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Chapter 1: How It All Started

It was a typical week for Bill and Rachel. Their work lives had taken over and set their routines into the boring humdrum of sleep, work, eat, repeat. Bill with his job in finance and Rachel with her marketing career taking off recently after landing a campaign for a large retail client, were both exhausted by the end of the day and neither really felt like doing much after they returned home in the evenings.

They enjoyed their life at home in the condo they’d purchased in Wicker Park. The vibrant neighborhood was situated close enough to the trendy hotspots in Chicago to enjoy the restaurants and night life when they were motivated and far enough that the noise and bustle didn’t bleed into their daily lives unnecessarily.

Tonight was a normal Wednesday night for the couple. After finishing a healthy, but tasty, meal of grilled salmon and caesar salads, they curled up together on the couch with Rachel under the soft throw blanket as she leaned with her head resting against Bill’s chest. Rachel’s blonde, wavy hair lay across Bill’s shoulder as they settled into another episode of the current Netflix series they were watching.

Rachel was thirty-two, and to Bill she still looked every bit as good as the day he'd married her. That natural, effortless beauty, her blonde wavy hair falling just right, full soft breasts that swayed gently when she moved, the kind that turned heads without her even trying. Yoga every morning had kept her tight and strong, though she'd complain about her ass filling out a little more than she liked. Bill didn't mind one bit. Those powerful thighs and the round, shelf-like curve of her butt drew his eyes (and plenty of other men's) every damn day.

Bill was thirty-five now, and he still liked the view he caught of himself most mornings. Sure, a few extra pounds had settled around his midsection the last couple years, but he hit the gym every damn day: weights, treadmill, the whole grind. Age was fighting dirty, yet he kept pushing because he wanted to stay the kind of man Rachel still looked at the way she used to. Sexy for her. Worthy of her.

“Feels like we haven’t had a proper night out in forever,” Rachel murmured, angling her face up to kiss his jaw. “Just us. Good food, strong drinks, no rush to get home.”

Bill smiled, the familiar warmth spreading through him. “Friday, then. Dinner at that Italian place we like in River North, then drinks at the rooftop bar upstairs. No excuses.”

Her eyes lit up. “Deal. No excuses later though,” she said with a raised eyebrow.

Thursday passed mostly like any other weekday with the exception of the anticipation they both held. Rachel sent Bill texts of the dresses she looked at during her lunch break. There was a photo of a sleek crimson dress and a slinky black dress that looked a bit shorter than Bill would have expected her to consider.

“Which one?” she texted.

Bill replied with his one word response that let Rachel know his preference was clear, “Black.”

She sent back a winking emoji and a heart, and headed to the check out desk with the black dress, grabbing a pair of matching pumps along the way.

By Friday afternoon, everything seemed abuzz with energy for the weekend. Bill left work at three and stopped by a florist to pick up a small bouquet of red roses for their date. He knew that Rachel loved them, and he rarely bought flowers for her.

When Bill walked through the door of their condo, he could hear Rachel in the bedroom already getting prepared for their night out. As he walked into their room, Rachel was standing in front of the floor length mirror in just a tiny pair of black lace thong panties. She had the gold anklet above her right foot that Bill had given her for their fifth anniversary. Her pale skin was glowing and contrasted nicely with the black panties, her breasts gently swaying as she leaned to her right, reaching for the black slip dress lying on the bed.

“Are you sure you like this one?” she teased, knowing by the abbreviated response in his text that the photo alone caused a reaction within him.

She slipped the dress over her head and let it softly filter down her body, catching slightly on her breasts and hard nipples as it fell and clinging onto the top of her ass cheeks in the back before her gentle pull to the hem dropped it to rest at mid-thigh. The straps on the back left most of her soft skin exposed, and the amount of thigh still showing once the dress was at full length caused Bill’s mouth to go dry. The satin bodice covered her breasts well enough, but the silky material allowed the shape of her nipples underneath to present lightly through the surface of the material.

“Yes, definitely that dress,” Bill confirmed, looking at her like he hadn’t in months. He laid the roses on the dresser as he pulled her closer. “You look dangerous in it.”

Rachel turned, pushing him away slightly but with a playful smile that told him that he would get lucky tonight. She always knew how to make his pulse speed up with just a glance or a touch.

She stepped into strappy, black pumps and then stood up to kiss him softly. The lip gloss caused her lips to cling to his slightly, and the sweet perfume she wore, slightly floral with notes of vanilla lingered in the air between them.

“You’re quiet tonight,” Rachel said, running her hands across his chest. “Is everything okay, baby?”

“Absolutely perfect,” Bill responded as he reached down to slide his hand up her thigh to her bare ass cheek. “You’ve just got my motor going seeing you in this outfit.”

Bill imagined her wearing this outfit into public, other men seeing her and responding the way that he did. He had always had a fantasy of seeing his wife be pleasured by other men, sometimes even several at once. If that was to happen, he wanted the event to be amazing for her.

As his hand stroked her bare ass, his kiss deepened, and his mind drifted to his wife getting pleasured by a man with a big cock. In his fantasy, he watched as she became flushed and breathless, lying under another man. The thought sent an electric thrill down his spine, and he felt his cock beginning to stiffen. He squeezed her ass cheek firmly and pulled her against his swelling member.

Rachel melted against him for a moment before pushing him away again with a teasing laugh and the same smile as before. “Save it for later, mister. We’ve got reservations to get to.”

They took an Uber to River North as the sun began to cast shadows from the taller buildings across half of the street. The skyline was beautiful this time of year when the angle of the sun created a mosaic of colors and textures across the brownstones and skyscrapers. Rachel’s hand traced circles on Bill’s thigh as she thought about the kiss from earlier and her plans for this evening once they returned home.

Dinner was in a cozy Italian restaurant that they loved. The food was perfectly prepared, the veal Bill ordered was succulent and tender. Bill offered Rachel a bite, which made her slightly jealous that she went with a pasta dish. They chatted about rumors at work, a few jokes they had heard recently, and the interesting groups of people that passed by their table.

Rachel looked amazing in her dress, especially in this low restaurant lighting. Bill watched as she returned from the ladies room, noticing several appreciative glances from men around the restaurant as she sat back down. Bill noticed every glance she got from another man. He always did.

By nine-thirty, they had finished their after dinner espresso and wandered upstairs to the sleek rooftop bar. While it was open to the sky, twelve foot tall glass walls lined the roof, providing excellent visibility to the nighttime city lights and the dark stretch of river below them. The crowd was a mix of middle aged professionals unwinding from their week and well-dressed couples out on the town. Bill ordered Rachel a dirty martini and a whiskey neat for himself. They managed to snag a high top near the corner of the long marble bar. It was the perfect place to people watch without being too obvious.

After grabbing a second round of drinks, Bill handed Rachel her drink and excused himself to use the mens room. He kissed Rachel lightly on the lips and headed toward the restroom.

He glanced back to see Rachel perched elegantly on the stool, adjusting her position as he walked away. He noticed the way the black material of her dress slid high on her thigh as she crossed her legs. The smooth skin of her thigh was now visible to anyone on the rooftop.

When Bill returned about five minutes later, something had changed at his table.

Two young, powerfully built Black men in button down shirts and dress pants stood next to Rachel on either side, leaning toward her with easy, confident smiles. One was broad shouldered with a well manicured beard that framed his strong jawline. The other was leaner but just as imposing. He was clean shaven and wearing a gold chain around his neck. Both appeared to be in the early twenties.

The broad shouldered man said something that made Rachel laugh heartily and reach out to place her hand on his strong forearm. The other man gestured toward her martini glass offering to get her a refill, which she accepted.

Bill stopped about ten feet away and kept himself mostly obscured by a large potted palm near the bar area. His heart pounded as he watched Rachel interact with the two men. The vision in front of him sparked the fantasy again in his mind and heightened it with the realization that not only were there two men, but the contrast of the pale skin tone of his wife with their darker complexions would make watching her with them that much more arousing. He hoped what they said about big black cocks wasn’t just an overhyped phrase.

Looking closely at Rachel, Bill noticed her eyes sparkling with delight at the attention. Her wedding rings glinted under the light as she gestured, her hand once again reaching out to caress the dark forearm beside her. A familiar rush of heat surged through him as his cock began to swell. The night, he realized with a thrill, was far from decided.


Chapter 2: Hidden Sparks

Bill remained in his hiding spot behind the potted palm. His whiskey long finished, he set the glass on a nearby ledge to avoid dropping it and announcing his presence. His view of the high top table was pretty clear with the exception of the occasional passersby breaking the scene slightly.

The two Black men comfortably standing on either side of Rachel as she seemed to delight in the attention in the absence of her husband. The tall athletic frames of the men made Rachel appear smaller and more delicate. The appearance of their dark skin next to her pale tones created a delicious contrast that Bill found caused his cock to harden even further.

The broad shouldered man with the neatly trimmed beard leaned in closer to Rachel as he spoke. Bill could barely make out the deep tones in the man’s voice even though he was unable to decipher the words. The leaner man, standing on the other side confidently, occasionally spoke, apparently in a joking and flirtatious way based on the smile Rachel would return. She seemed to be enjoying herself.

Bill watched as Rachel laughed again at something the bearded man said. Her laughter carrying across the bar as her head tilted back in amusement. Rachel reached up to brush her blonde hair back behind her left ear, her smile would have caused Bill to ask for her number or maybe even to leave that moment, but these men seemed really smooth and didn’t jump at a single gesture alone.

The leaner man pointed out that Rachel’s martini glass was empty again. He gestured to the bar before placing his hand on her bare shoulder as he leaned down to whisper into her ear. Rachel nodded and didn’t react outwardly with any concern at the man’s touch. The man signaled the bartender with a casual wave as he approached the bar.

Bill could see a flush in Rachel’s skin as he watched, his heart begin to pound harder in his chest. Seeing Rachel enjoying their attentions — flushed skin, smiling, laughing, touching — was hitting all of Bill’s hidden buttons that activated his long-held fantasy. She wasn’t doing anything inappropriate on the surface, but Bill knew that if he were to walk over and slide his hand under the dress, he would find her pussy dripping through the lace in her black thong. Even so, she was doing her best to not let anyone else see her arousal. Bill just knew her far too well.

Bill watched as Rachel glanced in the direction of the bathrooms. The look was quick, just a glance to see if Bill was returning yet, but she immediately turned back to the conversation with the two men as the lean one brought her refreshed drink.

The bearded man leaned toward her ear and whispered something. Bill watched as her lips parted in an almost shocked expression and her cheeks darkened to an almost bright red at whatever the man said to her. He saw Rachel’s hand reach up to the man’s chest and grip his shirt tightly for a second before pushing him back lightly. She was still smiling and clearly didn’t want the man to leave, but whatever the man said caused a significant reaction inside her that she seemed to almost succumb to before stopping herself.

Bill felt an intense and immediate rush of arousal. His cock now throbbed as he watched his wife bask in the attention of the two strong Black men. His mind drifted to fantasy as he pictured her hand as it clasped the man’s shirt, but instead of pushing him away quickly after, she pulls him close and down to her lips. Bill could clearly see her make out with this man in his mind, pulling him between her legs right there at the table as she hiked her dress up and tugged her panties to the side…

He saw Rachel look in the direction of the bathrooms again, this time with her brow furrowing a bit in a look of concern. She went back to smiling and interacting with the men, but Bill realized he had been gone way too long for just a bathroom break.

He took a moment to appreciate how beautiful Rachel looked in that moment. The flushed skin, her nipples hardened against the soft material of the dress, the long expanse of leg exposed, her smile and obvious enjoyment of her interactions with the men all made Bill appreciate her even more. She was his wife, and he wanted her to get everything she deserved and more.

Bill settled himself down enough to walk without his cock bulging obviously from his pants, and proceeded calmly towards the table while trying to keep the fantasy from creeping back into his mind. Breathing deeply to keep himself calm as he walked, Bill’s pulse still raced as he approached the table.

As Bill approached, Rachel spotted him and her face brightened with relief mixed with a touch of guilt or excitement.

“There you are!” she exclaimed, reaching out to touch his arm as he moved next to her.

“Bill, this is Andre and Desmond. They were just keeping me company while you were gone.”

Andre, the broad shouldered man with the beard, offered his hand. Bill shook it strongly, realizing that Andre’s grip could probably crush his hand if he wanted.

Desmond, the leaner man with sharp cheek bones and the gold chain, extended his hand next.

“Nice to meet you, man,” Desmond said smoothly.

After greeting each other, Bill tried to keep his expression neutral despite knowing they had been flirting with his wife, knowing that she liked the flirting, and that Bill, himself, was aroused watching it.

His heart still beating hard in his chest, Bill told them, “It’s good to meet you both.”

The two Black men exchanged a quick glance, knowing that they likely weren’t going to complete their conquest with the husband here. Andre finished his drink, set down his glass and said, “We’ll let you get back to your night. It was great meeting you.”

As he spoke, he gently took Rachel’s hand, raised it to his lips, and placed a soft, lingering kiss on the back of it. His eyes looked straight into Rachel’s as he kissed her hand. Bill could see Rachel flush again from the action.

Desmond nodded in agreement, flashing a charming smile to Rachel as he leaned in to hug her.

“Take care, Rachel,” he said as he hugged her. Then he turned his head to lightly brush his lips against her cheek as he kissed her gently.

With that, the two men separated away from the table and melted into the crowd, perhaps looking for another, more available, conquest. Rachel watched them walk away for a brief second before turning fully to Bill. Her cheeks were bright red from the intimate goodbye, but Bill found her more beautiful than ever in that moment.


Chapter 3: Honest Admissions

Bill slid back onto his stool beside Rachel and immediately noticed how beautiful and aroused she looked. Her nipples had hardened to stiff peaks, poking out, pressed against the thin black material of her dress. Bill watched as she tried to control her breathing, but he knew her. She was unbelievably aroused right now.

Her upper chest still tinged red from the flush she always got when aroused, and her thighs were squeezed together like she was trying to protect herself from going too far.

Bill placed his hand on Rachel’s thigh, causing her to jump slightly before she placed her hand on top of his. Bill slid his hand higher as Rachel unconsciously allowed her legs to open to him.

“I see you found some admirers,” Bill said with a smile, his voice almost a whisper, but the words screamed to Rachel as though everyone in the bar could hear.

She turned to Bill with a playful smile, her voice light, but filled with curiosity. “So… that was interesting,” she said, reaching for her martini and taking a small sip. “Desmond and Andre were really nice. They said they would keep me company until you returned, but they were flirting pretty hard the whole time. I hope you aren’t jealous.”

Bill could feel his heart beating heavily, and he could feel that his dick, which hadn’t ever completely subsided, was beginning to stiffen again now that he was talking about this with Rachel.

“I’m not jealous,” he replied honestly. He lowered his voice and leaned closer. “Actually… it kind of aroused me seeing you laughing and talking with them. They way they leaned in to you and the way you touched their arms was pretty hot.

Rachel bit her bottom lip, eyebrows lifting in genuine surprise. A soft laugh escaped her, but there was a new edge to it. 'Oh really?' she said, her hand sliding onto his thigh under the bar. 'My husband gets turned on watching sexy Black men flirt with his wife? That's... new.'

Bill's pulse kicked up. She wasn't shutting it down. If anything, the way her voice had gone a little breathy told him she was testing the waters—and maybe liking what she found.

She had a playful tone to her voice and a mischievous look in her eyes as she said it. She seemed to be studying his reaction, looking to see if this was a test or if he was joking. Her nipples seemed to tighten even further under the dress, which did not go unnoticed by Bill.

“Come on, tell me more. What exactly turned you on about it? I want to know every detail,” Rachel cooed.

Bill took a slow, deep breath. Her reaction so far wasn’t negative, but he wanted to tread carefully and not derail the clearly aroused state Rachel was in. “It was the way your eyes lit up as they talked to you. You looked like a single girl at the bar with two guys on the hook. It was the way you laughed with them, the way you leaned in towards them. You looked so confident and relaxed — even as they flirted with you. It was the contrast in the skin tones and the softness of your body next to the dark, muscular form of theirs. I couldn’t stop thinking about how beautiful you looked. Then, when you grabbed Andre’s shirt, I thought you might pull him to you right then and beg him to take you right there. I’ve imagined scenarios like this before in fantasy, but it was right here before me tonight.”

“You saw that, huh? I didn’t mean to grab him, but he really turned me on, and I almost did pull him to me. It would have only been a kiss here, but still, I was so fucking horny,” Rachel admitted. “But you said you’ve fantasized about this before. I want to know what happens in your fantasies. Be specific. I want to hear every dirty little detail.”

Bill’s cock throbbed at her teasing tone. “I’ve fantasized about watching you with other men. I’d want to watch them pleasure you. And seeing those two guys flirt with you, I immediately thought about how big they might be — how much they could pleasure you. I could see that they were strong, and watching a strong man with his hands on you, hearing you moan while he fucks you, the thought turns me on like nothing else. Not because I don’t want you, but because I want to see you completely lost in pleasure. And them being Black men, it added a new twist to my fantasy that I hadn’t considered before.”

Rachel gave Bill’s thigh a little squeeze and laughed. “Just one? That’s cute… there were two of them here talking to me tonight, baby. Two tall, handsome Black men flirting with you wife, making her laugh and blush. Does that throw off your fantasy a little?” She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear and her voice playfully teasing, “Or does the idea of two men pleasuring me make it even hotter for you?”

Bill hesitated, but it was more to calm his heart and his dick. His wife talking like that could easily set him off. “Even though I’ve only imagined you with one in my fantasies, seeing two of them flirting with you tonight… I have to admit, the thought of you being taken by two men is even more arousing. Having both of them focused solely on you and your pleasure, four hands roaming your body, making you lose control… yeah, it’s turning me on way more than I would have expected.”

Rachel’s thighs pressed together again and then released. Yeah, she’s turned on, Bill observed again.

“Fuck. That’s incredibly hot to hear. But come on, you’re not serious about actually making that fantasy come true, are you? It’s just to turn me on, right? Something we can fuck to later?” She couldn’t even sit still in her chair. “Because if you are serious about two strong men, like Andre and Desmond, I might have to call your bluff.”

Bill held her gaze. “I am very serious.”

Rachel’s smile faltered for a split second, her eyes widened for a split second before recovering and lightly chuckling. “Oh please. You’d really be okay with me going home with two handsome Black men while you watch? What would you do while I’m getting fucked by them? I think you’re putting me on here.”

“What did he whisper to you just before you grabbed his shirt? When you almost pulled him in to you?” Bill asked.

“Um, well… he said if you didn’t come back soon, he was going to take me right there. He also said that what he had in his pants would make me forget every other cock I’ve ever experienced.,” Rachel confessed.

“Is that why you wanted to call my bluff?” Bill said, looking to see her reaction.

“N-no, I just think this isn’t real. I don’t think you’d really go for that.”

“Maybe we should find out if I’m serious.” Bill suggested with a smile.

Rachel shook her head, trying to pull her confidence back together, but she overshot. “Uh-huh. Sure. Keep talking like that, and I might start believing you.”

