no sleeves and was cut around the shoulders like a high-cut swimsuit, but it was completely backless. Her nipples were already rock hard and squeezed through the mesh as she slipped it on.

"You really want to get him extra excited, don’t you babe? You want to get him so turned on he fucks me senseless, don't you? " She asked as she slipped on the patent red leather heels I had put on the floor beside the bed. I was so stunned that I could only nod my head in reply. My god did Jenny look so sexy standing there that I could feel my cock getting hard again, even though I had only blown my load a few minutes earlier.

I then handed Jenny a short red sundress, "That’s the last piece." I said with a huge triumphant grin.

The dress just about covered the cut of the body stocking, so you couldn't work out what it was until you took the dress off. I knew Chris would appreciate the effort and the surprise. When she had finished sorting out her hair in the mirror, she opened her makeup bag and quickly put on some bright red lipstick, and then we both stood back for a few seconds to admire my handy work.

"Holy fuck Jen, you look amazing. Seriously, over the last three days, I've never seen you look so sexy. " I said, almost gushing with praise.

"Aww, thank you so much, baby," Jenny whispered before she leaned in and pecked me on my cheek.

We walked the door hand in hand as Jenny smoothed her dress over her trim torso with the other hand r.

"Have a great night, babe, and I’ll see you in the morning," Jenny said as she blew me a kiss and walked out the door. Watching her ass as she walked across the landing to Chris's was an incredible sight; I could hear her heels clicking on the tiled floor as she walked through the door and into the landing. I couldn't help but look through the peephole once I’d shut the door, and I saw Jenny knock, followed a couple of seconds later by Chris's large frame filling the door.

"God damn girl!" I heard him mutter as Jenny gave him a little twirl, showing off the outfit I'd picked.

"You like it?" She asked with a coy smile.

"I FUCKING LOVE IT!" His voice echoed through the stairwell as he wrapped his arms around her, and they kissed right there on his doorstep in view of anyone passing. My stomach was flooded with butterflies as, for the first time, I watched my wife, whom I'd wrapped up like a present, give herself to her lover in person. I watched as they stood on the doorstep while their hands explored each other and while they never broke their kiss. Eventually, Chris broke the embrace first and led Jenny into his house for the very first time as his lover.

I spent the rest of that night laying in bed, jerking my cock to images of Jenny’s glistening body writhing in ecstasy with Chris. I couldn't decide if my fantasies were doing the reality justice, but I sure as hell tried. I must have fallen asleep on the sofa as I woke up there when I heard Jenny unlock the door just before sunrise. As I looked at her, she looked pretty much exactly like I imagined she would in my fantasies. Her hair was a mess, her lipstick was almost entirely gone, and her dress was creased and scrunched up in places, but she had a huge smile from ear to ear. She motioned for me to be quiet and follow her down the hall, and once in our bedroom with the door shut behind us, she turned and I got a better look at the state she was in. It was clear to me she hadn't got much sleep if any at all.

"Did you sleep well? " She asked as she looked back towards the lounge.

"Probably better than you did." I joked as we hugged. As I pulled her in close, I could smell her. She absolutely reeked of sex, and I made sure to inhale it deeply.

"Yeah, it was a big night," Jenny replied, her eyes bleary, but with a smile that just wouldn't quit, "oh, and Chris absolutely loved the outfit."

"It shows," I said as I stepped back to take a look at my wife.

Jenny smiled, then reached behind and unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor before she stepped out of it, giving me a chance to see her in the body stocking in all her freshly fucked glory. She pointed to a large dark love bite on her right breast, saying, "Chris told me he left this for you." It was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen. It was such a brutally visual reminder that she had been fucked to within what looked like an inch of her life, although  I bet she gave as good as she got, damn Chris was one lucky man.

As I looked down, I could see her freshly shaved pussy lips were swollen and red; I could clearly see Chris's sticky cum still oozing out from them. I reached down and carefully touched her swollen pussy lips, moving my hand down to her stocking-clad thighs, where I could feel her lover's cum had started to dry on them.

"Looks like he left something down here too." I offered with a little laugh.

"He left a hell of a lot down there. Seriously, babe, there was so much cum! Actually, he put some more in there just before I left." She informed me with a wicked smirk. I stood there and kissed her passionately before she pulled away, then turned and strutted her way into the bathroom, still in her red heels.

Jenny met me in the kitchen a little while later, where I was making some coffee for us both before we had to get ready for work. She had taken a shower and was wearing a short robe open to the waist. Chris's present for me was really starting to show. It was getting darker by the minute.

"Did you even manage to take the shoes off?" I asked as she picked up a cup of coffee and sipped it.

