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		Prologue

		

		“You want me to what?” Carrie asked incredulously. “Are you out of your freaking mind? Not happening, Boyo! No way! Out of the question! You just want to justify getting into somebody else’s panties, and it’s not gonna happen.”

		“No. No, that’s not it at all, Honey. Seriously, I’m not looking to have sex with anybody but you. I mean it,” replied Bob. “I realize that it’s hard to take in. I’m just asking you to consider it. Please?”

		“Bob, how can you even think of asking me to do that? To… To fuck another man? I’ve never been with anybody but you since we’ve been married. You know that. And, now you want me to… No, I can’t! Don’t you want me anymore? Don’t you love me?” cried Carrie. Tears forming in her blue eyes and starting to run down her pale cheeks. “No. I won’t. I could never do that. Never!”

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Carrie was sitting in the parking lot of the Galleria, a Sirius channel playing quietly from the car stereo. Sweat beading on her forehead even with the A/C going full blast. It might have been from the heat, but somehow, she didn’t think so. Though she was already late, her body was stubbornly refusing to move. Her fingers idly toying with her wedding rings, sliding them round and round her pale finger. The restaurant he’d chosen was connected to a hotel as well. An ironic distinction she couldn’t help but notice. Truthfully, there were three hotels connected to the Galleria. Normally, it was one of her favorite places; the huge ice rink in the middle dazzling her after the sweltering heat outside. Carrie loved shopping Neiman Marcus. Oh, she couldn’t afford much there, but just to shop was quite a treat.

		Not tonight, though. Tonight, she was practically hyperventilating as she sat there thinking about what was waiting for her inside. Or, more properly, who was waiting for her. His name was Marcus. Although, she’d read his profile on craigslist, ad nauseam. It didn’t help. He really hadn’t even been her pick. None of this had been. It had all been Bob’s idea; his choices, his fantasies. He had even made the final choice of her lover, this absurd fantasy taking over his normally sane thought processes. He certainly hadn’t been sane when he made this choice, she thought. Oh, she’d corresponded with Marcus, for sure. They’d been emailing back and forth for over a month now. Bob had been right there beside her as she typed each message, coaching her the entire time. Encouraging her, telling her how much this was turning him on. Even helping her send the requested pictures; she still wasn’t too sure about that. After all, the photos had been rather revealing. Not nudes exactly but showing an awful lot of her body none the less. They’d kind of had fun taking them, but… Well… The reason didn’t seem so much like fun now.

		Carrie had seen photos of Marcus too, of course. Oh, boy! Had she! She’d seen far more of Marcus than she wanted to see. That was part of the problem. She was scared, petrified over what lay ahead tonight. Though she tried, she couldn’t get the sight of his flaccid penis out of her mind. Just hanging there, thick and long between his muscled thighs. It was bigger than Bob’s even when he was fully erect. What is that monster going to look like when he’s hard? OMG! What is it going to feel like? He’ll tear me apart!

		They’d discussed this for months before she finally gave in, hesitantly allowing Bob to place the ad in craigslist. The ad requesting a lover for her. She didn’t know where he’d gotten the idea for any of this, she wasn’t even sure she wanted to know. Never the less, for some reason he’d decided he wanted her to be a ‘hot wife.’ A married woman who had other lovers yet stayed happily married. Brazenly coming home to her adoring husband after giving herself to others. Their burning seed still fresh inside of her; that seemed to be an important part of it. Bareback sex! She’d never had unprotected sex with anyone but Bob. The few boyfriends she’d had before meeting her husband, all required to wear a condom. What was worse, he wanted her to have a lover with a big cock. As it turned out, a big black cock! Well, it certainly appeared he’d be getting his wish with Marcus.

		She’d taken today off from work, way too nervous to have accomplished anything anyway. Despite the months of discussion leading up to today, she’d spent the entire afternoon still fretting about all of it. Her hands shaking even as she was putting on her makeup and getting ready to leave. She hadn’t seen Bob tonight, leaving before he got home from work. She had gotten the flowers he’d sent her this afternoon. Even his little ‘Love U’ text as she was leaving. It didn’t help. None of it.

		Finally, she took a deep breath and turned off the ignition. Opening the door, the heat of the setting sun blasted into her. She hated Houston in the Summer. It was just so hot and humid. She’d been told when they moved here that Houston had two seasons; Summer, and July and August. She believed it now! Climbing out of the car, she began to walk tentatively towards the entrance. The heat even making the asphalt surface of the parking lot stick to the spike heels of her shoes.

		Opening the door, she walked into the darkened interior. The blast of ice cold air making her nipples stand to attention, the erect points standing out against the thin material of her dress. Little goose bumps forming on her bare arms, her dress not all that covering. Another of Bob’s choices, she thought ruefully. Halter style, it left her arms and back bare. The hemline coming down only just short of her privates. At his insistence, that was all she had on. Just her dress and heels. Not even a thong! She felt like a slut as she walked up to the hostess. At the desk, she shyly told her she was there to meet Marcus Washington. “Yes’m, Mr. Washington is expecting y’all. Follow me, please, Darlin’.” came the polite reply. As Carrie followed her through the busy dining area, she was directed into a side room. This one quieter, darker, a little more… Private. Away from so many prying eyes.

