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Chapter One

“Jerry, I’m home.”

Elizabeth came in the front door, and dropped her gym bag in the hall.

Jerry paused his video game. “Hi, honey. How was your workout?”

She sat on the couch next to her husband. “It was rough,” she said, “but it felt great. Sean really kicked my butt.”

“Sean? He was helping you?”

“Sean’s my trainer, of course he was helping me. He could be helping you, too, if you’d just make the commitment to go,” she said, poking a finger into Jerry’s soft side.

He brushed her hand away. “Yeah, yeah, I know. I’ll go. Soon. Really.”

Elizabeth rolled her eyes. “That’s what you say every time, Jerry. And then you say you’re too busy to go. And yet, when I come home, what do I find you doing?” She waved her hand at the TV, where her husband’s avatar was frozen on the screen, just about to cleave a zombie with an outrageously large sword.

He set the controller on the coffee table and turned to face her. Her tight tank top showed plenty of deep cleavage, and the upper slopes of her breasts glowed with a sheen of sweat. She looked fabulous. Her blonde hair was in a loose ponytail, pulled back from her tanned face. Her bright blue eyes watched him from under her long, dark lashes.

Jerry looked past her to their wedding picture, sitting on the end table. The pudgy, pale girl in the too-tight white dress was almost unrecognizable as the same woman who sat in front of him. It was amazing how much she had transformed in the last six months.

“I finished that coding I was working on,” he said, staring at her pursed, plump lips. “I was just killing time until you got home.” He smiled at her, feeling his cock stir in his shorts as he took in the sight of her slender body.

Her eyes flicked to the coffee table, lingering on the crumpled chip bag, and the crushed soda can. “Killing time, and scarfing down carbs. Honestly, Jerry, didn’t we talk about this?” She grabbed the trash and got to her feet. Jerry watched her tight ass bounce in her yoga pants as she walked to the kitchen. He had to pull at the front of his shorts to adjust his hardening cock.

“Well, you need to get cleaned up, and help me with dinner. I invited Sean over.” She disappeared into the kitchen.

Jerry fell back on the couch, groaning and closing his eyes. “Seriously?” he called after his wife. “Why did you do that?”

Elizabeth poked her head out of the kitchen. “Because he’s our friend, Jerry, and your old college roommate.” She stepped out into the living room again. “And because I owe him. He changed my life. Look at me. Look what Sean has made me, in just a few short months.” She turned around for him, showing him how completely her body had changed. “I feel so fabulous, Jerry. I feel thin, and beautiful, and sexy.”

Jerry couldn’t argue with the results of her daily trips to Sean’s gym, but she’d become absolutely obsessed with fitness. The Elizabeth that he’d found in college was gone. The fellow computer geek, in love with sci-fi novels and video games. The shy, chubby girl who hid behind her hair in public. The girl who thought a large pizza and anime was a great way to spend an evening. That was the Elizabeth that he’d fallen in love with. And while her new body was incredible—his straining hardon was proof of that—he missed his cuddly, plump wife.

He opened his mouth to respond to her, but she’d already retreated back into the kitchen.

* * *

“Are those the only pants you have? They’re all wrinkled.”

Jerry looked down at himself. He didn’t see anything wrong—it was just Sean after all. He’d seen Jerry in messier clothes than this for an entire year in college. Of course, Sean had always dressed neatly, usually in polos or tight t-shirts, and always in the crimson and gold of their alma mater.

“I’m going to change” she called through the door. “Go light the grill. We’re having marinated ahi, with a spinach and quinoa salad.”

Jerry sighed. He hated fish. And when had Liz learned how to cook?

He got the grill started, and went inside. Elizabeth was just coming down the stairs, and Jerry stopped to stare. His wife’s red dress clung to every curve of her body. It was strapless, and showed large expanses of her tanned breasts. Her narrow waist was cinched in by two crossing straps that tied in a bow in the back. The skirt came up well above her knee, and Jerry felt that familiar stirring in his crotch as he saw her tanned, toned legs. She was a little unsteady on her feet, but Jerry had never seen her wear heels that high.

“Wow. You sure dressed up,” he said.

“I just like to look my best. You could take a lesson from that.” She tugged at his hanging shirttail. Jerry scrambled to tuck it into his pants as he followed her to the kitchen.

“Open the bottle of white wine I put in the fridge,” she said.

Just then the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it, Jerry,” she said. “Just get the wine open.”

Jerry got the chilled bottle from the fridge. It was a very good brand; he wondered how much she’d spent on it. Voices came from the foyer—Liz’s alto, and Sean’s baritone. Hearing his former roommate’s easy laughter made Jerry’s palms sweat. He fumbled with the corkscrew, and broke off the cork in the bottle. Cursing under his breath, he dug a knife out of the drawer, and was stabbing at the broken half inside the bottle when his wife walked in.

