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The hot water cascaded down her perky breasts with warm steam enveloping her.  Her hands were busy. Not just with the soap. Rachel was touching herself between her legs and feeling the smooth spasms of delicious friction as she gently masturbated.  The need for release had just become too great over the past two weeks thinking about how much things had changed for her sexually in such a short time. 

Her body had changed too.  She had always been slim and petite, but two children and twenty years after her athletic career made her butt sag a bit and some cellulite appear.  Her stomach wasn’t as flat as it used to be.  Normal for a woman in her forties, she knew, and she still looked good compared to the other women of her age, at least she did now.  Thanks mostly to her new fitness regime.

She was thinking about her personal trainer Frank, and his big black body.  The bulging veiny muscles she saw exposed when he wore a tight tank top.  His firm round ass that flexed when he moved and when he lifted heavy weights.  His sexy bald head. The way that he primally grunted when he worked out.  She could only imagine and hope how big his cock was.  And the great thing was, she was going to find out just what it felt like inside her later today, and with her husbands’ permission. 

Rachel played with herself in the shower thinking about the fact that in a few hours she would be fucking her gorgeous muscled black trainer.  The first man besides her husband she would have inside her since she got married.  As she played with her dripping wetness, she shivered thinking about how it was going to feel.  

She thought back to how Frank had taken control during their consultation:

“I expect you to follow my instructions, and if you do and I guarantee results. You’ll look better than you did twenty years ago.  If you can take it.” He had said.  When she looked at his body she certainly didn’t complain. The ease of which he commanded her also made her excited.  She needed someone to tell her what to do, in fact she craved it.  

Rachel’s husband Jack was a complete wimp.  They had met during university while she was on the track team and he was a long-distance runner. Now they lived together as husband and wife but might as well have been roommates. The relationship with him had deteriorated to the point of looking at their phones during dinners and not even conversing, even when infrequently out at a restaurant.

And their sex life?  It had dwindled to near nothing. Even when they were on vacation, she was lucky to get sex once over the course of a week and then it was only due to enough alcohol and her jumping on him. Jack used to be an attentive lover at least, but after twenty-five years and two children her sexual urges were kept at bay by masturbating in the shower and her wonderful Magic Wand. She had simply accepted it.  

That is, until she walked into the gym to restore her formerly athletic body and met Frank, her incredibly sexy trainer. When she was asked to choose a trainer from the pictures and descriptions on a massive board to choose from, she immediately looked for the most attractive man she could see.

He was a bodybuilder, and black.  Completely opposite to her thin framed husband Jack. Frank was sculpted like a Greek God with thick, bulging arms and shoulders and massive legs. She watched him with other clients and working out himself and her choice had been made immediately.  She wanted to spend time with that beautiful man telling her what to do and making her sweat. 

Due to her conservative upbringing there was no way her family would ever accept her bringing home a black man, but she had spent months dating a black man in university before she met her husband, and still thought about his smooth dark skin, incredible smell and his generous cock.      

She hadn’t ever seriously thought about another man outside of her marriage until she thought about Frank overpowering her with his massive muscular body. His dark skin glistened with sweat when he worked out with weights. His rippling arms and massive chest were so primal she often fantasized about him picking her up off the ground and fucking her up against a wall or on a bench at the gym.  It would be easy for someone of his strength and size to manhandle her however he wanted.     

Their consultation was brief and to the point with some simple measurements and talk about how things would proceed.  Their comfortable banter formed casually over the first few sessions, but by the time a couple of weeks had passed she could tell he was impressed with her work ethic.  Rachel’s athletic background meant that she was used to pushing herself and the results showed.  More than once she caught Frank staring at her body while she moved.  

Frank was a trainer by day and did some sort of business with nightclubs by night.  He was mysterious about his other job but deadly serious about his training work and it showed.  One thing Rachel found attractive about him was that he was able to be professional with her but at times they were able to be friendly and joke about things outside of the gym.  She had no problem sharing things with him.  

Once a couple of months had passed, she was ecstatic with her results.  Frank knew just how to push her hard with weights and she sweated a ton every time they worked together.  By one month into her workouts she was starting to see more definition in her body, and by the time eight weeks had passed her waist was smaller, her arms were toned, her ass was rounder and firmer and she was starting to get comments and stares from the other male members. Her athlete body was slowly returning.

The rest of her transformation started with a new haircut.  Her mom hairstyle that hung limply was replaced with a highlighted short cropped hairstyle that made her feel sexier.  She did her nails again.  New skin care products made her skin shine and gave her a healthier glow.  Cleaning up her diet took care of the rest. 

After two months of intense work, her waist was slimmer, her breasts were pushed up and sat proudly on her small chest and her ass had lifted up so that she didn’t need to wear heels to show it off anymore.  Instead of a post baby pooch belly her stomach had flattened and was starting to see the signs of definition.    

Rachel was also starting to get flirted with by other men regularly.  Now, when she walked into the gym she was greeted as a regular and knew that a lot of the guys stared at her when she was bending over and pumping her muscles.  Her wardrobe changed from baggy track pants and t shirts to yoga pants and crop tops once she realized that she could show off her new body. She would come home from the gym and get into the shower, touch herself and imagine being touched and fondled by hands and tongues.

Everyone at the gym quickly knew that she belonged to Frank.  The great thing was that Frank seemed to almost be territorial over her body, and she loved the attention from him.  His body was so incredible.  Part of the pleasure of working out with him was just feeling his muscular hands on her skin.  Once their rapport was established, he had no problem putting his hands on her body under the pretense of spotting her, and she encouraged it every time. 

Rachel also loved being told what to do.  Whenever he commanded her to do something, even though she was reluctant, she knew that if she disobeyed that the punishment would be worse.  It was incredibly arousing to be around a man who took control and told her exactly what he wanted.    

Then she had to go home and have to deal with a wimp. As much as she wanted her husband Jack to pay attention to her, with all the changes she made he barely even complimented or mentioned it. There had to be a better life than the one she had right now.  She loved the attention her new fit body had brought her, and decided it was time to do something about it.   

Rachel wondered, in fact almost hoped, that Jack might be having an affair.  It didn’t make sense that he had no interest in her changed body when other men at the gym were flirting with her.  She made a point of showing herself off to him as much as she could, wearing skimpy clothes around the house and telling him how good she felt.  But Jack gave her no response.  

