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Cuckold Dairies
Chapter 1 The Arrival and the First Touch
Anna Thompson stood in the small kitchen of their modest naval base housing in Norfolk, smoothing the front of her light yellow sundress with nervous fingers. The thin cotton clung softly to her petite frame, hugging the gentle curve of her 34C breasts and flaring just enough over her rounded hips and firm little ass. At five-foot-three, she had always felt delicate next to her husband Alex, but tonight she felt even smaller, knowing his tall, powerfully built shipmate would soon fill their tiny living room. She had heard Alex speak of Marcus Washington for months—how strong he was, how the other sailors respected him, how he seemed to command any space he entered. Anna had smiled politely at the stories, but deep inside a tiny spark of curiosity had flickered. She told herself it was nothing, just the natural interest any wife might feel about the men her husband served with.
The front door opened and Alex’s voice carried through the apartment. “Anna, baby, we’re home!”
She turned, her long dark hair swinging over one shoulder, and felt her breath catch the moment Marcus stepped inside behind her husband. He was even more imposing than she had imagined—six-foot-five, broad shoulders stretching a simple white t-shirt that looked painted onto his deep ebony skin, thick arms corded with muscle, and a narrow waist that tapered into long powerful legs encased in well-worn jeans. His smile was slow and confident, revealing perfect white teeth, and his dark eyes moved over her with open appreciation before settling politely on her face.
“Mrs. Thompson,” Marcus said, his deep voice rumbling through the small space like warm honey, “it’s a real pleasure to finally meet you. Alex never stops talking about how beautiful you are, but the pictures don’t do you justice.”
Anna felt heat rise in her cheeks. She extended her small hand and watched it disappear completely inside Marcus’s much larger one. His palm was warm, slightly rough from work, and the contrast of her pale skin against his dark fingers sent an unexpected shiver up her arm. “It’s nice to meet you too, Marcus. Please, call me Anna. Dinner’s almost ready. I hope you like lasagna.”
Alex grinned and kissed her cheek, but Anna noticed the way his eyes flicked between her and his friend with a strange, excited tension she couldn’t quite read. “She’s been cooking all afternoon, man. You’re in for a treat.”
They sat at the small dining table that barely fit the three of them. The conversation flowed easily at first—stories from the ship, the long weeks at sea, the relief of being back on land. Anna listened, smiling, refilling wine glasses, but she couldn’t stop her gaze from drifting to Marcus’s thick forearms as he cut his food, or the way his broad chest rose and fell beneath the tight t-shirt. Every time he laughed, the deep sound seemed to vibrate straight through the table and settle low in her belly. She told herself it was just the wine loosening her thoughts, nothing more.
Alex, however, was watching everything. He had planned this weekend for months. During long nights at sea he had confessed his deepest, most secret fantasy to Marcus—that he wanted to see his sweet, faithful wife taken by a black man, specifically by someone as well-endowed and dominant as Marcus. He had shown Marcus pictures of Anna in bikinis, in lingerie, even a few intimate shots she didn’t know existed. Marcus had listened with a slow grin and agreed to help make the fantasy real, but only if Anna chose it herself. No force, just patient, relentless seduction. Alex had promised to stay hidden, to watch, to enjoy the torment and the thrill. Tonight he would “go to bed early,” leaving them alone, while he actually slipped into the walk-in closet of the spare bedroom, the door cracked just enough to see the living-room couch where he hoped everything would unfold.
As the meal wound down, Alex stretched and yawned dramatically. “Man, that deployment wiped me out. I think I’m going to crash early. You two finish the wine and watch whatever’s on TV. I’ll see you in the morning.”
Anna looked up, surprised. “You sure, honey? We can all watch something together.”
Alex leaned down and kissed her, his lips lingering a moment longer than usual. “You two catch up. Marcus is good company. I trust him.” He gave Marcus a subtle nod that Anna missed, then disappeared down the short hallway. The bedroom door clicked shut.
The apartment suddenly felt much smaller and far more intimate. Anna stood to clear the plates, her sundress swaying around her smooth thighs. Marcus rose to help, his large frame moving with surprising grace. When he reached past her to set a dish in the sink, his chest brushed lightly against her back. She felt the solid heat of him, the faint scent of his cologne mixed with something darker, more masculine. Her nipples tightened instantly beneath the thin fabric of her dress.
“You don’t have to help,” she said, her voice softer than she intended.
“I want to,” Marcus replied, his voice low. He stood close behind her at the sink, not quite touching, but close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. “Alex talks about you constantly. Says you’re the best thing that ever happened to him. I can see why.”
Anna turned slightly, her hip brushing his thigh. She looked up—way up—into his dark eyes and felt a flutter of nervousness mixed with something hotter. “He’s sweet. I’m lucky too.”
Marcus’s gaze dropped briefly to her lips, then lower to the soft swell of her breasts. “Lucky doesn’t even cover it.”
They moved to the living room. Anna sat on the couch, tucking her legs beneath her. Marcus chose the armchair at first, but after a few minutes of awkward small talk he moved to sit beside her, the cushions dipping under his weight. The movie played on the television but neither of them watched it. Marcus turned toward her, one long arm draped along the back of the couch behind her shoulders.
“You seem tense,” he observed, his fingers lightly brushing the bare skin of her upper arm. “Long week?”
Anna nodded, trying to ignore the way her skin tingled where he touched her. “Alex being gone so much… it gets lonely sometimes.”
Marcus’s hand slid a little higher, his thumb tracing slow circles just below her shoulder. “A woman like you shouldn’t ever feel lonely.” His voice had dropped to a velvet rumble. “If you were mine, I’d make sure you never had a reason to feel that way.”
She should have moved away. She should have laughed it off or changed the subject. Instead she stayed perfectly still, her heart hammering, as his big hand moved to the back of her neck and began to knead gently. The pressure felt incredible. A soft, involuntary sigh escaped her lips.
“That feels… really good,” she admitted, eyes half-closed.
Marcus shifted closer. His other hand came to rest lightly on her knee, just below the hem of her sundress. “Then let me keep going. You deserve to relax.” His fingers worked higher, thumbs pressing into the tight muscles at the base of her skull. Anna’s head tilted forward, her dark hair falling like a curtain around her face. She was aware of how close his thigh was to hers, how the denim of his jeans brushed her bare leg every time he moved.
When his hands slid down to her shoulders and began to work the knots there, Anna let out another soft moan. “Mmm… Marcus…”
“Shhh,” he whispered, his breath warm against her ear. “Just feel it.”
His hands were so large they almost spanned her entire back. He massaged slowly, deliberately, and with each pass his fingers brushed closer to the sides of her breasts. Anna’s breathing grew shallower. She knew she should stop this, but her body felt heavy and warm, liquid with wine and unexpected desire. When his thumbs brushed the outer curves of her breasts through the thin dress, she gasped but didn’t pull away.
“Marcus… we shouldn’t…” Her protest was barely a whisper.
He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Why not? You’re beautiful. You’re tense. I’m just helping a friend’s wife relax. Alex is asleep. He’ll never know.”
His right hand slid down her arm and gently captured her small wrist. Anna’s eyes opened as he guided her hand slowly, deliberately, toward his lap. She felt the heat of his thigh first, then the unmistakable, thick ridge pressing against the denim. Her fingers brushed it and she froze.
“Oh my God…” The words slipped out before she could stop them.
Marcus kept her hand there, pressing it lightly against the massive bulge. Even through the jeans she could feel how huge he was—long, thick, and already hardening under her palm. Her own husband was average at best; this felt like something from another world entirely.
“Feel that?” Marcus asked, his voice thick with arousal. “That’s what you do to me, Anna. Just sitting here next to you, smelling your perfume, watching the way your dress moves over your body… I’ve been hard since I walked in the door.”
Anna’s cheeks burned. She tried to pull her hand back, but his grip was gentle yet firm. “Marcus, please… this is wrong. I’m married. Alex is right down the hall.”
“He’s asleep,” Marcus said calmly. “And even if he wasn’t, I think he’d understand. He knows what kind of man I am. He knows what I have.” He guided her fingers along the length of the bulge, letting her trace its full size. “Go on. Touch it properly. No one’s going to stop you.”
Her resistance wavered. Curiosity and the wine and the heat pooling between her legs all conspired against her better judgment. Her small white hand looked tiny against the dark denim as she slowly, tentatively, wrapped her fingers around the thick outline. Even soft it was enormous. She squeezed experimentally and felt it throb in response. A tiny whimper escaped her throat.
Marcus groaned low in his chest. “That’s it… just like that. Your hand feels so fucking good, baby.”
Anna bit her lower lip hard. Her wedding ring glinted in the low light as she stroked him through the jeans, feeling the heat and the weight of him. Her pussy clenched and she could feel herself growing wet, her panties clinging to her folds. This was insane. This was her husband’s friend. She should stand up right now and go to bed.
Instead she whispered, “It’s… so big. I’ve never felt anything like this.”
Marcus smiled, slow and predatory. With his free hand he reached down and slowly, carefully, unzipped his jeans. The sound seemed deafening in the quiet room. He reached inside and freed himself, lifting the heavy, dark length of his cock into the open air. It sprang upward, thick as Anna’s wrist, veined, the broad head already glistening with a bead of precum. The shaft was so dark it looked almost purple in the lamplight, and it curved slightly upward, proud and intimidating.
Anna stared, her lips parting in shock. Her hand hovered in the air for a moment, then Marcus gently took it again and wrapped her fingers around the bare, hot flesh. Her fingertips didn’t even come close to touching. The heat of him burned into her palm. She could feel the powerful pulse of his heartbeat through the thick shaft.
“Oh God…” she breathed. “Marcus, we really can’t…”
But even as she spoke the words, her hand began to move, sliding slowly up and down the massive length. The skin was velvety smooth over the iron-hard core. More precum leaked from the slit and she watched, fascinated, as it trickled over her fingers, making the glide easier. Her own breathing had turned ragged. Between her thighs her pussy throbbed, empty and aching in a way it never had before.
Marcus leaned back against the couch, one arm still behind her, the other resting lightly on her thigh. He watched her small white hand work his big black cock with dark, hungry eyes. “That’s it, Anna. Stroke it. Feel how heavy it is. Imagine how it would feel inside you… stretching you… filling you like nothing ever has.”
Anna’s eyes fluttered closed. She could picture it—her legs spread wide, that monstrous cock pressing against her tight entrance, pushing deeper than Alex ever could. The thought sent a fresh rush of wetness soaking her panties. She squeezed her thighs together and moaned softly.
From the cracked closet door in the spare bedroom, Alex watched everything. His own cock was rock hard in his hand as he stroked slowly, silently, his eyes locked on the sight of his wife’s delicate fingers wrapped around his friend’s massive shaft. Jealousy and lust warred inside him, but lust was winning. His beautiful, innocent Anna was touching another man’s cock—touching a cock far bigger than his own—and she wasn’t stopping. He bit his lip to keep from groaning out loud.
Back on the couch, Anna’s resistance was crumbling with every slow stroke. Marcus’s free hand slid higher on her thigh, pushing the yellow sundress up until his fingers brushed the damp lace of her panties. She gasped but didn’t close her legs.
“You’re wet,” he murmured, his thumb pressing lightly against the soaked fabric right over her clit. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is fighting it.”
Anna’s hips twitched involuntarily. “We… we should stop. This is wrong…”
Marcus leaned in and brushed his lips against the corner of her mouth, not quite kissing her yet. “Then stop,” he challenged softly. “Take your hand off my cock and go to bed. I won’t stop you.”
Her hand kept moving. Up and down. Slow. Tightening on the upstroke, twisting slightly at the head the way she sometimes did for Alex, only now the cock was so much thicker she had to use both hands to cover it properly. The contrast of her pale skin and wedding ring against the dark, glistening shaft made her dizzy with forbidden excitement.
Marcus’s thumb circled her clit through the panties and she whimpered, her hips rolling forward to seek more pressure. “Oh God… Marcus…”
“Say it again,” he growled. “Say my name while you stroke my big black cock.”
“Marcus…” It came out breathy, almost a moan.
He hooked his fingers into the side of her panties and tugged them aside, exposing her smooth, puffy pussy lips. His thick middle finger slid between them, gathering her slickness, and circled her swollen clit directly. Anna’s whole body jerked. Her hand tightened reflexively around his cock, stroking faster.
“That’s it, baby,” Marcus encouraged, his voice rough with need. “Let go. Let yourself feel good. Alex doesn’t have to know… unless you want him to.”
Anna’s eyes snapped open at that, but the pleasure was too intense. Marcus’s finger was rubbing her clit in tight, perfect circles while two more thick digits teased her entrance, not quite pushing inside yet. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled. She was so close already, her body betraying her completely.
From the closet, Alex could see everything—the way his wife’s thighs had fallen open, the shine of her arousal on Marcus’s dark fingers, the way her small hand pumped that huge cock with growing eagerness. He was stroking himself faster now, his own orgasm building as he watched his fantasy come to life.