		She spotted him as he rose to meet her, every bit of the six foot two he’d promised in his profile. She felt tiny as he took her hand, his thick fingers dwarfing her small hand. Helping her into the high walled booth, she was pretty sure he’d gotten a good look at her flashing privates. Though, she’d tried to be modest, the dress Bob had chosen for her didn’t leave much to the imagination. Gratefully, she saw that the tall sides of the booth and long tablecloth effectively sheltered them from prying eyes. At least she wouldn’t likely be seen by anyone she knew! After all, here she was blatantly having dinner with a hulking black man, one who wasn’t her husband.

		Marcus ordered her a glass of wine and they started to get to know each other. It seemed so strange, just sitting here conversing quietly. Making small talk with someone that intended to fuck her silly in a short time. Somebody that she’d never even met before. Emails and texts weren’t all that personal. Dinner was ordered, Carrie not really eating much. Though, she appreciated the constantly refilled wine glass. The butterflies in her stomach telling her again and again how wrong this was.

		His voice was deep and unaccented. Not from around here, she thought. Oh, well. Neither am I. She did have to admit, Marcus was a nice-looking man. Close cropped hair, a little stubble on his chiseled face. Muscular arms and chest, every bit the hunk that his photos had promised. Maybe a few years her senior, but not many. If only she wasn’t already married, she had to admit, she’d have been tempted. If only…

		Her thoughts were suddenly brought back to reality as she felt his hand brush against her exposed leg. His fingers making little circles on her bare thigh, their heat searing her at his touch. She gave a little gasp but let him continue. After all, she’d agreed to this. Promised Bob faithfully that she’d go through with it. Faithfully! How’s that for irony? Besides, Marcus was making her kind of hot, his closeness intimidating her. She could smell his cologne, there was kind of a musky manliness about him. Probably expensive, but that really didn’t matter to her. He was certainly manly enough, it just that he wasn’t Bob. He wasn’t her husband of ten years, her life mate. The whole thing just seemed wrong, sordid somehow. Still, her nipples were about to rip through the thin material of her dress, and she could feel her pussy begin to moisten at his touch. Her pulse rate climbing with every stroke of those thick black fingers against her pale thigh.

		Another glass of wine later and Carrie was feeling much better about everything, even how high Marcus’ fingers had crept up her leg. He was now brushing her thigh just beneath the short hemline of her dress. His hand barely an inch from her throbbing pussy. I bet he can feel the heat, he’s so close, her thoughts drifting to how hot he was making her. Part of her really wished he would just do it! Go ahead and push those big black fingers into her. Her sexual frustration starting to get the best of her. Carrie shifted slightly, her thighs unconsciously parting just enough to give him access.

		Their waitress stopped by, taking yet another drink order from them. Carrie almost said no, after all, she was already beginning to float dreamily. She tried to remember just how much she’d had to drink tonight, but honestly couldn’t. Oh well, who cares when it makes me feel like this? Just then, her thoughts were interrupted as she felt Marcus’ hand brush casually against her swollen nether lips. A gasp escaped her lips, her eyes closing in passion as she felt the rush. Her slender form shaking as a small orgasm raced through her body.

		Carrie parted her legs even more, her eyes searching his, seeing desire burning there. Desire for her. His fingers parted her labia, the unmistakable scent of her sex rising to meet her. OMG! I bet he can smell me, tell just how hot he’s making me. A quick stroke of her throbbing clit and then she felt a finger push deep between her pussy lips. Violating her, probing inside her moist tunnel as her eyes closed, a low moan escaping her lips. Her fingers gripped the side of the table, her fingernails nearly tearing through the long white table cloth that hid her legs from view. When she opened her eyes, she saw the waitress calmly setting another glass of wine before her. OMG! Does she know what he’s doing? That he has his fingers in my pussy? Inside of me? That he’s driving me insane right now? That I’m so turned on, I want to scream?

		She knew she should be embarrassed, mortified over what was happening. But… Not right now, not with the way he was stroking her G-Spot. The electric sparks flying through her were all she could think about. All sane thoughts driven from her mind by the passion that consumed her. Finally, she felt his fingers pull out of her. Her pussy feeling suddenly empty, still craving relief. She looked up at him, her questioning expression only met with a grin.