After all, she was considering an affair with her trainer.  It would almost be convenient if Jack was having one of his own because then she could move forward with what she wanted to do with Frank and have a clear conscience about it.  But she had to find out for sure.  The one solution to that was do some snooping.      

Maybe it was the three glasses of wine she had that fateful night, but somehow her conscience couldn’t stop her from quickly typing Jack’s password and logging into his computer.  She had to know what was going on that had him acting like she didn’t even exist.    

Rachel logged into his social media accounts and there was zero activity.  In fact, he seemed to be the most boring person she had ever seen on social media.  Barely any posting and what he did was not interesting at all.  Not surprising for an IT professional with few friends.    

Then a lightbulb went off in her head.  Maybe if he was cheating or trying to find other women, he would be doing it through his internet browser.  Quickly she went online and clicked on the history tab.  As the list flooded the screen, her eyes widened with surprise at the results.  She almost choked on the swallow of wine in her mouth when she saw his activity.  

The browser history was flooded with references to black men having sex with white women.  And the other word she saw repeatedly displayed was cuckold.  When she clicked on one of the links the screen was flooded with a pornographic scene.  A woman laid back on what looked like a hotel room bed and was moaning while a large black man thrust between her legs.  She was definitely enjoying herself and her legs were eagerly wrapped around her partner.

Rachel watched as the woman moaned loudly and flexed her hips up into her gigantic black stud, telling him to fuck her harder and fill her up.  Her breasts bounced and her hands were entwined above her head, her face a mask of ecstasy.  Then her partner flipped her over and began to enter her hard and fast from behind, with her face pressed into a pillow to muffle her screams of joy.  It was incredible to watch.  Her body tingled to see the exact scenario she had fantasized about many times. 

So, then who was filming it?   That question was answered quickly when a soft voice began encouraging the woman on the bed to tell him how much she was enjoying herself with her big black stud.  The person filming the encounter had to have been the husband.   

Another lightbulb went on in Rachel’s head.  

Did Jack really enjoy this type of fantasy?  Did he secretly want to watch his wife getting fucked just like the woman on the screen?  Her eyes were glued to the scene before her and she clicked quickly on another link.  And another.   

The amount of history he had watching it was astounding.  He had quite a few saved favourites too, all along the same theme.  Many of the women were obviously older and Rachel’s age.  She saw the term hotwife over and over again.  Was that what this type of thing was called?  

She found a folder with videos that was password protected.  He apparently saved his favourites to watch whenever he liked.  Thankfully Jack had the same password for everything on his computer.  She quickly entered it to find another set of videos all with the same theme.    

His top five most watched videos saved were of white women in hotel rooms with massive black men.  In three of the videos a woman who looked similar to her own body was getting double penetrated and enjoying every second of it.  The husband was always filming, and some even cheered their wives on as they took on cock after cock. 

Her body started to tingle as she watched woman after woman suck on the massive black cocks that their partners had, and then scream when they were finally penetrated.  They took cocks in any position and in any hole in their bodies.  And were always covered in a massive white load at the end of every video.  

More than once she watched a husband lick the other man’s seed from inside his wife after they had finished.  Rachel was shocked.  She had heard of things like this of course but had never entertained the notion of being a participant in it.  

As she watched video after video from Jack’s saved links her hand quickly crept into her pyjama pants and she started to quickly stroke her pussy, which was sopping wet.  She closed her eyes and listened to the sounds of sex through the speakers, black men grunting and telling the white women that they were so sexy.  She heard the women crying out repeatedly as they orgasmed with their black lovers.  

She imagined that the men were Frank, and it was her underneath their sexy muscled bodies taking all the cock that they wanted to give her.  Her legs would be wrapped around his thick trunk and she would be pinned down by his massive arms, enjoying every inch of him inside of her. She was sure that he would be bigger inside her than she had ever had before.   

Within ten minutes she had shuddered into three incredible orgasms without even trying.  She needed to feel the same release that these hotwife women were getting from their lovers.  But how to do it so that her marriage wouldn’t be compromised?  Her life was too good to give up for the sake of an affair, even if she was desperate for it.      

She sat there in front of the screen for several minutes, panting after the intensity of her masturbation.  Maybe this was something that she could bring up to Jack without him completely withdrawing about the subject.

Rachel knew that sometimes people had unconventional marriages.  They had been invited to a swingers’ party a couple of years before but didn’t want to be at a party where they knew people publicly so had declined, plus it didn’t seem that Jack was that interested even though Rachel was.

She thought maybe he preferred to watch her instead of participating himself and would have been embarrassed to give his wife to other men so easily in front of people they knew.      

Rachel decided to take advantage of what she had found so that maybe they could both get pleasure out of it.  That is, if Jack was willing.  She knew that she was already willing to explore things with another man outside her marriage bed, especially one as beautiful and strong as Frank.  It would be up to Jack to either enjoy it himself or turn a blind eye, at least she hoped so.  

Next day during their workout she decided to explore the possibility with Frank.  She needed to know if he was even interested in her sexually.  She had made a point of wearing a tight pair of shorts she knew showed off her generous posterior curves, with a thong pair of panties so there were no lines visible, and a sports bra that unzipped easily in the middle.  The goal was to gauge his response.  

When she walked out onto the gym floor that day two men almost dropped their weights when they saw her.  She knew the way she moved, and the sight of her bare skin could drive men crazy now.  Her small breasts were pushed up high by the bra and her ass looked spectacular.  Frank looked at her with eyes raised, and then a smoldering gaze that let her know she had struck a chord with her outfit. Rachel knew he was interested, she just needed to know how interested.  

They got straight to work as they normally did, and within twenty minutes she was sweating and breathing hard. They were shut off in a quiet corner of the gym for a few sets, so Rachel knew it was a good time to start a conversation.  

“How did your date go last night?” she asked him. Frank told her about the women he dated, and Rachel knew that he had quite a few friends with benefits but liked to stay single.  He used to joke about the fact he wasn’t a “relationship type of man.”      

“I know you don’t have a girlfriend right now.”  Rachel probed further.  He laughed.  

“I have lots of girlfriends.  Just nobody special.  Except for you.” He winked at her and she flushed.  He was always just flirtatious enough to make her feel special.    