Anna felt the tension coiling tighter and tighter in her belly. Her strokes on Marcus’s cock became erratic. “I… I’m going to… oh God, I’m going to cum…”
Marcus pressed two thick fingers inside her at the same moment his thumb flicked her clit hard. Anna’s back arched off the couch. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as the orgasm crashed through her—harder and deeper than anything she had felt in years. Her pussy spasmed around his invading fingers, soaking his hand. Her own hand clamped down on his cock like a vice.
Marcus groaned, long and low. “Fuck, Anna… that’s it. Cum for me. Cum on my fingers while you hold my big black cock.”
Wave after wave rolled through her. When the last tremor faded, Anna slumped back against the couch, panting, her hand still wrapped loosely around Marcus’s throbbing erection. She stared at it, dazed, watching another thick bead of precum well up at the tip.
Marcus gently withdrew his fingers from her soaked pussy and brought them to his lips, sucking her juices from them with obvious enjoyment. “You taste even sweeter than I imagined.”
Anna’s face burned with shame and lingering arousal. She had just let her husband’s friend finger her to orgasm on their living-room couch while Alex slept only a few rooms away. And she was still holding his cock.
Marcus leaned in and finally kissed her—slow, deep, possessive. His tongue slid into her mouth and she tasted herself on him. When he pulled back, his dark eyes were serious.
“We’re not done, Anna. Not by a long shot. But I won’t take more than you’re ready to give.” He wrapped his large hand around hers where it still gripped his cock and guided her in a slow, deliberate stroke. “Tonight you touched it. You came for me. Tomorrow… we’ll see how much more you want.”
Anna looked down at the massive, dark cock still hard and leaking in her small white hand. Her wedding ring caught the light. She knew she should let go. She knew she should stand up, fix her dress, and go to bed beside her husband.
Instead she gave one more slow, experimental stroke and whispered, almost to herself, “It’s so big…”
Marcus smiled, dark and satisfied. He tucked himself back into his jeans with obvious difficulty, then stood and pulled her gently to her feet. “Get some sleep, beautiful. We’ve got all weekend.”
He walked her to the bedroom door, kissed her forehead like a gentleman, and disappeared into the guest room.
Anna slipped into bed beside Alex, who was pretending to sleep. Her body still hummed with aftershocks. Her pussy felt empty and swollen. Her hand still carried the scent of Marcus’s cock.
In the darkness, Alex lay perfectly still, his own cock aching, his mind replaying every detail he had witnessed from the closet. His plan was working. His sweet wife had touched another man’s cock—had cum on another man’s fingers—and she hadn’t stopped.
Tomorrow, he knew, Marcus would push further.
And Anna, he hoped, would let him.
Chapter 2 The Morning After and Deeper Surrender
Anna Thompson lay awake in the dim light filtering through the bedroom curtains, her body still humming from the night before. Beside her, Alex slept soundly—or at least pretended to. She stared at the ceiling, replaying every forbidden moment on the living-room couch: Marcus’s thick fingers sliding into her soaked pussy, the way her small white hand had wrapped around his enormous black cock, the shocking heat and weight of it, the way her wedding ring had looked so wrong and yet so right against that dark, throbbing shaft. She had cum harder than she could ever remember, her legs shaking, her mind screaming that it was wrong while her body betrayed her completely.
Guilt twisted in her stomach, but beneath it pulsed a deep, aching need she had never felt with her husband. Alex was a good man, a loving husband, but his cock had never stretched her like that. Marcus’s had felt like a weapon—long, thick, veined, and so much bigger that her fingers hadn’t been able to close around it. She pressed her thighs together under the sheet and felt the lingering slickness between her legs. Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric of her nightshirt.
She slipped quietly out of bed and into the bathroom, locking the door behind her. The hot shower did nothing to wash away the memory. As the water streamed over her petite body, Anna’s hand drifted between her legs. She circled her swollen clit with two fingers, biting her lip to stay silent, and imagined it was Marcus’s tongue instead. In minutes she was biting back a moan as another orgasm rolled through her, weaker than the one Marcus had given her but still enough to leave her knees weak.
When she emerged, dressed in a simple white tank top and soft gray shorts that hugged her round little ass, Alex was already in the kitchen making coffee. He kissed her good morning as if nothing had happened, his eyes bright with a secret excitement she didn’t understand. “Sleep well, baby?”
Anna nodded, unable to meet his gaze for long. “Fine. You?”
“Best sleep I’ve had in weeks,” he said, and there was something in his voice—almost playful—that made her wonder if he suspected anything. But he couldn’t know. She had been careful. Marcus had been careful.
Marcus appeared a few minutes later, wearing only a pair of loose gray sweatpants that hung low on his hips. His massive chest was bare, dark skin gleaming under the kitchen lights, every ridge of muscle defined. The thick outline of his cock was clearly visible down one leg of the sweatpants, heavy and half-hard even now. Anna’s mouth went dry. She couldn’t stop staring at the way the fabric stretched over that monstrous bulge.
“Morning, beautiful,” Marcus said, his deep voice sending a fresh shiver down her spine. He stepped close to pour himself coffee, his bare arm brushing hers. The casual touch felt electric. “You look even better in the morning light.”
Anna blushed and stepped back, but not before she caught the scent of him—clean soap and that underlying masculine musk that made her pussy clench. “Coffee’s ready,” she managed, her voice too breathy.
They sat at the small table again. The conversation was light on the surface—talk of the ship, plans for the weekend—but every glance Marcus sent her carried heat. His eyes lingered on the way her tank top clung to her breasts, on the hard points of her nipples that she couldn’t hide. Anna kept crossing and uncrossing her legs, acutely aware of how wet she was becoming just from sitting across from him.
Alex finished his coffee and stood. “I hate to do this, but I’ve got to run to the base for a couple of hours. Some admin paperwork from the deployment that can’t wait. You two entertain yourselves. I’ll be back before lunch.”
Anna looked up, surprised. “On a Saturday?”
Alex shrugged, already heading for the door. “Navy life, baby. You know how it is.” He kissed her again, longer this time, and gave Marcus another of those subtle nods she missed. Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.
The apartment felt suddenly charged with possibility. Anna stood at the sink, rinsing the mugs, trying to steady her breathing. She heard Marcus move behind her. His large hands settled on her hips, warm and possessive.
“You’ve been thinking about last night,” he murmured against the back of her neck, his lips brushing her skin. “I can see it in the way you’re moving. The way your nipples are poking through that little top.”
Anna’s hands stilled in the soapy water. “Marcus… we can’t. Alex just left. What if he comes back early?”
“He won’t.” Marcus’s hands slid up her sides, cupping her breasts from behind. His thumbs brushed over her hard nipples and she gasped. “And even if he did, I think he’d understand. He knows what kind of man I am. He knows what I can give you.”
She turned in his arms, intending to push him away, but the moment she faced him her resolve faltered. He was so tall, so broad, so overwhelmingly male. His bare chest was inches from her face. She could see the way his sweatpants tented obscenely now, the massive cock straining against the thin fabric.
“This is wrong,” she whispered, even as her hands came up to rest on his chest. His skin was hot, smooth, the muscles beneath like living stone. “I’m married. I love my husband.”
Marcus leaned down and captured her mouth in a slow, deep kiss. His tongue slid against hers, tasting of coffee and pure male hunger. One big hand tangled in her dark hair while the other slid down to squeeze her ass, pulling her hips against the hard ridge of his cock. Anna moaned into the kiss despite herself, her body melting against him.
When he finally pulled back, her lips were swollen and her eyes glassy. “Do you want me to stop?” he asked, his voice rough. “Tell me right now and I will. No pressure. No games.”
Anna opened her mouth to say yes, to tell him to stop, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead she whispered, “I… I don’t know what I want.”
Marcus smiled, slow and knowing. He lifted her easily onto the kitchen counter, the same way he might lift a doll. Her legs parted instinctively around his waist as he stepped between them. The counter height put her pussy level with the massive bulge in his sweatpants. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and panties together and tugged them down in one smooth motion, leaving her bare from the waist down.
Anna shivered as cool air kissed her wet folds. “Marcus…”
“Shhh.” He dropped to his knees in front of the counter, his broad shoulders pushing her thighs wider. “Let me taste you properly this time.”
Before she could protest again, his hot mouth was on her. His tongue dragged slowly up her slit, gathering her slickness, then circled her swollen clit with deliberate pressure. Anna’s head fell back against the cabinet with a soft thud. “Oh God…”
Marcus groaned against her pussy, the vibration sending sparks through her. His big hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he licked and sucked with obvious enjoyment. He pushed two thick fingers inside her at the same time his lips sealed around her clit and sucked hard. Anna’s hips bucked. Her hands flew to his head, fingers threading through his short hair.
“Marcus… oh fuck… that feels so good…” The words tumbled out before she could stop them. She had never been this vocal with Alex. Never begged. But Marcus’s tongue was doing things to her that made her forget everything except the wet, filthy sounds of him eating her out and the building pressure in her belly.
He worked her steadily, fingers curling to stroke that sensitive spot inside while his tongue flicked and circled her clit. Anna’s moans grew louder, higher. Her thighs trembled around his head. “I’m gonna… oh God, I’m gonna cum again…”
Marcus didn’t stop. He sucked her clit harder, pumped his fingers faster, and Anna shattered. Her back arched off the counter, a long, broken moan tearing from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around his fingers, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness. He licked her through it, gentle now, drawing every last tremor from her shaking body.
When he finally stood, his face glistened with her juices. He kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on his tongue. Anna was panting, dazed, her legs still spread wide on the counter.
“Your turn, beautiful,” Marcus said, his voice thick. He pushed his sweatpants down and his cock sprang free—thick, heavy, dark, the head already shiny with precum. It looked even bigger in the morning light. Anna stared at it, mesmerized and intimidated all over again.
“I’ve… I’ve never done this for anyone but Alex,” she admitted, her voice small. “And even then, not very often. He’s not… not like this.”
Marcus wrapped one large hand around the base of his cock and stepped closer, the fat head brushing her lips. “Then we’ll go slow. Just kiss it first. Taste it.”
Anna hesitated for only a second. Then she leaned forward and pressed her soft pink lips to the broad head. It was hot, silky, and tasted faintly salty. She kissed it again, then let her tongue slip out to lick a slow circle around the ridge. Marcus hissed in pleasure.
“That’s it… good girl.”
Emboldened, Anna opened her mouth and took the head inside. Her lips stretched wide around the girth. She could barely fit more than the first few inches. Her tongue worked the underside while she sucked gently, saliva already beginning to drip down the shaft. Marcus’s hand came to rest lightly on the back of her head—not pushing, just resting there, guiding.
“Fuck, Anna… your mouth feels incredible. So small and hot around my big black cock.”
She moaned around him at the words, the vibration making him twitch. She bobbed her head slowly, taking a little more each time, gagging softly when the head nudged the back of her throat. Tears pricked her eyes but she didn’t stop. The sheer size of him made her feel deliciously used, and the knowledge that her husband could walk in at any moment only heightened the taboo thrill.
Marcus watched her with dark, hungry eyes—her small white hands stroking what she couldn’t fit in her mouth, her wedding ring flashing as she worked his shaft, her lips shiny with spit and precum. “Look at you,” he murmured. “Married little white wife on her knees for her husband’s black shipmate. Sucking a cock twice the size of what she’s used to.”
Anna’s pussy clenched at the filthy words. She sucked harder, faster, one hand dropping between her own legs to rub her clit while she serviced him. The dual sensation pushed her toward another edge.
Marcus’s breathing grew ragged. His hips rocked gently, feeding more of his cock into her willing mouth. “I’m close, baby. You gonna swallow for me? Or do you want it on those pretty tits?”
She pulled off just long enough to gasp, “On my tits… please…” Then she went back to sucking, determined to make him cum.
Marcus groaned, long and deep. “Oh fuck… here it comes…”
The first thick rope of cum hit her chest, hot and heavy. Anna kept stroking him as spurt after spurt painted her tank top and the tops of her breasts. Some landed on her chin and lips. She licked it away without thinking, tasting him for the first time. The sheer volume amazed her—far more than Alex ever produced.
When he finally stopped, Marcus pulled her up and kissed her again, slower this time, almost tender. He wiped a smear of cum from her chin with his thumb and fed it to her. Anna sucked his thumb clean, her eyes locked on his.
From the cracked door of the spare-bedroom closet, Alex watched it all. His cock was in his fist, stroking furiously as he saw his wife’s mouth stretched around that massive black cock, saw Marcus paint her chest with cum, saw her lick it from his thumb like she couldn’t get enough. Jealousy burned hot in his gut, but so did the most intense arousal of his life. His sweet, reluctant Anna was becoming something else right before his eyes—something hungry and shameless.
Marcus lifted Anna off the counter and carried her to the living-room couch like she weighed nothing. He laid her down and stripped off her cum-streaked tank top, then his own sweatpants. Naked now, he settled between her spread thighs, the heavy length of his cock resting against her soaked pussy.
Anna looked up at him, breathing hard. “Marcus… we can’t fuck. Not yet. I’m not… I’m not ready for that.”