"Nope, I even slept in them. Chris thinks it's hot, and if I’m honest, I think I kind of agree." Jenny was showing me a slightly kinky side I hadn't seen.

"Yeah, I think he's right," I said between sips.

"Mmmm..." Jenny nodded.

"You want to tell me about it?"

Over two cups of coffee, Jenny gave me the highlights of the night.

"He seems to shoot really massive loads."

"Yeah, they really are the biggest I’ve ever seen."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah, the first time he came in my pussy, it honestly felt like someone turned on a hose inside me," Jenny said excitedly; then she paused for a second and looked up at me to see if I was ok with that level of brutal detail.

She visibly relaxed when she saw my smile, "Does it feel good when he cums like that?" I asked.

"Incredible." She beamed as she told me.


Chapter 4

Chris was away with work for the next couple of days, and life for Jenny and me continued as normal. On Thursday, I woke up to find Jenny slowly grinding her tight naked ass against my slowly hardening cock, which was her usual way of letting me know she was keen for a morning quickie before work. I loved starting my day like that and was glad that it was continuing even after Chris had entered the scene. 


Without saying another word, I moved my hips slightly and slid myself into Jenny's hot and very wet pussy. I wrapped my arm around her and grabbed a handful of her perky milky white boobs as she rode me,  and to my surprise griding out a quick orgasm before we even started the day. Her gorgeous curly auburn hair cascaded over her shoulder, as her body quivered as she came, 


"Is Chris coming home tonight?" I whispered the question in her ear, and Jenny tensed momentarily before shrugging and resuming her grind, "Oh, so that’s why you're so horny?" I continued my probing. 

"Perhaps." She replied. 

"You using me to warm yourself up for his cock?" 

"No..." 

"I bet you spent all night thinking about his huge cock filling you up, didn’t you?" 

"Maybe a little bit," She said with a smile as I felt her body finally relax like a weight had been lifted off her shoulders now that her secret was out. I really wanted to indulge my fantasy a little, too, so I kept urging her on. 

"Were you dreaming about spending tonight at his place?" I asked as I pulled my cock out slightly, then slid it back in but only let her get about half of my length. I could feel Jenny pushing back, desperate for more, but I wouldn't let her. I was going to tease her until she answered. 

"Yes." She replied, and with that, I slid back into her, and she groaned with relief. 

"When his cock is in you, can you feel him up this far?" I asked as I slid my hand down her stomach to just above her smooth waxed mound. 

"Yeah." She groaned. 

"How about this far up?" I asked as I slid my fingers an inch or so up as I kept slowly fucking her. 

"Yeah." 

"What about this far?" 

"Further. " She replied breathlessly as she grabbed hold of my right hand and very slowly slid it up her tight, muscular stomach to just below her belly button. 

"Holy fuck." I was genuinely impressed. 

"Yeah, I know." She moaned as she reached back to grab my hips, pulling me deeper inside of her as she convulsed silently around my shaft again. I couldn’t believe that I had just managed to bring her to two solid orgasms without any oral or clit play at all, and that was enough for me, too; I felt my balls tighten as I started to shoot my load deep inside her. 

We cuddled for a couple of minutes afterward, and I loved playing with her curly hair as she rested her head on my chest. 

"Chris does get home today," Jenny admitted as she lay there. 

"That’s amazing, so are you excited to see him?" 

Jenny looked at me, with concern etched across her face, "Perhaps. Are you sure you’re still OK with all of this?" 

"Totally," I replied with a chuckle as she watched my dick start to rapidly come back to life. 

"Oh, well, I guess you are." She laughed as she jumped out of bed. 

That afternoon I had to grab a few things from the hardware store, and when I walked back into our unit, I was quite shocked to see  Chris standing in the kitchen with a beer in one hand and his other hand resting on Jenny's lycra covered ass as stood in the kitchen cutting up some food for the dinner she was preparing. She was still wearing her workout gear, which was a pair of ¾ length black and lime green lycra pants that really left very little of her perfectly shaped ass to the imagination, and a matching halter crop top that really made her cleavage look incredible. I was pretty sure that she'd chosen the outfit on purpose, but she would have gone to a lot of effort to make it look like she had been caught completely by surprise. In fact, I wouldn't have been surprised if she had Chris's schedule memorized. Jenny wasn't the sort of person who was ever caught unprepared. 