“Have you ever dated a white woman?” she asked with what she hoped was a neutral expression on her face. “I’m sure you have.”.  His laughter quickly shifted into what could have been curiosity.  “Maybe someone a little…older?” 

He gave her a look as if he wanted to ask a question but didn’t know how to phrase it.    

“Yes…” he started.  “Are you asking for a friend?”. Rachel had mentioned once that one of her girlfriends might want to meet him, but Frank had rejected the idea, saying he preferred not to mix business with pleasure. The ironic thing was that she was just about to suggest that exact thing.

“I’m asking for…myself?”  She looked straight at him when she said it.  

He quickly glanced around to make sure that others wouldn’t be able to hear his conversation. “Are you sure we should be talking about this here?” she nodded.  

“By the way, I’m not talking about us dating.  Just in case I wasn’t being totally clear.” Her body tingled at the fact that she was telling him exactly what she wanted.  

“You think I’m sexy, right, Frank?  You helped create this body, I think it’s only fair that maybe you get to…share it?” she looked right into his eyes when she said it and saw the dawning behind his eyes.  He nodded.  

“You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever worked with.”  He said with sparkles behind his eyes. “I’d love to see that sexy body up close.  That is, if you’re offering what I think you are.” He had leaned closer to her and was close enough now that she could faintly smell his cologne mixed with the scent of his skin. She shivered and felt the dampness between her legs. Unwavering, she looked him in the eye again.  

“Well, what would you say if I told you I want a workout…inside…and outside…the gym?” He glanced around again quickly and then looked at her with surprise.

“You sure about that?” he said while glancing at her sweating body.  She locked eyes with him and nodded, biting her lip, which she knew was an easy signal that her mind was on sex and not a workout.  She moved her hand to her sports bra zipper and pulled it down just slightly, enough to show him that she was serious about stripping her clothes off for him.

Rachel knew she had him when she saw his large hand move to the crotch of his shorts and squeeze himself. The beautiful thing was that she could tell what he had underneath there was massive. She couldn’t wait to see it up close.  

They continued to work out for the remainder of the session, but it was obvious that Frank was totally distracted.  He also managed to get his hands on her body much more than he used to. Rachel wanted to make sure he knew she was serious so she amped up her movements and brushed up against his shorts at every opportunity.  Before long he was trying to hide a massive bulge in his shorts and barely succeeding.  

She could tell that Frank was getting increasingly distracted, but then his mood shifted to what seemed like irritation and frustration.  Rachel wasn’t expecting that side of things but was still enjoying the power she was having over a massive man. He couldn’t make anything obvious since they were in the middle of a busy gym and she was enjoying teasing him.    

Suddenly he grunted and grabbed her by the upper arm with his huge hand.  They had about ten minutes left before his next client.    

“Come with me.” Without a word, she obediently followed him towards the back of the gym where the offices were.  He walked quickly into one of the consultation offices and closed the door behind them.  She saw that his chest was heaving with deep breaths and she suddenly saw his shorts bulging. 

“You’ve been teasing me this whole time, you little white slut.  Showing me that sexy ass, playing with me…fucking driving me crazy.”  He hissed at her.  His hand gripped his semi erect cock over his shorts.    

She was taken aback at what he said.  Then she felt a wave of desire roll through her body.  

“What are you going to do about it?” she decided to try to look as innocent as possible when she said it, knowing that they were alone but there were lots of people just ten feet outside the door.  

His hand reached out and grabbed her by her short hair.  Not rough enough to hurt her, but enough to let her know that he could.  He jerked her head back.  She squealed from the sudden move and a brief flash of pain, but her body instantly caught on fire everywhere.  This powerful man could do anything he wanted to her right then and the thrill of expectation made her hair stand on end and her pussy instantly flushed with dampness.  No man had ever touched her like that before.

“Fucking little white sluts, you’re all the same.” He growled at her. His other hand moved to her bare skin on her stomach and he stroked it with his thick finger.  She moaned without thinking.  His hand moved up to the space between the zipper on her top and she was hoping that he would unzip it and free her breasts for his touch.      

“Get on your knees.” He growled instead.  Rachel knew exactly what he wanted, and she wanted to be used by him.  Her thighs were soaked already.  She slowly lowered herself to the floor.  Her bare knees felt cold and uncomfortable against the tiles but she knew Frank didn’t care.  Her face was perfectly level with what she could now see was a massive tent inside of his gym shorts.  His hand was still locked into her hair, controlling her as much as he wanted to.    

His hand moved to the waistband and he pulled his shorts away to reveal his cock underneath them.  When she saw it she gasped audibly.  The length almost hit her in the face when it emerged.  

It was the biggest cock she had ever seen. Thick and long, hanging down but slowly rising with erection, with bulging veins across the length.  The head was full of blood and the tip glistened with dripping fluid.  He had obviously been turned on the entire time she had been with him.  Her mouth went dry with the thought of having it inside any part of her.

“Now…suck it.  Fucking get me off with that sexy white mouth. We don’t have a lot of time.”  He growled again.  Rachel smiled both at the prospect of having him inside her body and at the commanding presence he had with her.  He was the exact opposite of her wishy-washy husband who asked before he even touched her.  

Rachel wanted to please him. His presence was so powerful, and she felt she had to completely submit to him.  

She reached out and gently wrapped her small hand around his massive member.  Her grip didn’t even entirely close around it due to the girth of him.  Her mouth opened eagerly, and she guided the thick head past her lips. Just that was enough to fill her mouth and make it stretch. The heat from it in her mouth was exhilarating. She tasted light salty flavour on her tongue as she did her best to bathe it in the hope that it would become easier to get deeper into her mouth.

Rachel’s mind was reeling with the feel of a strange man’s cock in her mouth, especially one she wanted to please so badly. It was a scenario unlike anything she had ever experienced.  Every hair on her body was on end.  

“Fuck…yeah…” Frank groaned softly. His hand in her hair pulled gently and his cock was forced deeper into her mouth, close to making her choke. Tears welled in her eyes, but her pussy continued to dampen.

She was enjoying the fact that she had to submit to his desire.  She sucked harder and pushed his thick cock deeper into her mouth, using her tongue to slide as much as she could around the head to make it wet. Her small hand stroked his shaft at the same time.  