		“I think it’s time to get the check, don’t you Carrie? I’d like to take you upstairs. Maybe, continue where we left off?” purred his deep voice. A voiceless nod the best she could do in the way of an answer.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		The walk through the mall to the hotel and, even worse, the walk through the lobby to the elevators was sheer torture for Carrie. Anyone might see them, the diminutive blonde walking next to the towering black man, his arm hooked possessively through hers. She could feel their eyes on her, judging her. What if one of her friends saw her? Her mind was awhirl with thoughts as it was, she didn’t need anything else rummaging around in there. Oh well, after all, this was Houston. The odds of actually running into one of her friends was remote, a city of over two million people allowed for a lot of anonymity.

		Carrie waited nervously for the elevator, her heart beating a tattoo in her chest. She still couldn’t believe she was doing this, whether Bob wanted it or not. She did admit that their love life had gotten a little stale the last year or two. But, this? This seemed like an extreme answer to their dry spell. The discussions these last few months, Bob’s constant pleading for her to do this, had indeed led to some interesting sex play between them. Damn, maybe he was right? She sure hoped so right now. If he spurned her after tonight, she didn’t know what she’d do! Carrie knew he expected her to return to him used, soiled by another man. But, would the reality live up to his fantasy? She loved her husband, had never even thought about cheating on him. Not once! Yet, here she was about to step into a hotel elevator with a stranger whose sole intent was to have sex with her. To shove his huge cock between her legs and empty his balls deep inside of her, breeding her.

		Her rambling thoughts were abruptly interrupted as the doors opened and she felt Marcus lead her inside. She closed her eyes after she saw him push the button for the tenth floor, trying to calm herself. It didn’t work. Her mind in near panic as she watched the floors flash by. As the elevator stopped and the doors opened, Carrie almost pulled away. She wanted to run, the passion that had built up during their foreplay at dinner rapidly dissipating. But, she had promised…

		Marcus led her down the carpeted hallway, stopping at the door to a room. Carrie saw the cardkey in his beefy hand as he swiped it against the reader, heard the click as the door unlocked. She watched as, almost in slow motion, his hand gripped the handle and pushed open the door. An empty hotel room looming before her. A very large bed staring at her.

		Marcus led her into the room, then pulled her into his arms. His lips coming down on hers, kissing her. Gently at first, then more insistently, his tongue demanding entrance. She could taste the scotch he’d been drinking in his kiss. The stubble of his beard brushing roughly against her skin. But, it was his hands that were on her mind. His hands that were roaming her small body, pulling her into him. She could feel a large bulge forming in his pants, no doubt in her mind what that was. She’d seen the photo he’d sent her. Oh, boy! Had she! Her breathing was coming faster now, her pussy once again starting to moisten with her juices as his hands began to drive her insane.

		There were fingers on her neck, fumbling with the tie to her halter top. Carrie felt the thin material fall away, exposing her breasts to his hungry gaze. Her nipples becoming erect, standing out proudly as the cool air of the room brushed her bare breasts. Her pink aureole pebbling with excitement. OMG! I’m topless. Topless in the arms of another man. His fingers pinching my nipples. His tongue… Oh, God! His mouth is on my nipple. It feels so… Oh, fuck!!!! Her body shook with a violent spasm, an orgasm tearing through her. Her fingers digging into his shoulders. The sheer suddenness of it, surprising her.

		Carrie felt a pull on her little zipper, her dress falling completely away, sliding down her slender frame and pooling at her feet. She was naked. Naked in the arms of a stranger. She’d never even dated a black man, her few previous boyfriends all white. No special reason just always had been. Not that there had been all that many of them. Once again, her thoughts interrupted as his hands gripped her naked ass and pulled her roughly against his hard body. His tongue driving between her lips.

		Pulling away from their kiss, he pushed her back at arm’s length, his eyes drinking in her naked body. “Suck my cock, Carrie,” he ordered. She looked at him blankly, not used to being told what to do, to being ordered. But, she dutifully knelt and began to fumble with the zipper to his pants. Her fingers shaking as she reached for the first strange cock she’d seen since her marriage. As her fingers slid around his girth, she gasped. Even flaccid, he felt so much bigger than Bob. As she lifted that beast out of his trousers, she couldn’t quite believe her eyes. It was growing in her hands, right before her eyes. It had to be at least… What? Easily, eight? No, nine inches long! And it was so thick and… Oh… So, black. Nothing like any cock she’d ever seen before.

		Her fingers traced along the thickening length of that hard rod, touching it gingerly. Like touching black velvet. Almost afraid of what was before her eyes. The heat from it burning her fingers as she tried to wrap them around its girth. She couldn’t, it was too thick. Carrie saw a clear drop of precum form on the mushroom shaped head, seeping from the winking slit before her eyes. Almost like it had a life of its own, her tongue slipped between her lips and licked it. The salty taste assaulting her senses, her mouth opening involuntarily as she bent forward. She could barely fit that huge head between her lips, emitting a moan as it began to slide over her tongue.

