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"And your husband is okay with this?" Randy asked, walking out of the car with me.

"Hell no," I said, opening the door and going inside quickly. The air conditioning brushed against my warm bottom comfortably. I wondered how red they were and if my husband could tell that I had just been spanked in his car.

His eyes were wide as he saw me walk into the house naked and grew even wider when he saw the two men behind him. Compared to them, he was a dwarf. The black men were more muscular and much taller.

"That's Todd, my husband," I said. "Don't mind him, he's just going to be watching tv."

"Hello Todd," Randy smirked at my husband, who sat transfixed on the couch, unsure of what to do.

"Don't mind us," Jack said, reaching down to take off his pants. The two men were naked in no time at all, their erections standing upright like they were porn stars.

Jack had a longer cock while Randy had a thicker one. I wondered how differently they would feel inside me.

I didn't have to wonder for long, as Jack pushed me against the couch so that I was bent over the top of the couch with my tits hanging towards the seats. Todd was sitting right beside me and continued to stare at us with a dumbfounded expression permanently imprinted on his face.

"What's going-" he started.

"Ahh!" I screamed at the suddenness of Jack's cock inside me, He had pushed the head of his cock completely into my folds right in front of my husband! In the middle of his question, no less! The whole scene was unreal. I was overwhelmed by the sensation of being stretched by his cock.

He continued to push inside me, pulling out only slightly before pushing inwards to fill me. My pussy walls were stretched as he thrust inside me over and over. I opened my mouth to scream pure ecstasy, only to have Randy press his cock inside my mouth. He kept his hand firmly on my head and slide himself in and out of me, not allowing me to react to his sudden intrusion.

"Your wife wanted to see how real men felt like," Randy told my husband as he stretched my mouth with his impossibly thick cock. I gagged a little when his cock hit the back of my throat, but he was relentless.

This standalone story contains scenes involving exhibitionism, fingered by strangers in a  public changing room, domination and submission, cuckolded husband, & double penetration by two bulls
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It was impossible to get my husband to spend time with me. Todd's calendar was jammed packed with appointments and meetings that started from the break of dawn and ended well past dinner-time. If I was lucky I would be able to catch a glimpse of his back as he walked out of the bedroom in the mornings. He had a fairly sexy back too, if only I had the good fortune to hit that.

I rubbed the bridge of my nose with my forefinger and thumb, trying to will away the headache brewing behind my eyes. The past week had been crazy. I had been trying everything in my power to get Todd's attention. If he didn't start paying attention to me, I'd have to resort to more desperate means.

I took a deep breath as I stepped out of my old Ford, wearing a casual blue shirt and tight jeans. I strode out of the summer heat into the high end lingerie store.

The assistant was standing by the door with a bored expression. I tried not to look too surprised to find a man helping out at this lingerie store instead of a woman.

I licked my lips and tried not to stare at the scantily dress young man. He wore a v-neck top that showed off his muscular chest and cut-off jeans that looked like it was supposed to fit a woman more than a man. His hard thigh muscles stretched the fabric to its limit, every movement he made threatened to rip the pants apart. His skin was tanned and his hair was shoulder-length. I was fairly certain that he was a native American, a suspicion that was quickly confirmed by his name tag.

"Notaku?" I murmured, afraid that I was pronouncing his name wrong.

"It means growling bear," he smiled, "How may I help you today..." he looked at me expectantly.

I considered lying about my name. It was ridiculous. I was just here to get a pair of sexy lingerie, not cheat on my husband! "Shannon," I said.

"What a beautiful name," he said, looking me up and down in a way that made my insides twist. "How may I help you today, Shannon?" he asked, rolling my name on his tongue as if it were caramel.

"I'm just looking for something for my husband," I blurted.

"Your husband?" he raised a skeptical eyebrow.

"For me," I said, "I mean, something for me to wear for... my husband," I mumbled.

"Okay," he said, walking towards me and placing a hand on my shoulder. The touch of his warm, manly hand on my shoulder send a shiver down my spine. I was suddenly acutely aware of how desperate I was to be satisfied.

When Todd came back from work yesterday night, I had prepared all his favorite dishes, only to be scoffed and ignored as usual. I sat in the kitchen and washed my sorrow down with chocolate chip ice cream and black magic chocolate cake.

The native American man continued staring at me, the entire time looking as if he had just stepped off a modeling runway. His invitingly silky hair was tied up in a tight ponytail. I wondered how it would feel like to run my fingers through his dark locks.

I turned away and quickly pushed the thought to the back of my mind.

"Perhaps something black?" he suggested, his accent thick on his tongue.

I wiped my damp hands on my jeans and nodded numbly, not thrusting myself to speak.

Another assistant appeared by his side suddenly. I turned to the handsome new stranger and gulped. He was as white as they come, with his blonde hair and blue eyes. His shirt looked as if it was molded to the hard contours of his chest and his jeans, though not ripped like his friend, Notaku, clung to his muscled thighs.

Here were two men who should belong to a model magazine instead of in a lingerie store.

"Do you want some help, Miss?" he asked.

"I've got this, Bruce," Notaku said.

Bruce kept his eyes focused on me, "I'm sure the lady won't mind any extra help. There's nobody else in the store now anyways." He winked at me and I found myself blushing immediately.

I smoothed down my casual shirt and wished that I had chosen to wear something sexier for the day. The store was air conditioned and smelled lightly of roses. It was a little dim inside the quaint store, though there were rows of lingerie to choose from.

I was dizzy just thinking of all the choices. I didn't have to worry about that, seeing as there were two sexy young men more than willing to help me choose something out.

My pussy was wet just thinking about it.

"I umm..." I mumbled, unsure of what I wanted myself.

"It's okay if you aren't sure what you want," Notaku said with a warm smile. "Bruce and I will help you choose out some outfits and you can just see what you like."

"That would be wonderful," I said, grateful for their help.

"Why don't you have a seat by the changing room over there while we choose something to your liking?"

I nodded and went over to the changing room and sat with my hands folded on my thighs. From where I was sitting, I could see the two men hard at work, choosing out different types of lingerie that were my size.

I wondered if they would watch me change into the sexy underwear and my nipples stiffened at the unbidden thought. I quickly turned my focus to the empty changing rooms, noting the large mirrors on all three walls and a curtain to cover up.

My reflection painted a look of a proper housewife out to do some Sunday shopping. Only I wasn't out for Sunday shopping. I was looking for an outfit sexy enough to awaken my husband's hibernating sex drive. I was almost certain he still had the passion somewhere deep down. I just had to push the right buttons.

Lost in thought, I almost missed Bruce walking up to me.

"Why don't you try this on?" he handed me a scandalous little dress. It was impossible to imagine such little fabric covering anybody.

Instead of arguing, I gulped and took the transparent silk baby doll dress from his hands and walked into the changing room.

My shirt and bra came off first. My nipples were perked and sensitive. I swallowed the urge to touch myself and pulled the dress. The dress barely covered anything at all. In fact, I was almost sure wearing this would be worse than not wearing anything.

I reached under the skirt and pulled my jeans and underwear down to study myself in the mirrors completely. The dress hugged at my curves beautiful. If anything, it was a little too tight, stretching at the chest area so much that my nipples were pulling the dress taut in front so that my pink nipples were almost transparent through the thin fabric.

The bottom of the dress was no better, so short that any little movement would reveal my wet, throbbing pussy.

"How is the dress, Shannon? I have another one that you might be interest in!" Notaku asked from outside, his deep bass sending a vibration of desire through my burning skin. I resisted the urge to open the curtains and let the two young men have
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