"Hey guys," I said, letting them know I was home as I didn’t want to surprise them too much. Chris instantly pulled his hand back from Jenny’s ass, and they both turned to look at me with very sheepish expressions on their faces. I still don’t know what I found strange. The man who had spent all weekend fucking my wife standing in my kitchen with a beer, or the fact that he pulled his hand off her ass when he heard me? I mean, a hand on her ass really was the least of my worries, if indeed I was worried at all. 

"Hey, babe," Jenny replied quickly. I wanted to break the ice and ensure nothing became awkward, so I reached out quickly, shook Chris's hand as I normally would, and gave Jenny a kiss and hug. 

"Good to see you're back, dude," I said, and I was genuine as Chris handed me one of the beers he'd bought back with him. 

"It’s always good to be back," Chris replied as I headed into the living room and Chris followed. We sat on either side of the sofa, finishing our beers and watching the back end of a random football game on the TV. 

I knew I needed to put a few things straight with Chris, so I turned to him, "Hey man, listen, I guess you’re probably a bit weirded out by all of this. I just want you to know that it's all totally cool with me. The way I see it, we're still friends, just like we always have been, and I don't want that to change." 

"That’s cool." He replied, although he understandably still looked slightly nervous. 

"And whatever goes on with you and Jenny is cool, too. It’s totally up to you and her; you're just two adult friends who are doing something totally natural, well, at least in my opinion." 

"Thanks, man, I really appreciate it," He said as he almost downed his beer. 

I finished mine a lot more slowly and then went upstairs to grab a shower and change. By the time I was out of the showerJenny had said she needed to change too and was now standing in front of me in the bedroom, "Sorry about that, babe," she said as she closed the door behind her. 

"What? His hand on your ass?" I asked. 

"Yeah," Jenny replied as she turned away and started to search her wardrobe for a new outfit. 

"Don't be silly," I replied as I wrapped my arms around her from behind, "You look so fucking hot in those yoga pants; if I’m honest, I was surprised that's all Chris was doing." Jenny turned to face me, and we kissed as I held her. My hands were soon enjoying the feel of the lycra stretched tight over her firm little body, and it wasn’t long before I could feel my cock starting to get hard under my towel. 

“You didn’t mind seeing him touch me like that?" 

"No. I loved it, and I love you." I said as my hands played with her ass, almost exactly like Chris had been when I walked in. "Did he do this when you two were making out?" I asked. As we kissed, I could smell him on her, and I thought it was a pretty safe bet they'd been kissing before I got home. 

"Yeah, he did," she replied quietly. 

"I bet he absolutely loved the outfit you chose." 

"He seemed to,” She replied as I broke the embrace and opened my drawer to get some clothes out. Jenny pulled out a casual knee-length blue dress from her wardrobe and some different underwear and was about to get changed when I stopped her. 

"Wait, I really want Chris to understand that things are completely cool between us, so why don’t you put on something sexy underwear," I told her. 

"To tease him?" She asked. 

"No, fuck it. Let’s just do it properly. Leave the gym gear on, go out there, grab him and drag him back in here and then fuck his brains out on the bed." I said. I felt inspired by genius at that moment. What better way was there to let him know we were cool than that? 

"Are you serious?" Jenny looked at me quizzically. 

"No, babe. Honestly, I’m serious. I'll finish making dinner, you just go and enjoy yourself. You've obviously been thinking about it all day." I said as I smiled and looked at her outfit. 

"And you’re really sure?" She asked, clearly not fully convinced. 

"Completely." 

"Seriously, you mean here? In our room?" 

"One hundred percent," I assured her. 

So Jenny kept the workout gear on, and I think the plan was a success. As soon as Chris looked up when we walked back into the room,  a tiny smile appeared on his face. He was still sitting on the sofa when Jenny strutted over to him and smiled as she held out her hand. He reached out and took it, and she motioned him up. By the time he stood up, there was no way he could hide his bulging erection as he stood next to her, with his massive frame dwarfing her tiny body and his dark skin beautifully contrasting with her pale flesh as she held his hand. 

"I think I’ll have dessert first," she said as she led him away by the hand. Chris shot me a surprised look as Jenny practically dragged him by the hand to ward the door. I nodded my head, signifying the approval that was all he needed, and a second later, he was quickly following her, disappearing from my view seconds later. 

I finished getting dinner ready, and although my erection caused me little issue, it was getting so hard it was almost painful as I stood in the kitchen, knowing what was going on only feet away in our bedroom. The layout of our unit meant it was very hard for me to hear anything from the bedrooms as they were located down the end of a long hall, but I also had the radio up to mask any noises, just in case I couldn’t hold back my curiosity. 