		She loved the taste of him, the weight of his hard rod as it slid deeper into her mouth. Her tongue feeling every throbbing vein as it rolled over it. He was pushing against the back of her throat now, her gag reflex starting to kick in. She pulled away, only letting him in a couple of inches. Marcus, however, had other ideas. “Breath through your nose, Carrie. You can do this,” he said as he pushed further into her mouth, deeper. His cock pushing against her throat and down.

		Carrie jerked back, “I can’t. It’s too big, Marcus. I… I’ve never…” she cried.

		“Yes, you can, Carrie. And, I promise you, you will,” said Marcus. His deep voice no longer reassuring to her as he pushed forcefully back into her mouth. His cock now shoving down her protesting throat, only half of his huge member in even yet! Then, he began to fuck her mouth. Harder and harder, his fingers wrapped in her long blonde locks impaling her on that hard, black log. Going deeper down her throat with every thrust.

		Carrie couldn’t breathe, she was sure she’d pass out soon. His cock buried inside her throat. He pulled back briefly, as she frantically gasped for breath, then drove back in again, even deeper. Her nose finally pressed against the blackness of his pubic bone. Her mind barely registering that he was shaved down there. He was fucking her mouth rapidly now, his cock driving down her throat over and over. Her hands flailed helplessly against his sides as he held her head like it was in a vice. She could feel him swelling even more, her throat expanding as her body tried to adapt. OMG! He’s going to cum in my mouth. He’s going to make me swallow his black seed. I don’t even do that for… Oh, fuck!!!! He’s cumming!!!!

		Carrie felt blast after blast of his thick, salty semen fill her mouth, shooting down her throat. Some escaping around her tightly stretched lips and dripping down onto her pale breasts. The creamy colored seed burning her as it fell on her body. Finally, he pulled his softening cock from her mouth. Carrie fell to the floor, gasping for breath as he stood commandingly over her. As she slowly began to return to her senses, she saw that he was undressing. A panic taking over her as she realized that tonight was just beginning.

		The petite blonde watched helplessly as he undressed. His rock-hard body being exposed to her gaze more and more as each piece of clothing fell away. The muscled pecs, the tight abs, the legs that looked like tree trunks and that huge cock. A cock that was still tumescent even after what he’d done to her. Marcus walked over to the bed and roughly threw back the covers, then returned to where she lay, standing over her. He bent down, his strong arms gripping her and pulling her up from the floor. Then, he urged her towards the bed. Pulling her towards the fate that awaited…

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Carrie lay on the king-sized bed, staring at the hulking giant standing over her. She had finally caught her breath, no longer gasping and gagging from his cock being forced down her throat. She quietly watched him, her eyes widening as his muscles rippled with every move. Her breathing was coming faster again now, thinking of what lay ahead. Marcus climbed onto the bed, the whole bed shifting with his weight as he grabbed her spike heels and pushed her legs apart. Her pulsing pussy openly displayed before him, her dewy moisture adorning the pink petals.

		She gasped as he leaned down, his lips kissing the soft curls of her little blonde landing strip. A sudden impulse this afternoon, causing her to shave her normally full bush. Something special for her first ever lover. Right now, Carrie wasn’t so sure of the ‘lover’ part. So far, Marcus had been rather brutal. She watched as his nostrils flared, taking in the sweet scent of her sex. She closed her eyes as his head dipped further, his hot tongue raked along her moist petals sending electric shocks running through her whole body.

		Carrie moaned softly as his tongue began to lave at her pussy. Tasting her, licking her over and over. His tongue winding around her pulsing clit and then diving deep into her moist tunnel. She could feel it sliding between her petals, fucking her almost like a mini-cock. Come to think of it, even his tongue wasn’t so damn mini! She began to writhe beneath his ministrations. Cries and whimpers soon replaced with a scream as another orgasm tore through her. Her fingers wound around his head, her legs trapping him between her thighs. Spike heels digging into his back, his tongue buried deep inside of her.

		She looked up at him, he was crawling up her body now. His muscles rippling, her dewy moisture evident on his face. His fingers gripped her breast, squeezing it brutally, pulling it. His lips bent to her nipple, teeth ripping at it. The painful jolt traveling right through her, a little cry escaping her lips before he silenced it with his kiss. Carrie could taste herself in his kiss. His tongue now driving into her mouth, dueling passionately with hers. The brutality of his earlier assault almost forgotten as her passions peaked. She wanted him. Wanted to feel that huge cock between her legs. Needed to feel it.

		Carrie looked up at him as he broke away from their kiss. She could feel the burning hot head of his cock pressing against her tender petals. Her breath coming fast as she anticipated what was next. Glancing down, she could see that log of a cock sliding up and down between her pussy lips. Feel the heat of it against her. It looked absolutely huge to her as he began to push insistently against her protesting petals. Carrie gasped as she finally felt him push through. The head of another man’s cock was in her pussy. OMG! What am I doing? Forgive me, Bob, but I think I really do want this. She watched fascinated as that monster began to disappear inside of her. Well… She watched for a moment. Then, all she could think about was the feeling of fullness she had. Carrie concentrated as her pussy began to try and expand to take him. It felt like he was tearing her apart with every inch that disappeared inside of her. She’d never felt anything like this before. Not even her biggest dildo could even begin to compare with the throbbing monster that was filling her now. Her pain mingled with torrid passion as she wanted… Needed him to continue!