He rocked his hips, sliding the thick shaft along her slit, the head bumping her clit with every pass. “Then we won’t. Not today.” He leaned down and sucked one hard nipple into his mouth, biting gently. “But I’m going to make you cum again. And again. Until you’re begging for this big black cock inside you.”
Anna moaned, her hips lifting to meet his. The head of his cock caught at her entrance for a moment, stretching her just enough to make her gasp, before sliding past. She was so wet it would have been easy for him to push inside, but he didn’t. He kept teasing, rubbing, letting her feel the size and heat of him without giving her what she was starting to crave.
From the closet, Alex watched his wife’s legs wrap around Marcus’s waist, watched her small hands clutch at his broad back, watched her push her hips up in silent invitation even as she whispered, “We shouldn’t… oh God, we really shouldn’t…”
But her body said something entirely different.
Marcus smiled against her neck, knowing he had her. Knowing that by the end of the weekend, Anna Thompson would be taking every thick inch of him—and loving it.
And Alex, hidden in the shadows, would watch every second of his wife’s surrender.
Chapter 3 The First Time – The Breaking Point
Marcus kept rocking his hips in slow, deliberate strokes, the thick length of his cock sliding along Anna’s soaked pussy lips, the broad head catching and pressing against her entrance with every pass. Her thighs were still wrapped loosely around his waist, her bare feet resting on the small of his powerful back. The couch cushions were already damp beneath her from the way her body had responded to his mouth and fingers earlier. Now she lay beneath him, chest heaving, her small breasts rising and falling rapidly, nipples tight and dark from his earlier attention.
Anna’s mind was a storm of conflicting thoughts. This is wrong. Alex is my husband. Marcus is his friend. We can’t go any further. But her body had already betrayed her completely. Her hips kept lifting on their own, chasing the friction of that massive cock as it rubbed over her swollen clit. Every time the fat head nudged her opening she felt herself clench, empty and aching in a way she had never experienced with Alex.
Marcus braced himself on one thick arm and reached down with the other, gripping the base of his cock. He rubbed the leaking head up and down her slit, coating himself in her wetness. “You’re so fucking wet for me, Anna,” he murmured, his deep voice rough with restraint. “Your little married pussy is dripping all over my big black cock. Tell me you don’t want this and I’ll stop right now.”
Anna bit her lower lip hard. She could feel the head stretching her just slightly every time he pressed forward. It burned, but the burn was already turning into something hotter, something she craved. “We… we shouldn’t,” she whispered, even as her hips tilted up again. “Alex could come back any minute.”
Marcus smiled, slow and dark. He pushed forward just enough for the head to pop inside her. Anna gasped sharply, her hands flying to his chest. The stretch was immediate and intense—far more than anything she had ever felt. Her pussy fluttered around the thick intrusion, trying to adjust to the sheer girth.
“Oh God… Marcus… it’s too big,” she breathed, eyes wide. “We have to stop. Please…”
But she didn’t push him away. Her hands stayed on his chest, fingers splayed over the hard muscle, and her legs didn’t close. Marcus held perfectly still, letting her feel every inch of the head buried inside her. “Do you really want me to stop?” he asked again, voice low and patient. “Say the word and I pull out. No questions.”
Anna’s breathing was ragged. The pressure inside her was overwhelming, but it felt so good. Her body was already pulsing around him, another orgasm building from nothing more than the stretch. She shook her head, almost frantic. “I… I don’t know. Just… just a little more. We can stop if it’s too much.”
Marcus groaned and pushed forward another slow inch. Anna’s back arched off the couch. “Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh!” The sound tore from her throat, high and helpless. Her pussy stretched wider than it ever had, the burn mixing with a deep, throbbing pleasure that made her toes curl. She could feel every ridge, every vein of him as he sank deeper.
From the cracked closet door in the spare bedroom, Alex watched in stunned silence. His cock was in his fist, stroking slowly as he saw his wife’s petite body impaled on Marcus’s massive shaft. He could see the way her pussy lips were stretched tight around the dark thickness, the way her stomach trembled with every inch Marcus gave her. She’s never made sounds like that for me, he thought, jealousy and lust twisting together in his gut. God, look at her taking it…
Marcus kept the pace torturously slow, feeding her another inch, then another. Anna’s moans grew louder, more broken. “Oh God… oh God, you’re so deep already… I can feel you in my belly…” Her hands slid up to his shoulders, nails digging in. She was no longer trying to push him away. Her legs had tightened around him, pulling him closer.
When he was halfway inside her, Anna came without warning. Her pussy clamped down hard around his cock, pulsing and fluttering as the orgasm ripped through her. “Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh!” she cried out, back bowing, head thrown back. Clear fluid gushed around the thick shaft buried inside her, soaking the couch beneath them. Marcus groaned at the tight, rhythmic squeeze but held still, letting her ride it out.
Only when her tremors began to fade did he push the rest of the way in. Anna’s eyes flew open as the last few inches sank home. She felt impossibly full, stretched to her limit, his heavy balls resting against her ass. For a moment she couldn’t breathe. The pressure was so intense it bordered on pain, but the pleasure beneath it was overwhelming.
Marcus lowered himself until his chest pressed against her smaller frame, his mouth finding hers in a deep, claiming kiss. “You took all of me,” he whispered against her lips. “Every thick inch of this big black cock is inside your tight little married pussy now. How does it feel?”
Anna could only moan. Words had deserted her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding on as he began to move. The first slow withdrawal made her whimper at the drag against her sensitive walls. When he pushed back in, she cried out again, the head nudging something deep inside her that sent sparks shooting through her body.
He started fucking her properly then—long, steady strokes that made the couch creak beneath them. Each thrust forced a wet, obscene sound from her soaked pussy. Anna’s moans filled the small apartment, high and continuous. “Oh God… oh God, Marcus… it feels so good… you’re so big… so fucking deep…”
Marcus braced himself and drove into her harder, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the room. Anna’s breasts bounced with every thrust. Her head rolled side to side on the cushion, dark hair sticking to her damp face. She had never been fucked like this—never been taken so completely, never felt so stretched and used and alive. Every time he bottomed out she saw stars.
From his hiding place, Alex had a perfect view of his wife’s face as Marcus claimed her. He watched the way her mouth stayed open in constant moans, the way her eyes rolled back when Marcus hit a particularly deep spot, the way her small hands clutched desperately at the bigger man’s back. Alex’s own cock leaked steadily onto the closet floor as he stroked faster. She’s cumming again, he realized, watching Anna’s body seize up for the second time.
Anna’s second orgasm hit even harder. Her pussy locked down around Marcus’s thrusting cock, milking him as she wailed, “Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh! I’m cumming… I’m cumming on your cock!” Her legs shook violently around his waist. Marcus didn’t slow down. He fucked her straight through it, drawing the pleasure out until she was sobbing with overstimulation.
Only then did he change positions. He pulled out—Anna whimpered at the sudden emptiness—and flipped her onto her hands and knees on the couch. Before she could catch her breath he was behind her, gripping her hips and slamming back inside in one hard thrust. Anna cried out, the new angle letting him reach even deeper. Her face pressed into the cushion as he started pounding her from behind, the wet sounds of their fucking growing louder and filthier.
Marcus reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles while he fucked her. Anna pushed back against him, meeting every thrust, completely lost to the sensation. “Harder,” she heard herself beg, the word slipping out before she could stop it. “Please… fuck me harder…”
Marcus gave her exactly what she asked for. His hips snapped forward, driving his cock into her again and again. The couch shook. Anna’s moans turned into one long, continuous sound of pleasure. She came a third time like that, face down, ass up, her pussy squirting around the thick black cock ruining her for anything smaller.
Marcus was close. He leaned over her back, one hand fisting her hair, the other still working her clit. “I’m gonna cum, Anna,” he growled in her ear. “Gonna fill this tight married pussy with my load. You want that? You want me to breed you right here on your husband’s couch?”
Anna should have said no. She should have told him to pull out. Instead she pushed back harder and moaned, “Yes… oh God, yes… cum inside me… I want to feel it…”
Marcus slammed deep one final time and held there. His cock swelled and pulsed as he unloaded inside her. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her womb, pulse after pulse, more than she had ever felt. Anna came again just from the sensation of being filled so completely, her pussy milking every drop from him.
They stayed locked together for long minutes, both panting. Marcus’s cock remained buried inside her, still twitching with aftershocks. Anna’s body trembled beneath him, overwhelmed and sated in a way she had never known.
From the closet, Alex watched thick white cum begin to leak out around the base of Marcus’s cock where it was still buried in his wife. The sight made his own orgasm hit without warning. He came hard into his hand, biting his lip to stay silent, jealousy and dark arousal warring inside him.
Marcus finally pulled out slowly. Anna whimpered at the loss and the rush of cum that followed, dripping down her thighs onto the couch. Marcus turned her over and kissed her deeply, tenderly, one big hand cupping her face.
“You’re mine now, Anna,” he whispered against her lips. “At least for this weekend. And I’m not nearly done with you yet.”
Anna looked up at him, dazed, her body still twitching with aftershocks. She knew she should feel ashamed. She knew Alex could walk through the door at any moment. But all she felt was a deep, satisfied ache and a hunger for more.
Marcus stood and lifted her easily into his arms. “Let’s take this to the bedroom,” he said. “I want you on your back with your legs over my shoulders so I can watch your face while I fuck you again.”
Anna wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face against his throat, already nodding.
In the closet, Alex watched his wife being carried away to the bed they shared, Marcus’s cum still leaking from her well-fucked pussy. He knew he should feel betrayed. Instead, his cock was already hardening again at the thought of what he would witness next.
The weekend had only just begun.
Chapter 4 The Bedroom and Complete Surrender
Marcus carried Anna through the short hallway as if she weighed nothing, her small naked body cradled against his broad chest. Her arms were looped loosely around his neck, her face buried against the warm skin of his throat. She could still feel his cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy, warm and thick, trickling down the inside of her thighs with every step he took. The sensation made her shiver. She had never been filled like that before—never felt so much cum inside her, never felt it slowly escaping while another man’s cock was still hard and ready for more.
He pushed open the door to the bedroom she shared with Alex and laid her gently on the bed. The sheets smelled faintly of her husband’s cologne, and the knowledge sent a fresh wave of guilt through her. But it was quickly drowned out by the sight of Marcus standing over her, his massive black cock still glistening with her juices and his own cum, already half-hard again and growing thicker by the second.
Anna lay there panting, legs slightly parted, her petite body flushed and marked from his hands. Her dark hair was a tangled mess across the pillow. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples still tight and sensitive. Between her thighs her pussy was swollen and pink, the lips parted, a steady trickle of thick white cum oozing out onto the sheets.
Marcus climbed onto the bed and settled between her legs again. He didn’t rush. Instead he leaned down and kissed her slowly, deeply, his tongue sliding against hers while one large hand cupped her breast and thumbed the nipple. Anna moaned softly into his mouth, her body already responding even though she had just been thoroughly fucked on the couch.
“We shouldn’t be in here,” she whispered when he finally broke the kiss. Her voice was hoarse from all the moaning. “This is mine and Alex’s bed. It feels wrong.”
Marcus kissed along her jaw and down her neck. “It felt right when I was balls-deep inside you a few minutes ago,” he murmured against her skin. “It felt right when you were begging me to cum in your married pussy.” He sucked one nipple into his mouth and bit down gently. Anna arched beneath him with a soft cry.
His hand slid between her legs. Two thick fingers pushed easily into her cum-slick entrance, scooping some of his load back inside her before pressing deeper. Anna’s hips lifted involuntarily. “Marcus… oh God…”
“Still so tight,” he said, almost in wonder. “Even after taking every inch of me. Your little white pussy was made for this big black cock.” He pumped his fingers slowly, fucking his own cum back into her. The wet, squelching sounds filled the quiet bedroom. Anna’s cheeks burned at how filthy it was, but her pussy clenched around his fingers anyway.
He added a third finger and she gasped at the stretch. Marcus watched her face as he worked them in and out, curling them to stroke that sensitive spot inside. Anna’s eyes fluttered closed. Her hands fisted the sheets. She could feel another orgasm building already, her body still hypersensitive from the couch.
When Marcus pulled his fingers free they were coated in thick strands of his cum mixed with her cream. He brought them to her lips. “Taste us,” he said quietly.
Anna hesitated for only a second before opening her mouth and sucking his fingers clean. The taste was salty, musky, and somehow addictive. She moaned around them as she licked every drop away.
Marcus positioned himself over her again. This time he hooked her legs over his broad shoulders, folding her nearly in half as he lined up his cock with her dripping entrance. The new angle made her feel even smaller beneath his powerful frame. The head of his cock pressed against her again, and Anna bit her lip at the familiar stretch.
“Tell me if it’s too much,” he said, his voice tight with control. “But I think you can take it again.”
Anna nodded, unable to speak. She reached down between them and wrapped her small hand around his thick shaft, guiding the head to her entrance herself. The gesture was small but it spoke volumes—she was choosing this now.