She took another sip of her martini as though that ended the conversation and she had won.

Bill glanced across the bar and spotted Andre and Desmond, standing near a tall window overlooking the river. The two of them were talking casually and sipping their drinks.

“I’ll be right back,” Bill said, sliding off his stool. He kissed Rachel gently on the temple and walked away before she could spit out any words of protest.

Rachel watched him go and let out a soft, nervous laugh. She still thought he was teasing her, that him walking away was to tease her back. She took another sip of her drink, hoping to calm herself and the unexpected flutter in her stomach at the thought that Bill might be really following through with his threat.

“He’s just messing with me,” Rachel muttered to herself.

But then she saw it.

Bill was walking towards her with Andre and Desmond right behind him. Both of the Black men had their eyes fixed on Rachel with the same hungry expression she saw when they were flirting with her before. She could feel the tension building in her body with each step the men took toward her. Her heart was hammering in her chest so loudly, she was sure they would hear it. Her cheeks burned hotter, and she felt a slick rush of arousal dampen her panties.

She nervously smoothed her dress over her lap as the distance between her and the two men shrank. It was really happening. Her husband was bringing the men to her, but instead of innocent flirting, she knew that this time, the goal was much more intense and real.

As they were just steps away, Rachel’s stomach flipped several times. She couldn’t have imagined this ten minutes ago, much less before today. Her body switched between excitement, nervousness, and nausea over and over. And now they were here.


Chapter 4: Crossing the Threshold

As the three men reached the high top table, Rachel was barely holding together. A chill ran up her back, causing her nipples to stiffen tight once again. She tried to smile as though nothing was different, but it looked fake, nervous. Bill walked to her to place his hand on her back to help calm her. He could see she was rattled.

“Hey again,” she said softly, her voice less steady than before. She glanced up at Bill before looking back to the two Black men.

Andre offered a warm, easy smile. “Good to see you again, Rachel. It feels like it’s been forever,” he joked, trying to lighten the mood. “Your husband tells us that you’ve enjoyed your night out so far.”

Desmond leaned casually against the high top. “Yeah, we didn’t want to interrupt your date night, but your husband insisted that we come back to say hello properly.”

Bill could see the way that Desmond emphasized “properly” caused Rachel to squeeze her thighs together. He kept his hand on her back as Bill settled onto one of the stools next to Rachel. He gave her a reassuring smile but didn’t say anything, letting the moment play out. He wasn’t certain anything would come of this, but he didn’t want to be the reason if it didn’t.

Desmond and Andre kept their flirting light to start as they could sense Rachel’s nervousness. Andre asked about her favorite restaurants in Chicago. Desmond shared some of his spots for good eats. Their voices stayed warm and casual.

Bill watched the interaction, seeing Rachel’s breathing steady and her shoulders begin to relax. Bill watched her shoulders relax as she laughed at Desmond's joke. Good,  she was loosening up.

Andre and Desmond seemed to sense this as well, ramping up their flirting slightly. Bill could see the way Andre’s gaze raked across Rachel’s dress, lingering on her hardened nipples and dropping down to the exposed skin of her thighs.

“You know, Rachel, you’ve got the kind of smile that lights up a whole room,” he said, lowering his voice to a more intimate tone.

Desmond leaned in closer, his eyes running over the flush still on her chest. “And that dress… damn, girl. It’s doing all the right things on you tonight.”

Bill felt his own arousal rise hearing the men flirt harder with his wife. It was intensified further when he saw Rachel’s teeth clasp her bottom lip, clearly affected but still smiling.

A small light jazz band started playing at that moment in the corner of the bar. The saxophone and bass filling the air around them with a sultry rhythm.

Desmond extended his large hand to Rachel. “Would you do me the honor of a dance, beautiful?”

Rachel hesitated a moment, looking to Bill. He nodded to her to go ahead. She knew that Bill didn’t like to dance himself. He was a little clumsy when it came to dancing but would do it on special occasions if he had to.

She placed her smaller, pale hand in Desmond’s strong, dark one, and stood as he led her to a small open space near the table. There wasn’t a dance floor in the bar, but there was enough space here for the two of them.

Desmond immediately pulled her close, one strong hand resting on her lower back, the other holding her hand lightly as they began to sway to the music.

From his seat at the table, Bill had the perfect view. Rachel looked stunning in Desmond’s arms — her soft, pale body next to his dark, powerful frame. Her full breasts brushed Desmond’s chest lightly with every slow sway. Her nipples were still hard and clearly visible as the material slid across them each time she moved.

As they dance, Desmond’s hand gradually slid lower on her back until it rested just above the curve of her ass. He leaned down whispering something to her that made Rachel’s lips part and cheeks flush deeper. As Desmond pulled her tighter, Bill could see the tips of the fingers on Desmond’s hand now gently brushing the exposed skin through the low open back of the dress.

When the song ended, Andre stepped in smoothly. “My turn gorgeous,” he said, smiling and gently drawing her into him.

Andre spun Rachel gently before drawing her back in to him. This dance started with Andre holding her closer from the start. His hand rested boldly on the curve of her hip. His fingers traced slow deliberate circles across the thin fabric. Bill wondered how wet Rachel was getting with all of this intimate contact from these sexy strangers.

Andre’s mouth brushed her ear as he whispered something dangerous to Rachel. As he shared dirty thoughts with her, his hand slid lower onto the top of her ass and then continued lower to cup her ass cheek and give it a possessive squeeze before sliding back up.

Bill observed Rachel’s body responding visibly. Rachel leaned closer to Andre, pressing her nipples into his chest as her head tilted, eyes closed, and a her mouth gasped. She was pressing her chest into Andre’s harder the more he touched her.

Bill’s cock began to throb painfully in his slacks as he watched. The contrast between them was intoxicating. Bill wondered how he would be able to walk out of here once they were ready to leave. He was certain there would be wet spots on his pants even if his dick did relax enough.

Desmond stole the next dance — immediately moving in closer than before, hand on Rachel’s ass pulling her tight against his body.

“You’re driving me crazy in this dress, baby. Those nipples against my chest are telling me how excited you are. I bet that little pussy is getting nice and wet for us too, isn’t it?” Desmond teased as he pressed his hips against hers subtly, letting her feel the growing bulge in his pants as it pressed against her belly.

They continued taking turns, the dances growing steadily more intimate and the flirting heavier with each song. Desmond let his hand slide along the side of Rachel’s breast while he kept telling her how sexy she looked. Andre would pull her completely against him, grinding slowly so she could feel every inch of his hardening cock against her abdomen. At the same time, he was whispering filthy compliments about what he’d like to do to her.

Bill watched as his wife was pulled deeper under their spell. He could see her breathing grow heavier as she melted into them further. She seemed to be almost at one with them as they swayed together. There wasn’t any space between Rachel and the man dancing with her. He noticed her hips rolling subtly in time with the hands on her ass and the grinding in front of her.

After several songs, Rachel actually pushed Andre away from her and walked back to the table. She was breathing hard and looked almost feverish. She looked at Bill in a way that Bill had rarely seen before. She walked up to him and grabbed his shirt. “You need to dance with me right now!”

It was a command — not a request. Bill stood and followed her to the open space where the others were dancing with her. She pressed her body against him — just like she did with Andre and Desmond. Bill knew that she could feel his dick, hard from watching her, against her pelvis.

Rachel rose onto her toes, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered with an urgent tone, her voice husky and thick with need. “Bill, you need to take me home right now,” she groaned breathily, her hips grinding slightly against him. “I don’t care who comes back with us at this point, but I need to be fucked. If we don’t leave soon, I’m going to end up fucking someone right here in the middle of the bar.”

Holy shit! Bill couldn’t believe what he was hearing. His fantasy that he had carried for so long was suddenly crashing into reality — and his wife was essentially begging for it to happen.


Chapter 5: The Ride Home

Bill held Rachel close for a few more moments on the makeshift dance spot. He could feel her tremble against him as her heard her plea again in his mind.

“Let’s get you home, baby,” he said to her relief.

He led her back to the high top table, his hand resting on the small of her back. Andre and Desmond were standing next to the table, watching them dance and waiting for the next turn. Rachel still looked amazing and turned on but now with a nervous edge that made her seem a bit reckless.

“We need to head out now,” Bill said calmly, keeping his tone casual.

He watched Rachel’s face closely. For a split second, disappointment flickered across it. He saw her shoulders droop slightly and a forced, resigned smile appear on her lips. She nodded, clearly assuming her night with the two Black men was ending here. But there was also a subtle hint of relief in her eyes as well, as if part of her was happy to have the fantasy stay safely locked away.

Bill knew that the relief would turn to regret if they didn’t pursue this further, and to be honest, he had no intention of ever leaving it at this point.

“Did you guys bring a car tonight?” Bill asked the men.

Desmond nodded, “Yeah, we drove. Andre’s Escalade is parked right around the corner.”

“Perfect,” Bill replied. “Mind giving us a ride back to our place. It’s not too far.”

Rachel’s eyes widened instantly hearing Bill’s request. Bill could see the exact moment her disappointment flipped into nervous excitement. He watched Rachel start to do a happy dance before she caught herself. She looked up at Bill with… gratitude? It was hard to place, but the disappointed appearance was completely gone.

Andre and Desmond exchanged a quick glance and grinned back at the couple. “No problem at all,” Andre said, slipping off of the stool and moving next to them.

The four of them walked out together, riding down the elevator in an uncomfortable silence. It was as if no one wanted to upset the balance and impact what they all knew was on the horizon.

They walked to the sleek black Escalade. Bill made a show of admiring the vehicles, whistling appreciatively. “Damn, this is a beautiful ride. Nice wheels too. Is it brand new?”

“I’ve had it a few months, but this year’s model. You want to drive? It handles like a dream,” Andre offered.

He tossed the keys to Bill and winked as he said, “Gas tank is full too, so feel to take the long way home if you want.”

Bill caught the keys and smiled. “I might just do that.”

As Bill headed for the driver’s side, Andre opened the back door for Rachel. “Ladies first,” he said, gesturing into the large back seat.

Bill slid in behind the wheel, adjusting the mirrors. He made sure the rearview mirror was angled in a way that he could have a clear, unobstructed view of the back seat. He saw Rachel climb in, her black dress riding up a bit to expose more of her smooth, pale thighs as she moved across the large bench seat. Desmond slid in after her as Andre walked around to the driver’s side to sit behind Bill. Rachel looked so dainty sandwiched between the two tall, powerfully built Black men.

Bill pressed the start button on the dash, hearing the quiet rumble of the powerful SUV engine. He put the car into gear and slowly pulled away from the curb as he tried to adjust to the feel of a vehicle that was so different from his smaller sedan.

He deliberately chose a longer route through the quieter Chicago streets. In the mirror, he could see everything that was happening behind him.

Desmond shifted his body closer to Rachel, pressing his lean, muscular thigh against Rachel’s exposed thigh. Andre reached behind to rest his strong arm along the back of the seat behind her shoulders. He allowed his fingers to dangle, barely brushing against her bare shoulders.

“You looked so fucking good dancing with us tonight,” Desmond murmured, his voice carrying just enough for Bill to hear.

He moved his large hand to Rachel’s knee, his thumb stroking circles over her soft skin.

“The way you moved for us, it got me thinking about how good you’d feel moving with us in other ways,” Desmond continued, moving closer to her ear as though sharing a secret.

Bill watched Rachel’s lips part, then twist into a soft, shaky little laugh. Conflict flickered across her face—nerves clearly winning for a moment. There she was, a married woman wedged between the confident Black men who weren’t her husband, her body obviously turned on but her mind still wrestling with how far she was really willing to let this go.

She didn’t pull her leg away from his touch though. Instead, she seemed to push her leg against Desmond’s hand, almost unconsciously, increasing the contact.

Desmond slid his hand farther up her thigh, his fingertips playing near the hem of her dress. Rachel’s chest rose as she inhaled a deep breath to keep control of her body’s reactions.

Andre leaned in closer on her other side, his voice low and intimate, “Mmm, I agree. That dress has been teasing us all night long, hugging these beautiful curves.”

His fingers of his left hand trailed up her arm, then boldly across her collarbone, dipping lower to cross the upper swell of the breast closest to him.

“These pretty nipples have been standing at attention for us since we came back to your table. I could feel them the entire time we were dancing. Do you like being the center of attention, Rachel?”

“N-not usually,” Rachel responded, her voice shaky.

“But you do right now, don’t you?” Andre asked already knowing the answer.

In the mirror, Bill saw Rachel’s nipples tighten even more visibly against the fabric as she nodded her head in agreement. Her cheeks burned deeper red, and she bit her lower lip hard. Bill could see the teeth imprint still there when she released it.

He could tell that Rachel was torn. The good, married part of her would want to stop, but her body was indicating that it didn’t want to. She shifted a little in her seat, but did nothing to reduce the contact from the two men.

The men grew bolder as the drive continued. Desmond’s hand slid under the hem of the dress, caressing higher on her inner thigh, his fingers sliding along the edge of her lace panties as he leaned in and pressed a slow kiss against the side of her neck.

“Fuck. You smell so good, baby,” Desmond complimented as his lips grazed her skin. “Bet that pussy is dripping right now, soaking those pretty panties while we touch you.”

Andre nuzzled the opposite side of her neck, kissing her on the sensitive spot just below her ear. “You’ll need to be dripping tonight. These two big black cocks are gonna stretch that tight little pussy so good.”

Bill could see that Rachel’s arousal soared at their words: her head tilted back slightly, giving them better access to her neck, and her chest expanded and contracted more rapidly with her shallow breaths.

She no longer just allowed them to touch her. Her own hands began to explore. Her right hand moved to Desmond’s thigh, gliding upward and pulling him to her more. Her left reached up to the back of Andre’s head, pulling his mouth harder against her neck as soft, needy whimpers escaped her lips.

Desmond moved his kisses closer to her jawline and nearer to her cheek. As he did this, Rachel turned her head and met his lips in a hesitant kiss that quickly turned hungry. Their mouths moved together, deepening quickly. She broke away only moments later as though catching herself being a naughty wife and trying to rectify it by stopping the kiss first.

But Andre immediately caught her chin and rotated her face to him. Rachel responded to this kiss more eagerly than before. Her tongue sliding along Andre’s as he boldly moved his hand to cup her breast and circle the nipple with his thumb.

The touching, kissing, and dirty talk grew heavier with every block. Desmond pushed aside the seam of her panties, stroking her slick folds while he whispered hotly, “That’s it. Feel how wet you are? We’re going to fill this pretty pussy with big black cock tonight.”

Andre continued kissing her, whispering to her, “We’re gonna stretch you so deep, baby — make you feel every inch of us while your husband watches us take care of you.”

Rachel moaned loudly, her hands growing bolder, rubbing across the hard bulges in their laps as she received their words and caresses. Bill could see that she was lost in the overwhelming pleasure these two men were providing on this long drive home.

Bill had no intention of getting home anytime soon. His own cock was aching and leaking onto his thigh, soaking his pants as he watched his wife surrender more and more to the two strong Black men in the back seat with her. He was happy to make this happen for her — for both of them. The sight of his wife being pleasure was the ultimate aphrodisiac.

Bill made another turn that would head them further away from their condo.


Chapter 6: Escalation

Bill kept the Escalade moving, making sure he wasn’t getting too far or too close to home. His eyes constantly flickered to the rearview mirror, watching the back seat become a private world of lust and surrender. Rachel was writhing almost nonstop as the four hands and two sets of lips roamed her body.

Desmond’s fingers had advanced further into her panties now, stroking her soaked pussy with slow gliding movements from hole to clit and back again, adding slightly pressure at each endpoint.

Andre’s mouth still moved on her skin, trailing down her neck, creating a line of glistening moisture as he moved down to her upper chest.

Rachel’s moans filled the spacious interior, growing louder and needier with every passing minute.

Sensing that she was primed, Desmond reached up to hook the waistband of her black thong, giving them a slight tug. “Let’s get these off you, sweet thing,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

When he gave the tug, Bill watched his wife raise her hips up to help and thought he might blow his load then. He continued to watch as the soaked lace slid down and off of her legs. Andre helped on his side to pull the underwear over the heels she was still wearing.

Rachel, getting ever bolder as the men continued their coordinated conquest, looked at Bill’s eyes in the mirror. Then with a breathy, seductive voice, she told Desmond, “Give them to my husband. Let him feel how wet I am for your cocks.”

Desmond grinned and reached forward, handing the drenched material over the seat to Bill. Bill could instantly feel the warm, slick center of the fabric that he was certain he could actually wring out if he tried. This definitely confirmed his observations earlier — his wife is turned on and ready for whatever they want to give her.

Desmond moved his hand back to Rachel’s pussy, using two fingers and inserting this time. The digits slid in easily, with very little resistance. His thumb circled her clit in slow concentric circles — not quite touching it, more teasing around the edges.

Andre captured her mouth in another deep kiss before switching back to her neck as his hand slipped into the bodice of her dress to caress her bare tit and circle the nipple in a way not dissimilar from what Desmond was doing with her clit.

Bill watched as Rachel gasped at the insertion and then moaned from the nipple play, her hips already pushing back against the fingers in her cunt, greedily trying to swallow Desmond’s hand.

The expression on Rachel’s face was a mix of confusion, pure lust, and disbelief. Her half lidded eyes rolled back in her head as Desmond’s fingers curled inside her, stroking the spot inside her expertly. Her married inhibitions seemed to be quickly crumbling knowing that she had her husband’s permission — no, desire to do this, and the two sexy Black men doing it to her continuing to progress gradually but consistently.

Rachel’s hands grew bolder. She stroked up both men’s thighs, searching for the tools of pleasure she was more than ready for. Once she found them, she began openly rubbing both men’s cocks through their pants. The men had hardened considerably since her last touch and the difference was astounding.

Bill watched as the look of surprise popped on her face, and soon, his would follow. Bill was well endowed at seven inches long and decently thick, but these men were clearly in different league.

Rachel’s eyes widened as she squeezed them and stroked them through their pants, trying to assess the actual size. From Bill’s position, it was clear they were larger than him, but it was hard to tell how much.

Desmond moved his hand faster now, making the sensations more intense. Her pussy walls quivered; she could feel something building. “Take my cock out, darling. I want you to feel what’s going to stretch that pretty pussy tonight,” he said with dark, hungry eyes. Before removing his fingers, leaving her on the precipice without letting her fall over yet.

Rachel didn’t hesitate. Her hands barely worked as they trembled with excitement. She managed to unbuckle the belt and drop the zipper. The loose pants opened freely, and she reached her dainty hand into Desmond’s loose boxers. When she pulled his thick, heavy cock into the open, her jaw dropped in genuine amazement. It was massive: at least ten inches long and as thick as her wrist. Veins pulsed along the dark shaft, the broad head glistened with precum.

“Oh my God…” she exclaimed, her voice full of awe.

Andre pushed his crotch toward Rachel, and she took the hint. She turned slightly to release his member. Bill watched her reaction closely in the mirror. She was just as impressed as Andre’s was even longer and noticeably thicker, easily matching or exceeding Desmond’s impressive size.