“Jerry! What are you doing?”

He looked up to see Liz in the doorway, glaring at him. Standing behind her was Sean. A former point guard on their college team, he topped Elizabeth’s height by almost a foot. He had a grey jacket on, over an open-collared white shirt. He put a casual hand on Liz’s shoulder as he looked over the top of her head. He grinned, showing his perfect, white teeth.

“Hey, roomie. Having trouble?” Sean said.

“No,” Jerry said. “I can handle it.”

“Hey, no problem. Just offering.” Sean’s hand slid down from Liz’s shoulder, along her back. He circled her thin waist with both hands, and guided her forward into the kitchen.

Jerry went back to the problem of the broken cork, while Liz took care of the final preparations for dinner. He almost had the stubborn little thing out.

“Sean, how would you like to do the honors with the grill,” she said. “It looks like Jerry’s going to be a while.”

“Sure thing,” he said, taking the platter from her. “I know my way around a grill almost a well as I do around a gym. Isn’t that right, Jer? Remember that Cookout for Kids event? I must have grilled three hundred burgers for those hungry foster kids.”

“Uh, yeah,” Jerry said, still trying to stab the reluctant cork. “Yeah, that was a good day.”

“Well, at least until the end, huh?” Sean turned to Elizabeth. “Jerry’s the only guy I’ve seen who can spend all day passing out cold drinks, and then faint from the heat.” He laughed, big and loud, and Liz joined in.

“Here, Sean, I’ll show you what the recipe says about cooking this kind of fish.” She came around the kitchen island. Sean stood aside to let her go first, and put his hand on her back as he followed her out.

As Jerry looked up to watch them, the knife slipped in his hand, and the capricious cork pushed even further into the bottle.

“Shit.”

* * *

Sitting in his comfortable chair in the living room, Jerry watched his wife bring in a tray of coffee. The rich aroma filled the room, and he closed his eyes in well-fed contentment.

Sean sat on their couch, his big body taking up almost the entire width. “That was an incredible dinner,” he said, as Elizabeth handed him a cup and saucer.” Your wife’s a great cook, Jer.” Liz blushed at the compliment.

“Yeah, I’m just finding that out.” he said.

“Oh, come on, buddy, it looks like someone’s been feeding you. A lot.” He smiled. Elizabeth giggled. Jerry tried sucking in his stomach, but it was hard to do in the recliner. He’d already had to loosen his belt after dinner.

“Seriously man, you need to get down to the gym. It will change your life,” Sean said.

“Yeah, I know,” Jerry said. “I just haven’t been able to find the time. Busy with work,” Liz handed him his coffee. “Thanks, honey.”

“Come on, Jerry,” Liz said. “That’s no excuse. I work too—probably more hours than you—and I still find the time.”

“Yeah, well maybe I’m just not the violent type. I don’t want to spend my afternoon hitting things,” he said.

Sean chuckled. Liz gave him a dirty look.

“Jerry, buddy, oh man do you have that wrong,” he said. “It’s not a boxing gym. I own five high-end fitness centers, amigo. Cardio, weights, classes, the whole thing. My staff and I tailor each client’s workout to maximize their potential.” He looked over at Elizabeth. “Your lovely wife here just likes beating the crap out of inanimate objects.” He gave his student a dazzling smile. “And I have to say, it’s doing a hell of a job.”

Jerry wasn’t sure if Liz was stretching, or if she pushed her chest out toward Sean on purpose.

“She’s getting good, too. Here, show Jerry your jab,” he said, holding up his hands.

Elizabeth squared her shoulders, hauled back her arm, and smacked her tiny fist into the mitt of Sean’s hand. The slap of flesh on flesh was loud in the quiet room. Jerry stared, unable to balance this aggressive woman with the soft, gentle, bookworm he’d met six years ago.

“You know, that work on the heavy bag today did something to my shoulder,” Elizabeth said. She swung her arm in a circle and winced, to prove her point.

“Yeah, you put a lot into today’s workout,” Sean said. “It was pretty sexy how you went after that bag.” Elizabeth’s blush deepened.

“Here,” he said, shifting over toward her, “let me see if I can help with that.”

Jerry watched his wife scoot her back closer to her personal trainer. Sean’s big hand moved through her blonde hair, brushing a lock of it back from her face. Elizabeth pulled the rest of her hair away, leaving her smooth neck, and bare shoulder exposed. His dark skin stood out against her light tan, as his hand covered her entire shoulder.

Liz groaned. “Mmmm. Oh, that feels good.” She closed her eyes, and leaned back into him, as he pressed into her skin.