		Carrie’s head thrashed back and forth on the bedding, her blonde locks flying. Her body now glistening with sweat as Marcus slid further and further into her pulsing depths. She was crying, tears rolling down her face. Little moans and whimpers becoming louder as he moved deeper into her. She felt him pull out just a bit, her whole insides feeling like they were tearing out with him as he did. Then, he pushed forcefully back into her, the last few inches of his marvelous cock crashing into her cervix. That long, thick cock was now buried inside of her to the hilt. His pubic bone crashing against her swollen clit, sending her into orbit. Carrie screamed, her orgasm powerful, shaking her body uncontrollably. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she continued to writhe violently beneath him.

		Marcus held still for a moment, letting her return to reality, his cock buried fully inside of her. Then, he began to slowly pump in and out of her. Muscled arms and thighs rippling with every thrust. His cock nearly tearing her apart, faster and faster. Carrie thought he’d never stop. Or, maybe she didn’t want him to… Her cries continuous now, screams echoing around the hotel room as he took her. Used her just like some slut that he’d picked up off the street, fucking her like she’d never been fucked before. There was no love here, not even a pretense of caring. It was just pure animal sex. Sex that was driving her insane!

		Marcus was driving into her now, faster and faster. Fucking her, sweat glistening on both of their bodies as he pistoned into her like a machine. Carrie writhing beneath him, her damp locks still thrashing back and forth against the bedding. Finally, she felt him begin to swell even more, she knew he was about to cum. He was going to breed her. Empty that hot seed deep inside of her womb. Carrie screamed again as she felt the first pulse burst against her cervix, felt his whole body stiffen and thrust. OMG! Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck! Fuck!!!! “I’m cumming! OMG! Fuck me!” she screamed. Marcus thrusting again and again as his hot seed filled her to overflowing.

		

		*

		

		Carrie lay quietly, Marcus nestled tightly against her still trembling frame. His bulging muscles cradling her. His black hands standing out starkly against her pale breast as he caressed her gently. She could feel Marcus’ cum oozing from her abused pussy, sliding down between her legs. Her mascara leaving streaks on her face from the tears she’d shed as passion had overtaken her. I’m such a slut. I cheated on Bob. On my husband! I’m no better than some whore. Oh, Lord. Oh! My! God! I think I liked it… A fresh tear rolling silently down her face.

		Carrie began to stir as she felt her nipple tighten, Marcus’ fingers toying with it. Teasing the sensitive nub. His touch sending little electric shocks through her. His cock, that beautiful cock, was pressing into the crack of her ass cheeks. He was getting hard again. She glanced down, watching in fascination as his thick black fingers played with her pale breast. Marveling at the contrast between them. He was beginning to squeeze her breasts again, pinching her nipples. Tugging at them, her pulse rate soaring with each pull of her sensitive points.

		Marcus rolled her over to face him, his mouth closing on hers, kissing her. Her arms snaked around his shoulders as he pulled her to him. His hands roaming over her back, her ass. Black fingers kneading her ass cheeks as he French kissed her. Carrie could feel his cock growing, throbbing heatedly between her legs. Knew he wanted her again, that he intended to fill her with his seed yet again before releasing her.

		He pulled her up to her knees, climbing up behind her. His fingers reaching around her, grasping her hanging breasts. Squeezing them roughly, pulling on them as his fingers worked down to her nipples, twisting them harshly. Little cries coming from Carrie as her passion rose once again. Looking down, she could see that throbbing cock hanging between her legs as his hands continued to maul her breasts. Her head began to roll back and forth, blonde locks swaying.

		Carrie watched as he removed a hand from her breast and grabbed that thick black monster, positioning it at her throbbing entrance. She moaned deeply as the thick mushroom head pushed insistently against her pink petals. Letting out a wild scream as Marcus thrust deeply into her! Taking her with one swift stroke. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her arms collapsed beneath her at his onslaught. Marcus, wilding fucking her, thrusting violently into her again and again. No gentleness this time, just pure fucking. Breeding her with his black seed before sending her home to her cuckold of a husband.

		Sweat glistened from her body as he continued to brutally take his way with her. His hands on her hips, black fingers digging sharply into her sides as he thrust over and over. He was crying out now, she could feel him swelling inside of her. OMG! He’s cumming again!!!! Filling me!!!! Marcus yelled out as he began to empty his seed deep in her womb. Carrie’s scream muffled by her face being forced against the bedding, her fingernails raking the fabric of the sheets as she cried out over and over.