Rachel started at both massive black cocks standing proudly before her. Her small white hands and fingers unable to wrap around either one entirely.

The sight of her hands on these two large dicks made Bill’s own cock twitch hard and release a spurt of clear precum inside his pants. The contrast of the skin and the size was undeniably and intensely arousing.

Rachel slipped down from the chair onto the floor in front of the men, motioning them closer together. She wrapped her hands around both of their thick shafts and began stroking them slowly, marveling at their size and heat. Her strokes were somewhat tentative at first as she tried to figure out how to handle these monsters that she wasn’t accustomed to. As her stroke gained confidence, Bill watched as she pumped the heavy lengths, her wedding rings glinting in the passing streetlights.

Rachel continued exploring, her soft white hands sliding down to cup and gently squeeze their large balls. The sacks looked full and weighty, hanging low, the testicles swollen and swinging with the sack as the car maneuvered through the city streets.

Rachel stroked them with increasing speed, her thumbs occasionally sliding up over the sensitive heads. Thick beads of precum began flowing freely from both cocks, coating her fingers and making their dark shafts glisten. She made use of the slick fluid, coating their cocks so her hand would slide smoothly up and down their shafts, gently twisting at the top to extract more of the liquid.

Rachel leaned in closer, nuzzling and kissing with open lips along the length of Desmond’s shaft. She pressed her soft pink lips just below the glans on his frenulum. The precum running down onto her lips directly as she used her tongue to lightly stroke his most sensitive area. She moved up to the opening in the tip, licking the salty, clear fluid as it emerged in tiny pulses.

There was a steady flow of precum now, and Rachel seemed to be enjoying swiping at it with the flat of her tongue. Bill could see the glossy fluid stretching in shiny strands between his wife’s mouth and the black cock she was worshipping.

Then she moved to Andre’s even larger cock. She licked at the underside, tracing the pulsing veins with the tip of her tongue from the base all the way to the tip where once again, she was rewarded with the flow of precum leaking from the fat head before sucking on the entire head and pulling off of it with a popping sound.

Bill could hear every slick sound as Rachel worked the two men’s cock heads with her mouth. The slurping and whimpers that Rachel made as she slobbered on the tips and stroked the precum slicked skin.

Rachel reached down, cupping Desmond’s heavy sack, lifting it gently and pressing it to her mouth. She licked the wrinkled skin and smooth balls delicately before opening her mouth wider to suck one fat ball inside. She moaned deeply around the mouthful while her other hand kept Andre’s massive rod leaking over her fingers.

Rachel switched back and forth between the men, making sure they knew she wasn’t ignoring either. Andre seemed to like his balls sucked more than Desmond as he groaned loudly when Rachel sucked his large orbs into her mouth.

Rachel would look back to Bill occasionally, making sure that he was still okay with everything, but this time she needed verbal assurance that he was good with everything.

“Babe, are you enjoying watching me as much as you’d hoped?” Rachel asked him before pressing her lips against Andre’s cock again.

“Fuck, baby. You look so amazing with them. This is better than I could’ve ever imagined,” Bill praised.

Bill could tell that hearing this gave Rachel another boost of courage. Immediately after, she went back to Andre’s balls, moving back and forth between the left and right before Andre lifted his legs higher. Rachel knew what he was wanting. She had never even done that for her husband though.

Speaking over her shoulder, she asked, “Hey, babe? I think Andre wants —“

“Go for it, babe. I want you to be dirty for them,” Bill said before she could even get the words out.

He could read his wife well. He knew that she liked the idea of being free, being able to get dirty. He watched as she lowered her face to Andre’s balls again, working her way lower to trace the soft skin of his taint, following along the ridge down to his asshole. She tentatively licked lightly at it, finding it a pleasant smell of fresh soap mixed with a slight muskiness. She moved in closer, swiping across it with the flat of her tongue, causing Andre to groan louder.

“Fuck, girl. You’ve got a hell of a tongue on you,” Andre said, nearly shouting.

Bill saw Rachel as she heard the praise and doubled her efforts, pushing her lips against his tight sphincter and probing with her tongue. Her nose, pressed deep under his sack, made her appear consumed by the manly musk Andre produced. She moaned unintentionally, Bill realized it was due to the naughtiness of what she was smelling, what she was doing. A married woman worshipping another man’s ass and balls. And it was driving Bill crazy.

He took another turn, making every possible effort to extend this journey. He didn’t want it to end. He caught his wife’s eye in the rearview when she came up for air. She looked beautiful and possessed, sliding her tongue along the black cocks again with clear hunger. Her soaked panties were still resting in his pocket. Bill pulled them out and put them under his nose, Fuck. She smells so good.

Bill watched more as she worked the two men at once. If this was the first time he’d seen her, he would swear she must be a prostitute with the skills she put to use. But knowing how loyal she was as a wife, he just looked at her with appreciation — like an absolute goddess, sensual and powerful, captivating two — no, three men with ease. He had never seen her more alive, and he loved it.


Chapter 7: The Parking Lot Stop

Bill’s hands gripped the steering wheel tighter as the sounds from the back seat grew louder and more obscene. Rachel’s wet, hungry slurps mixed with the slick sounds of Desmond’s thick fingers pumping in and out of her dripping pussy. Thick strings of saliva and precum already coated her chin and dripped onto the floor mats. He could see her pale fingers working both massive Black cocks with increasing desperation, her wedding rings gleaming with fluids as they slid up and down the glistening shafts. Every moan she let out sent another jolt straight to his own throbbing cock.

He couldn’t drive safely anymore. Not with this happening right behind him.

It was barely 10 pm, and the nearest parking lot he could find was a large movie theater, which was still very active. He didn’t have time to search for anything better though.

Bill turned in and drove past the brightly lit entrance to the far side of the parking lot to the very back corner. This was the furthest spot from the theater doors, but even here there was more activity than he would prefer. Several cars were parked nearby with people walking to and from vehicles.

He pulled into a space anyway. There were a couple of vehicles a few spaces away, but nothing right next to them. He left the engine running to keep the air cool enough in the car and not have the windows fog up. The interior lights remained off, but the bright parking lot lights and the glow from the theater sign provided enough for him to see everything clearly.

“Keep going,” Bill said, his voice filled with lust. “I want to watch.”

Desmond and Andre decided to be more active participants, giving Rachel a break from her work. They lifted her like a rag doll, positioning her on all fours on the long, leather bench seat. Her black dress, already bunched around her waist from both sides, tits spilling from the top, and her dripping pussy swollen with clear arousal dripping down her inner thighs from the bottom.

Desmond knelt in front of her on the seat pointing his massive veiny cock towards her mouth as he gently guided her head down to him.

She obeyed instantly, stretching her mouth over the fat head of his cock and taking a few inches into her mouth before the shaft bumped the back of her throat. Her eyes watered as she forced a little more in, gagging wetly while thick ropes of saliva poured from the corners of her stretched mouth and began running down her chin in wet streams.

At the same time, Andre moved behind her, gripping her hips with his strong dark hands. Once again, Bill was treated to the erotic contrast of the dark stranger’s hands grabbing his wife’s ivory skin as he took her to new places in her sexuality.

He grabbed his thick member and slid the head up and down along her soaked slit. His cock was becoming coated in a mixture of her leaking juices and his own slippery precum.

“Look at this pretty white pussy opening up for us. You’re dripping, baby,” he murmured. Then he began pressing forward.

Bill watched, almost as if in slow motion, his wife’s labia spread slowly, clinging tightly to the massive girth of Andre’s cock as it entered. The moment her lips snapped around the head caused Bill to groan as he felt another pulse of precum burst from his cock in his pants. He had to take it out.

Once it was free, Bill could see that he was steadily trickling precum from the slit in his dick.

Meanwhile, Andre continued slowly progressing, making sure that Rachel wasn’t hurting too much from the intrusion. Every time after he pushed, he pulled back a little, coating his cock in more of the arousal fluid that Rachel was emitting. Bill could see it dripping from Andre’s cock each time he reversed motion before pushing it even deeper on the next entry.

Desmond kept Rachel working on his black cock in front — even as she would lose focus from Andre’s thrusting — by grabbing her hair and guiding her back and forth on his cock. Rachel let him.

Andre bottomed out with a heavy grunt, his thick cock slamming against the back wall of her pussy, battering her cervix on every deep thrust. Each powerful stroke forced Desmond’s cock even further down her throat, triggering wet, choking gags as thick ropes of saliva spilled from her stretched lips and dripped messily down her chin. The white wife could only moan helplessly around the thick shaft stuffing her mouth, the sound coming out broken and obscene.

With every pull back, Bill could see the thick, white cream of Rachel’s pussy coating Andre’s dark shaft in heavy, messy rings. The creamy mess grew thicker and whiter with each thrust, clinging to the dark shaft of Andre’s cock.

Bill, overwhelmed by the sight, stroked his cock faster, his own slick fluids coating his erect member as he watched in admiration. God, she looks so beautiful, he thought, eyes fixed on his wife. Her breasts swaying as Andre pounded into her from behind, sticky strands of saliva swinging from her chin and attaching to her breasts or breaking free to fall onto the black leather of the seat. And that cream she’s coating Andre’s cock in… fuck. It was driving Bill wild. Her femininity as she’s surrounded by the powerful, masculine forms of the two Black men pleasuring her — being claimed so completely, it was like nothing Bill could have ever imagined. Better beyond any fantasy he’d ever created.

Rachel pulled off Desmond’s cock, gasping for breath, strings of spit still connecting her to the glistening head. She looked straight at Bill with glassy eyes. “Do you like watching this, baby?” she panted. “Is it everything you wanted? Your wife getting her throat and pussy stretched at the same time.”

Bill’s cock throbbed, spurting another burst of precum as he stroked faster. “God, yes, baby,” he groaned, “I love it. You look so fucking amazing like this.”

She moaned loudly as Andre slammed into her harder. “Fuck, yes. Do you like seeing me take these big black cocks? You like how they’re ruining my tight married pussy?”

Rachel’s eyes rolled back as Desmond pushed his cock back into her mouth. She sucked greedily for a moment, then pulled off again with a wet pop, strings of spit flying. “They’re so much bigger than you… I can barely take them. Does that turn you on, watching your wife get fucked like a slut?”

Bill nodded, breathing hard. “It turns me on more than anything. You look like a goddess, baby — so pale and perfect between them. That cream all over his big Black cock… it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Andre gripped her hips tighter and drove into her with long, punishing strokes, the wet squelch of her cream-covered pussy filling the car. Rachel cried out around Desmond’s cock, her body shaking. “Oh God… he’s hitting my cervix every time… I’m creaming so much on him. You like seeing my cum on his big Black cock, baby?”

Bill could barely speak. The sight of his wife’s thick, frothy cream coating Andre’s dark shaft, dripping down his balls and onto the seat, was almost too much. “I love it,” he rasped, stroking himself harder. “Keep creaming on him. Show me how much you need it.”

Rachel moaned deeply, pushing back onto Andre while sucking harder on Desmond. The car rocked slightly with their rhythm as the active parking lot continued around them. The distant laughter and car doors slamming only heightening the filthy thrill for Bill. Rachel was completely lost, her body trembling between the two men, her creamy juices coating everything as she got fucked harder than she had ever been before in her life.

The men swapped positions with hungry grins, both eager to sink into the same sloppy, well-fucked hole the other had just enjoyed. Andre pushed his cream covered cock in front of Rachel’s face as Desmond lined up his with the stretched out dripping hole that Andre had just vacated. As he plunged into the creamy hole, Desmond groaned out loud, praising her gripping pussy. Rachel gasped loudly at the insertion, her voice breaking as she let out a long moan.

Rachel opened her eyes to see Andre presenting his cock, still glistening and coated in thick layers of her own pussy juices. “Clean me up, baby,” he said, his voice deep and commanding.

Rachel didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth wide and took Andre’s cream-smeared cock between her lips, sucking and licking her own creamy mess off the thick shaft with hungry, wet slurps. The taste of her own arousal mixed with his precum made her moan even louder around him. Behind her, Desmond began thrusting deep and hard, as he fucked her soaked, creamy pussy with powerful strokes.

Bill watched in fascination as his wife was spit-roasted again. This time she was sucking her own thick cream off Andre’s big cock while Desmond stretched and pounded her from behind. The car was filled with even wetter, filthier sounds: the sloppy gagging on Andre’s cream-covered shaft, the loud squelching of Desmond’s cock churning her creamy pussy, and Rachel’s constant, muffled moans of pure ecstasy.

The night had become something far beyond his wildest fantasies, and it was only getting hotter.


Chapter 8: Filling Her Up

Bill continued stroking his cock slowly in the front seat, his eyes never leaving the filthy scene unfolding in the back of the Escalade. The A/C hummed steadily, keeping the car cool while the air grew thick with the scent of sex and Rachel’s arousal. His beautiful wife was still on all fours, trembling between the two powerful Black men, her pale skin flushed and glistening with sweat.

“That’s it, baby,” Bill encouraged, his voice low and husky. “Please them. Show them how good you can be for those big black cocks. I want to see you take everything they give you.”

Rachel moaned around Andre’s thick shaft, her eyes flicking to meet Bill’s for a brief, lust-drunk moment. The encouragement seemed to ignite something deeper in her. She pushed back harder onto Desmond’s cock, her creamy pussy making wet, obscene sounds with every thrust.

God, she’s so fucking beautiful, Bill thought, his hand squeezing his own cock to slow down so he wouldn’t blast too soon. My perfect wife. She looks like a slutty goddess being worshipped and claimed.

The men didn’t hold back. They switched positions fluidly, keeping things fresh throughout the affair. At one point, Rachel had her head hanging off the edge of the seat with Desmond fucking her throat while Andre pounded her pussy with his massive cock.

“Give it to her good. She deserves every pleasure you’re giving her,” Bill encouraged. “Fuck her harder. She can take it.”

Andre began slamming harder into her with long, punishing strokes. Rachel’s moans changed pitch and became almost desperate cries as the slapping of skin increased in volume so much that Bill was sure anyone outside would hear.

They exchanged positions again, Desmond sliding behind her on the bench in a spooning position, lifting her left leg high so Bill would have a clear view of his black cock sinking into her creamy hole. Andre fed her his cock, allowing her to control the depth.

She’s glowing, Bill thought, his strokes speeding up. My elegant, beautiful wife… reduced to a moaning, dripping mess between two big black cocks. The contrast of her pale skin against their dark bodies, the way her cream coats them so visibly — it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen.

After several minutes of serious pounding, Andre lifted Rachel and sat on the bench seat, pulling her onto his lap. Rachel sank down onto the massive black member, feeling it penetrate even deeper than before. Andre had a tight grip on her waist, just above the hips. He was using the leverage to pump his cock harder into her dripping, creamy tunnel.

Desmond stood back for a moment, stroking himself to keep ready but letting Andre do his work to bring the white wife to orgasm.

Rachel pushed back on the dark cock on each thrust, helping Andre batter her cervix repeatedly. Bill could see her hips moving forward and back on each thrust as well, stirring the juices in her cunt and swiping the thick head of Andre’s cock against all the sensitive points inside her. The white liquid she generated leaked down the portion of the black shaft that didn’t fit inside her and across the large nutsack below her.

The car rocked with their strong movements, Rachel speeding up as her goal came crashing toward her. Suddenly, her whole body tensed.

“Fuck! I’m gonna.. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” she cried out as Andre continued slamming in.

After several more intense thrusts, Andre pulled his thick cock from her pussy. Immediately following his exit, a torrential gush of fluid squirted from Rachel as she lost herself.

Clear fluid sprayed out in a powerful gush onto the seat below, the floor, and as she changed her angle, even onto the back of the front seat.

Andre kept the pleasure going, smacking his fat cock against Rachel’s clit repeatedly as she squirted, extending her climax. She screamed in ecstasy, her body convulsing as wave after wave of clear squirt blasted from her insides.

After it slowed, Andre shoved his cock back in, ramming her again pushing her over the edge once again. Within moments, she was squirting again, even more violently, fluid splashing everywhere. Bill even felt some splash over the seat onto his arm and hand that was stroking his own leaking dick.

Andre repeated this same process twice more before flipping Rachel over onto the seat as he mounted her, pounding as though he wanted to push her through the seat.

“Fuck! Where do you want this nut, baby? Andre asked, voice strained as he continued to slam into her pussy. “Tell me where you want it!”

Rachel, gasping, clearly finding it difficult to even speak gasped, “Inside me… Fuck! I want it in me… I want to feel it… fill me up! Please! Oh God.”

After her exclamation, Bill watched his wife wrap her legs around Andre’s solid body, then tighten her grip to pull him as deep as she could, her hips rolling to keep the motion going — even after Andre held still, waiting for the explosion.

Completely buried in Rachel’s cunt, Bill could see the large, black balls pull up tight to Andre’s crotch just as his shaft began to pulse rhythmically, pumping load after load into his wife. Excess creamy mixture began to leak from around their union and trail down Rachel’s ass, but Andre’s cock kept pulsing in a seemingly never-ending flow.

As soon as Andre finished and extracted himself, Desmond moved in. At this point, Desmond was already close to climax just from watching this slutty white wife take his friend’s nut.

Desmond flipped Rachel onto her front and slid in easily from behind. The angle provided Bill with a great view of his wife’s pussy as Andre’s seed squeezed out around Desmond’s cock, dripping as he watched it roll from the hole down to her erect clit before dripping onto the floor below.

Desmond continued to froth the semen inside Rachel, creating a squelching sound that Bill found incredibly erotic. Foamy rings appeared around Desmond’s cock as he continued to stir the cum.

Rachel was moaning nonstop, her face pressed into the seat, pushing back against the large cock pumping her. Her ass cheeks jiggled with each thrust, making a smacking sound as Desmond neared his release.

“I’m gonna nut, baby,” Desmond groaned, his voice strained. “Gonna fill this married pussy up!”

“Yes, God, yes. Fill me!” Rachel begged, orgasming again herself.

Bill couldn’t hold on anymore. He leapt over the seat to get next to his wife. He stroked rapidly, aiming his cock at her pretty, upturned face. Her eyes stayed closed in ecstasy as she continued to come on Desmond’s black shaft. Bill released, watching long spurts of white cum pulse from his cock, laying stripes across his wife’s face.

The first overshot and landed in her hair and across her ear lobe. The next one started at her temple, finishing on her upper lip. Subsequent spurts covered her left cheek and lips, dripping into her mouth slightly.

Rachel was too far gone to notice. Desmond removed his cock, sperm dripping rapidly from her pussy, but Rachel was still spasming in her legs, her orgasm continuing even after the stimulation ended.

She was now marked by three separate men at once — inside and out. Her aftershocks slowed to a tremble as she began to regain control over her own body.

She was radiant, Bill realized, shining more than he’d seen since their wedding day. He could tell she was feeling every bit the goddess she appeared to be in this moment.

He allowed the moment to linger for a minute or two before moving back to the front seat. Still breathing hard, he looked at the others and said, “Let’s get back to our place,” and put the SUV into drive.