“I’m, known for my massages. Isn’t that right, Jerry?” He glanced at his old roommate. “You remember that girl…what was her name…Ashley? You remember her, don’t you?”

Jerry choked on his coffee. He put down his cup as he coughed to clear his throat.

Sean chuckled. “Yeah, he remembers.” He turned his focus back to Elizabeth. “Jerry came home late one night from the library, and caught me giving Amber one of my special massages.”

“Oh, really?” she said. “And I thought her name was Ashley.”

“Yeah. Well, she was sitting there, on my bed, topless, while I rubbed her back. Jerry stood in the door, totally stunned, until she waved at him, and said ‘hi.’” He let out a short laugh. “Then he dropped all his books on the floor, and bolted.” Liz’s high-pitched laughter joined with his.

Jerry’s face reddened, but not just from the coughing fit. He stared down at his hands in embarrassment. Sean hadn’t told the whole story. Ashley had been totally naked, not just topless, and she’d been bouncing up and down on Sean’s huge, dark cock when she’d waved at him. He thought it was perfectly natural, when you walk in on people having sex, to turn around and leave quickly.

“Oh, right there!” he heard from the couch.

Looking up, he saw that Sean’s hand had moved from Liz’s shoulder, down to her chest. His fingertips rubbed below her collarbone, just inches from the top of her round breast.

“Ahhh, ohhh, yeah…that feels good,” she said. Her head tilted to the side, letting Sean look over her shoulder and down her front.

“You might have strained your pectoral muscle,” Sean said. “That’s the main muscle of the chest. It goes from here to here.” He demonstrated by running his finger from the center of her chest, down, under her arm. Elizabeth giggled, and squirmed, leaning further back into his body.

She looked so small against him; a swatch of crimson dress and golden hair against the broad backdrop of Sean’s white shirt and dark skin. His hand rubbed the smooth skin of her chest, just above the top of her dress. Her eyes closed, and she leaned her head back to rest on him.

“Mmmm…I could get used to this,” she said. “You have incredible hands.”

Jerry sat in his recliner, gaping at the tableau in front of him. It was like being back in the dorms, watching his good looking roommate seduce another willing girl. How many times had it started just like this, with a perfectly innocent massage? Sean had a magic touch that relaxed his victims, and opened then up to whatever came next.

Jerry focused back on his wife, and sure enough, Sean’s dark fingers were inside the fabric of Elizabeth’s dress, wiggling around right where her nipple should be. His other hand covered her belly, holding her against him while he explored her firm breast. Her hands moved as well, rubbing up and down his thighs, squeezing his hard muscles through his thin dress pants. Her mouth was open, and her chest rose and fell with her heavy breathing.

Jerry sat perfectly still, barely breathing. Even in his own house, watching his own wife, he did his best not to be noticed. It was a flashback of a conditioned response he’d learned years ago.

Sean had laid out the rules, the very first time he’d brought a girl back to the dorm. It was OK for Jerry to watch, as long as he didn’t try to get involved, and as long as he stayed quiet.

The girls objected at first, but when Sean told them that they either did it his way, or they could leave, all of them chose to stay. Some of them even got off on having an audience.

Eventually, word got around that if you went to Sean’s room, his geeky roommate might be watching. After a while, there were no more protests. Some of the girls were quite friendly, and would say hi to Jerry in the halls—even though the last time he’d seen them, they’d had their face buried in a pillow and their ass in the air while Sean plowed them from behind.

With his voyeuristic tendencies roused again, he felt the familiar swelling in his pants, as Sean leaned down to kiss Elizabeth’s exposed neck. She moaned loudly, but then caught herself, and opened her eyes. She saw Jerry, sitting in his chair, with his hard little cock bulging in his lap. He met her eyes, but was frozen in place. Don’t interfere. Don’t get noticed.

She stared at him for a long time, then obviously came to some decision. She closed her eyes, and titled her head to expose more of her long neck to Sean’s kisses.

Her hands rubbed higher and higher on his legs, until Sean let out a groan. She stopped roaming, and stayed in that one spot, squeezing whatever it was she’d found in his pants. Sean’s hand on her stomach dipped lower, bunching the bright fabric of her skirt between her thighs. Her legs parted just enough for him to move between them, pressing gently at her crotch through the rumpled cloth.

“Mmmm. Your touch is magic,” she said, arching her back to thrust her chest out.

“I’ve heard that a lot,” Sean said. “I was famous for my massages back in college, right Jerry?”

Jerry’s hand had been inching toward the bulge in his khakis. He snapped it back to the arm of the chair when Sean called his name. “Hmmm?”

Sean laughed, and once again, Elizabeth joined in. Jerry flushed in embarrassment.

“Probably because of my kinesiology and anatomy classes,” Sean said. “I’ve always been fascinated by the human body.”