As it turned out, it would take more than the radio to hold it back, and after about fifteen minutes, my curiosity finally got the better of me. I crept down the hall and started to listen at the door. I could hear Jenny moaning loudly as I approached, "Oh fuck, oh fuck yes," each moan followed by a dull thud of bodies colliding. Chris must really lay down a savage pounding, I mused, as Jenny started to squeal with delight. 

"Have you missed that?" I heard Chris ask. 

"Oh... fuck...yes... God… I’ve….. missed …. It…. so...fucking...much," came her very enthusiastic but disjointed reply. 

I desperately wanted to open the door and look, but I couldn't risk disturbing them as they were so obviously lost in the moment. In the end, I snuck back down the hall and finished dinner. 

About thirty minutes later, Jenny emerged from the bedroom, freshly showered and now wearing that blue dress. She was positively glowing as she approached me, "Thank you, baby," she mouthed silently as we hugged. Chris followed about a minute later, also freshly showered. He was clearly nervous as he entered the room. 

"Wanna beer?" I asked as he looked over at me. His face had a hint of confusion as he had just been offered a beer by the guy whose wife he had just fucked the life out of. 

"Yeah, man, sure." He replied with another sheepish grin. 

Dinner was pretty much as normal for us, and the awkwardness faded quite quickly as we fell back into the routine of being good friends. After dinner, Chris thanked us again for dinner; although the implication was that he was thanking us for more, it was never explicitly said, and then he headed back to his place soon after he had helped us finish cleaning up. 

When we headed to bed that night, the sheets were still a complete mess, "Did you manage to sneak a little look, baby? " Jenny asked as she undressed. 

"No. I really wanted to, but I thought it would be too obvious." I said as we tidied the bed before climbing into it. 

"You should have," she replied with a sly grin as we cuddled. 

"I did come and listen at the door," I owned up. 

"What did you hear?" She inquired, tilting her head slightly as she looked at me. 

"I heard you moaning and the sound of bodies slapping together. And I heard you telling him how much you had missed fucking him." As I recounted the conversation I had heard, I could feel my cock getting harder. 

"Well, I guess you enjoyed what you heard?" Jenny asked with a smile as she wrapped her hand around my now almost fully hard cock. 

“Yeah, I loved hearing how much you missed his cock. It made me glad I set you two up." 

"Do you want to fuck me?" She whispered in my ear, and before I could reply, she added, "There's probably still a lot of his cum in my pussy, though. He had built up quite a big load over the last four days." Her husky voice almost pushed me over the edge right then and there, but somehow I resisted the urge to cum in her hand as she spoke. 

"Can I?" I asked. I didn’t know if she would be ready so soon after the pounding Chris had given her. 

Jenny didn’t answer, but a few seconds later, she was straddling me, and she quickly slid her oozing pussy down onto my rock-hard cock. It was a strange sensation because it felt slightly looser than usual, but I guess I had expected that. 

"Oh yeah, that’s it. You like that, don’t you, baby?" She moaned as she stared down into my eyes, "You like fucking my pussy when it's full of black cum, don’t you?" 

"Uh ha" was about all I could manage as it took all my willpower not to cum right then, Jenny kept up a steady rhythm, and I could really sense that she was trying to please me. 

"I was riding his big black cock just like this baby, and then he came in me. God, there was so much; I could feel it, spurt after massive spurt. It was like a volcano exploding inside me." Jenny knew full well that this amount of detail would push me over the edge. 

"Oh my god," I moaned through gritted teeth. I really wanted to make her cum first, especially because I knew Chris had, so I was doing everything I could to not cum, but I knew deep down I was probably fighting a losing battle. After she had just ridden Chris's monster, she was probably struggling to feel anything from me at that moment. 

"It feels so fucking good, baby, to have your pussy full of black cum." 

"Why?" I asked, wanting her to go into even more detail. 

"It just makes me feel so naughty; it's like it’s my wicked secret. No one knows I have a hot black lover who fills me up with his cum.." Jenny started to shudder and closed her eyes for a second as a small orgasm hit her. As I felt her pussy start to tighten, I couldn’t hold back any longer, and I came with her,  mixing my cum with Chris's as relief flooded through both our bodies, and a few seconds later, we collapsed together and drifted off to sleep. 

When we woke the next morning, everything felt strangely normal as we got on with our weekday morning routine. Just before I left for work, I was standing in the kitchen with Jenny when both our phones buzzed almost at the same time. It was a message from Chris saying he was going to be away for the night. He and some friends had been invited to a private High School themed party at a local club, and he was asked if we wanted to go. I quickly replied that Jenny would love to go with him, but I wouldn’t be able to go. 

"Well, I guess I'm going then," Jenny said as she walked back into the bedroom with her phone in hand. 