Rachel stayed in the back seat with Andre and Desmond as they drove through the city streets. A couple of hours had passed since they parked, leaving the streets and sidewalks emptier than before. Bill wished he had stopped closer to their condo though. Now that the events in the back seat had climaxed (so to speak), it seemed slightly awkward for Bill.

Rachel didn’t seem as awkward when he checked in the mirror. She was still lying there, a beautiful cum-covered mess. Her face was still streaked with Bill’s load, pussy dripping from the two Black men’s thick seed, but she had a peaceful appearance, like she was fully satisfied — at least for the time being.

Desmond and Andre sat on the seat, flanking her as she remained lying on her chest. She reached out, touching both of their softening but still impressive cocks, gently tracing the heavy veins, sliding her hands down to the pussy juice and cum-slicked orbs to caress those as well. Every so often, Rachel would lean her head toward one of them and place a gentle, lingering kiss on the tip of his cock, as if quietly thanking it for the pleasure it had given her. Bill watched, his spent cock beginning to twitch and stir again as a thin, glistening string of saliva and cum briefly connected her lips to the smooth, glistening head.

When they finally arrived at the condo, Rachel sat up, still looking thoroughly used and radiant. She grabbed the hem of her dress and used part of the fabric to wipe the excess cum from her face. The dress would definitely need a thorough cleaning after tonight. Pussy cream, squirt, and thick male seed adorned the material in a plethora of spots.

The four stepped out of the SUV once they had parked nearby. Rachel’s legs were shaky, her dress a rumpled and stained mess, cum drooling from her pussy and down her thighs, which was mostly covered once she dropped the hem of her dress. Andre and Desmond walked on either side, assisting her wobbly steps as Bill led them to their condo entrance.


Chapter 9: Home at Last

The four of them stepped into the quiet condo. Rachel’s legs gained some of their stability again by the time they got inside, but they still quivered occasionally from the intense fucking she received in the car. She gave Bill a soft smile and murmured, “I’m going to go clean up a bit.”

She disappeared around the corner to the master bedroom while Bill led Desmond and Andre into the living room to relax, while he went to grab some drinks from the kitchen.

The two Black men slid into opposite ends of the couch, finally relaxing a bit after their energy output in the car. Bill returned a couple minutes later holding two whiskeys out for them before returning to grab his.

Once they all had their drinks, Bill sat in the plush chair that was offset from the couch as Desmond and Andre sipped their drinks.

Bill raised his glass to them, “Thanks for the ride… and everything else.”

Andre chuckled, raising his glass in return. “Believe me, the pleasure was all ours, man. Your wife is something special.”

Desmond nodded in agreement. “She’s incredible. Took everything we gave her and still wanted more. You’re a lucky man.”

Bill smiled, pride mixing with arousal as he thought about the car ride. “I know. Watching her tonight, I realized that I need to give her that more often. It was amazing to watch her and better than any fantasy I could even create in my mind.”

They chatted easily for a while, talking about the city, the bar, how everything unfolded, including Bill sharing about watching them from his hiding place. The men were only a little surprised at his admission, but it did help explain why Bill invited them back to the table.

They talked more about various topics: sports, restaurants,  favorite dance places — with an actual dance floor. There was a surprising sense of camaraderie for Bill only knowing them a few hours. It helped make everything feel more natural.

Shortly after, the bedroom door opened and Rachel stepped out.

She had changed into a short silky black robe that barely reached mid-thigh. Beneath it, Bill could see the delicate black stockings and garter belt she loved to wear for special occasions. The robe was loosely tied, offering teasing glimpses of her breasts and smooth skin of her stomach. She hadn’t bothered with panties or a bra. Her hair was still damp and pulled back in a ponytail. She looked sensual and confident and clearly wasn’t done for the night.

Desmond and Andre’s eyes lit up with renewed interest seeing her in the outfit.

Rachel walked slowly toward the couch, hips swaying, causing the bottom of the robe to swing gently. “I could get used to being the center of attention like this,” she said softly, a playful smile on her lips. “Having two strong, handsome men focused entirely on me… it feels amazing.”

Andre pulled her down to the couch on his lap. “You handled us so well, baby, it makes me think maybe next time you’ll need more than two,” he said with a sly wink.

Desmond moved closer and placed a kiss on her neck from behind. “He’s absolutely right. You were made for this, girl.”

Rachel’s head fell back, leaning her neck into Desmond’s mouth. Bill felt like he had a front row seat again as the trio continued.

Andre pulled Rachel into a deep, possessive kiss while Desmond’s hands roamed her body, sliding across her breasts through the robe, squeezing her ass as he lifted the robe in the back.

Andre stood, moving Rachel to rest over the arm of the couch as she kneeled on the cushion. He flipped the robe up onto her back as he pulled out his rapidly hardening cock, lining it up between her stocking clad legs.

There was still a trickle of the previous loads that emerged from her pussy — even after her shower. Bill wasn’t surprised considering the amount of cum the men pumped into her in the car.

Desmond moved in front of Rachel, pulling his cock from his pants and presenting it to her. Rachel took his semi-hard member into her mouth, seemingly enjoying that she was able to get her lips against his body this time. She knew it would be more difficult once he was fully hard again.

Andre swiped his cock, framed by the black stockings, up and down her slit to wet the head. Bill had an even better view this time as the thick head penetrated his wife’s pussy. His own cock hardening in his pants again as though it was the first time seeing her get fucked.

The black cock in her cunt advanced easier this time, both the previously added semen and her previous stretching aiding in the entry. Bill watched as Andre quickly hit depth and began moving more quickly than the first time.

Desmond was quickly expanding in her mouth. Rachel now had her hand covering the portion of his solid member covered by her hand, rings glinting as she stroked the base of the shaft while she worked the tip with her lips and tongue.

As the men used both of her holes, Bill watched her tits swing beneath her inside the robe.

They continued on the arm of the couch for a bit before moving to the living room floor, laying Rachel on her back in the center of the plush rug. Desmond took a turn fucking her in missionary as she wrapped her smooth legs around Desmond, heels hooking behind his ass to help control the movement.

Andre laid his heavy black cock over her mouth as she was getting fucked, sliding the length of it across he freshly glossed lips. Precum would bubble up at the tip adding an extra sheen to Rachel’s lips as it leaked down onto them.

Rachel’s creamy pussy gripped Desmond’s cock as he thrust, making wet squelching sounds as he repeatedly thrust into her deep.

Rachel looked up at Bill lovingly, appreciating what her husband was giving her, even though she knew his fantasy was driving the scenario. “Bill, baby,” she said sweetly, “let’s move to the bed.”

The group separated temporarily, shuffling to the bedroom with the men removing clothing. Once there, it was Rachel orchestrating the setup.

She assigned Andre to lie down on the bed before straddling his muscular thighs in the center. Taking hold of his massive cock, she moved up to his torso before aligning it and pushing down with her body.

She pointed to the nightstand. “There’s lube in the top drawer,” she stated to Desmond before looking over her shoulder at him. “I want you in my ass at the same time.”

Holy shit! She was going for double penetration?

Bill couldn’t believe it. He had been in her ass before, but it was always a little uncomfortable for Rachel. She would ride it out for him, but was never genuinely enjoying it. Now she was asking for it, and from a cock much larger than his own.

Desmond grabbed the lube and got into place. Squirting a generous portion on her winking asshole and his cock, he applied slow, steady pressure. Rachel pushed down on Andre’s cock more while also pushing her ass towards Desmond to help break through the initial resistance.

Bill watched the tight ring stretch as Desmond’s fat glans pushed it open, the lube making everything shiny and slick. Suddenly, the head of the black cock popped inside. Bill could see the ring snap back around just below the head as the cock progressed further into Rachel. Now past the initial guardian, Desmond’s cock moved more freely.

Bill was surprised that Rachel didn’t appear to be in any pain. Her thrusting back at the two cocks penetrating her actually intensified. Her hands pressed firmly against Andre’s chest to gain leverage to push back harder even as Desmond’s cock slid further into her ass.

It wasn’t long before Rachel began an almost moaning scream. Her legs vibrating, her body shaking as the two men with thrusting into her as she aggressively pushed down onto them.

Rachel announced her orgasm in broken language that was barely intelligible, but the men didn’t need her to tell them. They could feel and see the impact of the double penetration.

As her pussy and asshole both contracted in pulsing rhythms, Andre and Desmond weren’t able to hold off anymore.

Desmond’s cock, buried to the balls inside her ass, pulsed visibly with her anus, his cock stretching it and her contracting it in alternating movements.

Andre groaned, feeling Desmond fill her ass as she came, releasing his copious load into her married pussy in strong contractions.

Bill could see Rachel was shaking and crying as the intensity of everything crashed into her. She looked up at Bill as he unloaded his cock, obsessed with the view in front of him — and in his own bed. The loud splats of each spray landing on the hardwood of their bedroom floor echoing in time with his wife’s slutty moans.

When they pulled out of Rachel, leaving fresh, thick loads inside her, she was trembling and immediately leaking onto the sheets. She collapsed to the bed and rolled onto her back as the white pearlescent fluid oozed from her holes.

Desmond and Andre took a minute to catch their breath, then began dressing.

“We’ll leave you two to rest. Thanks for an unforgettable night,” Andre said, looking around for something to write on. “Let me leave you my number. I’d love to do this again anytime.”

Desmond agreed, “Same, this was a hell of a night.”

Bill grabbed Rachel’s phone. He unlocked it, already knowing that her code was just his birthday, and handed it to Andre first. “Add them both in here. We’ll make sure she has it in case I’m out of town,” Bill said, winking at them.

They both leaned down to Rachel, saying goodnight with soft kisses. She reached up to each of them, wrapping her hands around their neck to give them a proper thank you and goodbye kiss. Then they left quietly, closing the front door behind them.

Bill crawled into the bed beside his wife. Rachel was still on her back, legs spread slightly as thick white cum slowly leaked from her well used pussy and ass. She looked exhausted, satisfied, and more beautiful than ever.

Bill pulled her into his arms, kissing her forehead. “You were incredible tonight,” he whispered, his voice full of awe and love. “So fucking hot. Watching you take them, hearing you moan, seeing how much you enjoyed it… you looked like an absolute goddess. I’ve never been more turned on in my life.”

Rachel smiled sleepily, nuzzling into his chest as more cum dripped from her. “I loved it,” she murmured. “Thank you for giving me that.”

They lay together for a long moment in comfortable silence, the evidence of the night still warm and wet between her thighs. Then Rachel shifted slightly, tracing lazy circles on Bill’s chest with her fingertip.

“I really did love it,” she said softly, her voice still a little hoarse. “I liked how confident they were… how they just took control and made me feel so desired. The way they stretched me, filled me… God, I’ve never felt so full. And knowing you were watching the whole time made it even hotter. I felt so sexy, so wanted.”

Bill kissed the top of her head, his hand gently stroking her back. “I loved every second of watching you. You looked so beautiful — your pale skin against their dark bodies, the way your tits bounced when they fucked you, how your pussy creamed all over their cocks. Seeing you squirt, seeing you take both of them at once… you were glowing. Like a goddess being worshipped. I couldn’t take my eyes off you.”

Rachel let out a soft, contented sigh. “I liked being passed between them… feeling so small and feminine compared to how big and strong they are. I want to do it again sometime… maybe even with more than two men, if you’re okay with that.”

Bill smiled against her hair, his cock twitching at the thought. “I’m more than okay with it. I want to see you get even more attention. I want to watch you take as much as you can handle. As long as you come home to me afterward, I’m happy to make it happen whenever you want.”

Rachel lifted her head to kiss him softly. “Good. Because tonight opened something up in me. I feel so sexy and wanted… and I want to feel that again.”

They lay entwined, whispering about their favorite moments — the way the men had bent her over the couch, how intense the double penetration felt on their bed, how much she loved being covered in their cum while Bill watched and stroked himself. The conversation was intimate, loving, and full of excitement for whatever came next.

The night had been life-changing, and both of them already knew they would be doing it again.


Chapter 10: Back to Daily Life

The days after that wild Friday night settled back into familiar routines with an undercurrent of awkwardness neither Bill nor Rachel wanted to acknowledge.

Monday through Thursday passed in a blur of work, evening yoga for Rachel, and gym sessions for Bill. They kissed goodbye in the mornings, shared meals, and chatted about work and weekend plans, but the conversations felt careful and shallow. Neither wanted to be the first to bring up what had happened in the car and in their bed. Bill worried that Rachel might regret letting two strangers fuck her so thoroughly. Rachel feared Bill might secretly resent her for how much she had enjoyed it.

By Friday evening, the tension had grown thick enough to feel suffocating.

Rachel had come home from work wearing a light, flowing summer dress that hugged her curves gently and ended a few inches above her knees. She looked good — more innocent than last weekend would indicate.

They cooked dinner together and opened the first bottle of Cabernet as they prepared. The wine helped.

By the time they finished eating and opened a second bottle, both of them were pleasantly buzzed, the alcohol loosening tongues that had been tied all week. They moved to the living room couch, Rachel’s dress riding up slightly as she curled her legs beneath her.

Rachel swirled the deep red wine in her glass, then gave Bill a small, almost shy smile.

“So…” she began, her tone light but clearly testing the waters, “last Friday was… interesting, wasn’t it?”

Bill’s heart jumped. He set his glass down and met her eyes, searching for any sign of regret. When he saw only cautious curiosity mixed with heat, he let out a soft laugh of relief.

“Yeah,” he admitted. “It was a lot more than interesting.”

The ice cracked. Suddenly the words poured out from both of them.

Rachel leaned forward, cheeks already flushed from the wine and the memory of last weekend. “I was so nervous you might wake up the next day and hate what we did. I kept thinking… what if I went too far? What if you saw me with them and realized you didn’t actually want that?”

Bill reached across and took her hand. “I was scared of the exact same thing. I kept replaying how much you enjoyed it — how loud you moaned when they stretched you, how you squirted everywhere, how you looked riding them — and I worried you’d decide it was too much, or that you’d rather return it to just a fantasy or a memory.”

Rachel’s eyes sparkled with relief and growing arousal. “God, no. I loved it. I loved how big they were and how full I felt. The way they passed me around the car and the condo like I belonged to them. And knowing you were watching the whole time, stroking yourself… Fuck! That made it so much hotter.”

Bill’s cock twitched in his pants. “You looked like a fucking goddess. The contrast of your pale skin against their dark bodies, the way your pussy creamed all over their thick cocks, how you squirted when Andre smacked his dick on your clit. Fuck, I couldn’t stop thinking about it all week. I’ve jerked off to those memories every single day.”

The wine and honesty had them both breathing heavier. Rachel stood up, walked around the coffee table, and straddled Bill’s lap. Her light dress rode up her thighs, a thin white thong the only barrier between her already-wet pussy and the growing bulge in his pants.

“I’ve been so wet thinking about it too,” she whispered, grinding slowly against him. “I loved feeling them stretch me so much wider than I’ve ever been. I loved tasting my own cream on their cocks. I loved being filled with their cum while you watched. And I really loved watching you come as they pleasured me.”

Bill groaned, hands gripping her ass under the dress. “Tell me more.”

Rachel leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “When Desmond fucked my cum-filled pussy right after Andre came in me, it felt so dirty, so slutty. And when you came on my face while he pumped even more cum into me… Fuck, I felt like such a slut for black cock.”

Bill tossed Rachel flat to the couch, pushed the dress up to her waist, and pulled the tiny thong aside, burying his face between her legs as he licked her soaked pussy while she moaned and gripped his hair.

“You were such a good little slut for them,” he growled between licks. “My beautiful wife, letting two big black cocks ruin your tight holes.”

Rachel pulled him up and kissed him hard, tasting herself on his tongue. “I want it again,” she breathed. “I want more. I want to be their little snow bunny again while you watch.”

Bill stood, lifting her with him, and carried her to the bedroom. He fucked her hard on their bed, both of them lost in dirty talk about that night, sharing how sexy she looked gagging on their massive cocks, how her pussy had creamed so much, how she had squirted across the car, how full she had felt when they double-penetrated her. Rachel came twice, screaming about how much she loved being stretched and used by them.

When Bill finally came, it was nearly as intense as the prior weekend watching Rachel live. After, he collapsed beside her in a sweaty, satisfied heap.

As they caught their breath, Rachel curled against his chest and whispered, “We’re really doing this again sometime, right?”

Bill kissed her deeply. “Whenever you want, baby. I can’t wait to watch my goddess get fucked again.”

They lay together for a long moment, bodies entwined. Then Bill traced a finger along her thigh and asked softly, “Do you want to do it again soon?”

Rachel bit her lip, eyes sparkling with excitement. “Yes. Very soon.”

Bill smiled, his voice dropping lower. “Then text Andre right now. Tell him to set something up for tomorrow night… and make sure there are even more big black cocks for you this time.”

Rachel’s breath caught. She reached for her phone on the nightstand, her fingers trembling slightly with anticipation as she opened her messages.

She thought for a moment, then typed:

“Hey Andre, it’s Rachel, your little white slut. Last weekend was incredible. Bill and I can’t stop thinking about it. Are you and Desmond free tomorrow night? We’d love to do it again, but this time with even more of your friends. I want to be the center of attention for a whole group of big, strong Black men.”

She added a devil emoji at the end to emphasize her naughtiness.

Bill read the message over her shoulder and grinned. “Add a photo. Something sexy. Make it clear what you’re offering.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed deeper. She stood up, slipped out of her dress and thong, and posed in front of the full-length mirror wearing only her wedding rings. She took a creative, teasing photo: standing sideways with one hand covering her breasts, the other between her legs, her ass slightly arched toward the camera, a sultry “come and get me” look on her face. The lighting emphasized the curve of her body and the glistening wetness still visible between her thighs.

She attached the photo and hit send.

The message went through with a soft whoosh.

Rachel set the phone down, heart racing, and crawled back into Bill’s arms.

“Now we wait,” she whispered, already growing wet again at the thought of what tomorrow night might bring.



Chapter 11: Anticipation

Saturday morning Rachel was still lying in bed when she was awoken by her phone buzzing on the nightstand. She grabbed it and looked at the screen. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw Andre’s name.

She opened the message and read it under her breath, trying to contain her excitement.

“Hey Rach, got your message from last night. Tonight works perfectly. I’ll set everything up. Gonna bring three more guys I know. They’re big, strong, and they know how to treat a white BBC slut right. There should be five of us. Are you ready to be the center of attention? Do you think you can handle five at once? 😉 “

Rachel’s eyes widened as she realized what Andre was setting up. She wanted it, but when she thought about it now… “Five? What am I getting myself into?”

“I think what you mean is ‘what are you getting into yourself,’” Bill said laughing.

She punched his shoulder, but had a big grin on her face.

“Fuck, baby. Five big black cocks for you? That sounds like fun,” Bill said pulling her closer and sliding his hand down to cup her bare ass.

Rachel set her phone down and rolled on top of Bill, straddling his waist. “I can’t believe we’re really doing this again so soon. I’m already soaking wet just thinking about it.”