Elizabeth squeezed his bicep through his shirt. “I can tell,” she said. She look over at her husband “I keep telling Jerry that he needs to come with me to your gym. That he could have a body to be proud of.”

“Yeah. I tried that in college. He always said he was too busy.”

“God, if only he knew how good it feels.” She pressed down on the hand between her legs, giving a little shudder.

Jerry sank deeper into his chair. When he’d first met Liz, they’d bonded over their “non-traditional” bodies. They’d always talked about getting in shape, but when Sean had sent them the free memberships to his new gym, Jerry hadn’t seriously thought about going. He figured everything was fine the way it was. Looking now at Liz’s new body—and the way she leaned back into Sean’s chest—he wasn’t sure any more.

His eyes widened in confusion when he saw Liz get to her knees on the couch, and reach for the buttons on Sean’s dress shirt.

“Let’s show him what he could have, if he just put in a little effort,” she said. She got most of his buttons undone, showing a wedge of his dark skin behind the white cloth. Sean sat up straight, as she pulled his shirttails out of his pants and dragged his shirt off. It fell to the floor as she put both hands on his broad chest, her fingertips caressing the hard planes of his pecs.

“See, Jerry? See what hard work and dedication will get you?” she asked, not bothering to look at her husband.

She bit her bottom lip, as her hands roamed over Sean’s dark brown skin, reverently tracing the lines of every bulging muscle. Sean reached up to caress her cheek, and she moaned softly. She kissed the tip of his thumb as it ran over her red lips, and then sucked it into her mouth. His other hand moved up her knee, and under her dress.

Whatever he found under the cover of her skirt, it made her gasp, and bury her face into his shoulder. She panted as she rocked her hips in small circles. He lifted her head, and brushed his lips over hers.

“Oh, god yes,” she whispered, and plastered her mouth on his. Her arms came up to circle his neck, and his hand grabbed a handful of her blonde hair, as they pressed their lips together.

Jerry’s eyes bulged. “Liz…?”

The couple on the couch broke their kiss and turned to him. Elizabeth flushed bright red.

“Baby, I—”

“Jerry,” Sean said, “enough.” His voice was hard. Jerry hadn’t heard that commanding tone since college. Not since the last time he’d dared to raise an objection to his roommate. Just like that last time, something in Sean’s voice hinted at terrible consequences if he kept protesting. So like that last time, Jerry clamped his lips shut, and sank back in his chair.

Sean smiled at him, defusing any tension in the air. He put a finger under Elizabeth’s chin and lifted her face to look at him. Her eyes flickered to Jerry, then back to Sean’s smiling face. Her mouth turned up into a shy smile of her own, and then her lips were back on his. They kissed passionately for several minutes, until she pulled back, gasping for air.

While she panted, Sean took her wrist, and painted her fingers across his chest. He dragged her palm over his tight abs, then onto his leg, pressing on the bulge that ran down the inside of his thigh. Elizabeth sucked in a sharp breath. After rubbing her hand over his covered cock for a moment, he led her back up to his belt.

“Open it,” he said.

She hesitated, watching his face intently, but not moving her hand.

“Open it,” he repeated.

She shuddered, then reached for his buckle. She fumbled with the button on his pants, popping it open, and pulling down his zipper. With one last glance at his face, she reached into his pants, and tugged out his huge, black cock. Jerry closed his eyes. He didn’t need to see his wife’s reaction. He’d seen it too many times in his dorm room.

“Oh, fuck,” Elizabeth said. “I had no idea…”

Sean chuckled.

She held the solid, dark shaft with both hands, running slowly up and down the smooth skin. She looked over at Jerry, right where his modest bulge tented his khakis, then back at the monster she had in her hands. She licked her lips, when a drop of clear fluid appeared at the tip.

“Go ahead,” Sean said in his soothing, deep voice.

He locked eyes with Jerry, challenging him to protest, as the smaller man’s wife leaned down and extended her pink tongue. She moaned as she tasted him, swirling her tongue over the head. She pursed her lips to kiss the warm shaft, and then opened wide to take the broad tip into her mouth.

Sean grinned at Jerry. “Just like college, huh buddy?” he said.

Jerry felt his stomach twist. He was thinking the same thing. As soon as any girl caught sight of Sean’s dick, the struggle was over. That used to be the most exciting part of watching his roommate. Still, those had all been single college girls, not his wife—he thought Elizabeth would have more willpower.

She certainly wasn’t showing it right then, with her lips wrapped around Sean’s flesh. She would sometimes suck Jerry’s dick when they had sex, but she’d never swallowed him with this much enthusiasm.