"You'll love it, baby," I called out to her, knowing she would love a night out dancing and, of course, dancing with Chris. 

"But this is different; it's out in public. What if people saw me with him? it's not like being at home." Jenny explained. 

"It's a private party with his friends on the other side of town. I think you can do what you like, and no one will even notice." 

"What if someone who knows us is also there? I don’t think we can risk it." 

"Just go, baby. Seriously, we don’t know anywhere over that side of town, and we don’t even have any mutual friends with Chris on Facebook. I think we’re pretty safe, really." I told her. 

"Yeah, right, like it's that easy," she said before leaving for work. 

On the drive home from work, I swung by the mall and headed straight for the lingerie store, where I bought a very expensive set of black lace lingerie for Jenny. It looked amazing with a tiny little g-string, push-up bra, a pair of suspenders, and silk stockings. I don’t know why I felt so brave, but I walked straight up to the sales girl at the store and said that I was taking my wife to a high school-themed club event and wanted her to be the best dressed woman. She then set about finding the sexiest schoolgirl-style outfit possible, even smiling as she handed me a pair of black patent leather heels. 

"I think you'll also want this," the cute sales girl added, holding up a black ribbon choker with a tiny pendant. 

"Reall?" I asked. 

"Oh, definitely. This will tip the outfit over the edge. I always wear one, and well……" She left it there as she shot me a knowing smile. 

"Well, that is the plan," I smiled back as I handed her my credit card and spent a huge chunk of my wage in a split second. But I knew it was worth it. I knew as soon as she saw the outfit, it would convince Jenny to go. Like most women, she loved being given new clothes, and if they were super slutty, then all the better for Chris and me. 

Jenny was sitting in the living room alone when I walked through the door. 

"Hey babe, I stopped by the mall and got you a new outfit on the way home. Now you’ve got no reason not to go tonight. But if you don't want to go, then obviously it’s no issue. I'll just take this stuff back tomorrow. It's totally up to you." I explained as we hugged. 

"If I do go, then you know I can't be with Chris in public. We’ll have to say we’re just friends and keep it like that," She added, half telling, half asking. 

"Yeah, I know, but honestly, who would care if you did? " 

"People would, at work. I'm a married woman." 

"You're your own boss, baby. But honestly, are you telling me that you don't know any other women in your position who are having an affair?" 

"Yeah, but that's completely different." 

"How is it?" 

"It just is, OK?" 

"OK. So, do you want to see the outfit?" I said, trying to change the subject. 

"Oh, I bet I can guess how slutty it is! " Jenny could see right through me, but the smile she was trying to hide told me she wasn't mad about it. 

"Want to try it on?" I asked, hopefully. 

Jenny didn't even reply; she just sighed as she walked off, grabbing the bag as she strutted down the hallway, wiggling her ass with each step. I grabbed a beer and gave her a few minutes before I walked into the bedroom to join her. She already had the outfit laid out on the bed as I walked in. 

"Well, you certainly have good taste, I’ll give you that. But this stuff must have cost you a bomb." She whistled as she picked up the bra and looked at it. 

"Oh baby, you’re worth it, and I just know you’ll look incredible in it,” I said, sucking up to try to convince her to go. 

"Well, okay, I'll try it on and see what I feel like then." Jenny conceded, giving me a faint glimmer of hope. 

She went for a quick shower, and when she emerged, dry and already perfumed from the bathroom, I couldn’t believe the sight before me. M eyes were instantly drawn to her freshly shaved pussy. I was really starting to enjoy the new, freshly shaved version of my wife, with her silky smooth mound and perfect milky skin that culminated in the tight link pink folds of her pussy. She really did have the most beautiful, petite, tightly folded labia I'd ever seen. And the fact that it so willingly wrapped itself around Chris's thick black cock was just an added, amazing bonus for me. She stepped into the thong and slid it up her legs, and then I helped her fasten the bra; it pushed her tits up and gave her really staggering cleavage. 

"Okay, that looks good," she mused out loud as she checked herself out in the mirror before she slowly slid the silk-seamed stockings up each leg and then attached the suspends and belt. The little plaid mini skirt barely covered the suspenders, but anyone who watched her for even a few seconds would catch a glimpse of them as she moved. Jenny buttoned up the white blouse, but I could tell she wasn't happy with it as she checked in the mirror. Eventually, she decided to tie it in a knot so that it just covered her bra and exposed her tight, flat stomach. 

“Oh yeah, that looks hot," I said as she turned to show me. She didn’t say a word as she sat at the dresser and started to plait her hair into two pigtails, one on each side, before she added some really quite slutty makeup and a lot more red lipstick than she normally wore. 