Bill’s hands roamed up her body, squeezing her breasts and brushing his hands across her nipples through her nightie. “Tell me exactly what you’re imagining. Be filthy.”

She leaned down, kissing him deeply before whispering against his lip, “I’m imagining being surrounded by five tall, muscular Black men. All of them are rock hard and throbbing for me. Hands everywhere grabbing my tits, slapping my ass, fingers deep in my pussy. I want them to pass me around like their little white fuck toy. I want to be on my knees sucking two cocks at once while another one rails me from behind. I want to feel them stretching every hole until I’m screaming.”

Bill groaned, his cock already stiff beneath her. “Keep going.”

Rachel ground her wet pussy along his shaft as she continued, “I want them to double-penetrate me again. One thick black cock in my pussy and another in my ass, pounding me until I can’t think straight. I want to be airtight, gagging on cock while they fill me up. And when they cum… I want load after load pumped deep inside me. I want to be overflowing with their hot cum, leaking from my pussy and ass while you watch and stroke yourself.”

Bill couldn’t take any more. He flipped her over onto her back and moved down her body, kissing her all the way down. He spread her legs wide and buried his face between her thighs, licking her soaked pussy with long strokes.

“Mmm, yes,” Rachel moaned, gripping his hair. “Eat my pussy while I tell you how much I need those big black cocks tonight. I want them to ruin me, baby. I want my pussy stretched so wide I’ll still be gaping tomorrow. I want to feel their heavy balls slapping against me as they use me like their married little slut.”

Bill sucked on her clit, tongue flicking across it. Then he pulled back just enough to speak. “You’re going to be such a good little hotwife for them. I can’t wait to see you take all five of them. I’m definitely going to need to take some pictures this time. Seeing you with those cocks surrounding you, making you crazy, I’ll probably end up coming in my pants, babe,” Bill said, returning back to her clit.

Rachel was panting now, hips pushing against his mouth. “Fuck. I want to be covered in their cum too. I want to feel it everywhere — in me, on me, dripping from me. I want them all to know that I’m their snow bunny for the night. Using me, stretching me while you stroke your cock and watch your wife get gangbanged like a black cock whore.

Bill climbed back up her body and slid his cock into her in one thrust. She was so wet and maybe still a little stretched from last weekend. He began thrusting savagely as soon as he entered. The dirty words they just shared, the feel of her, so wet from thinking about black cock, pushing him towards completion already.

“You’re going to look so fucking sexy tonight,” Bill groaned, pounding into her. “My beautiful pale wife getting gangbanged by five hung Black men. I’m going to watch every second while they stretch your pussy and ass wide open. I want to see you creaming all over their thick cocks.”

Rachel wrapped her legs around him, nails digging into his back. “Yes… I’m going to beg them to cum inside me. I want to feel five different loads pumped deep into my pussy and ass. I want to be so full of black cum that it leaks out of me for days. I want to be their little white cum slut while you watch and jerk off.”

Bill’s thrusts became brutal, slamming into her as deep as he could go. His voice dropped into a raw, filthy growl right as they both neared the edge:

“That’s right, you filthy little cum slut. Tonight you’re going to be a complete whore for five massive black cocks. I want to watch them stretching your tight pussy and ass until they’re gaping and leaking. I want to see you choking on their cocks while make you airtight, pounding you until you’re squirting and screaming like a broken fuck toy. You’re going to be their shared white slut, leaking from every hole while I stroke my cock and watch my perfect wife get gangbanged like the greedy little slut she is.”

Rachel’s eyes rolled back, her pussy clamping down hard around him. “Yes— fuck— I’m your slut— I’m their slut—!”

They both exploded at the same time. Rachel came, her whole body convulsing as her pussy spasmed violently around Bill’s cock. Bill followed right after, groaning loudly as he pumped rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her.

They collapsed together. Their bodies were slick with sweat as cum began leaking from around Bill’s cock.

Rachel kissed his neck softly. “Fuck. I can’t wait for tonight.”

“Me neither,” Bill whispered, holding her close. “Tonight is going to be insane.”



Chapter 12: Ten

Later that morning, Rachel’s phone buzzed again with a message from Andre.

“Suite at the Concord downtown. Meet us at the restaurant bar at 8:30. Wear something easy to take off that sexy body of yours. Can’t wait to see you again, beautiful.”

The preparation for that night exceeded what Rachel had done for any date. She showered and curled her hair, made sure to carefully shave her pussy lips, leaving a small patch of hair above her clit but keeping everything below that smooth and hairless. She went through her closet trying on various dresses, looking for that perfect one. Her shoes needed to match perfectly as well. She would lie her dress on the bed and place the shoes on the floor so she could stand back to inspect.

Bill watched her. She didn’t look nervous — just excited. She was probably doing what every woman did for a first date, trying to make everything perfect.

Bill was nervous though. He knew his wife was capable, but five men? He hoped she enjoyed it that much more than just the two.

Eventually, Rachel was ready. Bill was impressed. She was beautiful. She was his wife. She was hot. And now… now he was going to take her to let five Black men with large cocks fuck her senseless. And he was going to watch and stroke his cock to it.

They left the house arriving at the bar a few minutes earlier than expected. The Concord’s restaurant bar was opulent but dimly lit. He knew this hotel was upscale, but having never been inside, he didn’t realize how upscale.

The dress that Rachel selected, a short, slinky emerald green dress that clung to her curves and showed plenty of leg, shimmered in the lighting as they entered. Underneath, she only wore a skimpy black lace thong.

They found Andre and Desmond waiting at the back. They stood as Rachel approached, greeting her with a warm, lingering hug. Rachel squeezed them back before bringing her lips to Andre’s first and then Desmond’s when he hugged her next. Bill’s pulse quickened as he saw the connection between these men and his wife.

“You look fucking incredible,” Andre said as he slid into a booth, inviting her in next to him. As she did, he put his arm around her waist, resting his hand on the top of her opposite hip.

Desmond moved in on the other side, scooting close enough that his muscular thigh pressed against hers firmly. His hand moved to the top of her knee as he murmured, “Been thinking about this tight body all week.”

Bill sat down across from them, already feeling the familiar throb of arousal that he had the week before. He watched as his wife blushed from the attention of the two attractive Black men.

They ordered a round of whiskeys to help lubricate the gears for what was about to happen. The conversation started out light, but the heat in the booth quickly rose. Bill had a perfect view of his wife as the men began to stroke her thighs and arms to start, occasionally leaning in to her neck to blow a tantalizing breeze across her skin or move to her lips for a light, teasing kiss.

The hands slid higher as they enjoyed their drinks and conversation when Andre leaned in close and said, “I was hoping we’d hear from you this week. I couldn’t stop thinking about that tight white pussy.”

As he spoke, his fingers traced up her thigh, moving just under the hem of her short dress, causing Rachel to inhale sharply.

By the second round of drinks, the warm up had become much more intimate. Desmond’s fingers had slipped under her dress to lightly stroke her pussy through her panties. With every upstroke he applied a little more pressure on her firm clitoris. Rachel was definitely reacting, her body was showing all the signs of arousal, and she gave a slight whimper as Desmond would bump into her pleasure button.

“You’re already soaked for us,” Desmond said softly against her ear, just loud enough for Bill to pick up. “Such a good girl, getting this wet from just a little teasing.”

Andre slid his hand up to cup one of her breasts through her dress, lightly rolling her nipple between his fingers. “Your nipples are so hard,” he whispered, giving them a gentle pinch that made Rachel bite her lip. “You’ve been thinking about us since my text this morning, haven’t you?”

Rachel parted her thighs slightly further, trying to give Desmond better access but keeping some of her modesty. Her breathing was already growing shallower. Bill could see the subtle roll of her hips as she ground back against Desmond’s fingers.

Andre’s phone buzzed, and he moved his hand temporarily to check his messages. “The others arrived. They’re in the suite now. Ready?” he said, smiling.

They finished their drinks quickly; all four eager to get started. As they entered the elevator, Andre pulled Rachel to him, pressing his lips to hers as they engaged in a passionate kiss. His large black hands dropped to her ass, kneading it as the kiss continued. It didn’t stop until they reached the 65th floor and the doors opened. They walked down the long hall leading to a set of doors at the end.

The guys had spared no expense. Bill looked around with raised eyebrows as he noted the opulence of the suite — multiple bedrooms, large balcony, floor to ceiling windows overlooking an amazing view of the Chicago skyline.

The most surprising thing about the suite wasn’t the opulence though, at least not to Bill and Rachel. There weren’t three men waiting there. There were eight.

Rachel’s eyes widened as she mumbled, “Ten?”

The eight in the room plus Andre and Desmond did make ten total. She looked at Andre at first like it was a joke. He shrugged his shoulders as he looked at her innocently. “Sorry, I know we only talked about five, but when I showed them your picture, they asked if they could invite some others. Hope you don’t mind.”

Rachel was a little stunned, but the guys didn’t immediately converge on her. They introduced themselves, chatted for a bit about life, what they did for work, and other interesting but non-sexual things. They clearly wanted Rachel to be comfortable with them before starting anything sexual.

After some time chatting, the conversations started turning a little more flirtatious with more sexual undertones. Andre was standing with Rachel, his arm around her possessively as if to let the others know that she was his married white slut that he was sharing with them.

Bill watched as Andre’s large hand slowly slid up and down Rachel’s side, occasionally drifting lower to cup her ass. Each time he pulled his hand back up, his palm created a gentle friction that softly moved her cheek and subtly tugged at her swollen lips, sending a quiet ripple of sensation through her sensitive labia.

As the heat increased in Rachel’s pussy, she began to push back slightly against the hand rubbing her. It was subtle but not lost on Bill, who was trying to burn every detail into memory of this event.

Andre pulled her into another kiss. As he did, the men moved closer, several of them close enough to rub her shoulders, slide a wide hand across her thigh, massage her breast, anything to get things started.

Marcus, a broad shouldered man with a smooth, shaved head stepped closer to press his chest against Rachel’s back, sandwiching her with Andre. Rachel allowed her head to fall back onto Marcus’ shoulder as Andre moved to her neck.

Jordan, a lean man with sharp features, was palming her breast, tweaking her nipple, causing an occasional moan from Rachel as she submitted to the overwhelming feeling as several men directed their attention entirely at her pleasure.

The others — Tyler, Malik, Tony, Xavier, and Desmond, as well as the other two, whose names Bill didn’t remember, watched with anticipation and began removing shoes and unbuttoning shirts to prepare for the events to come.

Bill watched from his spot near the windows, his cock already hardening in his pants. He loved watching the nervousness turn to growing excitement on Rachel’s face as the men began touching her. It was clear the men waiting were eager to join in.

Andre reached behind Rachel’s neck to release the tie at the top of her green dress, letting it filter down her body to pool around her feet. She gently stepped from it wearing only the lacy thong and heels.

“Fuck. She’s perfect,” Xavier muttered.

The others began to move in. Hands caressed her body, lips found her neck and breasts. Rachel moaned as fingers dipped down to explore her already wet slit.

Bill moved to a large armchair not far from Rachel, where he could see everything clearly. He pulled out his semi-hard cock, ready to watch his wife become the center of a ten man gangbang.

Only after everyone was fully naked did the full scale of what she was facing become clear to Bill.

Most of the eight new men were well-endowed, their cocks thick and long, though still a notch below the massive size of Desmond and Andre. Two of them stood out in different ways. Xavier, though slightly thinner than the two men from last weekend, measured a striking eleven inches, which was noticeably longer than any of the others. Marcus, a little shorter in length than Desmond, possessed an exceptionally thick cock that promised a deep, tantalizing stretch unlike anything Rachel had experienced before.

Rachel’s eyes slowly drifted around the room, taking in the sight of ten hard black cocks, all standing at attention and waiting for her. Her breathing had already grown shallow, and her pussy was still slick and sensitive from everything that had happened so far, but now a fresh wave of nervous excitement coursed through her. She was practically vibrating with anticipation — this was going to be her first gangbang.


Chapter 13: Never Ending

Bill leaned back in the large armchair, slowly stroking his leaking cock. His heart hammered as the ten naked Black men closed around his wife.

Rachel stood in just her heels and skimpy thong in the center of the suite. Her pale skin contrasted sharply with the varying shades of brown from the Black men surrounding her. Her femininity also stark against the muscular arms reaching out to touch her.

Bill adored this view. His goddess again, about to be worshipped by all of these men. The fact that they were so strong and endowed increased the image of Rachel’s power over them.

The men didn’t rush. Even with the anticipation, they wanted to draw this out, to enjoy the process and not just the result. The thrill of fucking another man’s wife driving them to higher levels of endorphins than a normal conquest.

Rachel was guided down to her knees on the plush rug in the center of the room. She looked up at the men with lust drunk eyes as five cocks were presented just above her face. She reached up grabbing two to stroke, as she took Desmond’s into her mouth, sucking him with wet slurps.

Bill watched as her throat allowed Desmond entry. She still wasn’t taking all of him, but Bill could see that she was working to get more than she had before. He could see her swallow with each insertion, thick strings of saliva bubbling from the corners of her mouth and beginning to drip down her chin.

Bill watched at one point as she let go of the other cocks to grab Desmond’s ass and help try to push him deeper, forcing it down her throat. Desmond groaned and placed his large hand on the back of her head, helping to pull her to him, causing Rachel to gag deeply. She pulled him back out before trying again, allowing a deluge of gag spit to pour down her chin onto her pristine breasts.

Bill could see the arousal on her face as Desmond pulled out and guided her to the couch. Andre lay back and pulled Rachel on top of him in reverse cowgirl. She sank down onto his familiar thick cock, releasing a broken moan as her pussy stretched wide around him.

Xavier took this opportunity to step forward and feed Rachel his eleven inch monster. Her eye’s watered as she struggled to take as much of his length as possible, but she kept trying anyway, gagging and drooling more while Andre thrust into her from below.

The position afforded Bill with the perfect view of her pussy lips clinging tightly to Andre’s shaft. Her creamy juices already coated him heavily and seemed to keep coming with every thrust. Her body shook and her toes curled as she moaned around the cock meat in her mouth.

Fuck, she’s in heaven, Bill realized. Every inch stretching her is making her look more alive than I’ve ever seen her before.

As they changed positions again, Rachel was bent over the arm of the couch while Leon fucked her hard from behind. Her tits swung like a pendulum in time with the thrusts, and Xavier switched out to allow two other men a turn.

Bill watched her ass ripple with each thrust, the cream beginning to drip down her thighs. She is a fucking warrior.

But then the warrior started to succumb. Rachel’s eyes rolled back her moans changed from sharp grunts to low, desperate groans. When her orgasm hit, her whole body convulsed, and her pussy squirted a clear jet of fluid that splashed onto the floor. Her face showed sheer ecstasy: her mouth open and cheeks bright red.  Her legs began to shake uncontrollably causing Leon to help hold her up or she would have collapsed to the floor.

They moved her to the king sized bed in the larger bedroom next. Rachel was laid on her back with her head dangling off the edge as one of the shorter men began fucking her throat. As another climbed between her legs.

Her throat bulged every time the man in her throat pushed deep. It wasn’t long before she was coming again, soaking the man fucking her. Her cries became hoarse and broken, but she didn’t stop. In fact, she begged for more even as she became a squirting, moaning mess.

The positions kept changing in a filthy blur as the men started losing control. Three of them filled her pussy almost back-to-back, as if watching the others finish gave them permission to let go. One pulled out of her mouth and coated her tits and stomach with thick ropes of cum. Another two came in her mouth, which set Bill off as he watched his wife gulp down what looked like a huge load of their semen, swallowing it straight down her married throat, one right after the other. Leon, who had been stroking himself while she swallowed the other men’s cum, moved over her face and began painting her features with thick ropes of his pearlescent fluid.

Bill grabbed a paper towel from the kitchen to quickly clean his own seed off himself. He didn’t want to miss a second of his wife being a complete slut for these men. When he returned, he saw his pale wife lying flat on the bed, a heaving, cum soaked mess.


Chapter 14: Overflow

Rachel was a beautiful, glistening mess as she lay on the king sized bed. She had thick white cum streaked across her tits and face. Her pussy was swollen and red with a steady stream of cum leaking out and down towards her ass from what the men had already pumped inside her. Yet she still looked radiant. Her eyes were half lidded with lust and her lips parted as she moaned softly.

The men weren’t finished with her yet.

Two of the men grabbed her legs and held them open wide for others to take a turn. Several men took turns pushing the cum already inside her deeper with some of the white liquid bubbling out around the sides of their cocks, creating a wet, squelching sound.

Rachel’s next orgasm built quickly. Her back arched sharply off the bed as her toes curled, and with a broken cry, she squirted again, fluid spraying around the man buried inside her. The man fucked her through it, drawing out her orgasm until she was trembling and whimpering.

Then she looked across the room at Bill, eyes glassy with lust, and turned her gaze to Xavier, the broad shouldered man with the eleven inch beast between his legs.

“I want him in my pussy,” she said, pointing to Xavier as she looked directly into her husband’s eyes. “I want to see exactly how much I can take.”

The men moved aside as Xavier stepped forward. His massive cock was rock hard, veins pulsing along the dark shaft and the broad head already glistening. Rachel lay back, spreading her legs as wide as she could to display her pussy to this sexy Black man with the massive member.

Xavier climbed between her thighs and rubbed the fat head up and down her sloppy entrance, wetting his cock with the leaking fluids. Then he pushed forward.

Rachel’s eyes widened and her mouth fell open in a long, shuddering moan as the enormous length began stretching her open. She wasn’t sure she could take all of him, but she was determined. She reached down with both hands, spreading her pussy lips wider, and rocked her hips, trying to take more of him.

“Deeper,” she gasped, her voice raw with need. “I want more! I want to feel all of you!”

Xavier groaned and pushed slowly, carefully. Inch after thick inch disappeared inside her. Bill watched in awe as more and more of the cock disappeared into his wife’s pussy. The creamy cum from the previous loads was being forced out in heavy waves with every thrust. Rachel’s face was a mixture of pleasure and strain. Her eyes squeezed shut as her mouth opened and emitted a steady moan. Bill watched her hands grip the sheets tightly.

They worked together, Rachel pushing her hips toward him while Xavier gently rocked forward. She managed to take almost ten inches, causing the fat head to press hard against her cervix, her belly visibly bulging slightly with each thrust. The sight was obscene.

“Oh my God! He’s so deep,” she whimpered, but there was pure pleasure in her voice. “He’s hitting my cervix, and I can feel every inch. Fuck. It hurts so good.”

Xavier started fucking her with slow, powerful strokes, each one making her body jolt. Rachel’s moans turned into loud, broken cries as he stretched her further than she had ever been stretched before. Cum continued to leak out around his thick shaft with every thrust, creating a creamy mess between them.

Bill was hard again watching his wife take so much dick. He began stroking his cock again as he watched the tip of Xavier’s cock pressing against her stomach from the inside, a clear circular bulge popping up with every thrust.

As she came again on Xavier’s cock, Bill saw that a little more of the black monster was able to fit in her little pussy.