Sean tangled his fingers in her hair, directing her gently, pressing her head down onto his cock. His other hand went back under the crimson folds of her skirt. Soon she was rotating her hips, and bobbing her head over his thick pole. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room.

Her moaning got louder, and her movements more frantic. She tried to go too deep, and choked as the head lodged in her throat. She didn’t pull away though. She paused to catch her breath, then tried to fit his entire cock back into her mouth. A string of saliva leaked from her lips, and fell onto her pumping hand. She hummed in pleasure around her mouthful of black cock.

Eventually she pulled away, giving the wet crown a kiss before sitting back on her heels.

“Oh, god, I have to feel this,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She pulled at Sean’s pants while looking over at Jerry. “I need this, honey. I have to know what it’s like to have this big cock inside me.”

Jerry’s erection strained against his pants. He reached down to touch it, knowing how small it seemed compared to what Sean had on display. The same feeling had haunted him from the first day he walked into his new dorm room. His giant black roommate had been standing by his closet, getting dressed. When Jerry walked in, he’d turned around to show him…that. That thick, black cock that had been the bane of Jerry’s existence for a whole year.

He knew all about women needing Sean’s dick. He’d heard it enough times. Girls would shuffle past him, on their way out, looking at their feet in embarrassment. “I’m sorry, for doing that in front of you,” they’d say, “but I really needed him.” Sean would be lying on his bed, one leg up, with his dripping, black monster on display, smiling at the girl’s discomfort.

Now Sean was naked, in Jerry’s living room, on his couch. His muscled body was completely at ease, leaning back against the arm. His legs were apart, letting Elizabeth watch his shiny wet erection pulse in front of her.

Just like he had years ago, Jerry rubbed his dick through his clothes, watching a hot, young woman get undressed in front of his roommate. For the moment, he forgot that the slim, beautiful white girl, with the large tits and rounded ass, was his wife. She could have been any one of forty or fifty different women who had shamelessly stripped their clothes off in front of Sean, knowing full well that their lover’s pasty, fat roommate was watching.

Elizabeth untied the red bow at her back, and reached under her arm to pull down the zipper on the side. The straining cloth loosened from around her firm breasts, and slid down to reveal her hard, pink nipples. She reached up to pinch one between her fingers, as the dress slid lower.

Jerry stared, not even recognizing the body that appeared in front of him. The taut stomach, and defined abs couldn’t possibly belong to his plump little Liz. He’d thought she was trying to lose a little weight, not become a fitness model. She was absolutely beautiful, though, and he pressed harder on the front of his pants, as he watched her tits jiggle with every small movement.

She wiggled her hips and the dress fell to the floor. Jerry’s eyes locked onto the line of her hairless slit, wondering why she wasn’t wearing any underwear. And why had she shaved her…area? He saw Sean watching her, too, but his dark eyes weren’t full of wonder and curiosity like Jerry’s; they were hungry, devouring every bit of exposed flesh. Elizabeth presented herself to her trainer; hands on hips, chest out, legs apart.

“Do you like me Sean?” she asked, cupping one of her breasts, and running a hand over her hip. “It’s all because of you, you know. I wouldn’t look this good—I wouldn’t feel this good—if you hadn’t taken me, and molded me. You shaped me into someone I could never imagine being, and I need to show you how much I appreciate it.”

She got onto the couch, and crawled her way up Sean’s body. Her heavy tits flattened against his hard chest as she pressed her whole body against him. He found her lips, and clasped the back of her neck to hold her mouth on him. His other hand slid down her smooth back to squeeze the firm globe of her ass. She moaned into his mouth, and clutched at his shoulders.

Without Elizabeth noticing, Sean grabbed the knitted afghan from the back of the couch. He threw it across the room at Jerry. Wide eyed, Jerry caught it. His mind spun, retreating back to college, when he would lay in his bed, under his blanket, and watch his large roommate fuck whichever girl he’d brought home that night. Jerry had been careful to not make any noise, but he knew that Sean knew, that his chubby white roommate, was rubbing his chubby white dick, under the blankets while watching him fuck.

He stared at the multi-colored blanket for a moment. It finally hit home, that Sean was about to fuck his wife; his wonderful, sweet, Liz. But when he looked over at the couch, he didn’t see his Liz any more. He saw a tanned, toned, blonde slut, exactly like every other girl Sean had paraded through their room. Another interchangeable body, offering up her holes for Sean’s pleasure.

He shuddered as he covered himself with the blanket, and slowly pulled down his zipper. Elizabeth was grinding her dripping pussy against the dark pole of Sean’s cock. His hand covered one entire side of her ass, as he helped her slide back and forth. She broke their kiss and leaned back.

“Oh, god, I need it now,” she said. She got her feet under her, lifting up to hover her open channel over the spike of his cock. Her small hand circled his shaft, holding him in place, aimed at his willing target.