“Hurry the fuck up. We don’t have much time. Make me cum with that mouth.” He growled. She knew like he did that it was suspicious that they were in the office for a long period of time with another client waiting for him. She pulled his cock out and started to lick it down the long shaft and suck on just the sensitive head while she stroked him faster.  She flashed back to her old lovers and knew that her technique always finished them quickly.  

Soon he started to move his hips in time with her strokes. Rachel felt his thick member contract and his hand moving urgently in her hair showed her that he was getting close to erupting.  

Frank grabbed her face in his hand and pushed his massive cock into her mouth quickly, almost making her choke. He looked down at her and whispered, “you’re going to swallow me, like a good girl.” Her body tingled again. It was so incredible being used for pleasure by such a gorgeous example of masculinity.  Rachel wanted everything he could give her.  

Within seconds he grunted and slid himself into her mouth even deeper, almost making her gag. Then she felt the explosion of salty liquid into her mouth and throat and Frank stifled a loud moan. Before she choked, she swallowed hard to contain his seed in her mouth and throat.

There was so much of it that it escaped her lips and ran down the front of her chin. It tasted thick and slightly salty but sweet at the same time. Her whole body was on fire and she was almost on the verge of orgasm. She felt like it she just touched herself she would explode like a cannon going off.  

“Damn Rachel…” Frank sighed, pulling his cock back from her and tucking it quickly into his shorts again. “I had no idea you could be so good.” Rachel glowed at the compliment. She felt his sticky residue on her lips and chin.  His softening cock in his shorts was still the biggest she had ever seen.    

“Session is over. Now get out and be quiet about it.” He said, handing her a tissue from the desk and pointing towards the door.

With a dazed head Rachel got to her feet, being careful to wipe off her face and quietly walked out of the office. Her head was dizzy with what had just happened between them. Quickly she walked on trembling legs to the change room and gathered her bag.  It was hard to make eye contact with anyone on the way out of the gym knowing she had just swallowed a gigantic cock ten minutes prior.      

Driving home with her mind reeling, she realized that everything had come together perfectly. Her discovery about Jack and what his fetish was and then being able to access Frank to create the desire that she needed inside of her. Now she just had to make sure that Jack was going to accept her with another man like Frank.     

The following evening after work went as their routine normally did.  After a quiet dinner spent mostly on their phones ignoring each other, Jack cleared his plate and went downstairs, where she heard the faint sounds of a hockey game on the television.  

It was time to take the final step towards fulfilling her desires.  Steeling her nerve, she walked down the stairs and stood in front of the television.  Jack looked at her quizzically from his seat on the couch.  

“Jack, I have something I need to talk to you about.”  She said.  “Can you turn that off?  It’s serious.”  

His gaze turned into slight apprehension coupled with annoyance and he used the remote to mute the television.  

“I did something maybe I shouldn’t have.  I logged into your computer looking for something. I thought because we haven’t had much sex lately that you might have been having an affair. But I found some other stuff.” She admitted.

His face suddenly drained of colour and his eyes widened.  She knew if she didn’t continue what she wanted to tell him quickly that he might panic and the whole situation might escalate into something neither of them wanted. 

Finally, he managed to speak.  “I’m not having an affair.”  He stammered.    

“I know that. But there’s obviously some things that I found that I didn’t know about.  Like in your saved video folder?”  Rachel replied.  His eyes grew even wider.  

“I want you to know I’m okay with what I found, the videos you were watching and in fact, it kind of excited me. I want to have a discussion about it, and see if we can help each other.”  His expression changed to curiosity but he still hadn’t said a word.  She waited.  

“What do you mean, help each other?”  He said with a tentative voice.  

Rachel knew if she just led him down the path he would be able to figure it out.  

“Listen.  Our sex life has been terrible for a while, we can both admit that.” He nodded, which was a good sign. “If you have needs that I’m not fulfilling then I’d like to help with that.  And at the same time, I can maybe take care of my own needs?”  She asked it as a question so that he would think he was giving permission.  

“What do you mean?”  he said.  

“Well…” she gulped with what she was about to say.  “If you want to watch me with another man, I’d like to make that happen for you.  Especially a big black man. Like the women in the videos you like.”  His eyes widened even more but she saw his expression change into curiosity.    

“You know my trainer Frank, right? He just happens to be exactly what I’m looking for, and it seems like you would be interested too. He’s exactly like the men in your videos.  I think you would call him a bull?”

Jack looked embarrassed.  “How did you learn about that?” 

“I watched the videos.  All of them.  And they got me really turned on.”  

She continued.  “Our sex life hasn’t been good for a while, and I’d rather us be open about it than end up cheating.”      

“Have you ever…?” he started.  She shook her head, even though she could still feel her mouth sore from the way Frank had taken her mouth earlier that day.  

“But I know Frank wants to. We talked about it today and he would love to help us out.” Rachel replied.  She didn’t like lying to her husband, but she needed to make sure that he would go along with her desires.

“What did you talk about?”  He asked.  “Like him and you…together?”     

With what she hoped was a seductive voice, she started to prompt him towards the scenario she wanted to play out.  

“He’s a big, muscular black man just like you enjoy watching.  And I’m such a small innocent wife that would love to have you watch him enjoying my body.”  Jack’s mouth hung open.   

“When he’s working out with me and his hands are on me, it makes my pussy so hot and wet.  I know he wants me.  And I want him.”  Rachel sighed.  It was hard to admit it straight to her husband, but the time had come, and she was tired of not being fulfilled.

She decided to push it harder. “Can you imagine seeing me with him?  His big, black body pressed up against me and his massive black cock doing things to me that you never could?”  she knew she had hit a nerve when he moaned and his pants suddenly twitched.  “It’s okay, you can touch yourself if you want to.  I want to watch you while I tell you all about it.” 

He looked at her and then moved his hand to his fly.  Quickly his average sized cock was out, and she was surprised to see that it was fully erect and throbbing, more solid than she had seen it in years.  