Two men stepped up to spray Rachel’s breasts as they watched Xavier defile her. Thick ropes of cum flew across her tits and ran down the sides of her pale chest.

Xavier continued pounding her. Bill could see that he was getting close to a finish himself. Rachel was a complete, cum-soaked wreck. Her face streaked, tits covered, pussy overflowing and stretched around Xavier’s long cock. Yet she kept moaning, pushing her hips up to meet every thrust, completely lost in the overwhelming pleasure of being used by ten men.

Then Xavier exploded, pushing as deep as he could as he came. Bill watched the base of the cock, what little remained outside of Rachel, as it pulsed hard with each release.

Finally, Xavier removed his tool in a long slow pull. Rachel quivered as he slowly removed the entire length, letting it fall onto the mattress as the tip was extricated.

Bill’s wife had never looked more beautiful or more thoroughly satisfied than she did in this moment. He watched as Rachel laid there in the center of the bed, breathing hard and looking exhausted.

“Fuck, baby, you were amazing,” Bill said proudly. “I’m so proud to have a wife like you.”

Rachel smiled at him lovingly. “I don’t think this is the only time we’re going to do this. These sensations are amazing, and there’s always another man ready to go.”

She sat up slowly on her elbows. “I’m going to go freshen up. Why don’t you guys grab some drinks and relax for a bit. I want you ready for later.”

Bill caught the gleam in her eye and the sly smile she gave him as she spoke. Damn, I have the hottest wife in the world.


Chapter 15: Afterglow

Rachel disappeared into the luxurious marble bathroom of the suite for nearly twenty minutes. Bill waited patiently in the armchair, still slowly stroking his cock, replaying every filthy moment he had just witnessed. Watching Rachel desperately working to take all of Xavier’s massive cock was something else.

When the bathroom door finally opened, Rachel stepped out looking refreshed. She had showered, her skin glowing and slightly pink from the hot water. Her long blonde hair was damp and brushed back from her face. The only thing she wore was the hotel’s soft white robe, loosely tied at the waist so it gaped open just enough to reveal the inner curves of her full breasts and a hint of her smooth, shaved pussy.

She walked straight to Bill with a satisfied smile. Without a word, she climbed onto his lap sideways and curled into him like she needed the closeness. She wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned in for a lingering hug, her head resting against his shoulder.

Bill could smell the fresh mint of toothpaste on her breath as she nuzzled closer. He slid one hand behind her, gently rubbing her back through the robe while the other rested on her thigh.

“You were unbelievable tonight,” he murmured softly against her damp hair, his voice filled with both love and lust. “I watched you take ten big black cocks. I saw you get stretched, filled, and covered in cum. You squirted so many times I lost count. You looked like the most beautiful, filthy goddess I’ve ever seen. The way your pale body looked between all those men and the way your pussy creamed and squirted around them was so erotic, especially when you pushed so hard to take almost all eleven inches of Xavier’s cock. I’ve never been so proud of how sexy and free you were.”

Rachel let out a soft, contented sigh, pressing herself tighter against him. “Honestly, I loved every second of it,” she whispered, her voice still a little hoarse from all the moaning and gagging. “I loved feeling so small and overwhelmed surrounded by all those strong men. I loved the way they passed me around like I belonged to them. Every time one of them pushed deep inside me, I felt so full… so stretched… like my body was made for this. When they came inside me, I could feel their cum flooding me and mixing together until it was leaking out with every thrust. And when they sprayed their loads all over my face and tits, God, I felt so dirty and so wanted at the same time. I kept looking over at you, wanting you to see how much I was enjoying it, especially when I was trying so hard to take Xavier deeper.”

Bill’s hand slid higher on her thigh, gently stroking the soft skin just below her pussy. “You handled all ten of them so well. I watched your throat bulge when they fucked your mouth. I saw the way your pussy lips stretched thin around their thick cocks. You were glowing the whole time, baby. Every time you came, your whole body shook and you squirted so hard it soaked the bed. I loved seeing you lose control like that. You looked so free, so beautiful, so divine while they were using you.”

Rachel lifted her head just enough to look into his eyes, her voice turning even naughtier, soft and breathy. “There are still some even naughtier things I need to do,” she said, “things I’ve been fantasizing about all night while they were fucking me.”

Bill’s cock throbbed against her thigh. “Like what?”

A mischievous, seductive smile spread across her lips. She leaned in, brushing her mouth against his ear, and whispered teasingly:

“You’ll just have to wait and see.”

She kissed him once more, slow and deep. Then she rested her forehead against his, looking into his eyes. Bill didn’t know what she had planned next, but he knew that he trusted her, and he knew that whatever it was, would probably be the hottest thing he’d ever seen in his life. Everything else she did tonight eclipsed anything he’d seen before. Now she was preparing to blow his mind completely.


Chapter 16: Round Two

Bill stayed in the armchair, watching intently as Rachel took control.

She straddled Marcus on the edge of the bed, her white hotel robe hanging open like a curtain, revealing her naked body. Her pale skin glowed against his dark, muscular frame as she kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding into his mouth with hungry, wet sounds. Marcus’ big hands roamed freely under the robe, squeezing her bare ass and pulling her tighter against his already hardening cock.

Rachel broke the kiss just long enough to glance over at Bill, her eyes sparkling with mischief and lust. “You wanted to watch me be naughty,” she whispered, voice husky. “So watch.”

She turned back to Marcus and ground her cum slick pussy along the thick length of his cock, coating him with the mixture of her juices and the loads from earlier. Marcus groaned, his hands sliding up to cup her full breasts, thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples.

Bill’s breath caught as Rachel reached down between them, wrapped her fingers around Marcus’ extra thick cock, and guided the fat head to her entrance. She sank down slowly, moaning loudly as her pussy stretched wider around him than any before. After everything she had taken tonight, she was able to take Marcus all the way to the base of his cock. His fat cock head pressing firmly against her cervix, her belly visibly bulging slightly with each downward motion.

“Oh fuck… he’s stretching me so good,” she gasped, her head falling back as she bottomed out with almost nine inches inside her. “I can feel him pushing everything inside me out of the way, stretching me deep.”

Marcus gripped her hips and started thrusting up into her, his powerful wide cock pushing her apart. Rachel rode him slowly, trying to adjust to the thickness. Her moans were growing louder and the speed she dropped with increased with every stroke.

Two more men moved in. One stood beside her and fed his thick cock into her mouth. Rachel sucked him eagerly, gagging and drooling while she continued riding Marcus. The other man — Malik — knelt behind her, spreading her ass cheeks and pressing his cock against her tight rear entrance. With a low groan he began working his way inside her ass, filling her completely for the first time that night.

Only then did Bill’s hand start moving again — slowly stroking his cock as he watched the men make his wife airtight right in front of him.

Rachel’s eyes rolled back as she was filled in three holes. Her muffled moans vibrated around the cock in her mouth as the two men fucking her found a rhythm — one thrusting up into her pussy, the other slowly working deeper into her ass. Cum from earlier loads leaked out around the cock in her pussy, making everything slick and messy.

Bill stroked himself faster, completely mesmerized. She’s taking three at once, and she’s loving it. Look at her — my beautiful wife, airtight and stuffed full, still hungry for more.

Rachel took man after man in that position. She came hard multiple times, squirting again and again until her thighs and the corner of the bed was soaked and puddles formed on the floor.

By the time the last man had emptied himself inside her, Rachel was a complete, cum drenched wreck. Her face and body were painted white; her pussy and ass leaking heavily.

She finally collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard with a satisfied smile on her face.

Bill moved over and gently helped her sit up. He waited patiently while she slipped into the bathroom to clean herself up again. When she returned a few minutes later, freshly showered and wrapped in the soft white robe once more, he pulled her into his arms in the easy chair and kissed her deeply.

“You were perfect,” he whispered against her lips.

Rachel looked up at him with tired but sparkling eyes. “I’m not done yet,” she murmured softly.

But even as she said it, exhaustion was clearly catching up with her. Her eyelids were heavy, her body limp and relaxed against his. Bill smiled softly and reached for a blanket near the chair, pulling the cover over both of them. Rachel curled into his chest with her head resting on his shoulder. Within moments her breathing slowed and deepened. She had fallen fast asleep in his arms.

Bill held her close, gently stroking her damp hair as he listened to her soft, even breaths. His beautiful wife, his goddess, was spent. He pressed one last kiss to her forehead and whispered, “Sleep well, baby.”

They lay together like that, cuddling in the quiet suite, the evidence of the wild night still lingering in the air around them.


Chapter 17: Balcony Blow

Bill stirred in the large chair as the sunlight began to filter into the room through the large windows. As he awoke, he realized that Rachel was no longer laying on him, and the blanket that was covering them earlier was now lying down around his lap.

There was a cooler breeze flowing in from the open balcony doors. As he stood and looked around to see where Rachel was, he noticed someone lying in the lounge chair just beyond the open doors.

He moved over to the doors. That’s where he found her.

Rachel lay on one of the wide lounge chairs, nestled against Andre’s chest. The white hotel robe was loosely draped over them both. Her head rested comfortably on his shoulder, one leg tangled with his.

The early sunrise cast a gentle glow across her pale skin and his dark, muscular frame. The scene was quiet and intimate. Bill stood watching for a moment, feeling a deep surge of appreciation. His wife looked peaceful, cared for in her own way.

The intimate setting might have bothered most men, but Bill knew his wife. He was sure that after the disconnected gangbang activities the night before, Rachel likely wanted more intimate contact with one of her favorites. Bill knew Rachel was his though, and he didn’t mind sharing her.

Bill could just make out Rachel’s hand wrapped possessively around Andre’s thick cock partially concealed by the robe. God, even flaccid his cock is huge.

As he stood there, he saw Rachel begin to stir. The sunlight starting to brighten in the sky bringing her to consciousness. She opened her eyes gently, blinking twice to clear the haziness before she moved her head to look at the glass doors.

She saw Bill standing there and gave him a soft, mischievous smile. She gave Andre’s cock a couple gentle squeezes and kissed his chest before slowly climbing off of him and pulling the robe back around her.

She slipped inside and slowly slid the door closed as she melted into Bill’s arms. “Good morning, baby. I had so much fun last night. Thank you for letting all of those sexy men take me with their big cocks,” Rachel said sweetly as she hugged Bill.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, babe. How did you end up out there last night? I thought for sure you would be knocked out until at least ten this morning,” Bill replied, smiling down at her.

“Hmmm, funny you should ask,” Rachel said, grinning. “Let’s sit, so I can tell you properly.”

Rachel led Bill over to the vacant couch, having him sit as she dropped the robe from her shoulders and kneeled naked before him. She grabbed hold of Bill’s semi hard cock as she began to tell him about her night.

“I woke up around two and needed to get a drink of water. Almost everyone had left. Xavier was sleeping in the large bedroom, and Desmond was snoring away in the other bed. I saw Andre on the balcony, smoking a cigar, as I was getting a drink, so I went out to thank him for arranging everything,” Rachel said, slowly stroking Bill’s cock to full hardness as she spoke.

“Andre was a little surprised I woke back up so soon, but he was happy to see me. He mentioned that the others left when I passed out on you, figuring that was the end of the night, at least as far as having sex with me,” Rachel continued, still teasing Bill’s cock with a light stroke.

“I told Andre how much fun I had, and how I’ve never felt more fulfilled as a woman than I did when I took on ten men with their massive black cocks multiple times. Baby, I had to show him how thankful I was that he took the time to set that up for me.”

“How did you thank him?” Bill asked, feeling his cock begin to leak at the thoughts that were already running through his head.

Rachel smiled and spread some of the precum around the head of Bill’s cock. “I got down on my knees in front of of Andre, baby — just like I’m doing for you. I didn’t use my hand at first though,” she teased. “I leaned over and opened the robe he had slipped on. Even soft his cock is so big, baby. I moved my lips down to his lap and kissed the skin on his abdomen right above his cock. Then I moved lower and lower until I was kissing the base of his black dick. He started to get thicker right away. I slid my tongue along the shaft from the base to the tip, feeling the veins begin to swell as his dick got harder for your wife,” Rachel said as she moved her left hand down to play with her wet pussy.

“As he got harder, his cock stood up and fell back against his stomach. It completely covered his fucking belly button, Bill. It’s so fucking big,” Rachel groaned, inserting two fingers into her pussy as she continued stroking Bill’s leaking cock.

The balcony door behind her slid open as Andre reentered. “That’s what I like to see in the morning,” he commented.

Bill saw Andre’s big cock swinging between his legs, already beginning to swell at the vision of Rachel on her knees with her naked ass pointing toward him. Bill motioned him over to join them as Rachel explained she was sharing her story from last night.

“So, anyway, after his cock was lying on his stomach, I could see his big balls laying there between his legs. I licked his shaft a little more as I worked my way down to those beautiful black balls, baby.”

“I wanted to show him my total appreciation, so I began to lick them gently. Once I had them coated in my spit, I sucked one in, sliding my tongue all over it inside my mouth. Then I did the same to the other. I went back and forth between them. I’m pretty sure Andre loved it the way he was moaning,” Rachel said, looking over her shoulder to wink at Andre.

“Damn right I did,” Andre responded. “I loved what you did next even more, you dirty little black cock slut.”

Rachel giggled. “Don’t give away the story. I’m getting there,” she said, turning back to Bill.

Andre knelt down behind her and began to lightly stroke her already dripping cunt as she continued.

“Andre was so happy with how I licked his ass before, I thought maybe that would be a good way to show my appreciation,” Rachel said, looking devilish.

“So I moved his balls out of the way and pressed up on his legs to let him know where I was going. He lifted them for me, and, baby, I’m sorry, but I worked his ass so much with my lips and tongue. I don’t know how much of my tongue I managed to push up there, but I was determined to shove it in as far as I could for him.”

“I worked him for quite a while before reaching up to stroke his dick as I licked his hole. Precum was just pouring from his cock, baby,” Rachel confessed.

“What did you think would happen?” Andre commented. “I’ve never had someone get so far inside before.”

“Well, I couldn’t stay there once I felt all that tasty precum. I had to move back up to his dripping cock. And when I did, I was determined that I would take all of him into my throat, baby. I got so far with Xavier’s long dick, that I figured I would just make myself take all of Andre’s.”

“I started licking up all of his incredible clear fluid that coated his stomach and shaft. The taste is just so amazing a little salty, kind of musky but sweet. I placed my lips of the head of his cock and stroked a few times to make him pulse directly onto my tongue. It tasted amazing.”

“Then I started feeding that massive beast into my mouth further and further. I could feel it stretching my throat as swallowed and pushed to take it more. I could feel an inch or so left out, so I gave it a big push. It felt like something gave way as I swallowed and then… fuck, my pussy just released a ton of juice remembering it just now. Baby, I could feel his pubic hair touching my lips,” Rachel stated, looking up at Bill as she licked his frenulum lightly as she stared into his eyes.

She could feel Bill’s cock leaking onto her tongue, just like Andre’s did a few hours before.

“Baby, I held it there for a bit before I had to pull off. There was so much saliva that poured out when I pulled off of his cock. But I didn’t care. I swallowed it right back down. All the way. To the root. And then I moved my head so that I was fucking his cock with my throat.”

“I kept gagging occasionally, coughing up more gag spit, drooling it all over his cock, “ Rachel shared as Andre began sliding his hard cock up and down her wet slit.

“Fuck, baby. I made him come with my throat,” she told him as Andre pushed into her pussy. Rachel moaned as the thick member spread her pussy on entry. Even after all of her stretching last night, her pussy still was tight enough for Andre to stretch it again.

As Andre began fucking her harder, Rachel continued, “I felt his cock swell up more as my throat stroked it. And then I felt him pulse, so I pushed my lips onto his base hard. I could feel his sack against my bottom lip and my top lip was pressed against his abs. I kept swallowing so he could feel my throat working as he pumped his cum straight into my stomach, baby.”

Andre started pounding Rachel, clearly excited with her retelling of the events. Rachel began to have trouble speaking now, moaning every few seconds.

“B-babe, do you w-want to fuck my throat, ungh, and come right into it?” Rachel asked.

Bill gave a slow nod as Rachel took his cock into her mouth all the way down without any hesitation or difficulty. She stopped once she had it all and just held it there.

As Andre was fucking her, the movement from him slamming against her butt was causing her throat to slide on Bill’s cock. She kept him all the way in her throat, occasionally coughing to allow some spit to pop out around Bill’s cock and drool onto his stomach.

Over and over Andre kept fucking her. Her throat continuing to pulse on Bill as she swallowed. The back and forth fucking moved her just enough to throat fuck herself on Bill, and it wasn’t long until she felt her husband’s cock swell in her throat.

“Fuck, babe, that feels so good,” Bill moaned. “I’m gonna fucking come!”

And she felt his cock spasm inside her mouth. Pulse after pulse pumping into her throat as she kept swallowing.

The vision in front of Andre appeared to set him off as well as Andre told Rachel to get ready for his nut.

“God damn you little slut. I’m going to fill this pussy again,” he yelled.

“Do it!” Rachel commanded. “Fucking pump all that sperm into me!”

Andre grunted and pushed forward again, his cock pumping and spraying deep inside her.

He pulsed for another thirty seconds or so before extracting his cock slowly. As it slid out, his cock was followed by several splats of thick cum falling onto the floor below her.

“Fuck, babe. You have got to be the hottest wife in the world,” Bill praised.

“No doubt,” Andre agreed. “Let’s order some fuckin’ room service. I’m hungry, but I know you’ve got to be starving.”

“My stomach has been kept pretty full all night,” Rachel said, winking at Andre. “But I could definitely use some breakfast.”


Chapter 18: The Ride Home

After they finished eating, Bill and Rachel both felt the need for some time alone together. Rachel was torn. She knew she wouldn’t see Andre for at least a few days, and part of her still craved more time with him. At the same time, she didn’t want to hurt Bill. She loved him deeply for giving her the freedom to explore like this.

Andre offered to drive them back to the condo, but as they stood beside the car, Rachel turned to Bill with a soft, hopeful look. “Would you mind driving, baby? I’d like a few more minutes alone with Andre before we get home.”

“Sure, darling,” Bill said simply. He knew how attached his wife got to new friends. He figured that she would likely want to be even closer to those who fucked her. It wasn’t an issue, she would never hurt him.

He slid into the driver’s seat while Andre opened the back door for Rachel. She climbed in first, and Andre followed, settling close beside her on the wide leather bench. Bill adjusted the rearview mirror, giving himself a clear view of the back seat as he started the engine and pulled away from the hotel.

Almost immediately, Rachel turned toward Andre like they were the only two people in the world. She leaned into him, resting her head on his shoulder as her hand found his thigh. Andre draped his arm around her, pulling her closer. Within moments she was curled against his side, one leg tucked over his, her fingers lazily tracing patterns on his chest through his shirt.

Bill kept his eyes flicking between the road and the mirror. He watched as Rachel tilted her head up and kissed Andre softly on the lips — not the hungry, frantic kisses from earlier, but something slower, sweeter, almost tender. Andre returned it gently, his large hand cupping the back of her neck as they lingered in the kiss.