Marcus pushed forward slowly. Anna’s mouth fell open in a silent moan as the thick head popped inside once more. The stretch was just as intense as before, but now her body welcomed it. Inch by inch he sank into her, the wet heat of her cum-filled pussy making the glide easier. When he bottomed out, his heavy balls resting against her ass, Anna let out a long, shaky breath.
“Oh God… you’re so deep like this…” Her voice was barely above a whisper. With her legs over his shoulders he could reach places inside her that had never been touched before. She could feel the head of his cock pressing right up against her cervix with every small movement.
Marcus started to fuck her in long, deep strokes. The position let him drive straight down into her, the wet slap of his hips against her ass filling the room. Anna’s moans came freely now, no longer held back by guilt or fear of being heard. “Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh! Marcus… fuck, it feels so good… you’re hitting so deep…”
From the partially open closet door on the far side of the bedroom, Alex had an even better view than before. He could see everything—the way Marcus’s massive black cock disappeared completely into his wife’s stretched pussy with every thrust, the way her small feet bounced in the air above Marcus’s shoulders, the way her face twisted in pleasure with every deep stroke. Cum continued to leak out around the thick shaft, coating Marcus’s balls and dripping onto the sheets. Alex’s own cock was rock hard again as he stroked it slowly, watching his fantasy unfold in real time.
Marcus fucked her steadily, never rushing, letting her feel every thick inch. Anna came first this time, her pussy clamping down around him as she cried out, legs shaking violently over his shoulders. “I’m cumming… oh God, I’m cumming again!” Her whole body trembled beneath him. Marcus didn’t stop. He fucked her straight through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was whimpering and oversensitive.
Only then did he change the rhythm. He pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in hard. Anna gasped. He did it again, and again, the force of his thrusts making the headboard knock against the wall. The wet sounds of their fucking grew louder—skin slapping, her soaked pussy squelching around him, the occasional drip of cum hitting the sheets.
Anna reached up and pulled his face down to hers, kissing him desperately between moans. “Don’t stop,” she begged against his mouth. “Please don’t stop… it feels too good…”
Marcus groaned and picked up the pace. He fucked her harder now, the bed creaking beneath them. Anna’s breasts bounced with every thrust. Her hands clutched at his back, nails digging in. She came again, sobbing his name, her pussy milking his cock in rhythmic pulses.
Marcus was close. He could feel his balls tightening, the pressure building at the base of his spine. He leaned down until his forehead rested against hers. “I’m gonna cum again, Anna. Gonna fill this tight little pussy one more time.”
Anna’s eyes were glassy with pleasure. She wrapped her legs tighter around him even though they were already over his shoulders. “Do it,” she whispered. “Cum inside me again… I want it…”
Marcus slammed deep one last time and held there. His cock swelled and pulsed as he unloaded another thick load straight into her womb. Anna moaned at the sensation—the heat, the fullness, the way it seemed to push even deeper than before. She came with him, her pussy fluttering around his spurting cock, drawing every drop from him.
They stayed locked together for a long time afterward, both breathing hard. Marcus slowly lowered her legs and rolled them onto their sides without pulling out, keeping his cock buried inside her. Anna nestled against his chest, one small hand resting over his heart. His cum continued to leak out around his softening shaft, warm and sticky between her thighs.
From the closet, Alex watched his wife curl into another man’s arms on their marital bed. He watched the way she stroked Marcus’s chest almost tenderly, the way she nuzzled against him. The sight should have destroyed him. Instead it made his cock throb with renewed need. He had never seen Anna look so thoroughly satisfied.
Marcus kissed the top of her head. “You okay?” he asked quietly.
Anna nodded against his chest. “I think so. I just… I’ve never felt anything like that. Not even close.” She was quiet for a moment. “Alex has never made me cum like that. Not once.”
Marcus’s hand stroked slowly up and down her back. “He’s a good man. But some things he just can’t give you.”
Anna was silent, but she didn’t disagree.
They lay like that for a while, Marcus’s cock eventually slipping free with a wet sound. More cum poured out of her, soaking the sheets beneath them. Anna reached down and touched herself gently, feeling how swollen and used she was. Her fingers came away coated in thick white streaks.
Marcus watched her with dark eyes. “Round three in a little while,” he said. “I want you on top next time. I want to watch those pretty tits bounce while you ride this cock.”
Anna shivered at the promise in his voice. She knew she should tell him they had to stop—that Alex would be home soon, that this had already gone too far. But the ache between her legs was already starting to build again, and the memory of how completely he had filled her made her pussy clench with fresh need.
She looked up at him and whispered, “Okay.”
In the closet, Alex’s hand moved faster on his cock as he listened to his wife agree to more. He knew he should reveal himself soon. He knew the longer he stayed hidden, the more intense the eventual confrontation would be.
But for now, he stayed silent in the shadows, cock in hand, watching his wife’s body glisten with another man’s cum and knowing that by the end of the weekend, everything would have changed.
Chapter 5 Riding Him – The Wife’s Awakening
Anna lay curled against Marcus’s broad chest for several long minutes, her body still twitching with aftershocks from the intense orgasm she had just had with his cock buried deep inside her. His cum continued to leak slowly from her swollen pussy, warm and thick, coating the inside of her thighs and soaking into the sheets beneath them. The scent of sex hung heavy in the air of the bedroom she shared with her husband.
Marcus’s large hand stroked slowly up and down her back, soothing and possessive at the same time. His cock, though softening slightly, remained nestled between her thighs, still impressively thick even in its semi-hard state. Anna could feel the weight of it against her skin, a constant reminder of how completely she had been stretched and filled.
She lifted her head and looked at him. Her dark hair was a wild tangle, her lips swollen from his kisses, her cheeks flushed. “I can’t believe we just did that in my bed,” she whispered. There was guilt in her voice, but it was weaker now, already being eroded by the deep, satisfied ache between her legs and the memory of how many times he had made her cum.
Marcus smiled, slow and confident. One big hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing gently. “You came harder than you ever have before. Don’t lie to yourself, Anna. Your body knows what it needs.”
Anna bit her lower lip. She couldn’t deny it. Alex had never made her feel this way—not even close. She had never squirted before today. She had never begged for a man’s cum inside her. She had never lost herself so completely that she forgot everything except the cock stretching her open.
Marcus shifted beneath her, his cock twitching back to full hardness against her thigh. “You said you wanted to ride me,” he reminded her, his deep voice like velvet. “Get on top, beautiful. Take what you need.”
Anna hesitated for only a moment. The part of her that still clung to loyalty whispered that she should stop this now, that Alex could walk through the door at any second. But the much louder part—the part that was still throbbing and empty despite the cum already inside her—won easily.
She pushed herself up and straddled his hips. Marcus’s cock stood straight up between them, thick and dark, glistening with their combined fluids. Anna wrapped both small hands around it, marveling again at how her fingers couldn’t quite meet. She lifted herself up on her knees and positioned the broad head against her entrance.
The moment she started to sink down, she gasped. Even after everything they had already done, the stretch was intense. Her pussy, still swollen and sensitive from the previous rounds, had to work to accept him again. Inch by inch she lowered herself, feeling every ridge and vein drag against her inner walls. Marcus’s hands came to rest on her hips, steadying her but not forcing.
“Oh God… ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh,” Anna moaned as she took the last few inches. When she was fully seated, his cock buried to the hilt inside her cum-filled pussy, she paused, breathing hard. She felt impossibly full. The head was pressing right against her cervix, and every small movement sent sparks shooting through her.
Marcus groaned beneath her, his hands tightening on her hips. “That’s it… take every inch. Fuck, you look so good like this.”
Anna placed her hands on his hard chest for balance and began to move. She started slow, rolling her hips in small circles, getting used to the angle and the depth. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene—his cum from earlier being pushed out around his cock with every movement, coating her thighs and his balls. She could feel it leaking out of her with every rise and fall.
She lifted herself almost all the way off, then sank back down. The sensation of being stretched open again and again made her moan loudly. Her head fell back, dark hair cascading down her back. Her breasts bounced with the motion, and Marcus reached up to cup them, thumbs brushing over her sensitive nipples.
“Faster, baby,” he encouraged, his voice rough. “Ride that big black cock like you mean it.”
Anna obeyed. She began to bounce on him in earnest, her small body rising and falling, taking him deep every time she dropped down. The bed creaked beneath them. Her moans grew louder and more desperate. “Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh! It’s so deep… you’re so fucking big…”
From the closet on the far side of the bedroom, Alex had a perfect view of his wife riding another man. He could see everything—the way her pussy lips stretched tight around Marcus’s thick shaft every time she rose up, the way his cum from earlier coated the dark cock and dripped down onto Marcus’s heavy balls, the way Anna’s face was twisted in pure pleasure. Alex’s own cock was in his fist again, stroking slowly as he watched his fantasy become reality in the most intimate way possible.
Anna’s first orgasm while riding hit her suddenly. She slammed down hard, grinding her clit against Marcus’s pubic bone, and cried out as her pussy clamped down around him. Clear fluid gushed out around his cock, soaking his stomach and the sheets. Her whole body shook. Marcus held her hips firmly, letting her ride it out while he stayed buried deep inside her.
When the tremors faded, Anna didn’t stop. She kept moving, slower now but still grinding, chasing the aftershocks. Marcus sat up suddenly, wrapping one strong arm around her waist and pulling her against his chest. The new position let him thrust up into her while she continued to bounce. His mouth found her breast and he sucked hard on her nipple.
Anna wrapped her arms around his neck and held on. “Marcus… oh God, Marcus… I can’t stop cumming…” She had lost count of how many times she had orgasmed today. Her body felt like one continuous wave of pleasure.
Marcus flipped them again without pulling out, laying her on her back once more. This time he hooked her legs over his elbows and leaned forward, folding her in half as he started to pound into her. The new angle was even deeper. Anna’s moans turned into one long, broken sound of pleasure.
From the closet, Alex could see Marcus’s heavy balls slapping against his wife’s ass with every thrust. He could see the way her toes curled in the air. He could hear every wet sound of their fucking and every desperate moan that left Anna’s lips. His hand moved faster on his own cock.
Marcus fucked her hard and deep for several long minutes, driving her toward another orgasm. When Anna came again, her pussy milking him rhythmically, Marcus groaned and buried himself to the hilt. “Gonna cum again,” he warned. “Gonna fill you up one more time.”
Anna’s eyes were glassy with pleasure. “Do it,” she begged. “Cum inside me… I want it all…”
Marcus came with a deep groan, his cock pulsing as he unloaded another thick load deep in her womb. Anna moaned at the sensation of being filled even more, her own orgasm extending as she felt the hot spurts painting her insides.
They stayed locked together afterward, both panting. Marcus slowly lowered her legs and rolled to the side, pulling her with him so they faced each other. His cock slipped free with a wet sound, and a fresh rush of cum poured out of her, soaking the already ruined sheets.
Anna reached down between her legs and touched herself, feeling how puffy and used her pussy was. Her fingers came away coated in thick white streaks. She looked at them for a long moment, then brought them to her mouth and licked them clean without being asked.
Marcus watched her with dark, satisfied eyes. “You’re learning fast.”
Anna didn’t answer. She was too lost in the haze of pleasure and the growing realization that she didn’t want this weekend to end. She wanted more. She wanted Marcus to keep fucking her until she couldn’t walk straight. She wanted to feel his cum leaking out of her for days.
Marcus stood and pulled her gently to her feet. “Shower,” he said. “We’re both a mess.”
They walked naked to the small bathroom attached to the bedroom. Marcus turned on the water and pulled Anna under the spray with him. The hot water felt good on her sore muscles. Marcus soaped up his large hands and began washing her body with surprising gentleness—her breasts, her stomach, between her legs. When his fingers slipped inside her again, cleaning his own cum from her, Anna moaned and leaned back against his chest.
His cock hardened against her ass. Anna reached behind her and wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly.
Marcus chuckled against her ear. “Insatiable little wife.”
Anna turned in his arms and kissed him deeply. “I don’t know what’s happening to me,” she admitted when they broke apart. “I should feel guilty. I should want to stop. But I don’t. I want more.”
Marcus lifted her easily, pressing her back against the tiled wall. Her legs wrapped around his waist. He positioned his cock at her entrance and pushed inside in one smooth thrust. The water made everything slicker, hotter. Anna moaned loudly as he started to fuck her against the wall, her back sliding against the tiles with every thrust.
This time it was slower, deeper, almost tender. Marcus kissed her the entire time, swallowing her moans. Anna came twice more before he finally filled her again, his cum mixing with the water running down her thighs.
When he finally set her down, her legs were shaky. Marcus steadied her and kissed her forehead.
“Rest for a bit,” he said. “We’ve got all night.”
Anna nodded, leaning against him under the spray. She knew Alex would be home soon. She knew she would have to face what she had done. But right now, with Marcus’s cum still inside her and her body humming with satisfaction, she couldn’t bring herself to care.
In the bedroom closet, Alex finally stepped out of his hiding place. His cock was spent, his hand sticky. He looked at the ruined bed, at the wet spots and the streaks of cum on the sheets, and felt a dark thrill run through him.
His wife had been thoroughly claimed.
And the weekend was far from over.