“Just imagine seeing my lips wrapped around a big dark cock.  I can imagine how full my mouth would feel.” She was enjoying describing what she had done earlier that day to her husband and felt herself start to get aroused.  Without realizing it her hand had slipped under her pyjama pants and she was idly stroking her pussy, which was becoming wet thinking about Frank’s large black cock being presented to her again.  “God, it tastes so good…” 

Jack started to stroke his cock slowly, his eyes on hers but glazed over as if not quite there.      

“After I’m done sucking it all over the best thing would be to climb on top and then feel it slide all the way inside me, filling me up.”  His hand stroked his cock faster as he closed his eyes, listening to her voice.  Her hand moved faster across her wet mound inside her pants.  When she was quiet the room was faintly filled with the sounds of them both masturbating together.

Jack moaned “Please…keep going Rachel…tell me what you want.” his hand was furious on his shaft.    

“Oh my god, it’s so big…he’s touching me in places you never have before.  He’s so deep inside me, Jack! Filling me up so much…ah…” her hand quickened on her pussy and she found her clit to take herself over the edge.  “Oh god, he’s swelling! I can feel his hot cum shooting inside me!  Oh fuck, he’s filling me up!”  Rachel quickly felt herself crest and her body tingled as she orgasmed on her hand. 

With those words Jack cried out, and his penis shot spurt after spurt of white all over the carpet and coffee table.  His hips were bucking with more force than she had ever seen before.  He panted, completely out of breath and after a few more spasms let go of his softening cock.  Opening his eyes and looking at her they exchanged a silent smile between them. 

“Holy crap.”  Jack said in a low voice.  He tucked his penis back into his pants and Rachel withdrew her hand from hers. It was glistening with her juices and she made sure that Jack could see that she had orgasmed with him.  It was the sexiest moment they had together in a decade.    

“Did you like hearing about that?”  Rachel said.  He nodded vigorously.  She wanted badly to make sure that he was encouraged to open up and share this side of himself so that they could both enjoy it.  If he was truly a cuckold and wanted to watch her with another man then she already had the encounter in mind.  But her marriage vows were still important to her and she needed to make sure Jack was completely on board.  “Do you think you would like to watch him with me?” 

“Do you think he would want to…fuck you?” Jack said.  She nodded.  

“Definitely.”

“Is that what you want?”  he asked.  She nodded again.  She was happy that he was being so open to the idea. 

“Definitely.” She smiled.  They both giggled.  It was like a relaxing wave had flowed through their relationship suddenly, and a new world of sexuality had been opened to both of them.    

She sat down next to him on the couch and wrapped her arms around him, looking him in the eye to comfort him so that he knew she wasn’t going to do anything he didn’t agree with.  He looked back and smiled at her sheepishly, then hugged her in return. 

Once they had both digested the situation, they began the real conversation about what was permitted and what wasn’t.  It was very simple.  Rachel would have permission to do whatever she wanted, as long as Jack knew about it ahead of time and gave assent. 

Once he committed to a situation, he had to see it through, but she also had to share everything about the encounter with him if he wasn’t there.  She would try to involve him as much as she could.    

When they went to bed that night she had a hard time sleeping, thinking about how she wanted to seduce Frank now that she had Jack’s permission.  

During their next workout Rachel ramped up the flirtation with Frank.  Giving him subtle touches on his muscles and commenting on how good he looked.  Finally, after most of the session was done, he leaned in and said quietly in her ear: “You know you’re driving me crazy today.  What’s gotten into you?  You want a repeat session from the other day?”  she smiled and winked at him.  The flirtation felt so natural and now that she knew she had permission from her husband she was eager to tell Frank she was all his.  

“Let’s go somewhere private.”  She said and he grinned widely as he led her into one of the small offices, leaving the door open just in case others at the gym got suspicious again. They had done the exact same thing two days ago.  

“What’s up?” He gazed at her with an expectant look.  

“I had a talk with my husband about what we did the other day.  He’s okay with…us.”  When the words left her mouth his eyes widened slightly and his smile grew bigger.  “So…I was thinking maybe tomorrow I could come to the gym a bit later on around closing time and we could…have some fun again?”  He looked skeptical at first.

“Are you serious?  He knows?”  he said, and his eyes flashed with sudden desire.  “Like…he’s okay with us…?” she nodded, and a massive smile broke out on his face.

“And you want to do it here?” he said.  She nodded again.  

“I’ve thought for weeks about you and me together here.  It just seems kind of natural.”  Rachel confirmed.    

There was a sudden feeling of complete electricity between his massive frame and her petite one.  To reassure him she slid her hand down her body and gently massaged herself over her tight gym pants.  He smiled again and moved his hand to his shorts, obviously adjusting himself underneath them.  The open door made sure that nothing else happened, but they both knew what her words implied.

When she walked into the change room that night with a flush in her cheeks, she felt that she was dripping wet between her legs just thinking about what would have happened if the door to that office was shut and they were alone again. She wanted to have his powerful hands on her again, but this time taking his massive member inside her. She wanted to feel him pump hot sticky cum inside her and make her completely his.    

That night Jack asked her tentatively “Did you talk to Frank?”

“Yes, we are all set for tomorrow night.  That is, if you’re still okay with it.”

“Where is it going to happen?” he asked.  

“At the gym.  After closing.  I’ll be home late and then we can talk all about it.” Rachel confirmed.

As they slipped off to sleep Rachel felt Jack’s arm around her, something he hadn’t done as long as she could remember.  Maybe in an unusual way the fact she was going to fulfill both of their fantasies was bringing them closer together.    

Text messages were exchanged the next day between Rachel and Frank constantly while she was at work, increasing in their sexuality once she made the first flirtatious foray.  She let him know that when she arrived at the gym there would be nothing underneath her sports bra and yoga pants.  He sent her several quick text pictures of the bulge in his shorts.  She couldn’t wait to see his cock again and be able to use it the way she wanted to.    

She took several screen shots of their messages and sent them to Jack, checking in constantly to make sure that everything was okay with him.  She reassured him that when she got home that night, she would make sure that he knew everything.  The last communication before she left to drive to the gym was a good luck from him, so she knew he was okay.  Her whole day seemed to drag with the anticipation of that evening.  

When she walked into the gym, she knew that her relationship with Frank was about to be consummated in the way everyone wanted.  She changed into the sports bra and tight pants that she had sent a picture of to Frank.  Standing in front of a mirror alone, she sighed and ran her hands up and down her body.  She was already wet from anticipation.    