When they finally parted, Rachel stayed close, nuzzling into his neck. “I had so much fun last night,” she whispered to him, her voice carrying just enough for Bill to hear. “You made me feel incredible.”

Andre smiled, his fingers stroking her bare arm. “You were amazing, baby. I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

Rachel let out a contented sigh and kissed his neck again, then his jaw, before settling even deeper against him. Her hand slid lower, resting possessively on his thigh as she played with his fingers. Every few moments she would look up at him with soft eyes and steal another gentle kiss, treating him with the easy affection of a girlfriend saying goodnight after a date.

Bill’s grip tightened slightly on the steering wheel, but it wasn’t jealousy that stirred in his chest — it was a deep, throbbing arousal mixed with pride. His wife looked radiant, glowing with satisfaction, and the way she was cuddling and kissing Andre so openly only made the whole night feel even more real.

The early morning sun continued to rise higher in the sky changing the soft gold tones of light to brighter tones as the Escalade moved through the still quiet streets. Rachel continued to treat Andre like she was his for those few precious minutes. She kissed him softly, whispered sweet words, and glided her gentle touches over his body, while Bill drove them home. Bill felt his cock already stirring again at the intimate sight unfolding in the rearview mirror.

As they pulled into the condo parking lot, Bill parked near the entrance to the building. They all stepped out into the morning air. Bill shook Andre’s hand and thanked him for putting together such an unforgettable night. Rachel moved closer, and Andre pulled her into a tight embrace. He gave her one last passionate kiss, their tongues slowly dancing before he finally pulled back. “Text me soon,” he murmured with a smile, then headed back to the Escalade, leaving the couple alone at last.

As soon as they stepped inside the condo, Bill grabbed Rachel’s hand and pulled her straight toward the bedroom. She laughed in surprise.

“Seriously? You’re ready to go again already?” she asked, not believing he would be able to go again.

“Hell yes,” Bill said, his voice thick with hunger. “After watching you last night, I might need to fuck you five or six times a day from now on. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

He quickly stripped off her robe and his own clothes, tossing them aside. Rachel crawled backward onto the bed as Bill followed, sliding between her spread legs. The moment he pushed his hard cock into her still cum filled pussy, he looked into her eyes and made a simple request.

“As we fuck, I want you to tell me everything you enjoyed about last night,” Bill requested.

As Bill pushed his cock into Rachel’s loose, cum-filled pussy, a wet squelch filled the bedroom. She was still stretched from the night before, and Andre’s warm, slippery load from this morning, along with whatever remained from last night, coated his shaft instantly. Every inch he sank in felt slick and creamy, the excess seed already leaking out around his cock and dripping down toward her ass.

Rachel moaned loudly, her voice thick with satisfaction. She wrapped her legs tighter around his waist and pulled him deeper.

“Mmm, you feel that, baby?” she whispered, her eyes shining with lust. “That’s all their cum still inside me. Ten big black cocks pumped load after load into your wife’s pussy last night, and now you’re fucking it. You’re sliding through all that warm, silky black cum right now.”

Bill groaned deeply, his hips snapping forward harder. The filthy wetness of her used cunt was driving him wild. He could feel the thick, creamy mess being churned with every thrust, the lewd squelching sounds growing louder as he reclaimed her.

Rachel’s breath hitched, but she kept talking, feeding off his obvious arousal.

“Fuck, listen to how sloppy I am,” she purred, clenching around him deliberately so more cum was forced out around his cock. “You’re stirring it all up, baby. Andre came so deep this morning, and now you’re reclaiming me but pushing it even deeper at the same time. Does it turn you on knowing your wife’s pussy is a cumdump for black cock?”

Bill’s thrusts grew faster, more desperate. He gripped her hips tightly, watching her breasts bounce with every impact. The memory of her being the center of attention for all those men last night was pushing him closer..

Rachel smiled and kept going, her voice getting breathier as he pounded her.

“I loved it, baby. I loved being passed around like a little white slut. Ten huge black cocks stretching me open and using me while you watched and supported me. I swear I would come every time I looked at you and saw you looking at me proudly.”

She reached down between them, her fingers spreading her swollen lips wider so Bill could see his cock sliding in and out of her creamy hole.

“Look at it, baby,” she moaned. “Look at how much cum is still leaking out of me. Every thrust is pushing more of their loads out. You’re literally fucking their cum out of my pussy, and I love it.”

Bill groaned loudly, his pace turning almost brutal. The messy sounds of her cum filled pussy echoed in the room. Rachel’s dirty talk never stopped. She was clearly loving how turned on he was.

“Tell me how it feels,” she gasped, her nails digging into his back. “Tell me how good it feels to take your wife’s pussy back after it’s been so thoroughly used by other men. I took so much black cock tonight, and now it’s all yours again.”

Bill’s breathing was ragged. He leaned down, kissing her hard as he drove into her again and again, the creamy fluids making every thrust smoother and wetter.

Rachel moaned into his mouth, then pulled back just enough to keep whispering filth in his ear.

“I came so many times on their cocks as you watched me. And now you get to make me come. My pussy is so used, so open, but it still feels so good, doesn’t it? Knowing I was their little cumslut all night and now I’m yours again.”

She clenched around him increasing the pressure around his shaft.

“Fuck me harder, baby,” she begged, her voice turning desperate. “Fuck! You’re going to make me come now.”

Bill lost control. He slammed into her with powerful strokes, The bed creaked beneath them as the filthy, wet sounds of her cunt grew even louder. Rachel’s dirty talk kept flowing, her words becoming more broken and needy as the orgasm built inside her.

“That’s it… use me, baby. Use your sloppy little hotwife. I loved every second of it, and I can’t wait to do it again, but right now… right now this cum filled pussy is all yours.”

Bill groaned loudly, burying himself as deep as he could go. Rachel cried out, her body shaking as she came hard around him, her pussy pulsing and milking his cock harder than before.

The sensation pushed Bill over the edge. With a deep, guttural groan, he thrust one final time and exploded inside her. Thick ropes of his cum pumped deep into Rachel’s already filled pussy, mixing with the loads from the night before and this morning. He held himself buried to the hilt as pulse after pulse surged out of him, his cock twitching violently with the force of his release. It was his first orgasm inside his wife since before the gangbang, and the overwhelming feeling of reclaiming her while still feeling the evidence of the other men made it one of the most intense orgasms of his life.

He stayed deep inside her as the last spasms faded, both of them breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. Bill kissed Rachel’s forehead, then her lips. Rachel smiled up at him, her fingers gently tracing his back.

“I love you,” she whispered.

Bill held her tighter. He was satisfied and more in love with her than ever. The wild night was behind them, but something deeper and even more exciting had just begun.


Chapter 19: The Text

The next few days passed in a quiet rhythm of work during the day and heated memories at night. Rachel had openly shared with Bill how much she had enjoyed the gangbang, but she also confessed that her private moment with Andre on the balcony had felt far more fulfilling. While she definitely wanted to experience another gangbang someday, she saw them as rare, special events. What she craved most now was spending intimate time with just one Black stud who could give her his complete focus.

Bill arrived home from work on Thursday to find Rachel already in the kitchen, seasoning two filets for dinner. She looked radiant, glowing in a way he hadn’t seen in years. When she noticed him, she looked up and smiled.

“Hey, babe. How was your day?” she asked, her voice carrying a bright, almost mischievous energy.

Bill smiled back, studying her curiously. “It was fine. Sounds like yours was a lot better than fine?”

“I’d say so,” Rachel replied, flashing the playful, mischievous smile that had quickly become her new trademark. “Go get changed out of your work clothes. I’ll tell you all about it over dinner.”

By the time Bill returned to the kitchen, Rachel was already plating their dinner. Each plate held a perfectly seared filet alongside a generous swipe of mashed potatoes and a few crisp florets of broccoli. She finished by drizzling a rich brown sauce over the steaks with careful precision. Rachel had always been talented in the kitchen, and tonight her presentation looked like something from one of the best restaurants in Chicago.

As they enjoyed their dinner, they chatted lightly about the mundane details of their day. After a few minutes, Bill brought the conversation back to what he was really curious about.

“So… what made your day so amazing, darling?” he asked, giving her a soft, warm smile.

“Well,” Rachel began, setting her fork down, “I sent a text to Andre today.”

“Really?” Bill replied with a teasing grin. “Already craving another gangbang?”

Rachel laughed softly and shook her head. “Actually, I did enjoy it… a lot. But I think gangbangs should stay rare for me. It felt too impersonal. When it was just Andre and Desmond, especially with Andre, I felt a real connection. That made the sex with you afterward even hotter, like someone else had claimed me and you were claiming me back. With ten guys, I was just their slut for the night. It was intense, but it lacked that personal spark. So I asked Andre if he wanted to see me alone sometime,” she confessed.

“I hope that doesn’t bother you,” Rachel added softly, searching Bill’s face.

Bill reached across the table and took her hand, giving her a warm, reassuring smile.

“As long as you always come home to me, I’m happy to support whatever brings you pleasure,” he said. “Just promise you’ll tell me every naughty detail.”

They finished the rest of their dinner, deliberately steering the conversation back to lighter, everyday topics so they could actually make it through the meal without tearing each other’s clothes off.

After they finished cleaning up the dishes, they moved to the living room and settled onto the couch. The conversation quickly returned to the text Rachel had mentioned at dinner.

“So what did you say in your message?” Bill asked.

Rachel gave him a devilish smile. “Well, first I sent him a picture of my naked pussy and told him I wished he was here with me right now.”

“Naughty girl,” Bill teased, grinning. “Sending your black bull pussy shots while your husband is at work.”

“I wanted to make sure I had his full attention,” Rachel replied with a playful shrug. “When I saw he was typing back, I asked what he had going on tomorrow night.”

“And what did he say?”

“He asked what plans I had made for ‘us’, meaning him with both you and me. So I told him I was thinking about leaving you at home and going on a date with him alone instead.”

“You naughty, naughty wife,” Bill said, his voice low and hungry as he pulled Rachel onto his lap. “And what are you hoping will happen on this naughty hotwife date?”

She straddled him, smiling down with a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Well, I was thinking he could take me out to dinner, maybe some dancing. At least to start,” she said.

“Yeah? And what about after?” Bill asked.

“Hmm…” Rachel smiled like she was sharing a delicious secret. “He could take me back to his place and take me to his bed like I’m his girlfriend.”

Bill’s cock hardened beneath his wife’s ass. She began to slowly grind in his lap, rubbing her panty covered pussy against the growing bulge in his shorts.

“And what would happen in that bed?” Bill asked, his hands gripping her hips as he searched her face, eager for her to continue the dirty story.

Rachel leaned forward, pressing her breasts against his chest as she slowly rolled her hips, grinding her warm, panty-covered pussy along the hard length of his cock. Her voice dropped to a sexy whisper.

“I want him to kiss me slow and deep. You know, the kind of kissing that makes my knees weak,” she murmured. “I want to feel his big hands all over my body while our tongues play. Then I want to slide down between his legs and worship that thick black cock. I’ll take my time, kissing it, licking every inch. I’ll suck on his heavy balls, and the whole time, I’ll be looking up at him so he knows how much I love it.”

She gave a little moan as she ground harder against Bill, clearly getting turned on by her own words.

“After I’ve got him throbbing and leaking for me, I want to climb on top and ride him at my own pace. Nice and slow at first so I can feel every thick inch stretch me open. Then faster when I can’t wait anymore. I want to feel like I’m the only girl in the world for him.”

Rachel’s eyes sparkled with lust as she stared down at her husband.

“And when he’s close, I want to keep riding him while looking straight into his eyes. I want to feel him throb and pulse deep inside me as he fills me with his cum. No rushing, no distractions or other people… just him and me, connected. That’s what I’ve been craving, that focused, boyfriend-like attention. Just one man completely focused on me and treating me like I’m his.”

Bill’s cock throbbed hard beneath her as he listened. The confidence in Rachel’s voice and the way she openly admitted what she wanted, turned him on more than he could describe.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned, his hands sliding up her thighs to grip her ass. “It’s so fucking hot hearing you talk like this. I love that you’re taking the initiative and texting him yourself, telling him exactly what you want. My sweet wife turning into such a bold little slut wife.”

Rachel smiled down at him, clearly pleased by his reaction. She leaned in and kissed him deeply, then whispered against his lips, “Then take me to bed so I can tell you more while you fuck me.”

She didn’t need to ask him twice. Bill stood up with Rachel still wrapped around him and carried her straight to the bedroom. He laid her on the bed, quickly stripping off her panties and his own shorts before climbing between her legs. The moment he pushed his hard cock into her already wet pussy, Rachel moaned and wrapped her legs around him.

As Bill began thrusting steadily, Rachel kept talking, her voice aroused and filthy.

“I want to treat Andre like my boyfriend when we’re together,” she purred, her nails lightly dragging down his back. “I want to kiss him for a long time. The slow, deep kisses that mean more than just ‘I want to fuck you.’ I want to cuddle with him after he fucks me, lying naked in his arms while we talk. I even want to text him during the day. Just little flirty messages to let him know I’m thinking about his big black cock.”

She moaned louder as Bill drove deeper into her, his pace quickening.

“But no matter how much I enjoy my boyfriend, I’ll always come home to you, baby. You’re my husband. You’re the man I love. You’re the one I truly belong to. I can be his little slut for a few hours, but I’m your wife forever.”

Bill groaned, the contrast hitting him hard. His beautiful wife was talking about treating another man like a boyfriend while her pussy clenched around him. The idea of her being affectionate and intimate with Andre, then returning home to him, only made his cock want to explode.

Rachel sensed how much it turned him on and kept going, her words growing more broken as her pleasure built.

“I’ll let him cuddle me for a little while after he fills me up. I’ll even give him a long kiss goodbye and tell him how much I’ll miss him. But then I’ll drive home to you as I continue leaking his cum. And when I get home, I’ll tell you every single detail while you reclaim my used pussy. Would you like that, baby? Your devoted wife being a filthy slut for her black cock boyfriend and then coming straight back to you to have you fuck her filled cunt?”

Their breathing grew heavier as the rhythm of Bill’s thrusts became more powerful. Rachel’s words pushed them both closer to the edge. She wrapped her legs tighter around him and pulled him in so her pussy swallowed his entire dick.

As Bill felt his orgasm building, Rachel leaned up to his ear and whispered even filthier promises.

“I’m going to let Andre fuck me bare again with that cock that’s so much bigger than yours. And this time I want him to cum so deep inside me while I’m looking straight into his eyes. I’m going to feel every pulse of his big black cock filling me up. Then I’ll stay in his arms kissing him softly while his cum leaks around his cock and out of me.”

That was the final words necessary to set both of them off.

Bill groaned loudly and buried himself to the hilt as he came hard, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into Rachel’s pussy. At the same moment, Rachel cried out, her body shaking as her own orgasm crashed over her. Her walls clenched and pulsed around him, milking every drop while she moaned his name.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, both panting and trembling as the pleasure slowly faded.

Finally, Rachel smiled up at him, still catching her breath. “By the way… he already said yes. We’re going on a date tomorrow night. Just the two of us.”

Bill, completely satisfied, looked down at her with a loving smile. He leaned in and kissed her softly, then whispered against her lips, “I can’t wait to hear every single filthy detail when you get home.”

They lay tangled together in the afterglow, their hearts still racing, and their bodies slick with sweat. Bill brushed a strand of hair from Rachel’s face and looked into her eyes.

“You’re really doing this,” he said, a smile on his lips. “Taking what you want and being so open about it. I’m proud of you, baby. You’re glowing with confidence, and I fucking love it.”

Rachel’s expression softened with affection. She cupped his cheek and kissed him tenderly.

“I feel so loved and supported because of you,” she whispered. “You gave me the freedom to explore this side of myself without any guilt. That means everything to me.”

She snuggled closer, resting her head on his chest as his arms wrapped around her.

“Tomorrow night is going to be intense. But no matter how good it feels with Andre, I’ll still be thinking about coming home to you.”

Bill kissed the top of her head, his heart full of excitement and deepening trust. The wild gangbang had opened a new door for them, and now Rachel was stepping through it with confidently.

As they drifted toward sleep, both of them felt the same electric anticipation.

Tomorrow night, Rachel would have her private date with Andre.

And Bill couldn’t wait to hear every delicious detail when she returned.


Chapter 20: The Date

Bill sat on the edge of the bed and watched Rachel finish getting ready. She looked absolutely stunning. The sleek black dress hugged her curves perfectly. It was elegant enough for a nice dinner, yet sexy enough to make it clear she was out for more than just food. It ended mid-thigh, showing off her toned legs, and the neckline dipped just low enough to draw the eye. She had paired it with black heels that made her legs look even longer, and her makeup spiced things up. Her eyes were smoky and a soft red lipstick plumped her lips, making her look sultry and irresistible.

When she was satisfied with her appearance, Rachel turned to him with a warm smile. She walked over, cupped his face in her hands, and gave him a long, slow, loving kiss. Her lips lingered on his, tender and reassuring.

“No matter how much fun I have tonight,” she whispered against his mouth, “I’m coming home to you. You’re my husband, and that’s never going to change.”

Bill nodded, his throat tight with emotion. As she pulled away and grabbed her small clutch, a powerful wave washed over him. Nervousness, pride, and raw arousal all tangled together in his midsection. His wife looked like pure temptation, heading out to spend the evening with another man, and she was doing it with confidence and joy.

He followed her to the door and watched as she stepped outside. Andre was just pulling up outside their condo in his Escalade. He stepped out to give Rachel a sweet kiss before opening the passenger side door. Rachel gave Bill one last smile and a little wave before climbing into the SUV. He watched as the black vehicle drove away with his mind already imagining what might happen later.

Bill knew it would be a long night if he didn’t distract himself. He poured a glass of whiskey, turned on the TV, and flipped through channels without really seeing anything. He checked his phone more times than he cared to admit, half hoping for a message from Rachel, half afraid he might get one. But his mind kept drifting back to her.

He wondered what they were doing right now. Had Andre already pulled her close for a kiss? Was his hand on her thigh under the table? The images kept playing in his head, making his cock twitch with every new fantasy. The waiting had only just begun, and already it was sweet torture.

The rest of the evening stretched out painfully slow.

Bill tried to distract himself. He poured another whiskey, flipped through channels without really watching anything, and checked his phone way too often, but no matter what he did, his mind kept drifting back to Rachel. He kept replaying scenes from the gangbang, the way she looked completely lost in pleasure, and then the other night when she rode him while describing exactly what she wanted to do with Andre. Those memories made his stomach tighten and his cock throb.

He couldn’t stop imagining what was happening right at that moment. He pictured them laughing over dinner. Perhaps Andre was leaning in close, whispering things in her ear that may be too risqué for her to share later. Are they dancing yet or still at dinner? Or were they in the car, kissing like they couldn’t wait to get somewhere private?

Around nine thirty he finally gave in and sent a quick text. “Having fun?”