Chapter 6 The Shower and the Hidden Watcher
The hot water cascaded over Anna’s petite body as Marcus held her against the tiled wall of the small bathroom shower. Her legs were wrapped tightly around his waist, her arms looped around his neck. His thick black cock was buried deep inside her again, stretching her swollen pussy to its limit with every slow, deliberate thrust. The water made everything slicker, hotter, the sound of their fucking a wet, rhythmic slap that echoed off the tiles.
Anna’s head rested against the wall, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. Marcus’s large hands gripped her ass, holding her up effortlessly as he drove into her. Every time he pulled back, she felt the head of his cock drag against her sensitive walls before he pushed all the way in again, the fat tip nudging her cervix. Cum from their earlier rounds continued to leak out around his shaft, mixing with the water and running down her thighs in thick, creamy streaks.
“Oh God… Marcus…” Anna moaned, her voice hoarse. “It’s so deep… you’re fucking me so deep…”
Marcus kissed her neck, sucking lightly on the sensitive skin. “You feel that, baby? That’s my big black cock claiming this tight little married pussy again. You’re taking it so well now. No more fighting it.”
Anna didn’t fight it. The last traces of her reluctance had been fucked out of her on the bed and against this very wall. All she felt now was the overwhelming fullness, the stretch, the constant edge of another orgasm building in her core. She tightened her legs around him and rolled her hips, trying to take him even deeper.
From the bedroom, just outside the partially open bathroom door, Alex stood in the shadows. He had slipped back into the apartment quietly after leaving his hiding spot earlier. The front door had clicked shut behind him without either of them hearing. Now he watched through the gap in the door as his wife was fucked senseless in their shower by his shipmate. The sight made his cock throb painfully in his pants. He could see everything—the way Marcus’s dark shaft disappeared into Anna’s stretched pink pussy with every thrust, the way her small white feet flexed in the air, the way her breasts bounced against Marcus’s chest, water streaming over them both.
Alex’s hand moved to his own cock, stroking slowly through his pants as he listened to his wife’s moans grow louder.
Marcus shifted his grip and began fucking her harder, the water splashing around them. Anna cried out with every deep stroke. “Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh! Yes… fuck me… don’t stop…”
Her pussy clenched around him suddenly as another orgasm crashed through her. She buried her face against his shoulder to muffle her scream, her whole body shaking in his arms. Clear fluid gushed out around his cock, adding to the mess running down her legs. Marcus groaned at the tight, rhythmic squeeze but kept thrusting, fucking her straight through the climax.
When her tremors finally slowed, he carefully lowered her feet to the shower floor but didn’t pull out. Instead he turned her around so she faced the wall, her hands braced against the tiles. He pulled her hips back and slid back inside her from behind in one smooth motion. Anna moaned as the new angle let him go even deeper. Marcus gripped her hips and started fucking her in long, powerful strokes, the water cascading over her back and running down the curve of her ass.
Anna pushed back against him, meeting every thrust. Her small hands slipped on the wet tiles. “Harder,” she begged, the word slipping out before she could stop it. “Fuck me harder, Marcus…”
Marcus gave her exactly what she wanted. His hips snapped forward, driving his thick cock into her again and again. The wet sounds of their fucking filled the small bathroom. Anna’s moans echoed off the walls. She came again, her legs shaking so badly she almost collapsed. Marcus held her up, one arm around her waist, and kept pounding into her until she was sobbing with pleasure.
Only then did he pull out and turn her to face him again. He lifted her once more, but this time he sat down on the built-in shower bench, pulling her onto his lap so she straddled him. Anna sank down onto his cock with a long, broken moan, taking him all the way to the base in one motion. She began to ride him, her hands on his shoulders for balance, her hips rolling and bouncing as the water streamed over both of them.
Marcus leaned back against the wall and watched her with dark, hungry eyes. His hands gripped her ass, guiding her movements, occasionally slapping one cheek lightly. “That’s it, Anna. Ride that big black cock. Show me how much you love it now.”
Anna rode him harder, her breasts bouncing in front of his face. Marcus caught one nipple in his mouth and sucked hard. Anna cried out, her pussy clamping down around him. She could feel his cum from earlier being fucked out of her with every downward stroke, coating his cock and her thighs in a creamy mess.
She came again like that, grinding down hard on him as the orgasm tore through her. Marcus held her hips still and thrust up into her from below, prolonging her pleasure until she was limp and trembling in his arms.
He stood up again, still buried inside her, and pressed her back against the wall one more time. This time his thrusts were faster, more urgent. Anna wrapped her legs around him and held on, moaning continuously as he used her. When he finally came, he buried himself as deep as he could and unloaded another thick load straight into her womb. Anna moaned at the sensation of being filled yet again, her pussy milking him for every drop.
They stayed like that for a long minute, water running over their joined bodies, both breathing hard. Marcus slowly pulled out, and a thick rush of cum poured out of Anna’s well-used pussy, running down her legs and swirling down the drain. She leaned against him, legs shaky, completely spent.
Marcus kissed her forehead. “You’re incredible,” he murmured. “Alex has no idea what he’s been missing.”
At the mention of her husband’s name, Anna felt a fresh wave of guilt wash over her. She had lost count of how many times Marcus had made her cum today. She had begged him to cum inside her multiple times. She had ridden his cock like a woman possessed. And she already knew she wanted more.
They rinsed off slowly. Marcus washed her body with gentle hands, soaping between her legs with careful fingers that still made her shiver. When he was done, Anna returned the favor, her small hands sliding over his muscular chest and down to his cock, which was already showing signs of life again despite how many times he had cum.
Marcus chuckled. “Insatiable.”
Anna didn’t deny it. She stroked him slowly under the water until he was fully hard again, then dropped to her knees on the shower floor. She took the head of his cock into her mouth and sucked gently, tasting their mixed cum on his skin. Marcus groaned and rested one hand on her head, guiding her without forcing.
Anna bobbed her head, taking as much of him as she could. Her jaw ached from how wide she had to stretch, but she didn’t stop. She wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to taste him again. She sucked and licked until Marcus pulled her up and kissed her deeply.
“Bed,” he said. “I’m not done with you yet.”
They turned off the water and stepped out. Marcus wrapped a towel around her and dried her gently before drying himself. Anna’s legs were still weak as they walked back into the bedroom.
The bed was a mess—sheets twisted and soaked with cum and sweat. Anna didn’t care. She climbed onto it and lay on her back, legs parted, looking up at Marcus with open invitation.
Marcus joined her, settling between her thighs. He pushed inside her slowly this time, both of them savoring the feeling. He fucked her in long, deep strokes, their bodies moving together in a slower, more intimate rhythm. Anna came twice more, soft and shuddering, before Marcus finally filled her one last time with a low groan.
They lay tangled together afterward, Marcus still inside her, his arms around her. Anna rested her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. She felt completely used, completely satisfied, and completely changed.
In the living room, Alex stood near the front door, listening to the quiet sounds coming from the bedroom. He had heard everything—the shower, the moans, the wet sounds of fucking. His cock was hard again. He knew he couldn’t stay hidden forever.
But for now, he stayed silent, letting his wife have this. Letting her discover what she had been missing.
The weekend still had hours left.
And Alex intended to watch every single one of them.
Chapter 7 The Night Deepens – The Watcher Returns
Anna lay curled against Marcus’s broad, muscular chest, her petite body still trembling with the aftershocks of yet another powerful orgasm. His thick black cock remained buried inside her, softening slowly but still stretching her swollen, cum-filled pussy in a way that made her feel deliciously used. The sheets beneath them were soaked — a messy blend of sweat, her juices, and the multiple loads Marcus had pumped deep into her womb throughout the afternoon and evening. The bedroom smelled of sex, heavy and musky, and Anna could feel thick rivulets of his cum slowly leaking out around his shaft every time she shifted her hips.
She had lost count of how many times she had cum today. Her body felt both exhausted and strangely alive, every nerve ending still humming. The guilt that had gnawed at her earlier had faded into something quieter, something she no longer had the energy or desire to fight. Marcus’s large hand stroked slowly up and down her back, possessive and soothing at the same time.
“You’re incredible,” he murmured against her hair, his deep voice rumbling through his chest. “Most women tap out after the first round or two. You just keep taking it.”
Anna lifted her head and looked at him, her dark hair sticking to her damp skin. “I don’t know what’s happening to me,” she admitted softly. “I’ve never… I’ve never wanted anyone like this. Not even Alex.”
Marcus smiled, slow and knowing. His hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing gently. “That’s because you’ve never had a cock like mine stretching this tight little pussy before. Once you get a taste, it’s hard to go back.”
As if to prove his point, he flexed his hips slightly, pushing the remaining hardness of his cock a little deeper. Anna moaned softly, her pussy clenching around him in response. Even after everything, her body was already responding again, a fresh ache building low in her belly.
Marcus rolled them so she was on her back once more. He hooked her legs over his elbows and leaned forward, folding her nearly in half as he began to move inside her with long, deep strokes. The position let him sink impossibly deep, the head of his cock pressing firmly against her cervix with every thrust. Anna’s moans filled the room immediately.
“Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh! God, Marcus… you’re so deep… it feels so fucking good…”
Marcus fucked her steadily, his powerful body moving over hers with controlled strength. The wet, squelching sounds of his cock sliding through the mess of cum already inside her were obscene and constant. Every time he pulled back, thick white streaks coated his dark shaft before he pushed back in, fucking his own loads deeper into her. Anna’s hands clutched at his broad shoulders, her nails digging in as another orgasm built quickly.
From the living room, the sound of the front door opening was quiet, almost inaudible over Anna’s moans. Alex stepped inside, closing the door softly behind him. He had been gone for hours — long enough to let them have the apartment to themselves, long enough to drive around and process everything he had witnessed while hidden in the closet. His cock was already half-hard again just from the sounds coming from the bedroom.
He moved silently down the short hallway and paused at the open bedroom door. The sight that greeted him made his breath catch.
Marcus had Anna folded beneath him on their marital bed, her small white body nearly bent in half, legs over his elbows, while his thick black cock pistoned in and out of her stretched pussy. Cum leaked out around the shaft with every thrust, running down the crack of her ass and soaking the sheets. Anna’s face was twisted in pure ecstasy, her mouth open in a continuous stream of broken moans. Her small breasts bounced with every deep stroke, her dark hair fanned across the pillow.
Alex’s cock hardened fully in his pants as he watched. He stayed in the doorway, half-hidden in shadow, one hand pressing against the front of his jeans. He knew he should announce himself. He knew this had gone far beyond simple watching. But the sight of his wife — his sweet, faithful Anna — being fucked so thoroughly, so deeply, so completely by another man was too intoxicating to interrupt.
Marcus glanced up and caught sight of Alex in the doorway. Their eyes met for a long moment. Marcus didn’t stop fucking Anna. Instead, he gave Alex a slow, knowing nod and thrust even deeper, making Anna cry out loudly.
“Oh God… Marcus… I’m gonna cum again… please don’t stop…”
Marcus leaned down and kissed her hard, swallowing her moans as he picked up the pace. His hips snapped forward, the wet slap of skin on skin growing louder. Anna came with a broken sob, her pussy clamping down around him, fresh fluid gushing out around his cock and adding to the mess on the sheets.
Alex’s hand moved to his own cock, stroking through his pants as he watched his wife cum on another man’s cock for what had to be the tenth time that day.
Marcus didn’t slow down. He fucked Anna through her orgasm and kept going, driving into her with powerful, relentless strokes. Anna’s legs shook in the air. Her hands slid down to grip his ass, pulling him deeper, urging him on.
“Cum in me again,” she begged, her voice hoarse and desperate. “Please… I want to feel it… fill me up…”
Marcus groaned, his rhythm faltering as he slammed deep one final time. His cock pulsed hard inside her as he unloaded yet another thick load straight into her already flooded womb. Anna moaned long and low at the sensation, her pussy milking him for every drop.
They stayed locked together for a long minute, both panting. Marcus slowly lowered her legs and rolled to the side, pulling her with him so they faced each other. His cock slipped free with a wet sound, and a thick rush of cum poured out of Anna’s well-used pussy, coating her thighs and the sheets beneath them.
Anna reached down between her legs and touched herself gently, feeling how puffy and sensitive she was. Her fingers came away coated in thick white streaks. She brought them to her mouth without hesitation and licked them clean, her eyes half-closed in satisfaction.
From the doorway, Alex watched it all. His cock was rock hard, leaking steadily into his underwear. He had never seen his wife like this — so shameless, so hungry, so completely lost in pleasure. The guilt he felt was real, but it was dwarfed by the dark, intense arousal that had been building all day.
Marcus noticed Alex still standing there. He gave another subtle nod, then turned his attention back to Anna. His large hand cupped her face, turning her toward him for a slow, deep kiss.
“You’re not done yet, are you?” he asked quietly, his voice low enough that Alex could just hear it.
Anna shook her head, her cheeks flushed. “I don’t think I can stop. Not tonight. Not after everything…”
Marcus smiled and kissed her again. “Good girl.”