		She collapsed down onto the bed as he pulled out of her. A flood of hot cum escaping her overflowing pussy and pooling onto the sheets. Carrie gasping for breath over and over as she came slowly down from her orgasm. Her eyes blurrily became focused on Marcus. He was walking to the bath, leaving her lying there. Walking away without a word, not even a kiss. When he returned, he was dressed.

		“The rooms already payed for Carrie. You were great. You’ve got my number when you want to get together again. Oh… And… Give my regards to your ‘husband,’” he laughed, arrogantly. Then, he walked out of the room, the door closing solidly behind him. She was alone. Alone with her thoughts…

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Carrie had finally roused herself from the tousled bedding. She gingerly walked to the bath, teetering a little in her spike heels. Surprised that she still had them on! She was almost afraid at what she’d see in the mirror. Her hair… Her hair was impossible. Tangled and matted with drops of cum, she combed it the best she could, but it was hopeless without a shower. And, she had instructions from Bob, no shower! Her makeup? That was just as bad. Her mascara had run darkly down her pale face, she looked like… Hell, she didn’t know what she looked like. Her lipstick was badly smeared. Well… She could do a little bit to help the situation. But not a whole lot.

		She washed off the mascara and smeared lipstick from her face as best she could. Reapplying what little makeup she had with her. Note to self: Smear proof lipstick and less mascara for the future. Finally, at least somewhat presentable, she dressed and left the room. Carrie walked gingerly down the carpeted hallway, her abused pussy still burning between her cum covered thighs. She’d wiped away most of the cum that had flooded out of her when she got out of the bed. However, she still continued to leak Marcus’ hot creamy seed with every step she took. The walk across the lobby was something out of a horror story. She knew that every eye there was turned on her, that they all knew exactly what she’d done, what she’d become. A true walk of shame!

		Carrie cried sitting in her car, tears once again streaking her pretty face. Ashamed at what she’d become, what she’d done. Whether Bob wanted her to, or not. His permission didn’t help, it had been a traumatic experience. Even worse, deep down she knew that she’d liked it. Marcus had awoken something feral inside of her tonight. She liked the feel of that strange cock tearing into her, a strange man emptying his seed deep inside of her. It had given her a thrill, an excitement that she could hardly ever remember feeling before. Finally, she pulled herself together and drove home. Making the drive almost on autopilot.

		Pulling into the driveway of the darkened house she realized just how late it was. Glancing at the clock, she saw it was almost two in the morning. Carrie shut off the ignition and slowly exited the car. Walking up to the dark house, she unlocked the door and quietly entered. The house was dark. She had thought… Had hoped, that Bob might be up waiting for her. She expected at least that much! After all, she had done all of this for him. All because he’d asked her to. Pleading with her for months before she had given in.

		She straightened her shoulders and walked down the hallway to their bedroom, her spike heels echoing loudly with each step. The bedroom door was partially closed, she pushed it open and walked into the darkened room. There was a dim light from the TV. Apparently, Bob had left the TV on, but the satellite receiver had gone to sleep, the provider Icon roaming silently around the screensaver. Finally, she saw her husband… Her cuckold, asleep in the reading nook they had in the bedroom. It looked like he’d tried to stay up for her, the night eventually getting too long. A half empty cocktail glass setting on the little table between the chairs, the ice long melted.

		Carrie punched the button on the remote, the TV waking up to a Sirius music channel. The music finally rousing her sleeping husband. “Carrie! You’re home! Are you… I mean… Did you… Did you have a… A nice dinner?” he asked hesitantly. His voice awkwardly fumbling for the words. Not sure what to say.

		“Well… I guess you could say it was different,” Carrie replied dryly. She walked over to the light switch, flipping the lights on in the darkened room. In the brighter lights, Bob could see her for the first time. His eyes almost bulged out of his head as he looked her up and down; the wrinkled dress, the smeared lipstick, the runny mascara, her hair still in wild disarray. He got up from the chair, taking a few steps towards her. Up close, he could see that her hair, still damp from her exertions, was heavily matted with sticky cum. He could detect the strong scent of sex coming from her, she positively reeked of it!

		Carrie haughtily slid her hands behind her, unzipping her dress. Then, she pulled the ties on her halter top, letting her dress fall to the floor for the second time tonight. Facing her husband, her cuckold, she let him see her naked body. Her swollen nipples, dark bruises from Marcus’ fingers starting to show on her cum stained breasts. And, her pussy? OMG! Her pussy was red and swollen, her new little blonde landing strip damp and matted. There were streaks of cum dried on her slender thighs. He could see finger prints starting to show on her pale ass cheeks, marks from the rough handling she’d endured at the hands of the man he’d picked to be her lover.

		“Just in case you’re wondering… The answer is, yes. I did what you asked. I let him have sex with me. I let him fuck me! Fuck me like I was some sort of two-dollar whore! I swallowed his hard cock, his seed, and I let him fill my pussy. Let him breed me! Twice!” she said vehemently. Her emotions starting to take hold of her. Tears starting to fall down her face. “I’m full of his black seed, it’s still oozing out of me.”