Jerry had his cock out through his fly, and pumped it slowly, eyes glued to the sight of his wife’s cunt, sprung open by her spread legs, waiting to be filled by the monster she held below her. Elizabeth couldn’t even spare him a look, as she placed the dark crown of Sean’s cock between her red lips. Sean could though; his eyes locked onto Jerry’s, daring him to look away.

“Fuuuuccckkk,” Elizabeth moaned, as the broad head seated itself in her hole, and stretched her inner muscles wide. “Oh, my god, it’s so huge…”

Sean had her around the waist, holding her body as she sank, inch by inch, down onto his pole. She stopped, about half way down, and stared at Sean’s face, panting. She flexed her legs to lift up, just a bit, then gave him a huge smile as she sank down again. She let out a groan as she settled to the root, her ass splayed out on his muscular thighs. He took both tits in his hands, and squeezed her pale flesh, pinching at her hard nipples.

She leaned down to kiss him, then lifted her ass up, dragging her wet pussy lips along his shaft. When the broad head was the only thing inside her, she sank back down with a loud, drawn-out wail.

Jerry watched his wife’s heart-shaped ass rise and fall on Sean’s black pole, as she pumped herself on his cock. He remembered the first time he’d seen her naked, and she’d given him a view of her wide, pale, pimpled ass. He’d thought it was the loveliest thing he’d ever seen. Cuter than all of the smooth, firm asses he saw crawling in and out of Sean’s bed.

Now Liz was just like those other girls. Jerry knew that she was still his wife, but the sight of her ass sent a different thrill through him—the same thrill he’d felt lying in his dorm bed. He pumped his cock in time to Liz’s motions, imagining the feel of her tight pussy around him, just like he had for dozens of other women.

Her frantic pace had taken it’s toll and Elizabeth ran out of steam. She sank down on Sean’s lap, and ground her hips on top of him, panting to catch her breath.

Sean dropped both hands down to her ass. Cupping her cheeks, he surged to his feet, making Elizabeth squeak in surprise. The muscles in his arms stood out as he held her off the ground. Her long legs twined around his waist, and her arms wrapped his thick neck. She cried out as he lifted her up, then dropped her back onto his spear. Holding her as if she weighed nothing, he moved her entire body up and down on his cock.

Jerry watched his wife’s asshole bob in front of him. Sean’s ebony hands parted her cheeks, revealing the secret entrance. She’d never let him touch her there. Now he got to watch her puckered hole wink at him, as it stretched open and clenched shut on each stroke. Imagining his tongue slathering over her crinkled hole, he rubbed faster on his hidden cock. Pressure built in his balls, and he wasn’t sure how long he could last without spurting under his blanket.

Sean lifted Elizabeth off his cock, and set her down. She was loose in his hands, moving wherever he directed. She ended up on her knees on the couch, her ass thrust out over the edge, her pussy open and waiting to be filled. Sean checked to see that Jerry had a good view, then bent his knees, and stabbed his cock into her dripping channel. She yelped as he drove into her with one thrust.

Her head bumped the back of the couch as Sean slammed into her from behind. Her moans of pleasure turned into a sudden scream though, as his open hand came down on her ass. The crack of flesh on flesh made Jerry jump, and loose his rhythm. The smooth, white skin of Elizabeth’s ass turned pink, then a darker red. Watching intently, Jerry latched back onto his cock and rubbed hard.

Another smack landed on her ass. Instead of a scream of pain, Elizabeth cried out in pleasure. She used her arms to drive her round butt back at Sean, meeting his thrusting hips with a sound that was just as loud as the spanking. Sean pushed down on her back, forcing her face into the fabric of the couch and squashing her tits into the cushion. Her reddened butt stayed high as he stuffed her again and again with his cock.

Jerry watched Sean’s hand rise into the air, then come down hard on his wife’s ass.

“Yes! Harder…fuck…me…harder,” she moaned.

The couch scraped across the hardwood floor from the power of Sean’s body, as he took hold of her hips and did what she asked. Elizabeth twisted to look over her shoulder at her new lover.

“Do it! Make me cum, Sean…make me cum, baby.”

Her eyes squeezed closed, and her mouth hung open. She grunted with each staccato thrust, her voice getting higher the closer she got. Sean reached under her, and brushed his fingers lightly over her clit. She screamed—loud enough for Jerry to worry about the neighbors. Her body trembled, and her taut belly undulated as waves of pleasure rippled through her.

“Oh, fuck…fuck, Sean…I can’t believe…oh my god.” Her head drooped between her arms, her long blonde hair covering her face and brushing the fabric of the couch. Her heavy tits swung beneath her, as her chest heaved with her breathing. Sean’s iron grip on her hips loosened, but he still pumped his ebony cock into her. He was shiny wet with her juices, and trails of moisture ran down her legs.