He rolled her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up so she was on her knees, ass in the air. Anna moaned softly as he positioned himself behind her. His cock, still hard despite how many times he had cum, pressed against her entrance. He pushed inside in one smooth thrust, and Anna buried her face in the pillow to muffle her cry of pleasure.
Marcus fucked her in long, deep strokes from behind, his hands gripping her hips. The position let him go even deeper, and Anna’s muffled moans grew louder with every thrust. Cum from earlier rounds was pushed out around his cock with every movement, running down her thighs in creamy rivulets.
Alex stepped fully into the room now, staying near the door. He could see everything clearly — the way Marcus’s thick black shaft stretched Anna’s pink pussy, the way her ass rippled with every thrust, the way fresh cum leaked out with every withdrawal. His own hand moved to his cock, stroking openly now as he watched.
Anna lifted her head from the pillow and glanced toward the door. For a split second her eyes met Alex’s. She froze for half a heartbeat, her mouth falling open in shock and something else — something like relief mixed with fresh arousal.
But she didn’t stop. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she pushed back harder against Marcus’s cock and moaned louder, her eyes staying locked on her husband’s as another man fucked her from behind on their marital bed.
Alex’s cock jerked in his hand at the eye contact. He didn’t look away. He didn’t speak. He just watched, stroking himself, as his wife surrendered completely to the pleasure Marcus was giving her.
Marcus noticed the shift. He leaned over Anna’s back, one hand sliding around to rub her clit while he continued thrusting. “He’s watching, baby,” he murmured in her ear, loud enough for Alex to hear. “Your husband is standing right there watching me fuck his wife. And you’re still pushing back on my cock like you can’t get enough.”
Anna moaned brokenly, her eyes never leaving Alex’s. “I can’t… I can’t stop… it feels too good…”
Marcus fucked her harder, his fingers working her clit in tight circles. Anna came again with a long, sobbing cry, her pussy clamping down around him. Marcus followed soon after, burying himself deep and flooding her one more time.
When he finally pulled out, Anna collapsed forward onto the bed, trembling and spent. Thick cum poured out of her in a steady stream, soaking the sheets beneath her.
Alex stood in the doorway, his own cock in his hand, breathing hard. The room was silent except for the sound of all three of them catching their breath.
Anna turned her head on the pillow and looked at her husband. There was no shame in her eyes now — only exhaustion, satisfaction, and a quiet question.
Alex didn’t speak. He simply nodded once, stepped back into the shadows of the hallway, and closed the door softly behind him.
The weekend was far from over.
And none of them were the same anymore.
Chapter 8 The Watcher Steps In – Eyes Wide Open
The bedroom was thick with the scent of sex. The sheets were ruined — twisted, soaked through with sweat and the multiple loads of cum Marcus had pumped into Anna throughout the day. She lay on her stomach, face turned to the side, her petite body still trembling from the last orgasm. Thick white streaks continued to leak from her swollen, well-used pussy, running down the inside of her thighs and pooling on the mattress beneath her. Her dark hair was a wild tangle across the pillow, and her breathing was slow but still uneven.
Marcus lay beside her, one large hand resting possessively on the curve of her ass. His thick black cock, still glistening with their combined fluids, rested heavy against his thigh. Even soft, it was impressive — long, veined, and far larger than anything Anna had ever taken before today. He stroked her back slowly, his touch both soothing and claiming.
Anna’s mind was a haze of exhaustion and satisfaction. She had never been fucked like this in her life. Never been stretched so completely, never been filled with so much cum, never cum so many times in one day. The guilt she had felt earlier had been fucked out of her, replaced by a deep, aching need that still pulsed between her legs even now.
The soft sound of the bedroom door opening made her lift her head. Alex stood in the doorway again, no longer hiding in the shadows. He had come back. His eyes moved over the scene — his wife’s naked, cum-streaked body on their marital bed, another man’s cock resting beside her, the obvious evidence of how thoroughly she had been used.
Anna didn’t look away. She met her husband’s gaze directly. There was no shame in her eyes now, only a quiet acceptance and the lingering haze of pleasure. She had seen him watching earlier. She had kept going anyway. And now he was here, standing in the open, seeing everything.
Alex closed the door behind him and walked slowly to the chair in the corner of the room. He sat down without speaking, his eyes never leaving his wife. His cock was visibly hard in his pants, straining against the fabric. He didn’t try to hide it.
Marcus noticed the shift. He glanced at Alex, gave a small nod of acknowledgment, then turned his attention back to Anna. His large hand slid between her legs from behind, fingers gently parting her puffy folds. Cum coated his fingers immediately. He pushed two thick digits inside her slowly, fucking the mess back into her with gentle strokes.
Anna moaned softly, her hips lifting slightly off the bed. “Marcus…”
“Shhh,” he murmured, leaning down to kiss her shoulder. “He’s watching. Let him see how much you need this.”
Anna’s eyes stayed on Alex as Marcus’s fingers moved inside her. She could see the way her husband’s hand had moved to his own cock, stroking it slowly through his pants. The sight sent a fresh rush of heat through her. She pushed back against Marcus’s hand, taking his fingers deeper.
Marcus withdrew his fingers and moved behind her. He lifted her hips until she was on her knees again, ass up, face still turned toward Alex. His thick cock slid along her slit, coating itself in the cum already leaking from her. Then he pressed the broad head against her entrance and pushed inside in one smooth, deep thrust.
Anna cried out, her hands fisting the sheets. Even after everything, the stretch was intense. Marcus’s cock filled her completely, the head nudging deep inside her as he bottomed out. He held still for a moment, letting her feel every thick inch, then began to move in long, steady strokes.
The wet, squelching sounds were loud in the quiet room. Every time Marcus pulled back, thick strands of cum coated his dark shaft before he pushed back in, fucking the previous loads deeper into her. Anna’s moans filled the space, high and continuous.
“Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh! God… Marcus… it’s so deep… you’re fucking me so deep…”
Her eyes never left Alex’s. She watched her husband watch her. Watched the way his hand moved faster on his cock as another man’s thick black shaft disappeared into her stretched pussy again and again. The taboo of it — being fucked while her husband sat in the corner stroking himself — sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.
Marcus reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles while he fucked her. Anna’s moans turned into broken sobs of pleasure. She came hard, her pussy clamping down around Marcus’s cock, fresh fluid gushing out around him and adding to the mess running down her thighs. Her whole body shook, but she kept her eyes on Alex the entire time.
Alex’s breathing had grown heavier. He had unzipped his pants now, his own cock in his hand, stroking openly as he watched his wife cum on another man’s cock. The sight of Anna’s face twisted in ecstasy, her small body taking every inch of Marcus’s massive shaft, was almost too much.
Marcus didn’t stop. He kept fucking her through the orgasm, his hips snapping forward with more force now. The bed creaked beneath them. Anna pushed back against him, meeting every thrust, her moans growing louder again.
“Harder,” she begged, her voice hoarse. “Fuck me harder… I want to feel it tomorrow…”
Marcus gave her what she asked for. His hands gripped her hips tightly as he drove into her with powerful strokes. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the room. Cum continued to leak out around his cock with every withdrawal, running down Anna’s thighs in creamy streaks.
Anna came again, sobbing into the pillow, her pussy milking Marcus’s cock in rhythmic pulses. This time Marcus followed her over the edge. He slammed deep and held there, his cock pulsing as he unloaded another thick load straight into her already flooded womb. Anna moaned long and low at the sensation, feeling the heat of it spreading inside her.
Marcus stayed buried inside her for a long minute, both of them breathing hard. When he finally pulled out, a thick rush of cum poured from Anna’s well-used pussy, soaking the sheets beneath her even more. She collapsed forward onto the bed, trembling and spent.
Alex sat in the chair, his own cock in his hand, breathing just as hard. He hadn’t cum yet. He was holding back, watching everything with dark, intense eyes.
Marcus rolled Anna onto her back and settled between her legs again. He pushed inside her slowly this time, both of them savoring the feeling. He fucked her in long, deep strokes while she lay beneath him, her legs wrapped loosely around his waist. Anna’s arms came up around his neck, pulling him down for a slow, deep kiss.
Her eyes found Alex’s again over Marcus’s shoulder. She didn’t look away. She kissed Marcus harder, moaning into his mouth as another orgasm built and crashed through her. Marcus came again not long after, filling her one more time with a low groan.
When he finally pulled out and rolled to the side, Anna lay there panting, cum leaking steadily from her. She looked at her husband, still sitting in the chair, still hard, still watching.
Alex stood up slowly. He walked to the side of the bed and looked down at his wife. His eyes moved over her naked, marked body — the cum on her thighs, the flushed skin, the satisfied exhaustion in her eyes.
He didn’t speak. He simply reached down and brushed a strand of hair from her face with surprising gentleness. Then he sat on the edge of the bed, close enough to touch, and wrapped his hand around his own cock again.
Marcus watched the interaction with a small smile. He reached over and ran two fingers through the mess between Anna’s legs, then brought them to her lips. Anna sucked them clean without hesitation, her eyes on her husband the entire time.
The night was still young.
And now, with Alex no longer hiding in the shadows, everything had changed.
Chapter 9 The Cuckold Watches Up Close – Shared Pleasure
Anna lay on her back in the center of the ruined bed, her petite body glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. Thick white cum continued to leak slowly from her swollen, thoroughly used pussy, running down the crack of her ass and soaking into the already drenched sheets. Her legs were still parted, her chest rising and falling with each breath. The bedroom was heavy with the scent of sex — the musky smell of Marcus’s cum mixed with her own arousal and the faint trace of Alex’s cologne from the sheets.
Marcus sat on the edge of the bed beside her, one large hand resting on her thigh. His thick black cock, still half-hard and glistening with their combined fluids, rested against his leg. He looked completely at ease, as if fucking another man’s wife on their marital bed while the husband watched was the most natural thing in the world.
Alex sat closer now. He had moved from the chair to the side of the bed, only a foot or two away from his wife. His pants were open, his own cock in his hand, slowly stroking as he took in the sight of Anna’s marked body. His eyes moved over every detail — the cum on her thighs, the flushed skin of her breasts, the way her pussy still pulsed and leaked. He had never seen her like this. Never seen her so completely satisfied, so shamelessly used.
Anna turned her head on the pillow and looked at him. There was no shame in her eyes anymore. Only exhaustion, deep satisfaction, and a quiet hunger that hadn’t fully faded. She reached out one small hand and touched Alex’s arm.
“You’re really here,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from all the moaning.
Alex nodded. His hand kept moving on his cock. “I’ve been here the whole time,” he admitted quietly. “Watching.”
Anna’s fingers tightened on his arm for a moment. Then she let go and turned her attention back to Marcus as he moved between her legs again. She didn’t protest. She didn’t close her thighs. Instead, she lifted her hips slightly in invitation as Marcus positioned the broad head of his cock against her cum-slick entrance.
He pushed inside her slowly, both of them groaning at the feeling. Even after everything, Anna’s pussy was still tight around him, gripping the thick shaft as he sank deeper. Cum from earlier loads was pushed out around his cock, coating his balls and running down her ass in thick streaks. The wet, filthy sound of it filled the room.
Anna moaned long and low, her back arching off the bed. “Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh… God, it’s still so big…”
Marcus started to fuck her in long, deep strokes, his powerful body moving over hers with controlled strength. The bed creaked beneath them. Every thrust forced more cum out of her, the mess growing wetter and louder with each movement. Anna’s legs came up around his waist, pulling him deeper.
Alex watched from inches away. He could see everything — the way Marcus’s thick black cock stretched his wife’s pink pussy, the way her lips clung to the shaft on every withdrawal, the way fresh cum leaked out around it. His own cock jerked in his hand at the sight.
Anna turned her head again and looked at her husband. Her eyes were glassy with pleasure. “He’s so deep, Alex,” she breathed. “I can feel him in my belly… he’s fucking me so much deeper than you ever could…”
The words sent a sharp jolt of arousal through Alex. He stroked himself faster, his breathing growing heavier. He had fantasized about this for so long — hearing his wife admit how much better another man felt — but nothing had prepared him for the reality of it.
Marcus leaned down and kissed Anna deeply, swallowing her moans as he picked up the pace. His hips snapped forward, driving his cock into her with more force. Anna’s hands clutched at his back, her nails digging in. She came again with a broken cry, her pussy clamping down around him, fresh fluid gushing out and adding to the mess.
Marcus didn’t stop. He fucked her straight through the orgasm, his thrusts growing harder and faster. The wet sounds of their fucking filled the small room. Anna’s moans turned into one long, continuous sound of pleasure.
Alex reached out without thinking and brushed his fingers over Anna’s cheek. She turned into the touch, her eyes finding his again. “Touch me,” she whispered. “Please… I want you to touch me while he fucks me…”
Alex’s hand moved down her body. He cupped one of her breasts, thumb brushing over her hard nipple. Anna moaned louder at the combined sensation — Marcus’s thick cock pounding into her while her husband’s hand caressed her. Alex’s other hand kept stroking his own cock, now only inches from her face.