She headed into the weight room with about thirty minutes to spare until the gym was supposed to close.  He was coaching a client when she walked in and gave her a glance and a smile.  His tight black shorts looked like they were painted onto his dark skin.  She could feel his eyes all over her as she moved from exercise to exercise, intentionally ignoring him.  

Finally, he finished his session and she knew that the gym was about to close.  He made idle small talk with the remaining members as she stretched unnoticed in the corner.  They would finally be alone together once all the others were gone.    

Rachel could tell he was watching intently as the last of the members left the change room and walked out of the gym.  She sat there nervously in the stretching area as Frank moved to the front door and locked it, turning off the main lights and leaving them in semi secluded darkness.  It was silent.  Her nerves were completely on edge. 

“Let’s go where it’s a bit more private. Just in case anyone comes in.”  He said, and she obediently got up and followed him into the large managers’ office, where there was a couch, a big desk and lots of space.  The only other time she had been in the room was to sign the contract to work with him.  It was somehow appropriate considering what she knew was about to happen.  

There was a bit of nervousness when he turned and closed the office door and she saw him lock it behind them.  She was trapped in a locked room alone with a massive black man who she knew wanted to fuck her.  She was completely willing, but there was still the chance that things could get dangerous.  Her body was anticipating his powerful muscles taking her and she was buzzing all over.    

She had never been alone in a room and so close to a man who was so big and intimidating, knowing that they were about to consummate what she truly wanted from him.  His muscles literally stretched out his shirt.  He had bulging pecs and biceps that looked like they flowed out of his sleeves.  His big lips framed a sexy jawline and beautiful face.    

Frank walked confidently towards her and his big hands gripped her upper arms as he pulled her body to his.  Leaning down his mouth quickly found hers in a deep kiss and without hesitation she felt his tongue slide past her lips and into her mouth, probing with aggression.  

She moaned with the feeling of his strong hands on her knowing he could take her without any resistance.  Her yoga pants were already soaked between the legs from the anticipation of the whole encounter.  Her smell of arousal hung in the air.  

While they kissed and their tongues slid across each other she pushed into him and finally felt his slightly hard cock up close.  It felt even bigger than the other day, pressing into her pants across her stomach.  She looked down and looked at his slowly growing bulge with a smile, knowing that she was going to get exactly what she wanted from him.     

He looked into her eyes and smirked when he saw that her eyes were drawn to the massive bulge in his shorts.  “Do you want to touch it again?” he said.  “I think you should.”  Her eyes were glazed over, and she tentatively reached down.  When she inhaled, she could smell his scent of sweat mixed with light cologne.  His whole body was emanating an aura of sexual wanting.  

She reached with a hand and touched what she saw at the front of his shorts.  He grunted when she made contact and then pushed his hips forward.  Quickly she traced the outline of his member under the shorts he wore to tease him.  Her hand caressed it gently and she felt like she was barely covering half of it while she explored with her hand.

“That’s it, baby.  Explore that cock.  It’s going to get real familiar to you.”  He said.  

While she stroked him, feeling him get even harder and larger in her hand, they continued to kiss and then his hands roughly grabbed her sports bra strap and slid it aside, exposing her breast that was capped with a hard nipple.  His head moved down and took it into his mouth, licking at first and then sucking it deep.  The suction feeling made her gasp because it was obvious that he wasn’t going to be gentle with her and she wanted the roughness. 

He slid down her other strap and exposed both small breasts, moving his lips back to hers while his hands teased and pinched her nipples with his massive hands. His long tongue surrounded hers in her mouth.  She reached her hand completely around his massive staff through his shorts and squeezed it.  He broke the kiss to look into her eyes.  She was panting already with her breasts heaving, exposed and wanting him to just take her.   

“Take it out.”  He said in his sexy deep voice.  Without being able to speak she just nodded slowly. Suddenly she was nervous about what she was getting herself into because she didn’t know if her body could even take something as big as his cock was inside of her.  She moved her hands to his waistband and pulled his shorts slowly down to reveal him.  

Dark and thick, his mostly erect cock was just as big as she remembered.  The base was covered with light curly black hair, but the most enthralling thing was that he wasn’t even fully hard and it hung down inches longer than her husband’s average sized penis.  And it was much thicker. Thinking about how it would feel trying to enter her made her shudder with anticipation.  It was exactly what she wanted. 

She laughed with nervous delight.  “Oh my god…” and she smiled at him.  He smiled back as she reached down and took the bare cock in her hand.  Her hand barely fit around it.  He smiled back at her and closed his eyes when she touched it.  She felt it twitch in her hand and start to grow even bigger.  

“Do you mind if I take a picture…to send my husband?”  she asked.  Jack had told her he wanted to see this and know exactly what had happened to her that evening.  He laughed and nodded, and quickly she pulled her cell phone from her pants and took a picture of his gigantic cock.  

Now was when she took a chance of really upsetting her husband, but they had said that anything was on the table tonight as long as he knew about it.  Pulling up her text messages she quickly sent him the picture with the caption “I’m about to take this.”  

While she fumbled with her phone she felt Frank’s hands massage her ass through her yoga pants from behind her.  His mouth was busy on her neck and upper chest as she sent a picture of a big black cock to her husband.    

His massive strong hands slid underneath the fabric of her pants and spread apart her ass cheeks to expose her properly to him.  She was already wet and ready and hadn’t worn any panties deliberately in anticipation of what he was going to do to her.

His large fingers pressed against her and he slowly dragged one of them up and down her throbbing lips, spreading the abundant lubrication around.  She felt him also graze across her ass and shivered.  She bent over slightly to allow him better access.

Putting the phone on the desk in front of her, she reached back and slid her pants halfway down so that he could see how turned on she was.  His cock was so close to her and she wanted it inside her to feel what it was like to truly be filled up by a man. 

Spreading her legs for him she reached behind her and guided him forward.  She felt his hands spread her cheeks apart and his massive head graze the lips of her pussy.  She moaned and leaned forward more, showing him that she was dying to be penetrated.  

Then he pushed forward, and she felt her lips spread wide as he finally entered her. The sensation could only be described as stretching like she felt when she was in a very deep yoga pose, but the difference was that this was inside her pussy.  The massive head slid in first and she felt her lips grip around the shaft as inch by inch he slowly pressed inside.  Her breath caught with the immense feeling of fullness and her muscles screaming to even attempt to grip what he was trying to put inside of her.  