"I think it needs eyelashes, too," She added absently as she fished out a pair of long false lashes and set about putting them on. They were a pair that she had ordered about a year ago by mistake and must have been twice as long as her normal lashes, and I’d never actually seen them on her before. But I couldn’t believe what I saw as she turned to face me. My wife looked dirtier and sluttier than I ever could have imagined. It was like she was a totally different woman. When she eventually stood and slipped on the new patent stiletto heels, I was practically drooling over the little slut that was standing in front of me. 

"Oh my fucking God!" I managed to mumble as she wrapped the choker around her neck and did a little twirl in front of me. 

"Yeah, I don't think I'm going to go though. But thanks for the clothes." She told me flatly. 

"What? " I moaned as the disappointment started to sink in. 

"Only joking, baby," she said with a giggle. "You should have seen your face," she said as she did a mock sad face. 

“This little slut needs a good night out!” and with that, she walked out, leaving me and my rock-hard cock high and dry. 

Jenny was putting her phone and keys into a tiny purse when I walked into the kitchen. 

"I'm really glad you’re going, babe. You'll have a great time." I said, knowing Chris would be all over her from the moment she walked in. Just thinking about it got me even more excited than usual. 

"Well, it’s pretty obvious you want something to happen," Jenny said,  with a serious look on her face. 

"Well...yeah. And honestly, I don't care if people see you with him. I really am OK with you having a boyfriend, and if people find out, so what?." 

Jenny looked me right in the eye, "You could handle me being seen in public with Chris?" 

"Yeah," I told her confidently as our eyes met. 

"You wouldn’t mind people knowing he’s my lover? You wouldn’t mind people knowing that I'm fucking him while you’re sat at home? " 

"No." 

"You know that if anyone did see us, people would start talking, mostly about you, right? That's just how people are. You sure you can handle that?" 

"Baby, it's my fantasy for you to have a big black guy as a lover, and yes, publicly is fine; I've thought about it a lot." 

"Well, maybe we’ll find out tonight because this outfit makes me feel so slutty. I mean, that’s why you bought it, right?" Jenny asked. 

"Yeah, I knew you'd look so fucking hot in it, and Chris wouldn't be able to resist." 

"Do you think my wedding ring goes with the outfit?" She asked as she pushed her hand out in front of her. 

"I think it really goes. It makes you look a lot sluttier with it on." 

"Then it stays," she said with a devilish smile. 

"Think you’ll be able to send me some photos of you in the club?" I asked meekly. 

"What, photos of us together?" 

"Please," I said almost desperately. 

"You want to actually see the photos of your wife acting like a little slut tonight, taking photos with her trophy man?" 

I nodded and swallowed hard. It had never occurred to me she felt of Chris as a trophy catch. 

"What if he tries to fuck me right there in the club? How would you feel about that?" She asked, teasing me. 

"God, that would be hot," I replied as a sweat broke on my brow. 

"God, I Love you, babe," she said as she leaned in and gave me a quick kiss, then almost ran out the door, slamming it closed behind her. I could hear her laughing at the state she had left me in as her heels clicked down the tiled hall. 


Chapter 5


I was sitting on the sofa watching TV a little later when my phone suddenly vibrated. As soon as I heard the vibration, I felt my heart start racing. As I opened my phone, I saw it was a photo message from Jenny. I opened it and saw her sitting in a booth, cuddled up to Chris. She looked absolutely stunning, and her cleavage was definitely the star of the photo. As I looked, I couldn’t help but notice she had loosened the blouse to show off a bit more. Chris looked like a star athlete about to finally get the sexy cheerleader. Then it dawned on me that someone else must have taken the photo as it wasn’t a selfie, so I guess Jenny had finally loosened up a little on the being seen with him idea, too. My stomach was doing flips.

About an hour later, my phone vibrated again. It was another picture message, this time a selfie taken by Chris as they danced on a crowded dance floor. Jenny had a massive smile on her face, and her arms were wrapped around Chris’s waist. It only took me a few seconds of looking at that photo to get hard, and I couldn’t resist the urge to start stroking my cock as I imagined my wife dancing, pressed against her lover, hoping someone that knew her was in the crowd watching.

The next message arrived about twenty minutes later, and it was a close-up of Jenny's open thighs. I could clearly see her stocking tops, and her skirt was hitched up, and Chris's huge index finger was clearly buried deep in her pussy. Her thong had been pushed to the side, and he was up to the second knuckle, but I could see Jenny's pussy juice glistening in the lights all the way up his finger. I had only cum a few minutes earlier, but once again, I was rock hard and stroking my cock. Eventually, I came and must have fallen asleep because I don’t remember anything else that night.