		“Carrie? I… I don’t know what to say. Please? Forgive me for having asked this of you. I love you, Darling. So, so much. But, honestly, you look beautiful. I can’t believe how much I want you right now,” he answered.

		Carrie wasn’t sure what response she expected from him, but it wasn’t quite this. Bob thinks I look beautiful? How can I be beautiful with another man’s cum leaking out of me? Marks all over my body? Standing here, used and soiled like some cheap whore?

		Bob reached out tentatively for her, his fingers gently caressing her tear stained cheek. His eyes roaming hungrily over her abused body. He bent and kissed her gently, his lips traveling down her slender neck, her collarbone, kissing her bruised and tender breasts. He could taste the sweat on her body, sweat from fucking another man. Even smell the cloying scent of his cologne. Taste the saltiness of the dried cum on her body, some other man’s seed.

		He kissed her swollen nipples, taking them gently into his mouth, suckling her. His hands gently cupping her abused breasts. A low moan escaping from her lips at his loving touch. His hands went around her waist as he slid lower, kissing down her battered body. His face burying in her blonde landing strip. The scent of sex assaulting his senses. He could taste the dampness, the cum that still clung moistly to her soft curls. “You… You shaved? Just for him? For tonight?” he asked hesitantly.

		“Um Hum, I thought… Oh, I really don’t know what I thought! I just wanted to do something that was special, to mark the occasion somehow. Like I could ever forget,” she replied sarcastically.

		“You look beautiful,” he replied softly. “So very beautiful!” His lips kissing her newly bared mound just below her blonde curls. Carrie crying out as his tongue licked slowly along her moist slit. An orgasm racing through her at his unexpected touch. He was tasting her! Tasting her cum covered pussy, tasting another man’s seed that had been deposited inside of her, over and over. Her whole body was shaking as his tongue swirled around her sensitive clit, then her eyes rolled back in her head as his tongue slid deeply inside of her. A rush of fluids escaping her swollen folds, filling his mouth, as her fingers wrapped tightly in his hair. A loud scream echoing around the room, Carrie only vaguely aware that it had come from her.

		Bob was worshiping at her pussy, eating her out like never before. He was like a starving man being given a feast. His tongue driving her insane as he thrust inside of her cum slicked pussy over and over. It felt as though he was trying to suck all that black seed from inside of her. Carrie was riding an unending orgasm, her cries and whimpers filling the air.

		Finally, he released her. Getting up from his knees, his arms wrapped around her, lifting her. He carried to their bed, the only conjugal bed she’d ever known until tonight. Laying her down gently, he began to undress. His fingers tearing at the buttons to his shirt, unfastening his jeans. As he stripped, Carrie could see his cock, standing out proudly. Full of desire for her. Desire for her battered and abused body. She bent and took his cock between her lips, sucking him into her mouth. Guess what, Hubby? Tonight, you get deep throated. I learned a few tricks tonight that I didn’t know before.

		Bob gasped as she took him deep into her throat. Her nose buried hard against his pubic hair. Her head bobbing rapidly up and down his hard rod, her tongue driving him wild as she sucked and licked him voraciously. He could feel his seed burning inside of him, he was going to cum! He was going to fill his adulterous wife’s mouth with his seed. Something he’d never done before, but something that he desperately wanted to do tonight. Bob cried out as he began to spurt his salty seed down her throat. Carrie swallowing like crazy, but not missing a drop.

		She looked up at him, sultrily licking her lips with her cum covered tongue. Reaching up, she pulled him to her, kissing him. Her tongue driving between his lips, demanding entrance. Letting him taste the cum in her mouth. And, not just his… Then, she pulled back, looked up at him seductively and demanded, “Fuck me, Bob! Take me back Baby. Reclaim me.”

		Bob looked at her lustfully; her cum stained body, her matted hair, the swollen nipples, her abused pussy lips… His cock started rising again. He couldn’t quite believe how beautiful she looked. Almost feral, like some wild animal that had somehow crawled into his bed. Their marriage bed! Her body reeking of sex. The signs of another man stamped all over her.

		Crawling into bed with her, he began to kiss her nipples, suckling her. Low moans, once again escaping from her lips. His hands roamed over her slender body. He could feel the dampness of her sweat, their sweat. The stickiness of the trails of cum that had been left on her body. God! She was irresistible. He couldn’t believe how much he wanted her right now. His cock, now fully recovered, he crawled between her spread legs. His eyes feasting on her swollen pussy, even after licking her so thoroughly earlier, he could still see cum oozing from inside of her. Oh, God! Oh, fuck!

		He slid closer to her, his cock rock-hard again. The mushroom head of his rod now pressing against her swollen nether lips. “Do it, Bob! Fuck me, Baby!” she cried. He pressed into her, her cum slicked walls easily accepting him. Somewhat surprised, he easily slid all the way inside of her with one thrust. Just how big was that guy? OMG! She’s so stretched out. I can hardly feel her! Bob began to thrust deep into her, over and over. Frantically, trying to get the friction he craved from her stretched and slickened walls.