The delicious sensations shot through her body once he was inside her and she arched her back while the most wonderful tingling traveled up and down her skin.  

Slowly he slid out slightly and then pushed back in again, deeper this time so that she gasped.  Her hands gripped the edges of the large desk tightly as if to support her body undergoing the intensity of trying to fit him inside of her.  She took a deep breath and tried to relax into the sensations that were flooding her body.  Her natural lubrication was just enough to make sure that he could slide inside her. 

“That’s it baby…Jesus, your pussy feels good.” Frank whispered in her ear.  

After what felt like minutes but was probably only a dozen strokes, he was fully inside of her and his bulbous head pushed up into her cervix hard with the last couple of thrusts, causing her both pain and pleasure at the same time.  She loved the feeling of being filled more than she had ever been before.  Her legs were spread at an awkward angle just to allow him entrance to her properly.  She had never felt anything like his invasion before.  

“Take all that cock like a good girl…” he said in his low voice while he continued his assault on her.  His massive hands gripped her ass cheeks while he slid his massive cock slowly in and out, enjoying every deep stroke.  

She couldn’t even respond beyond guttural moans until she managed to relax and start to enjoy the sensations.  Every inch of his entrance and exit felt like such incredible friction.  Quickly her body responded and once she embraced the friction and fullness of him, she exploded in an orgasm, bathing his cock with her juices.  He smiled when he heard her gasp and felt her body spasm.  

Suddenly he pulled himself out of her with an audible pop.  Grabbing her long hair, he pulled her up and then turned her around, pushing her down in front of him.  He reached over and picked up her phone.  

“Let’s let your man see what you’re doing with this big black dick.  He needs to know you’re going to be my little hot wife from now on.”  

She shuddered at the thought of showing her husband exactly what she was doing.  It was so bad, but she wanted to please Frank, and she knew that Jack would enjoy watching it as well.  The scenario was just like she had described to Jack two days ago. The forbidden feeling made her arousal increase even more.    

She reached forward and wrapped her hand around his shaft, feeling the sticky residue of her all over him.  Tugging it gently, she leaned forward and the bulbous head slid past her lips, filling her mouth completely with its’ size once more.  

Rachel tasted the sweet residue of her all over him and eagerly started to clean it off of him.  She saw Frank point the phone at her as she did and start recording her with his giant black cock in her mouth.  

“See that, man?  That’s your white wife sucking my black cock.” Frank said loudly.  He was recording her as she worked on his member.  “She’s fucking great at it.  And her pussy feels fantastic too.  Your wife is going to take my cock anytime I want her to.  Enjoy it.”  

Just knowing how dirty she was being made her want to do more.  She slid his cock in further, until her mouth was completely filled and then she felt the head hit the back of her throat and she choked with the feeling.  Tears formed in her eyes.  

She pulled it out and licked slowly up and down either side, looking up at the camera he held above her.  She knew that her husband would see their combined juices all over her lips and she smiled at the camera to let him know how much she was enjoying it.

“See that?  See how much she loves it?”  he turned the camera to show his face.  “She’s my little white slut.  And when she gets home, she’s going to kiss you with those lips.”  He pulled Rachel off him and stood her up roughly.  She could imagine how she looked, with her hair and makeup disheveled, her top pushed down below her breasts and her pants down around her knees.    

He moved the phone slowly up and down, recording her body.  Then he turned it to look at his face.  “Now it’s time for her to take my load.  You’ll feel it when she gets home.”  He stopped the video and tossed the phone onto the chair beside him.  

Pushing Rachel back into the desk behind her he easily lifted her up and placed her on the hard surface with her legs spread wide.  Quickly her pants were pulled off her legs and thrown on the floor.  She tensed in anticipation as he stepped forward with his massive member between her legs again and then he pushed himself quickly back inside her pussy, harder this time.  The sensation of fullness slammed into her body again as he went deep right away.  She was so well lubricated he sank in and she cried out loudly.  

She leaned back on her elbows and looked down to watch him claiming her.  The puffy lips were spread wider than they had ever been before.  The contrast of his beautiful dark phallus with her milky white skin was beautiful.  His muscles rippled in his arms as he clutched her hips and continued to slide into her, increasing his speed.  She saw her juices coating his thick cock with a white sheen. 

There was just enough room on the big desk to lie back, and she wanted to give him even more access.  Lifting her legs, she raised up her hips to start meeting his thrusts and then wrapped her legs as much as she could around his huge waist.  All the new muscles that he had helped her develop came into play and her glutes flexed as they moved together in a steady rhythm.  

His grunts were primal and in rhythm with her cries as she embraced the feeling of being so full.  She was in pure ecstasy and didn’t ever want it to stop.       

“Fuck baby…that pussy is so good…” he moaned.  His head bent down, and he offered her his long tongue, which she eagerly took into her mouth while he continued to slide into her.  She sucked on it hard as she felt her whole body on fire.  It seemed like the whole act was one massive orgasm for her.  She didn’t know where the last one had ended, and then another wave would crash over her.

All she could hear was slapping sounds of their skin together and the moans they both shared.  He finally showed that he couldn’t take any more.  

“You want my cum, baby?  Tell me you want it inside that sexy pussy.”

“Yes…oh Jesus, yes…I want you to fill me up.  Fucking cum inside me Frank.”  She heard herself say.  This would be the first time another man had placed his seed inside her since she had gotten married to Jack so many years ago.  And she couldn’t wait to feel it. 

His grunts became louder and faster and she felt his cock swell to even larger proportions, stretching her even further.  She could almost feel the cum pulsing to the head of his thick penis and then with one final grunt he thrust fully inside her and let himself go.  

She felt warm liquid shoot out of him inside her, immediately filling her pussy completely and then as he continued to pulse and shoot, it started to run out of her hole around his cock down onto the desk underneath her.  The feeling was so delicious and dirty at the same time.  There was so much more of it than she had ever felt bathing her insides and dripping out of her.  