Marcus noticed the shift. He slowed his thrusts slightly, giving Anna room to move. She turned her head toward Alex and opened her mouth. Without hesitation, she took the head of her husband’s cock between her lips and sucked gently, her eyes fluttering closed at the taste of him mixed with the overwhelming pleasure of being fucked by Marcus.
Alex groaned, his hand moving to the back of her head. He didn’t push. He simply held her as she sucked him, her moans vibrating around his cock every time Marcus thrust deep inside her.
The sight was almost too much for Alex. His sweet, faithful wife — the woman who had always been shy about oral — was now sucking his cock while another man’s massive black shaft stretched her pussy wide open. Cum leaked steadily from her with every thrust, running down her ass and soaking the sheets.
Marcus picked up the pace again. He fucked Anna harder, his heavy balls slapping against her with every stroke. Anna moaned around Alex’s cock, her body shaking as another orgasm built. She came hard, her pussy milking Marcus’s cock while she sucked her husband deeper into her mouth.
Marcus groaned and slammed deep one final time. His cock pulsed as he unloaded yet another thick load straight into Anna’s womb. She moaned loudly around Alex’s cock at the sensation of being filled again, her body trembling between the two men.
When Marcus finally pulled out, a thick rush of cum poured from Anna’s well-used pussy. Alex watched it happen, his own cock still in his wife’s mouth. The sight pushed him over the edge. He came with a low groan, his cum spilling onto Anna’s tongue. She swallowed without hesitation, her eyes locked on his the entire time.
The room fell quiet except for the sound of all three of them breathing hard.
Marcus rolled to the side, giving Anna space. She lay there between them, cum leaking from her pussy and the taste of her husband still on her tongue. Her body felt completely spent, yet strangely satisfied in a way she had never known.
Alex reached out and stroked her hair gently. There was no anger in his eyes. Only a deep, dark arousal and something that looked almost like gratitude.
Marcus watched them both with a small, satisfied smile. “The night’s not over yet,” he said quietly. “If you want more.”
Anna turned her head and looked at her husband. She didn’t speak. She simply reached for his hand and laced their fingers together, then looked back at Marcus with clear invitation in her eyes.
Alex squeezed her hand once.
Then he nodded.
The weekend still had hours left.
And now, with all three of them in the same bed, the real surrender had only just begun.
Chapter 10 The Three of Them – Full Surrender
The bedroom was quiet except for the sound of three people breathing in the aftermath of what had just happened. Anna lay in the center of the bed, her petite body completely spent. Thick white cum continued to leak steadily from her swollen pussy, running down the crack of her ass and soaking the already ruined sheets beneath her. Her dark hair was a tangled mess across the pillow, her lips still glistening from where she had swallowed her husband’s load only minutes earlier. Her legs were parted, her small breasts rising and falling with each slow breath.
Alex sat on the edge of the bed beside her, his cock still half-hard in his hand. He couldn’t stop staring at his wife. He had watched Marcus fuck her for hours — had seen her cum more times than he could count, had watched her beg for another man’s cock, had even felt her lips around his own cock while she was being stretched and filled. The reality of it was so much more intense than any fantasy he had ever had.
Marcus lay on Anna’s other side, one large hand resting possessively on her thigh. His thick black cock, still impressive even when soft, rested against his leg. He looked completely relaxed, as if sharing another man’s wife in their marital bed was the most natural thing in the world.
Anna turned her head and looked at Alex. There was no guilt left in her eyes. Only exhaustion and a deep, satisfied ache that still pulsed between her legs. She reached out and took his hand, lacing their fingers together.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered, though her voice didn’t sound sorry at all. “I didn’t mean for it to go this far… but I couldn’t stop. He feels so good, Alex. I’ve never felt anything like it.”
Alex squeezed her hand. His cock twitched at her words. “I know,” he said quietly. “I’ve been watching the whole time. I wanted this. I wanted to see you like this.”
Anna’s eyes widened slightly, then softened. She turned to Marcus and reached for him too, her small hand sliding over his broad chest. “I want more,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m not ready to stop yet.”
Marcus smiled, slow and dark. He rolled toward her and kissed her deeply, his tongue sliding against hers. Anna moaned softly into his mouth, her body already responding despite how thoroughly she had been used. When Marcus pulled back, he looked at Alex.
“You want to watch her take me again?” he asked, his deep voice low and calm.
Alex nodded without hesitation. His hand was already moving on his own cock again.
Marcus moved between Anna’s legs once more. He lifted her hips and slid a pillow beneath them, raising her ass slightly. Then he positioned the thick head of his cock against her cum-slick entrance and pushed inside in one smooth, deep thrust.
Anna cried out, her back arching off the bed. Even after everything, the stretch was intense. Marcus’s cock filled her completely, the head nudging deep inside her as he sank all the way to the base. Cum from earlier loads was pushed out around his shaft, coating his balls and running down her ass in thick, creamy streaks.
“Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh!” Anna moaned, her hands clutching at the sheets. “God, Marcus… it’s so big… you’re stretching me so much…”
Marcus started to fuck her in long, steady strokes. The wet, filthy sounds of his cock sliding through the mess inside her filled the room. Every time he pulled back, thick strands of cum coated his dark shaft before he pushed back in, fucking the previous loads deeper into her womb. Anna’s moans grew louder with every thrust.
Alex moved closer. He sat right beside her now, his hand stroking his cock only inches from her face. He reached out with his free hand and cupped one of her breasts, thumb brushing over her hard nipple. Anna turned her head toward him and moaned louder at the added sensation.
Marcus fucked her harder, his powerful hips snapping forward. The bed creaked beneath them. Anna’s small body rocked with every thrust, her breasts bouncing in Alex’s hand. She came suddenly, her pussy clamping down around Marcus’s cock as clear fluid gushed out around him. Her whole body shook, but Marcus didn’t stop. He kept fucking her straight through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was sobbing with pleasure.
Alex leaned down and kissed her. Anna moaned into his mouth, her tongue sliding against his while another man’s thick black cock pounded into her. The kiss was deep and hungry. When Alex pulled back, Anna looked at him with glassy, desperate eyes.
“Touch yourself,” she whispered. “I want to watch you while he fucks me.”
Alex stroked his cock faster, his eyes locked on hers. Marcus reached down and rubbed her clit in tight circles while he continued thrusting. Anna came again almost immediately, her pussy milking Marcus’s cock in rhythmic pulses. This time Marcus followed her over the edge. He slammed deep and held there, his cock pulsing as he unloaded another thick load straight into her already flooded womb.
Anna moaned long and low at the sensation of being filled yet again. When Marcus finally pulled out, a thick rush of cum poured from her well-used pussy, soaking the sheets even more. She lay there trembling, completely spent but still somehow wanting more.
Marcus rolled to the side, giving Alex space. Alex moved between his wife’s legs without being asked. He didn’t try to fuck her — he knew he couldn’t compare to what she had just experienced — but he leaned down and ran his tongue slowly along her slit, tasting the mixture of Marcus’s cum and her own juices. Anna gasped and lifted her hips, her hands sliding into his hair.
Marcus watched with dark, satisfied eyes as Alex licked his wife clean. When Alex finally lifted his head, his face was glistening. He moved up Anna’s body and kissed her deeply, letting her taste everything on his tongue.
Anna reached for Marcus again, pulling him closer. She positioned herself between the two men, her small hand wrapping around Marcus’s still-hard cock while her other hand found Alex’s. She stroked them both slowly, her eyes moving between them.
“I want you both,” she whispered. “I want to feel you both tonight.”
Marcus smiled and moved behind her. He lifted one of her legs and slid back inside her from the side, spooning her as he began to fuck her again in slow, deep strokes. Alex stayed in front of her, his cock in her hand, kissing her while she moaned against his mouth.
The three of them moved together like that for a long time — Marcus fucking Anna from behind while she stroked and kissed her husband. Anna came twice more, soft and shuddering, before Marcus finally filled her one last time.
When they finally stopped, the three of them lay tangled together on the ruined bed. Anna was in the middle, her body marked and leaking, her mind hazy with exhaustion and satisfaction. Alex held one of her hands. Marcus’s large arm was draped over her waist.
The night was far from over.
But for now, in the quiet after the storm, Anna Thompson lay between her husband and the man who had claimed her so completely, and for the first time in her life, she felt truly, completely satisfied.
Chapter 12 The Night of Two Bulls – Complete Manhandling
Anna lay on her back in the center of the soaked bed, her petite body trembling with aftershocks. Thick white cum poured steadily from her stretched pussy, running down the crack of her ass and forming a large wet spot beneath her. Her legs were still parted, her small breasts rising and falling rapidly. Her lips were swollen, her dark hair a wild mess across the pillow. She had never felt so thoroughly used in her life — and she had never felt so completely satisfied.
Marcus and Tyrone lay on either side of her, both still hard despite having just emptied themselves inside her at the same time. Their massive black cocks rested against their thighs, glistening with the mixture of her juices and their cum. The contrast of their dark skin against her pale, marked body was stark and erotic.
Alex sat at the foot of the bed, his own cock in his hand, slowly stroking as he took in the sight of his wife between the two larger men. He had never seen anything like this. His sweet, innocent Anna — the woman who used to blush at dirty talk — had just taken two thick black cocks in her pussy at once and begged for more.
Marcus reached over and ran two thick fingers through the mess leaking from Anna’s pussy, then brought them to her lips. She opened her mouth without hesitation and sucked them clean, her eyes half-lidded with exhaustion and lingering lust.
“You took that so well, baby,” Marcus murmured, his deep voice full of approval. “Most women can’t handle both of us at the same time. But you… you were made for this.”
Tyrone chuckled from her other side, his large hand cupping one of her breasts and squeezing gently. “She’s a natural. Tight as fuck, but she opened up so nicely once we got going.” He leaned down and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, biting down just hard enough to make Anna gasp and arch her back.
Anna’s body was already responding again. Even though she was sore and leaking cum, the ache between her legs was returning. She looked at Alex, then back at the two men beside her.
“I want more,” she whispered, her voice hoarse but clear. “I don’t want to stop yet.”
Marcus and Tyrone exchanged a look over her body. Both of them smiled.
They moved at the same time.
Marcus rolled Anna onto her stomach and pulled her hips up so she was on her knees, ass in the air. Tyrone moved in front of her, gripping the base of his thick cock and rubbing the fat head across her lips. Anna opened her mouth obediently and took him in, stretching her jaw wide around his girth.
Behind her, Marcus didn’t waste time. He slid back into her cum-slick pussy in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Anna moaned loudly around Tyrone’s cock as Marcus started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene — every thrust forcing more cum out of her and coating Marcus’s shaft.
Tyrone held her head with both hands, guiding her mouth up and down his cock while Marcus pounded her from behind. Anna was completely manhandled between them — held in place, used from both ends, her small body rocked back and forth with every thrust.
Alex moved closer on the bed, his hand moving faster on his cock as he watched his wife being spit-roasted again. He could see everything — the way Marcus’s thick black cock stretched her pussy wide, the way Tyrone’s shaft disappeared between her lips, the way her body shook with every thrust.
Marcus reached around and rubbed her clit while he fucked her. Anna came hard, her moan muffled around Tyrone’s cock as her pussy clamped down and squirted around Marcus’s shaft. Clear fluid sprayed out, soaking Marcus’s thighs and the sheets.
They didn’t stop.
Tyrone pulled out of her mouth and moved behind her. Marcus pulled out at the same time, and Tyrone took his place, sliding his even thicker cock into her stretched, cum-filled pussy in one smooth motion. Marcus moved in front of her now, feeding his cock into her mouth.
They switched places again and again, taking turns fucking her pussy and her mouth while the other held her in place. Anna was lost in it — moaning, gagging softly, pushing back against whoever was behind her. Her body was on fire with pleasure.
After several minutes of this, Marcus and Tyrone manhandled her into a new position. Tyrone lay on his back and pulled Anna on top of him so she was straddling his lap. She sank down onto his thick cock with a long moan, taking him all the way inside her. Marcus moved behind her, pressing her forward so she was leaning over Tyrone’s chest.
Marcus rubbed the head of his cock against her already stretched pussy, right alongside Tyrone’s shaft. Anna gasped and looked back at him over her shoulder.
“Both again?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement.
Marcus leaned down and kissed the back of her neck. “Both again, baby. You can take it.”
He pushed forward slowly. Anna cried out as the second thick cock began to stretch her even wider than before. The burn was intense, but the fullness was overwhelming in the best way. Inch by inch, Marcus worked his cock in beside Tyrone’s until both men were buried deep inside her stretched pussy once more.
Anna was shaking between them, her mouth open in a silent moan. She had never felt so completely filled. Two massive black cocks were inside her at the same time, stretching her to her limit while her husband watched from inches away.
Marcus and Tyrone started to move together. They fucked her in a steady rhythm — one pushing in while the other pulled back, then switching. The sensation was almost too much. Anna came almost immediately, her pussy clamping down around both cocks as she squirted again. Clear fluid sprayed out around their shafts, soaking Tyrone beneath her.
They didn’t stop. They kept fucking her together, their cocks sliding against each other inside her tight, cum-filled hole. Anna was moaning continuously now, her body caught between overwhelming pleasure and the intense stretch.