I woke up the next morning and checked my phone, and there was just one message. It was from Chris, sent about 3 a.m., and it was just a shot of Jenny from behind as she walked up a set of stairs, which I instantly recognized as our stairwell. You could see right up her skirt to the black stocking tops as they highlighted her milky thighs. God, she looked as hot as fuck, and then I realized that the thong had disappeared! My wife was walking about in public with no panties on.

It was just after 11 a.m. when Jenny walked through our front door. Her hair was still in the schoolgirl plaits, but her makeup was pretty much gone. Despite that, she still looked just as sexy as the night before, if anything a little bit sexier, as she had the just fucked glow that I had started to become used to seeing after her sessions with Chris. She didn’t say anything when she saw me; she just beckoned me to follow her down the hall to our room. As she strutted down the hall in front of me, I started to wonder just how I'd managed to get a woman as sexy as this to marry me!

"Good morning, baby," I said as I shut the bedroom door behind us.

“Yes, yes, it was," Jenny replied as she posed in the middle of the room for me in the outfit that I'd bought as much for Chris as me.

"So, how was the party?"

"It was really fun; I'm glad you made me go," Jenny said as I noticed her blouse was really crumpled.

"Those photos were so hot," I said as I walked over and hugged her.

"I'm glad you liked them," she cooed her reply, then leaned in and kissed me. She smelt of Chris, and I fucking loved it.

"I was so happy you decided to go out in public with Chris," I told her honestly.

"Yeah, when we got there, I looked around, and I didn't recognize anyone at all, so I just went for it."

"How far did you go?"

"Urm…..Pretty far, I guess. I was a really bad girl last night." Jenny said as she played with her plaits for effect.

"Did you let him fuck you in the club?" I asked, desperate to know.

"No, not that far. Although I did suck his cock on the dance floor for a few seconds, but no one saw," Jenny sounded a little disappointed, "but he definitely made up for it when we got back home."

"How did he make up for it?”

“Well, as soon as we got into his place, he bent me over the kitchen bench and just started ramming his cock into me from behind, baby. He didn’t even let me warm up or get used to it."

The movie I had constructed in my mind just got a whole new scene added, "Holy fuck babe, I wish I could have seen that."

"So do I babe. I got to watch the whole thing! I could see my reflection in the window, and I looked like such a slut the way I was just standing there in my heels, with my skirt hitched up, clinging to the bench as Chris fucked me from behind."

"I bet you loved it! "

"Holy fuck did I! He fucked me so hard, babe, harder than ever before. I think it was a good thing I was so drunk because I don’t think I’d have been able to take it normally. He was holding my plaits and pulling them like reins as he fucked me." She informed me of the graphic details, knowing it would drive me absolutely wild.

"Wow, so you like it rough now, do you?" I managed to ask even through my dry mouth. Jenny had never shown even the slightest inclination towards enjoying really rough sex before. In fact, the few times I’d got a little rougher with her, she shut it down. But that was before, and I guessed a lot of stuff had changed, so why not that, too?

"Yeah, I fucking loved it. I don’t know why, but the way he was just using me like a cheap slut turned me on so much" Jenny nodded demurely as she made her admission.

I begged Jenny for more detail, and as she started to slowly slide her hand up and down my cock she explained how she had cum twice on the bench from his pounding before she begged him to cum inside her. "He pulled my hair so hard when he was cumming that it really hurt, but for some reason, it just made the orgasm even more intense. It was the most intense orgasm I've ever had, even with Chris. I don’t know what it is, but he just turns me into such a bad bitch baby. I hope you're ok with that?"

"God, I’m more than OK with it! So, did you fuck all night?" I wanted to know so badly.

Jenny told me that she couldn't stand up after her final orgasm, so after Chris had finished cumming in her and pulled out, he picked her up and carried her into the bedroom and threw her on the bed. She said that she could see his cock was still hard, and as she lay there in her slutty school uniform, every fiber in her body was screaming out at her to pleasure his cock again. She knew there was no way she could leave him standing there still hard and not completely satisfied. But she was also exhausted and barely able to move after the intensity of her last orgasm."So did you let him fuck you again?" I asked. I was being driven crazy with lust by her story now, and as her hand slid up and down my cock I knew it wasn’t going to be long until I was cumming.

“I could barely move, babe, but I would have done anything to please that cock.”

Jenny started nervously chewing her bottom lip, which was slightly strange after such an open disclosure of the night's torrid events. I wondered what could be making her nervous.