“God damn…god damn....”  He said with a large smile.  “I’m going to have that sexy pussy whenever I want it.”  He pulled himself slowly out of her, his cock still immense and covered with slick white liquid.  She realized that she was panting for breath and her whole body had been tense for what felt like hours.  Sweat was mixed with lubrication and what was now slowly dripping out of her and onto the desk underneath.    

“Now…clean me off.  You’re my little white slut.”  He commanded.  A thrill moved through her body again knowing that he wanted more of her.  She wanted to please him and make sure that she could have access to him whenever he wanted.  

Dropping to her knees she took his softening cock into her mouth.  It tasted sweet with her pussy juices but also a faint hint of saltiness which she recognized as his essence.  

Bathing it with her tongue just made her horny again and she reached down to feel his massive load squeezing out of her and down her thighs.  Quickly her hand moved across her clit and she brought herself to another shuddering orgasm while she finished cleaning his majestic cock with her tongue.    

Rachel stood up slowly and looked at Frank with glazed eyes.  Her thighs were sticky, there was sweat all over her naked body and she was panting like she had just sprinted a mile.  She felt completely exhilarated. 

Frank bent down and gathered her bra and pants, handing it to her as she stood there.  He pulled his shorts back up.  She realized he hadn’t even taken off his shirt the entire time.  

“Now, take that nice filled pussy home to your husband.”  He said.  “And tell him that Frank gave him a present.  A nice stretched out white pussy.”  She shuddered with anticipation at how Jack was going to react.

She pulled her clothes slowly back on and gave Frank a light kiss on the cheek before she left the room.  He slid his hand down and cupped her ass through her pants and squeezed it gently.  Walking out of the gym to her car she realized she was sore all over.     

Driving home Rachel was dazed.  She was genuinely sore between her legs from the stretching she had received, and her pants were sticky from the residue that Frank had left inside of her.  Pulling up to the house she saw that the lights were on. Jack had decided to stay up for when she got home. 

She walked into the house and locked the door behind her.  He was sitting in the living room with his hands folded in his lap, a nervous look on his face.  When she walked in he looked up at her with apprehension.

“I got the message.”  He said first.  She looked at him for any indication that he was upset and found none.    

“Do you want to talk about it?”  she said.  He nodded.  “What do you want to know?”  Their agreement was that she would tell him anything.  

He gulped.  “Was it…good?”  she nodded.  

“It was amazing.”  She said in reply.  “He completely gave me everything I wanted.”  His eyes darted to her waist.  

“How…big…was he?”  Jack said with a trembling voice.        

“He’s gigantic.” she said.  “Bigger than you, bigger than anyone I’ve ever been with.  So big.”  His eyes glazed over.  

“I saw the video.” He croaked.  “He said he was going to…fill you. Did he…”

Rachel nodded again.  “He came inside me. It was amazing.”  Jack groaned softly under his breath.  She knew she had to make sure that he was happy with what happened and had an idea of what he might want to share with her.    

“He filled me up with his hot black cum.  It’s still in there a bit.  There was so much of it I couldn’t believe it.”  She walked forward and leaned down to take his hand.  He groaned loudly when she did.  She squeezed it gently, then guided it gently to the crotch of her yoga pants.  She was still hot between her legs and her pants were damp.  She slid his fingers through the dampness to guide him.    

“Can I…?”  He asked.  She knew what he was looking for.  

“You want to taste another man’s cum?”  Her hand found its’ way into her yoga pants and she felt the sticky residue of what was still dripping out of her stretched pussy.  Sliding a finger inside herself she felt the squishy fluid and pulled her finger out coated with milky white seed from her massive black lover.  

She offered it to him, and he opened his mouth to accept her finger in his mouth.  As she felt her husbands’ lips suck off the cum that she offered him from another man, she saw that he was hard.  

His hand moved to his pants and she saw him stroke his erection over the fabric.  He sucked her finger and rolled his tongue around, cleaning it completely and at the same time grunted and moved his hips while he stroked his hard erection.    

“That’s good. Baby.”  She said.  “Just imagine licking his hot load out of me after I fuck him next time. Maybe you can have some fun with us.”  

“Next time?”  he groaned.  His hand sped up on his cock.    

“You didn’t think it would just be one time, did you?  He told me that he wanted to fuck me again and I know you’re happy about that.”  He nodded slowly with a glazed look in his eyes.  His mouth was open and he was almost panting.  

“You want me now?” she sighed.  “Why don’t you fuck my pussy like Frank just did and fill me up.”  He would be able to see her red swollen pussy with another mans’ residue on it.  She needed to let Jack fulfill his needs to like he had let her.

She turned around and pulled down her yoga pants, leaning over the coffee table and spreading her legs.  She knew that he would be able to see the sticky residue of Frank down her thighs and between her lips and how much bigger her wet hole was now that it had been stretched out.   

She felt his trembling hands touch her after he stood up behind her, his pants unzipped quickly and then his smaller cock pushed easily into her pussy.  It felt tiny compared to the shaft that had filled her previously, but to make him feel good she moaned softly when he entered her. 

He pumped slowly in and out of her, easily moving inside her stretched out orifice that was already fully lubricated.  She gave him some moans of her own even though she could barely feel him.  Within sixty seconds he cried out softly and she barely felt him spurt inside of her, making his cum intermingle with another man.

Rachel turned, pulling him slowly out of her and kissed her husband gently on the lips.  “Good for you.”  She said.  He smiled at her sheepishly but looked grateful at the same time.    

She was so happy that she could make both her husband, the man she loved and the father of her children happy, and get exactly what she now craved, which was a massive black cock filling her up when she wanted it to.  Her fantasies had just started coming to life.       

“Do you think you want to watch next time?”  she asked.  She could see the debate is his eyes but then he nodded.  

Later that night she texted Frank:

“Still thinking about you and I want that beautiful cock again.  Jack is fine with everything so I’m all yours.”

“That’s good news baby, I have lots of plans for that white pussy.  Let’s do it again soon.” He replied. 

Rachel’s heart raced with the thought of being with Frank again and having Jack there watching her be taken by a real man.  She had so many fantasies that she wanted to fulfill and now had the perfect situation in which to accomplish them.  

When they went to bed that night Jack wrapped his arm around her like he had the night before. As she kissed her husband good night, she closed her eyes and dreamt of exactly how Frank would make her feel the next time they were together.
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