Her reply came a little later: “Very. He can’t keep his eyes off me 😉”

Then another one: “He keeps touching my leg under the table.”

Each message hit him like a spark. His cock stayed hard for most of the night. A couple times he slipped his hand into his shorts and stroked himself slowly, but he always stopped before he got too far. He wanted to save every ounce of that energy for when she walked back through the door.

The waiting was killing him. A strange mix of jealousy and excitement. He trusted her completely, but knowing she was on an actual date with another man kept him on edge more than watching her have sex with several.

It was almost five in the morning when Rachel finally slipped through the front door.

Bill had dozed off in the living room chair, the TV still flickering quietly in the background. The sound of her heels clicking on the hardwood woke him instantly. He sat up, blinking, and the moment he saw her his heart slammed against his ribs.

She looked thoroughly fucked.

Her hair was messy, strands falling loose around her face. Her lipstick had completely worn off, and her cheeks were flushed. That unmistakable just-fucked glow radiated from her — eyes bright, skin slightly damp, a soft, satisfied smile playing on her lips. The hem of her black dress was a little wrinkled, and she carried that unmistakable air of a woman who had been very well used.

Rachel didn’t say a word at first. She kicked off her heels right there in the middle of the living room, letting them clatter to the floor. Then she walked over to him and, without hesitation, she climbed onto his lap, straddling him on the chair. Her dress rode up her thighs, exposing the lower curves of her ass cheeks, as she settled her weight against him.

She leaned in and kissed him deeply. Her lips were warm, and Bill could taste the faint trace of red wine on her tongue. The kiss lingered, slow and intimate, before she finally pulled back just enough to look into his eyes.

Then, with a wicked little smile, she started talking.

“Let me tell you about my night,” she whispered, already beginning to slowly grind her hips against the growing bulge in his athletic shorts.

Rachel kept slowly grinding on his lap, her voice low and husky as she began recounting every filthy detail.

“We started with dinner at this nice little Italian place downtown. Andre treated me like I was his girlfriend the whole night. He held my hand across the table, kept rubbing his thumb over my knuckles, and looked at me like he already owned me. He was openly flirting hard by telling me how sexy I looked in my dress and how he’d been hard all day just thinking about fucking me again. By the time the waiter brought dessert, I was dripping. I told him right there at the table that my pussy was already wet for him and that I couldn’t wait to feel his big black cock stretching me open later.”

She smiled down at Bill with a wicked gleam, pulling her thong to the side and sinking all the way down on his cock, taking him deep inside her.

Bill felt the sheer quantity of cum inside her pussy coat his cock and balls almost instantly as well as the looseness of her pussy from the massive cock she had taken tonight.

“After dinner we went to this lounge with music. We danced slow and nasty. His hands were everywhere, all at once. He was squeezing my ass and sliding up under my dress right there on the dance floor. He even brushed my pussy through my panties while we were on the dance floor. We started making out like horny teenagers right there in front of everyone. We didn’t care if they stared. We were there only for each other. His tongue was down my throat and I was grinding my wet cunt against his thigh like a desperate little slut. I whispered in his ear that I wanted him to ruin my pussy tonight. I was going to be such a good girl for his cock.”

Rachel started riding Bill harder now, her tits bouncing with every movement.

“Then we went back to his place. He took his time undressing me, kissing and licking every inch of my body. He ate my pussy so good I came on his tongue before he even put his cock in me. When he finally pushed that thick black dick inside, I was begging for it. He fucked me deep and steady the first time, holding my legs wide open. Right before he came he growled and asked where I wanted his nut. I looked him dead in the eyes and told him I wanted every drop pumped deep in my married white pussy. He smashed his lips against mine, and he groaned so loud as he flooded me while we were kissing.”

She was riding Bill faster now, her voice getting breathier as she got more aroused from replaying the events in her head..

“After that we moved to his bed. I climbed on top and rode him nice and slow at first, taking my time, looking right into his eyes the whole time. I kept telling him ‘This pussy is yours, baby. Use it however you want.’ I rode him until he came inside me a second time, grinding down hard while he filled me up again. I came so many times on that big black cock I lost count.”

Rachel’s movements were getting frantic. She braced her hands on Bill’s chest and fucked him harder as she continued.

“But the third time… Fuck. That’s when I really went all in. I was so cock drunk I started saying things I never thought I’d say. I begged him to fuck me like a dirty little white slut. I told him my husband was waiting at home and that I wanted Andre to send me back to him with a pussy full of his cum. I kept repeating ‘Cum in me, baby. Fill your white girlfriend’s married cunt. I want you to fill me so deep.’”

She leaned closer to Bill’s ear, her breath hot and ragged.

“Then I looked him right in the eyes and said, ‘It’s a good thing I’m on birth control because the way you’re dumping your cum into me right now, I’d be in serious trouble.’”

Rachel’s pussy clenched around Bill as she remembered.

“Andre’s eyes got so dark. He started pounding me so much harder, slamming that big black cock into me like he was trying to knock me up anyway. He growled in my ear, ‘Yeah? And if you weren’t on birth control right now, where would you want my cum?’”

She moaned loudly, grinding down deep on Bill.

“I told him the truth, baby. I said, ‘I’d still want it all inside me. I’d tell you to cum deep in my pussy and knock me up.’ And then I just lost it. I started begging him for real. I kept repeating it over and over while he fucked me: ‘Knock me up, Andre. Put your baby in me. Please, give me your black baby. I want your black baby so bad.’ I was saying it like a chant, over and over, getting louder every time he thrust into me.”

Rachel’s voice trembled with excitement. Bill could feel her pussy start to waver around his dick. “I didn’t mean it for real, or maybe I did, but I knew I was safe, so it felt like an okay fantasy in that moment. But the thought was sending me over the edge.”

“Andre went feral. He pinned me down and pounded me so hard the bed was shaking. Right when he was about to cum he growled, ‘Take my nut, baby. Take it all, so I can breed you!’ Then he buried himself as deep as he could go and exploded inside me. I felt every thick pulse as he pumped load after load into my pussy, telling me to take his cum and have his black baby while we kissed. I came so hard I was shaking and crying out his name.”

Bill couldn’t hold back any longer, and neither could Rachel.

The image of Rachel, his sweet, loving wife, desperately begging Andre to knock her up with his black baby, repeating it like a slutty mantra while getting pounded, was too much. With a deep, broken groan he thrust up hard into her and came violently. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted deep inside Rachel as his whole body shook. He gripped her hips tightly and held her down on him, pulsing and spilling everything he had while she kept riding him slowly through his orgasm.

Rachel’s pussy felt like it collapse inside of her, the pulsing was so intense, she wondered if she was hurting Bill’s dick.

Only after Bill’s cock finally stopped twitching did Rachel come down. She leaned forward, still full of both their cum, and cupped his face gently.

“I had so much fun tonight, baby,” she whispered softly, kissing him tenderly. “I let myself focus completely on Andre, except for those little texts to you. I knew I was coming home to you, but that boyfriend-like intimacy with him was incredible. It reminded me of how I felt when I was young and going on dates with you for the first time, you know,  the butterflies feeling. But no matter how good it was, I’m yours. I’ll always come back to my husband.”

Afterward, they lay tangled together in bed, breathing slow and deep. Rachel’s head pressed lightly against her husband’s chest, her leg draped over his and leaking a warm mix of her own juices and Andre’s cum onto his thigh. She softly kissed along his pectoral muscle and up to his neck.

“I love you so much,” she whispered, her voice quiet and full of affection. “Thank you for letting me explore and still making me feel so loved and safe. I’m grateful every single day for what we have.”

Bill wrapped his arms around her and pulled her even closer, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. A profound wave of love and trust washed over him. His wife had never looked more beautiful or more alive than she did in these moments. She lay on him, freshly used by another man, yet completely loyal to him.

They lay in silence for a long while, just enjoying the company of each other and the quiet privacy that belonged only to them.

As sleep began to pull them under, Bill felt that low, steady hum of anticipation for whatever adventures lay ahead. Whether it was nights with Andre, watching his wife be completely overwhelmed with bulls, or just quiet moments talking about their fantasies, he knew they would be together in it — always.

He pulled his wife a little tighter to his chest in a warm embrace. “Good night, Rach. I love you.”

“I love you too, Bill. I’m forever yours,” Rachel promised, knowing that whatever happens, they were secure.


Chapter 21: Real Talk

Bill and Rachel sat together on the living room couch, the lights dimmed low. Rachel had her legs tucked beneath her, leaning against Bill’s side with her head resting on his shoulder. They had just finished dinner and were sitting in comfortable silence, simply enjoying the calm after the storm of the past two weeks.

Bill wanted to say something. He wasn’t sure exactly how to phrase it, but he knew he needed to share it with her. He wanted their relationship to stay one of complete trust and openness.

Rachel traced lazy circles on Bill’s thigh for a moment before she finally beat him to it.

“You’ve been a little quiet tonight,” she said softly. “I can tell something’s on your mind. Are you having second thoughts about my time with Andre?”

Bill let out a slow breath and nodded. “Not really. I like that you get pleasured by him, and it turns me on that you have that intimacy too. It was just the way you begged him to knock you up and repeated it over and over. It’s been stuck in my head.”

Rachel shifted so she could look at him properly, her expression gentle and open.

“Tell me what you felt when I described it,” she said. “No filtering. I want to know everything going through your head.”

Bill met her eyes. “It aroused me like crazy, hearing you lose control that much and chanting for his black baby while he was deep inside you. Fuck. It was one of the filthiest things I’ve ever heard. But it also hit me in a deeper way. Like you were giving him something so primal. Even knowing it was just dirty talk, it stirred something in me.”

Rachel nodded slowly, then spoke honestly. “I did it in the moment because I wanted to drive Andre harder,” she confessed. “I could feel how close he was, and I knew saying something that naughty would push him over the edge. But once I said it the first time, what really turned me on was the fantasy I had while I was saying it. I imagined coming home to you afterward with my pussy still full of his cum and confessing everything. Thinking about telling you the truth — that I begged Andre to breed me and promised to have his baby — totally set me off too.”

She paused, her voice softening even more.

“I pictured you getting so incredibly aroused by that confession, with your cock rock hard, while I told you every dirty word I said to him. That fantasy is what made me cum so hard with Andre. And when I actually told you about it, I was pleasantly surprised at how intense your orgasm was. I could feel how much it affected you.”

Rachel reached over and took Bill’s hand, squeezing it gently.

“I would never actually risk anything, though. I only want your baby. That part is real and non-negotiable. But fuck, the fantasy was so hot in the moment.”

Bill gave her hand a reassuring squeeze and spoke with raw honesty.

“I was extremely aroused hearing that you begged him like that,” he admitted. “The idea of you completely losing control and turning into this desperate, filthy version of yourself, saying things you know you probably shouldn’t — that’s what really set me off. I love that you can let go that hard with him. I want you to feel that intensity. I want to watch you get pushed so far into pleasure that you say things you’d never say to anyone else. It turns me on knowing my wife can be that wild and uninhibited and still come home to me with our relationship stronger than ever.”

Rachel smiled, a teasing spark lighting up her eyes. She slowly climbed onto Bill’s lap, straddling him on the couch. She hiked up her skirt as she settled against him, her bare, slick pussy pressing lightly against the growing bulge in his shorts.

She hadn’t worn panties today. Several days this week she had gone without them, feeling more empowered by her time with Andre. Bill noticed, and the realization sent another rush through him.

“So you like the idea of me getting a little carried away?” she teased, rolling her hips in a slow, playful grind. “You like knowing your sweet wife turned into such a naughty girl for him and whispered all those bad things while he was so deep inside me?”

Bill groaned, his hands sliding up her thighs to rest on her hips.

“Fuck yes,” he rasped. “I love imagining you completely broken with lust, legs wrapped around him, chanting for him to fill you. I love that you were so turned on you didn’t care how filthy it sounded when you told him to breed you. It makes me so hard thinking about you surrendering that completely to him and then walking back through our door and telling me every nasty detail while his cum is still leaking out of you.”

Rachel smiled, playful and mischievous. She reached down between them, wrapped her fingers around Bill’s throbbing cock, and guided him inside her with one smooth motion. A soft moan escaped her lips as she sank down slowly, taking every inch until she was fully seated.

“Mmm, that’s it,” she purred, starting a slow, deliberate ride. “You like thinking about your wife begging another man to knock her up? Feeling me all loose and creamy from his big black cock while I ride you like this?”

She rocked her hips in long, lazy strokes, her voice dirtier with every word.

“I told him I wanted his black baby then begged him over and over while he was stretching me so deep. Imagine if I really let him fill me like that and came home dripping with his load, confessing every filthy detail to my husband.” Her pussy clenched around him as she ground down harder. “Would that make you explode inside me, baby? Knowing your naughty wife turned into such a desperate little breeding slut for him?”

Bill’s grip tightened on her hips, his breathing ragged.

Rachel leaned in close, lips brushing his ear as she kept riding him slow and deep. “Next time I might get even filthier with him… maybe I stop taking my birth control. Then I would tell him to pump me full until it takes. After he does, I could come straight home so you can feel exactly what he left inside your wife.”

That was all it took. Bill groaned deeply, his cock pulsing hard as he came inside her, filling her with powerful spurts while she kept moving slowly, milking every drop.

Rachel smiled down at him, satisfied and loving, still gently rocking as his orgasm faded.

“Good boy,” she whispered teasingly, kissing him softly. “I like how easy you were to tip over the edge.”

They stayed like that for a long while, connected and breathing together. The fantasy was exciting, but the trust and affection between them made it even better.

Eventually Rachel rested her forehead against his, smiling softly.

“I love you,” she whispered. “Thank you for letting me be this way and still making me feel so safe and loved.”

Bill kissed her tenderly. “I love you more than anything. Whatever naughty little fantasies you want to role play with him, I’m right here for every detail. As long as you always stay safe and come home to me, I’m all in.”

They curled up together on the couch a little longer, the low hum of anticipation for future nights quietly pulsing between them.

Their marriage wasn’t conventional anymore.

But it was stronger, hotter, and more honest than it had ever been.

And as they held each other in the quiet glow of the living room, they both knew this was only the beginning.
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March Mating: Tournament Time

When Jeff invites his tall, charismatic Black college teammate Derek to crash at their place for a full weekend of March Madness basketball, the cozy living room filled with takeout, beer, and old sports stories quickly turns into something far more charged. Steph, Jeff’s hardworking nurse wife, finds herself unexpectedly captivated by Derek’s commanding presence and undeniable physical gifts—sparking a night of teasing, temptation, and escalating desire that none of them can resist.

What starts as innocent couch time during the tournament soon spirals into a steamy exploration of boundaries, size differences, and raw attraction. As the games play on in the background, Steph discovers pleasures she never knew she craved, while Jeff watches his wife awaken in ways that leave him torn between shock, jealousy, and overwhelming arousal.

Over the course of the intense weekend (and its lingering aftermath), the trio navigates a new, intoxicating dynamic—one filled with passionate encounters, deep surrender, and irreversible changes that will reshape their marriage forever.

Filthy, emotionally layered, and relentlessly explicit, March Mating: Tournament Time is a sizzling interracial hotwife/cuckold story perfect for readers who love intense size comparison, breeding tension, husband-watching, and the thrilling descent into a bold new lifestyle.

Addicted to Shane: My Vegas Surrender

Lauren and Tim arrive in Las Vegas expecting a fun, lighthearted getaway—gambling, neon lights, and a little playful spice in their marriage. Tim harbors a long-held fantasy: watching his beautiful wife taken by a dominant black man, a kink he’s only ever explored through Shane Knox videos and whispered dirty talk in the dark. Lauren indulges him with teasing words, but she’s never had any real intention of crossing that line.

Until the night they spot Shane Knox himself at a quiet steakhouse off the Strip.

What begins as a nervous, flirtatious introduction quickly spirals into something neither of them can resist. One drink leads to dancing, dancing leads to Shane’s house, and the fantasy Tim has jerked off to for years suddenly becomes very, very real.

Over one transformative week, Lauren surrenders completely—drawn deeper into Shane’s orbit with every touch, every thrust, every whispered claim. The casinos are forgotten. The hotel room is abandoned. Their entire vacation unfolds inside Shane’s home, where boundaries dissolve and desires take over.

A raw, intense cuckold hotwife story packed with graphic BBC scenes, creampie obsession, cleanup moments, and a wife’s complete transformation.

Keynote Confessions

A steamy hotwife tale of forbidden temptation and total surrender.

Emily, a devoted wife and mother, heads to a week-long digital marketing conference in Chicago expecting nothing more than networking and sessions. But when she meets Jalen—the charismatic, dominant keynote speaker—sparks fly instantly.

What begins as an innocent happy hour drink escalates into whispered secrets, stolen touches, and a night of raw, unfiltered pleasure that awakens desires she never knew existed. Back home, her husband isn't just accepting... he's utterly captivated by the teasing updates and photos she sends, fueling his own arousal as she dives deeper into surrender.

Slow-burn tension, intense chemistry, and the thrill of crossing every boundary—perfect for readers who crave emotionally charged, character-driven erotic romance with heart, heat, and a powerful BBC/hotwife dynamic.

Naughty Kitty at the Party

A lavish masked costume party. Hundreds of strangers. One playful rule: her husband has until dawn to find her—or she’ll come home in her outfit and he’ll discover exactly what she’s been doing all night.

Dressed in a glossy black latex cat suit—high collar, hidden zipper, dark wig, full-face mask—she slips through the crowd, evading him, teasing the edges of temptation. Every sway of her hips rubs the zipper seam against her most sensitive spot. Every glance from masked strangers sends a thrill down her spine.

Then a towering, muscular stranger in tight wrestling gear steps into her path.

“Damn… I think I just found the sexiest cat in the jungle.”

What starts as innocent flirting quickly turns heated—hands wandering, bodies grinding, anonymity fueling desire she never expected.

How far will she let it go before the night ends?

And what will her husband find when she finally walks through the door?

A steamy hotwife tale of masks, temptation, and boundaries pushed to the breaking point.

Beyond the Black Diamond

In the glittering world of Aspen’s most exclusive resort, Victoria Harrington has everything money can buy — and nothing she truly craves.

Trapped on yet another ski trip with her older, billionaire husband who lives for the slopes, Tori spends her days in boutiques and fire-lit lounges, quietly bored and restless. When she books a lavish spa treatment to escape the monotony, she stumbles onto the resort’s hidden “off-menu” indulgence: the Triple Black Diamond package.

What begins as an extravagant massage quickly becomes something far more dangerous — a slow, deliberate unraveling of every boundary she thought she had. A mysterious therapist with commanding hands and a body built for sin awakens desires Tori has buried for years, pushing her toward a forbidden edge she can’t resist.

Luxury. Secrecy. Surrender.

Some runs are meant to be taken off the marked trails… and some pleasures come with no safe way back.

Beyond the Black Diamond is a steamy, high-stakes erotic tale of temptation, power, and the thrill of crossing lines that were never meant to be crossed. Perfect for readers who love lavish settings, dominant lovers, and wives discovering exactly what they’ve been missing.
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