“So what did you do?” I asked.

“I urm….I opened my mouth ….. and urm….I let him fuck my mouth,” she replied nervously. It might seem a little strange that she found it hard to say he fucked her mouth, but it was something she had never let me do and something she had always said she had no interest in doing. And yet, suddenly, she was offering it up so easily to our big black neighbor.

“What did you do exactly, baby?” I asked as I needed to know the details. I had to know what exactly she had done with him.

“Well, he just knelt down next to my face, held me by the hair, and started to pump his cock in and out of my mouth. I didn’t really do anything, babe. I just laid there, and he used my mouth for a few minutes, and the next thing I knew was his cum hitting the back of my throat. I couldn’t even pull my mouth away when I started to gag. He just held my head there until his cock was completely empty. It was so fucking hot.”

It was those last five words that drove me over the edge. My wife wasn’t really a fan of blowjobs normally, and something like this had always been completely off the cards. But now, once a big black cock was in her mouth, she wasn’t just letting him fuck her face; she was actually enjoying it. In her own words, it was ‘so fucking hot.’

And then I felt my cock explode as the biggest load of cum I’d ever produced suddenly erupted everywhere, covering Jenny’s hand, my stomach, and the floor, while the image of Chris holding her head and fucking her mouth never left my mind.

Once I had cleaned up, we sat in the kitchen together with a cup of coffee each, and a strange sense of calm descended on us. Now, once the heat of the moment had died down, once the erotic image of my wife and Chris’s big black cock had faded, we just sat together drinking our coffee, and I started to realize not just how turned on the situation between them was capable of making me, but also just how happy I was with it deep down. I leaned in, kissed Jenny on the lips, and whispered, “I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, and thank you,” she replied.

If you’re wondering what happened next, well, things continued much like they had for a couple of weeks until Chris told us that he had been offered a promotion, but it would involve moving as he would be based out of a different airport. It was strange because a few weeks later, as we helped him pack his stuff onto the rental truck, I was actually to see him leave. I was sad that the big black guy who had been regularly fucking my wife was about to walk out of our lives. That was just over a year ago now, and since then, we’ve not done anything similar. Jenny did give one drunken blowjob to a black guy on a night out, but she said it wasn’t the same, and since then, she’s not really shown any real interest in repeating it. But then again, until Chris, she’d never shown any interest at all. So, who knows what the future holds?
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You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.

Taken: A Wife Struggles To Resist Her Big Black Urges

"Kerry. Baby, you’re not on the pill. Don’t you think-"

A real anger, almost rage, flashed through me at that moment. Who did my husband think he was to tell me that? It was my body, and he had his chance to step up, but he chose not to. He was too worried to be a man. So he had driven me to this.

The defiance and lust that was now controlling my thoughts were only there because he couldn’t bring himself to f@#k me last night!

I hissed my reply, "Shut up, Dan. You don't get to talk right now. You should consider yourself lucky you even get to watch."
My truly humiliating words to my husband really seemed to inspire my big black lover. His thrusting became even more exaggerated as he started to grunt.

But how did it get to this point? How did it get to the stage where I was willing to be taken by this black man? And how did it get to the point where my husband would watch?

First Time Blacked: A Young Wife's First Hotwife Experience Exposes Her Dark Lust

Nothing could prepare me for what I saw next. Sure, up until that point, I loved it. I loved watching Claire get her perky little tits out and tease Sam while he cleaned our pool. And yes, ok, I loved the dirty talk we shared in bed, the fantasy about her and Sam. Yes, it used to turn us both on.

But this was way too far. This had crossed the line ten times over as Claire slid her hands inside his shorts and started to pull them down. As she pulled them down, his cock suddenly sprung into view, and it hit me. This was really happening. My pretty little wife was on her knees in front of the muscular handsome pool guy, and his big black rock hard cock was only inches from her face. I wanted to tell her to stop. The sight of her opening her mouth and moving her head forward sent a chill down my spine.

But the moment nothing can ever prepare you for is the first time she actually touches his cock. As her lips touched the head of his big thick black cock I felt physically sick with jealousy. I never dreamed for a second Claire would actually go through with it. But I watched, frozen to the spot, as her mouth sealed around the head of his cock.

That was my wife with another man's penis in her mouth. Another much longer, much thicker penis. As she started to suck his cock I wanted to throw up. I couldn't believe she was actually doing it. I should have said stop, but I couldn't. I just stood there stroking my cock as she sucked his huge black cock. My jealousy and my arousal were fighting a deep dark battle inside me, and I had no idea which side would win.

That was my wife Claire's First Time Blacked.
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