She took a deep shuddering breath, and lifted her head to look back over her shoulder. She stared at Jerry in his chair, covered by his bouncing, bobbing rainbow blanket. Then she turned farther to lock eyes with her black lover. He flashed his bright smile at her.

“Sean, I need you to…unnh. Oh god, Sean,” she said. “I need you to do it. I need you to cum inside me. Make me yours.”

Startled away from his pleasure, Jerry sat up in his recliner. “Lizzy…?”

She ignored him. “Please do it, Sean. I’m right in the middle of my cycle. Maybe that’s why I’m so fucking horny. Knock me up. Give me a baby. I didn’t know how much I wanted one until now.” She finally looked over at Jerry. “Maybe I hadn’t found the right man for it.”

“But, Liz—“

“I’m sorry honey. I still love you, really. But I need Sean to do this. I need his baby inside me.”

Jerry was about to fling off his blanket and jump out of his chair in protest, but a single look from Sean froze him in place. The former roommates stared at each other without a word, until Jerry lowered his eyes, and sank back into his chair. Elizabeth let out the breath she had been holding, and smiled back at her new mate.

Sean pulled his cock back, out of her abused pussy. She flopped down on the couch, like all of her support had vanished. She closed her eyes and laid still, with her legs open and her gaping, red slit exposed to her husband. Jerry’s gaze bored into her, amazed that her pussy was so stretched by Sean’s cock. His hand unconsciously went back to his dick, and the blanket undulated as he stroked himself.

Sean had a grip on Elizabeth’s ankle, and flipped her onto her back. He found her other ankle, and held her legs wide apart as he moved toward her. Her eyes fixed on his bobbing black cock. She reached out to slide her hand over his slippery, wet shaft. As he got closer, she aimed the broad head at her pussy, using her other hand to open the swollen lips.

Jerry pumped furiously at his dick, ignoring a stab of pain as his skin scraped against his zipper.

“Yessss,” Elizabeth cried out, as Sean’s cock made contact with her open hole, and wedged its way inside. “Fuck me, Sean!”

Watching Sean’s monster shaft sink inch by inch into his wife, on a mission to get her pregnant, Jerry’s balls drew up, and he shot his cum all over the blanket. His quiet moan was drowned out by Elizabeth’s wailing.

Sean bottomed out in her open pussy. He hooked Elizabeth’s legs over his shoulders and started pumping hard into her. She stared up at him while her hands pulled at his ass, needing him to go deeper. Her white fingers splayed over the dark skin, her red fingernails digging into his firm cheeks. Sean’s muscles rippled as he pulled hard at her hips, and flexed his ass to drive his potent cock closer to her womb.

Elizabeth’s cries got louder, as Sean fucked her faster.

“Oh, shit, I’m gonna…Jerry! Baby, come here. I want you with me.”

Jerry stared at her. He couldn’t go over there. Why would he want to be with her at the moment when Sean came inside her fertile pussy? His own cum was cooling on his fingers. His pants were a mess. If he lifted the blanket, they would see what he’d done. He couldn’t go over there. It was against the rules…

“Jerry.” Sean’s deep voice cut through his confusion. “Come over here. Be with your wife.”

Jerry jumped. His heart pounded at what Sean told him to do. Under the blanket, he tucked his limp dick back into his pants, feeling the cold, slimy cum smearing everywhere. Sure enough, when he threw back the blanket, the front of his khakis were crusted with white goo. He brushed at his crotch, but only managed to smudge it around. Resigned to having the evidence of his earlier excitement in plain view, he got out of the chair. His legs were weak as he crossed the living room.

He lost sight of Elizabeth, as he approached. She was hidden somewhere behind Sean’s broad back and thrusting hips. All he could see were her bouncing legs. Not sure where he was supposed to go, he stood watching Sean’s heavy balls swinging between his thighs, and slapping against the pale skin of Elizabeth’s ass. She held out her hand from underneath him.

“God, Jerry…hurry,” he head her muffled voice.

Careful to avoid touching any of Sean’s naked flesh, he moved to the side. Buried under the black mountain of his body, his wife was folded up in a tight package. Her knees crushed into her breasts. Her head was back, eyes closed, and mouth open, as she moaned with each deep thrust. The smell of her arousal was overpowering. Sitting cautiously on the couch, he reached out to touch her fingertips.

She found his hand and latched on, squeezing it tight enough to make Jerry wince.

“Fuck, baby…his cock feels so fantastic…he’s going to make me…ungh!”