Alex had moved right beside them on the bed. He reached under Anna and rubbed her clit while the two men fucked her. Anna turned her head and looked at him, her eyes glassy and desperate.
“I’m cumming again,” she gasped. “Oh God… I’m cumming so hard…”
She came with a broken cry, her whole body convulsing between the two larger men. Marcus and Tyrone groaned almost at the same time. They buried themselves as deep as they could and unloaded inside her together for the second time that night. Anna felt the hot pulses of their cum flooding her already overflowing pussy, the sensation pushing her into one final, shattering orgasm.
When they finally pulled out, a massive rush of cum poured from Anna’s wrecked pussy, soaking the bed beneath her in a thick, creamy mess. She collapsed forward onto Tyrone’s chest, completely spent, her body twitching with aftershocks.
Marcus and Tyrone gently laid her down between them again. Alex moved closer and stroked her hair as she trembled.
Anna looked up at her husband with exhausted, satisfied eyes.
“I can’t believe I took both of them again,” she whispered.
Alex leaned down and kissed her forehead.
“I can’t believe how much you loved it,” he answered.
Marcus chuckled from the other side. “We’re keeping you busy all night, baby. Tyrone’s not leaving until morning.”
Anna closed her eyes, a small, tired smile on her lips.
She knew they meant it.
And she already couldn’t wait for more.
Chapter 13 The Night Continues – Double Bulls Keep Going
Anna lay on her back in the center of the ruined bed, her petite body trembling with exhaustion and overstimulation. Thick white cum continued to pour from her stretched, well-used pussy in slow, steady rivulets, running down the crack of her ass and soaking the already drenched sheets beneath her. Her legs were still parted, her small breasts rising and falling with each shallow breath. Her lips were swollen, her dark hair a tangled mess, and her skin was marked with the faint imprints of strong hands.
Marcus and Tyrone lay on either side of her, both still hard despite having just emptied themselves inside her together for the second time. Their massive black cocks rested against their thighs, glistening with the mixture of her juices and their thick loads. The contrast of their dark, powerful bodies against her pale, cum-streaked skin was stark and intensely erotic.
Alex sat close beside her, his hand resting on her thigh. He had watched everything — had seen his wife take two thick black cocks in her pussy at once, had watched her moan and squirt and beg for more. His own cock was still hard in his hand, though he had already cum once while watching her being manhandled between the two larger men.
Anna turned her head and looked at him. Her eyes were glassy with exhaustion, but there was still heat in them. She reached out and touched his arm.
“I can’t believe how much I love this,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I feel so full… so used… and I still want more.”
Alex leaned down and kissed her forehead. “You don’t have to stop,” he said quietly. “They’re not done with you yet.”
Marcus chuckled from her other side. He ran two thick fingers through the mess leaking from her pussy and brought them to her lips. Anna opened her mouth and sucked them clean without hesitation, tasting the mixture of both men’s cum on her tongue.
“You’re a greedy little wife,” Marcus murmured, his deep voice full of approval. “Most women would be done after taking both of us twice. But you’re still spreading your legs.”
Tyrone leaned down and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, biting down gently. Anna gasped and arched her back, her hand sliding into his short hair. Marcus moved between her legs again, lifting them over his shoulders as he positioned the thick head of his cock against her cum-slick entrance.
He pushed inside her slowly, both of them groaning at the feeling. Even after everything, Anna’s pussy was still tight around him, gripping his shaft as he sank deep. Cum from earlier loads was pushed out around his cock, coating his balls and running down her ass in thick, creamy streaks.
“Ohhhhh …………..ohhhhhh ………ohhhhh ………..ohhhhhh,” Anna moaned, her head falling back against the pillow. “God, Marcus… it’s still so big… you’re stretching me again…”
Marcus started to fuck her in long, deep strokes, his powerful hips moving steadily. The wet, filthy sounds of his cock sliding through the mess inside her filled the room. Every time he pulled back, thick strands of cum coated his dark shaft before he pushed back in, fucking the previous loads deeper into her womb.
Tyrone moved up beside her head. He gripped the base of his thick cock and rubbed the fat head across her lips. Anna turned toward him and opened her mouth, taking him in as best she could while Marcus continued fucking her from below. She moaned around Tyrone’s cock as Marcus’s thrusts rocked her body.
Alex stayed right beside her, his hand stroking his own cock as he watched his wife being used by both men again. He reached out and cupped one of her breasts, pinching her nipple while Marcus fucked her and Tyrone used her mouth. Anna moaned louder around Tyrone’s cock at the added touch.
Marcus fucked her harder, his heavy balls slapping against her ass with every stroke. Anna came suddenly, her pussy clamping down around him as clear fluid gushed out around his shaft. She moaned loudly around Tyrone’s cock, her whole body shaking between the two larger men.
Marcus didn’t stop. He kept pounding into her, driving his cock deep with every thrust. Tyrone held her head gently but firmly, feeding more of his cock into her mouth. Anna was completely manhandled between them — held in place, used from both ends, her small body caught in a rhythm of pleasure and overwhelming sensation.
After several minutes, they switched again. Tyrone moved between her legs while Marcus took her mouth. Tyrone’s even thicker cock stretched her pussy wide as he thrust into her, pushing more cum out around his shaft. Anna moaned around Marcus’s cock, her hands clutching at the sheets as another orgasm built quickly.
Alex moved even closer. He leaned down and kissed Anna while she sucked Marcus, his tongue sliding against hers around the thick shaft in her mouth. The kiss was deep and hungry. When he pulled back, Anna looked at him with desperate, glassy eyes.
“I’m going to cum again,” she gasped around Marcus’s cock. “Oh God… they’re fucking me so hard…”
She came with a broken cry, her pussy milking Tyrone’s cock as she squirted again. Tyrone groaned and slammed deep, unloading another thick load inside her. Marcus followed soon after, pulling out of her mouth and stroking his cock as he came across her breasts and stomach in thick white ropes.
Anna lay there panting, cum covering her chest and leaking from her pussy in heavy streams. She was completely spent, her body marked and used, but the satisfied smile on her lips was unmistakable.
Marcus and Tyrone lay down on either side of her again. Alex stayed close, stroking her hair gently.
Anna looked up at the ceiling, her breathing slowly returning to normal. She could feel the cum drying on her skin, the ache between her legs, the deep satisfaction that had settled into her bones.
“I never thought I could feel like this,” she whispered. “So completely taken… so completely theirs.”
Alex leaned down and kissed her softly. “You’re perfect like this,” he said.
Marcus ran a hand slowly down her body, over her cum-streaked breasts and between her legs, where he pushed two fingers into her messy pussy. Anna moaned softly at the feeling.
“We’re not done with you tonight,” Marcus said, his voice low and certain. “Tyrone’s staying until morning. And we’re going to keep using this tight little pussy until you can’t take any more.”
Anna closed her eyes, a small, exhausted smile on her lips.
She knew he meant it.
And she already knew she was going to let them.
Chapter 14 The Final Night and the New Normal
Anna was on her hands and knees in the center of the bed, her petite body shaking as Tyrone pounded into her from behind while Marcus fed his thick cock into her mouth. Cum from earlier rounds still leaked steadily from her stretched pussy, running down her thighs in thick white streaks every time Tyrone thrust forward. The wet, filthy sounds of their fucking filled the room.
Marcus held her head gently but firmly, guiding her mouth up and down his shaft while Tyrone gripped her hips and drove into her with powerful strokes. Anna moaned continuously around Marcus’s cock, her eyes watering as she tried to take him deeper. She had lost count of how many times she had cum tonight. Her body felt like one continuous wave of pleasure and overwhelming fullness.
Alex sat right beside them on the bed, his hand moving steadily on his own cock as he watched his wife being manhandled between the two larger men. He could see everything — the way Tyrone’s thick black cock stretched her pussy wide, the way cum leaked out around it with every thrust, the way Anna’s small body rocked back and forth between them.
Tyrone reached around and rubbed her clit in fast circles while he fucked her. Anna came hard, her moan muffled around Marcus’s cock as her pussy clamped down and squirted around Tyrone’s shaft. Clear fluid sprayed out, soaking Tyrone’s thighs and the sheets beneath them.
Marcus pulled out of her mouth and moved behind her. Tyrone pulled out at the same time, and the two men switched places again without missing a beat. Marcus slid back into her cum-slick pussy while Tyrone took her mouth. Anna was completely lost in it now — moaning, pushing back, taking whatever they gave her.
After several more minutes of this, they manhandled her into a new position. Tyrone lay on his back and pulled Anna on top of him so she straddled his lap. She sank down onto his thick cock with a long, broken moan, taking him all the way inside her. Marcus moved behind her, pressing her forward so she was leaning over Tyrone.
Marcus rubbed the head of his cock against her already stretched pussy, right alongside Tyrone’s shaft.
“Both again, baby?” he asked, his voice low and rough.
Anna looked back at him over her shoulder, her eyes glassy with lust and exhaustion. “Yes,” she whispered. “Both… I want both again.”
Marcus pushed forward slowly. Anna cried out as the second thick cock began to stretch her even wider. The burn was intense, but the fullness was overwhelming. Inch by inch, Marcus worked his cock in beside Tyrone’s until both men were buried deep inside her stretched pussy at the same time.
Anna was shaking between them, her mouth open in a silent moan of overwhelming sensation. Two massive black cocks were inside her at once, stretching her to her absolute limit while her husband watched from right beside the bed.
Marcus and Tyrone started to move together. They fucked her in a steady, powerful rhythm — one pushing in while the other pulled back, then switching. The sensation was almost too much. Anna came almost immediately, her pussy clamping down around both cocks as she squirted again. Clear fluid sprayed out around their shafts, soaking Tyrone beneath her.
They kept going. They fucked her together, their cocks sliding against each other inside her tight, cum-filled hole. Anna was moaning continuously now, her body caught between overwhelming pleasure and the intense stretch. She came again, and then again, her whole body convulsing between the two larger men.
Marcus and Tyrone groaned almost at the same time. They buried themselves as deep as they could and unloaded inside her together. Anna felt the hot pulses of their cum flooding her already overflowing pussy, the sensation pushing her into one final, shattering orgasm. She screamed into Tyrone’s chest as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.
When they finally pulled out, a massive rush of cum poured from Anna’s wrecked pussy, soaking the bed beneath her in a thick, creamy mess. She collapsed forward onto Tyrone’s chest, completely spent, her body twitching with aftershocks.
Marcus and Tyrone gently laid her down between them. Alex moved closer and stroked her hair as she trembled.
Anna looked up at her husband with glassy, satisfied eyes.
“I can’t believe I took both of them again,” she whispered.
Alex leaned down and kissed her forehead.
“I can’t believe how much you loved it,” he answered.
Marcus ran a hand slowly down her body. “We’re done for tonight, baby. You took everything we had.”
Anna closed her eyes, a small, exhausted smile on her lips. She knew this was the end of this particular night — but she also knew it wouldn’t be the last time.

Six Months Later
Anna stood in front of the full-length mirror in their bedroom, completely naked. Her hands rested on the swell of her belly. At six months pregnant, her stomach was round and prominent, the skin stretched tight and smooth. Her breasts were fuller, heavier, the nipples darker and more sensitive. She turned slightly, studying her reflection.
She was glowing.
Behind her, Alex stepped out of the bathroom, a towel around his waist. He came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her, his hands resting gently on her pregnant belly. He kissed the side of her neck.
“You look beautiful,” he murmured.
Anna leaned back against him, one hand covering his on her stomach. “Do you think it’s his?” she asked quietly.
Alex didn’t answer right away. They both knew there was no way to be sure. Marcus and Tyrone had both filled her so many times that night — and many nights since — that the baby could belong to either of them. Or, technically, to Alex. But they all knew the truth was most likely one of the two black men who had taken her so completely.
“I don’t care,” Alex said finally, his voice low and honest. “It’s ours. And I love seeing you like this.”
Anna turned in his arms and kissed him. Her belly pressed against him, round and firm. Even now, six months later, she still craved the stretch and fullness she had discovered that weekend. Marcus and Tyrone still visited occasionally — sometimes together, sometimes separately. Alex always watched. Sometimes he joined in by touching her or letting her suck him while one of the men fucked her. The dynamic had become their new normal.
Anna’s hand slid down between them and found Alex’s cock, already hardening against her thigh. She stroked him slowly.
“Do you want to fuck me while I’m like this?” she asked softly. “Or do you want to wait for Marcus and Tyrone to come over this weekend?”
Alex groaned and kissed her again, deeper this time. “Both,” he admitted. “I want both.”
Anna smiled against his mouth.
She had never imagined her life would turn out like this — pregnant by one of her husband’s black shipmates, regularly shared between two well-endowed men while her husband watched and participated in his own way. But she didn’t regret any of it. The weekend that had started with reluctance and hidden watching had become something far more.
She was no longer the shy, faithful wife she had once been.
She was something else now.
Something freer.
Something that craved the stretch, the fullness, the overwhelming pleasure of being taken by strong, dominant men while her husband watched.
And she had never felt more alive.
The End
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