		“Please? Oh, please? Fuck me, Bobby! Take me back!” she cried. “Make me yours again!” Carrie could feel him pounding into her, but… She was too stretched out. Marcus’ huge cock had strained her too far. Try as she might, she couldn’t grip her husband’s cock. Couldn’t bring him off! She pushed him away, her eyes ablaze with unbridled passion. She turned over onto her knees, doggy style. “Fuck my ass, Baby. Do it! Take my ass for the first time! It’s my only cherry, the only thing I have left! Please, take me?” she whimpered.

		Pulling cum from inside her pussy he began to massage her tight flower. Oh, he knew that her pussy would return to normal soon enough, they both knew it. It was just that, tonight he’d wanted to retake her. Reclaim her soiled pussy with his hot seed. But… Well… Her virgin ass could be one hell of a lot of fun! Opening her up, slowly, gently. Carrie whimpering as he slid finger after finger into and around her winking rectal opening. Finally, he eased his throbbing cock against that tight ring. Pressing forward, he felt how tight she was, how unyielding. Carrie was whimpering, a cry escaping her lips as he finally penetrated her. “Oh, God!” she cried. “Oh… Oh… I’m so full! Oh, fuck!!!”

		Bob began to move slowly, going deeper into her virgin depths with each stroke. She was crying, tears streaming down her face. Moans and whimpers coming from her constantly as he went deeper and deeper. Finally, he was all the way inside of her. His balls slapping against her tight little ass. Even from this position, he could see finger prints on her pale ass cheeks. Finger prints from another man, from her lover! The sight driving him insane. He started thrusting into her now, fucking her virgin ass. Taking his whore of a wife! Using her.

		The sheer eroticism of the moment carrying them both. Bob taking her forcefully, something he’d never done before. Carrie’s virgin ass gripping tightly against his throbbing cock as he pistoned in and out of her. This was a night for firsts; the first time she’d deep throated him, the first time she’d let him fuck her ass. At least, her lover had left that for him. For now, anyway…

		Carrie could feel him swelling inside of her, hear his cries as he pounded into her virgin canal. She knew that he was close, he was going to cum in her ass. It was all she had left, Marcus having taken everything else she had to offer. In a way, she was surprised he hadn’t done that too. Maybe, next time? OMG! What am I becoming? she thought. Then, her thoughts were interrupted as Bob began to buck inside of her, his hot seed spurting into her again and again! She cried out as yet another orgasm raked her battered body. How many? How many times tonight have I cum like that? Way too many to count. OMG! I love it!

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Carrie lay quietly in her husband’s arms. Bob had only left her once, to clean up after fucking her sweet virgin ass. Returning to gently hold her cum stained body. Leaving her covered in love juices and sweat. Her body still reeking heavily of sex. For some reason, she didn’t mind. In a way, she almost reveled in it. Not sure what she was becoming, but she knew that things would be different after tonight. They would be different. She would be different.

		They didn’t discuss it anymore until the next day, and then only later. When they’d woken up, Bob had taken her again. This time reclaiming her battered pussy with his seed. Then, he helped her into the shower and washed her abused body. Untangling her cum matted hair and gently cleaning her… Well, her other orifices! Afterwards, they had sex again, right there in the shower. Having to wash all over again, the water running cold by the time they’d finished.

		At breakfast, Bob finally asked the question. Addressed the elephant in the room, if you will. “How are you, Honey? Really? Are you okay after… Well, after last night? After everything that happened? I can’t begin to tell you how much it meant to me. If you never want to do anything like that again, I’ll understand. But… Well… If you do? If you are willing? I want you to know that, that’s okay too. I love you, unconditionally. I just want you to come back home to me, always. To our home,” he said softly.

		Carrie’s heart swelled at his words. It was like a great weight had suddenly been lifted from her mind, from her heart. He still loved her, still wanted her! She couldn’t really explain it, but she knew that as bad as last night had been, she was more than willing to do it again. For Bob, and for herself. She loved the attention. The excitement. Not just from her lover, either. From her husband! Her cuckold! Bob had never treated her like that before. He had been like a starving man attacking her last night. Just the thought of it almost causing her to orgasm right there at the table.

		She looked at him, a tear forming in her crystal blue eyes. “I’m fine, Bob. Really, I am. It was different, I admit that. But… Well… If you want to mark me like you talked about? To get me an anklet? I’ll be proud to wear it, Darling. I’ll be your ‘hot wife.’ I can’t promise how often I’ll do anything like that, but I’ll be open to something if it comes along,” she replied happily. A warm and loving smile creasing her face.

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Carrie’s adventure as much as I did writing about it. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? Don’t forget to check out my other stories and novellas as well.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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