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Chapter One

I'm Lloyd Henry, a fairly-typical African-American guy, I suppose, and I guess I'm one of the lucky ones to have developed a cock that, well, let's just say that it kept on growing through my high school years.

And it grew long and thick enough that I eventually got a bit of a reputation, especially in my senior year of high school where I was voted Prom King.

I am nice looking and do work out some and the Prom Queen who was voted in, Melissa Arnold, was a White girl, a really very pretty blond and she rather boldly asked me get us a room in the hotel the night of our prom and, well, we dated after that until we each went off to colleges in different parts of the country. We were each the first sexual partner the other ever had...she had planned it that way for herself but she was my first-ever, as well.

Then it was when I went away to college that I soon met the woman I eventually married, I began dating Sara Logan, a truly beautiful Black woman who was a senior when I was a freshman. She could easily model and, naked, well, she is simply stunning with breasts that dominate the upper part of her torso and, in back, below, oh, her butt, just below her slim waist, her booty cheeks are full and smooth and luscious. They just draw your hands to them.

Our sex life is just what you would hope, she has always been a tigress in bed, loving to suck my cock so much that I have never had to ask, and, thankfully, I have the stamina in bed to often cum three times putting her through four or five orgasms, even, once in a while, six.

Her body is meticulously free of hair having it lasered away since before I first began dating her, her entire body is soft and lush and silken smooth. I just love to lick her all over her body, it just drives us both crazy.

Now, I'm especially proud that I am able to keep Sara sexually satisfied and we try to maintain a high level of arousal between the two of us, often being naked around the house, especially doing chores and such which can be, otherwise, so boring and tedious. Doing them 'our way,' we just can't keep our hands off one another when we're naked like that.

We have great fun loading and unloading the dishwasher or washer and dryer that way and I often get sucked as we get things done. Yes, things may take longer, but, well, we sure enjoy doing these more mundane things in life our own, lovely way.

Sara and I have sex nearly every night and often twice on Saturday and Sunday with wake-up sex each morning.

So, neither of us is lacking as far as sex goes.

Sara works in an office with a number of other women, mostly around her age...twenties and thirties, though there are a few who are older.

She is the kind of person who makes friends easily and counts most of her fellow workers as friends. So, at one time or another, I've had the opportunity to meet nearly all of them so I wasn't surprised when, one summer day, she got home from work and as she was changing said to me, "Well, were you're ears burning, Lloyd? Right about lunch time?" as she unhooked her bra now that she was home as I stepped to her to take her milk chocolate-brown breasts in my hands.

I was already naked, her thumb rubbing over the precum seeping from my horny cock as I chuckled and told her no.

"Oh, you were who we were talking about most of the time, wanna hear what was said?" she asked as her hand squeezed over my length.

"Sure, I'll bet it's what you're squeezing on right now?" I chuckled as I was teasing her more than anything else.

"You got it, big boy, we were talking about this cock of yours, did it get hard about lunch time?"

"If it did I don't remember but it sure is now. Are you shitting me about you talking with your work-friends about my cock?"

"No, not at all, it was Sonya Tate who asked me if I would answer a question she had about you. I told her sure and then she wanted to know if you were like what they had all heard about so many Black men...that they might be bigger down there than many White guys. Well, her question kind of stunned me, you know, we've all talked about sex stuff before, I've even told them that neither of us have any complaints about our sex life. But now she was asking how hung you are?"

"Did you answer?"

"I was grinning so I kinda had to say something. And you know what?"

"They all want me, right?"

"Well, no one exactly said it quite like that, at least not at first, but as we all talked about you, well, we did have to get back to work, but that's basically what they all told me. I think they were kidding me some, Lloyd, but they asked if I might 'lend you out,' can you believe it?"

"Who was at the table?" I asked eagerly as she kept rubbing her thumb over my cock's head.

"Ella Yates, just twenty or so, she's pretty new, cute, too, Viola Ortega, in her thirties, Sonya Tate, mmm, like in her fifties but pretty nice, really?"

"Oh, I remember her, yes, she's really in her fifties, nice bod."

"Yes, that's her, um, Kelly Pierce, Ellen Frazier, each about thirty, let's see, mmm, oh, and Neena Patel, you haven't met her yet. I told you about her, though, really pretty Indian woman, I'd say mid-thirties. Kind of shy and all but, well, I'd bet she'd be a firecracker in bed. I don't think she gets much of anything at home. And she asked more questions about you than any of the rest."

I just sat there next to her on our bed, both of us naked as she slowly rubbed up and down my, now, very hard cock.

"So they all want what's in your hand?" I laughed.

"Oh, I'm not surprised, your cock is one of the reasons I married you, you know," she snickered and bent down to wetly kiss the head of my cock, giving it a few sweet licks before she rose back up.