She crushed Jerry’s fingers in her grip. He plucked at her wrist with his other hand, trying to pry her loose. The trembling in her arms vibrated through him as he watched her face contort into ecstasy. His cock swelled with renewed purpose in his pants.

Her grip on his hand loosened, as her breathing calmed. Sean still drove relentlessly into her pussy, making wet slapping sounds with every thrust. Her eyes were open now, staring up at Sean’s handsome face.

“Oh, god, I can feel it…he’s swelling inside me. Oh, shit, baby, it’s going to happen! I love you Jerry. Fuck me, Sean…fuck me! Fill me up! Give me my baby!”

Sean’s skin glistened with a sheen of sweat, as his hips drove faster into the open well of her pussy. He grunted loudly as he made several sharp thrusts, and then groaned as he held himself deep inside her.

Elizabeth clawed at Jerry’s arm. “Yes! He’s cumming in me, baby. God, he’s so deep…his cum is headed right for my womb, I can feel it.”

Jerry’s cock was an iron bar in his pants. His wife was getting pregnant. Right now. Right in front of him. Sean was planting a baby inside her, he knew it.

The new father leaned back, staring down at where his ebony cock disappeared between the red lips of her pussy. He looked up at Jerry, and smiled. It was the same dazzling white grin that Jerry had seen dozens of times, as Sean showed his domination over another exhausted, stretched out, cum-filled, white girl.

Elizabeth had her eyes closed again, and she hummed brightly as she massaged the tight skin of her belly. She jerked as she felt Sean start to pull out of her.

“Noooo…oh, not yet,” she said, reaching out to brush her fingertips over Sean’s abs.

His softening cock pulled back, leaving her stretched hole exposed to the cooler air. She covered her pussy with her hand, keeping anything from leaking out. Sean stood up, and she stared hungrily at the cum-smeared black monster that had just inseminated her.

“Mmmm, come here, lover. Let me…”

As Sean moved to the couch, Elizabeth took her hand away from her pussy to reach for him. She tugged on Jerry’s arm with her other hand, and before he could pull away, she’d slapped his hand over her wet, squishy entrance.

“Don’t let any escape,” she said.

She left his hand there, and reached for Sean with both of hers. One wrapped around his wet shaft, guiding it to her mouth, the other grabbed at his tight ass, pulling him closer. Jerry felt a wet drop leak between his fingers, and tightened the seal he made over her sloppy hole.

He watched his wife licking at the messy, wet flesh of Sean’s cock, running her tongue over every ridge and into every crease, cleaning off their combined juices. She moaned around her mouthful of black dick, and her hips undulated under Jerry’s hand.

He reached down to rub the front of his pants, smearing his own drying cum into the cloth as he pressed against his covered erection. Sean reached out his large hand to gently brush a lock of sweaty, blonde hair from his wife’s face. She gazed up at him with adoring eyes.

Pressing his lips together, and trying not to make a sound, Jerry came in his pants. Four weak squirts soaked his underwear. He shuddered as his dick pulsed under his fingers, but no one seemed to notice.

Sean’s cock was swelling up again under Elizabeth’s care, but he pulled back gently from her mouth, and loosened her clutching hands from his body. He leaned down to kiss the top of her blonde head, and she whimpered as he moved away.

As Sean picked up his shirt from the floor, his gaze swept past Jerry, seeing one hand cupping Elizabeth’s cum-filled pussy, and the other rubbing over the spreading wet stain on the front of his pants. Sean didn’t react in any way, but Jerry’s face went bright red, and he lowered his eyes to the carpet.

Elizabeth moved, spinning around on the couch until her feet were propped up over the back. Jerry followed her motions as best he could. She let loose a heavy sigh, and rested both hands lightly on her stomach.

“Jerry, baby, can you bring me the blanket?” she asked.

Jerry looked over at his recliner, where the stained afghan was crumpled in a ball.

“Let me get one from the bedroom,” he said. He pulled his hand away from her crotch, trying not to look at her pussy. As he stood up, he wiped his slimy hand on his leg. Sean was pulling on his pants, as Jerry passed him on his way to the bedroom.

When he came back to the living room, Sean was completely dressed, and had his keys in his hand. He touched Elizabeth’s cheek.

“So, will I see you at the gym tomorrow?” he asked.

Elizabeth smiled. “I don’t know. I might be too sore for a workout. Maybe you can stop by and give me another massage?”

Sean chuckled, and got to his feet. He slapped a heavy hand on Jerry’s shoulder as he walked past. “Thanks for dinner, Jer.”

Jerry heard the door slam as he brought the blanket to his wife. She had her eyes closed and was breathing gently. Trying not to disturb her, he covered her naked body.

Elizabeth moaned and opened her eyes. “Mmmm. I love you, honey,” she said. She pulled his head down, and gave him a salty, earthy kiss.
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