"I hope there are more reasons but that one makes me pretty happy."

And then she crawled up over me, lifted her middle, while I steadied my cock for her to begin working me up into her, "Mmm, and that nice cock of yours can make me pretty happy right now, just telling you this has made me kinda horny for what all my friends at work seem to be wanting," as I raised my middle helping her guide me where we were both wanting it. "But right now, it's mine to have and I want it so bad," she panted.

Dinner was after nine o'clock that night, our little discussion about her coworkers had worked the two of us up and it took that long to satisfy Sara. When she gets really aroused, she just doesn't want to stop. Notice that this is not a complaint.

"Lloyd, are you still thinking about you fucking all the women I work with?" she asked me as we were stacking things in the dishwasher as she stood up and pulled our naked bodies together in an open kiss while her thumb rubbed over my cock head.

"You would love that, wouldn't you, you hound dog."

"Well, I would try to do my best for your friends at work, I would try to uphold the reputation of my fellow Black men, what's wrong with that, baby?" I teased her as I shoved my cock at her, taking a swat at her beautiful, round behind.

So, after setting the dishwasher to run, she pulled me back up the stairs for more, we were still naked from our earlier lovemaking and she could easily see that I was still pretty turned on.

"Let's take this to bed where it can be of some use to me, this whole thing has got me as horny as you got me the first time we ever had sex. Do you remember that afternoon?" she asked me as she pulled me back to our bedroom.

She pulled the covers down, then came close to me and just pushed me backward on the bed and got right down to hold my cock and began to lick it all up and down like it was the best soft-serve cone ever...a rich dark, creamy chocolate...her favorite.

"Yeah, we'd met in class and you took me to your apartment, you wanted my cock so bad and all I would do was kiss and lick you all over, like for over an hour, thanks for reminding me," I chuckled as I moved up over her to begin licking and kissing her beautiful lush body over and over as she happily squirmed gripping my hard cock the entire time as I kept it within her reach.

She finally begged me enough that I let her fuck me reverse cowgirl-style, the way she really loves to take my cock so deep when she's super-aroused, just pushed down facing away from me, driving every inch of me into her to then slowly moving in a tight circle around me to begin cumming over and over as my cock keeps her filled just the way she loves.

Sara kept my cock in her like this, cumming over and over, four, maybe five times, until she lifted up enough to turn around facing me, letting me finally have her breasts face-on, round and soft and full with her nipples popped-out to suck as she brought me one then the other.

"Lloyd, if you're a good boy, I might bring one of my coworkers home for you to fuck, what do you say to that?" she grinned as her pussy pumped up and down over my swollen cock.

"Mmm, do you have any plans to maybe have a little sex with one of your coworkers, any girly-sex, perhaps?"

"I have thought about it, I know I've told you about my early years in college, we had lots of fun in the girl's dorm, after all, you were still in high school, just barely out of middle school, I was a freshman in college when you were just starting out in high school...you were definitely jail bait for me back then, lucky I didn't know you then. So, I'm thinking of one of them, maybe like dark-tan-skinned and South Asian?" she teased me rotating herself over my cock, now just enjoying our sex together.

"You must have Neena in mind, right?"

"You should see her, Lloyd, she's really beautiful, mid-thirties, about four-nine or -ten, nice figure, warm darkish-brown skin, so smooth and flawless and, from what she says, a husband who does her every Saturday night and it lasts less than five minutes, he gets himself off and then moves off her, turns out the light and is asleep right after. Isn't that a fucking shame? She told me this just the other day, just the two of us."

Well, I had to admit I was saddened, yet, also intrigued.

Chapter Two

Sara went on to do what she does so well, slowly working my cock into a wild frenzy until I jammed up in her and helplessly spewed her full of my cum and then reached over and turned out the light to stay with her legs splayed over me as my cock eventually dwindled as we drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, dressing for work, she asked me if I might want to fuck her work friend, Neena Patel, and I gleefully said I would as she looked down as my cock now slowly rose upward in anticipation.

We both went off to work and around three that afternoon, she texted me that this Friday she would be bringing Neena home with her to spend the night. It seems her husband was taking their two children to visit his parents for the weekend. And along with her text was a pic of her friend in her work clothes and I couldn't help but take a few rubs over my hardening length. She was really quite a beautiful woman.

It was when I got home that Sara told me she had privately shown Neena a few pictures of me that she had on her phone, ones that were, of course, rather explicit, originally meant just for my wife but, well, she seems to want to share me with her friends from work, so what can I say.

I have read that this happens fairly often the other way around, husbands offering their wives to other men, cuckolding, by name, 'cucking,' for short, and that it's far less common that the reverse happens...wives letting other women sample her man's physical charms.

So, all I had to do is try to keep it out of my
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