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Well, there’s no point in denying it, my wife Sharon, is a neighborhood whore. But she’s not the only one, although little comfort that is to me. We live on a small, exclusive estate with something like 100 houses on it. There’s a fair mix of young couples like Sharon and I, and others with young families. It’s a pretty even racial mix, whites, blacks, asians, there’s no sort of racial distinction here, as long as everyone can afford the price of the houses anyone is welcome to live here. Which means all of us are in well-paying white collar jobs, or are ... what do they call them, Trustafarians? Living off inheritances, you know the type.

As I said, it’s a smallish estate and most people know everyone, even if only by sight, most of us connect in the Country Club or the Leisure Center. It’s a pretty fair mix of people and races so I wonder why it is that it’s mainly the black guys who are fucking most of the white and asian women on the estate.

It wasn’t long after we moved into the estate that we started getting invited to parties to get to know the neighbors. After a few of these I noticed that whenever we were in the house of a black couple, the host and one or two of the black guys would disappear and so would a couple of wives. There would always be a reasonable excuse like “He’s showing them around the house”, “They’ve just had a new kitchen installed and they want to show it off”, or “a new car in the garage”, as if the women would be interested in cars. The wife tried to distract us but it became obvious to me and Sharon what seemed to be going on. The wives would come back half an hour later, slightly rumpled and the husbands would pretend not to notice and just carry on drinking heavily. When we got home I commented on it to my wife and she said she would ask around at the gym, to see what was going on.

She later confirmed what we suspected. There were several woman who openly fucked their black lovers and their husbands put up with it or faced a ruinous divorce. As she got to know the locals better, it came out that quite a few of the wives, white and asian, were ready and willing to be fucked by the black members of the community. In fact there was a little group of them that were passed around between the black guys, openly and brazenly. In fact quite a few of them proudly called themselves ‘Snow Bunnies’, the term applied to white women who whore themselves out to black men.

I warned my Sharon not to get too closely involved with these Snow Bunnies, but in this closed community, it was difficult to stay away from them without becoming a total hermit. So we carried on mixing with them, particularly as Sharon was a stay-at-home wife while I went into the city to work each day. “Relax, Don, I’m perfectly happy with what I’ve got at home. I have no wish to be gang banged by a group of black guys and have them come all over me. Trust me.”

I assured her I trusted her and we left it at that but I couldn’t help thinking that the supposedly off the cuff remark seemed a little specific, as if she’d already fantasized about it. I shook it off and got on with my life.
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Everything was fine, and I convinced myself that there was nothing to worry about, until that is I came home one day and as Sharon was fixing dinner while I sat on the sofa doing the crossword, I dropped my pen and it rolled down the back of the cushion. I reached down and felt something wet and squishy, I pulled it out and to my horror it was a used condom!

Just then, Sharon called, “Dinner’s ready.”

I stood up and stuffed the condom into my pocket and replied, “Right, I’ll just go and wash up.”

“Well hurry up, Don, you don’t want it to get cold.”

I went to the bathroom and pulled out the condom. It had definitely been used as it was full of cum. Not my cum, we never used condoms as Sharon was on the pill. I didn’t know what to do. I knew what to think, and I bet I could guess the color of the man who had filled this condom. I feared that my wife had joined the ranks of the Snow Bunnies.

“Don, your dinner’s getting cold.”

“I’ll be right out sweetheart.” I flushed the condom and washed my hands before joining her at the table. I was silent throughout the meal and when she asked what was wrong, although I wanted to shout at her, “You’re fucking a black man you cheap whore!” but I just pretended there were problems at work.

I kept a close eye on her for the next few weeks, but nothing seemed to happen. Maybe it was just a one-off, experimenting, we’re all allowed to do that aren’t we? Just step outside our normal lives to see what it is like. It’s okay as long as we return to the fold isn’t it, no harm, no foul?

That’s what I told myself and tried to convince myself that it was all okay still. Then one day I came home and as Sharon made dinner in the kitchen, I spotted a wet patch on the sofa cushion. My god, they weren’t even using condoms anymore, they were just pounding my lovely wife Sharon’s pussy bareback! I thought about storming into the kitchen and having it out with her but she’d only deny it. What proof did I have? I had flushed the used condom away and all I had as physical evidence was a suspicious wet patch on the sofa cushion. No, I would have to wait until I had some proof.
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Over the next month I started taking odd days off from work, claiming dentist appointments, sick days, putting the car in the garage and so on, so I could keep an eye on my house. I’d park way down the street and monitor the Wi-Fi camera I had fixed to the bird box we had in the garden. It wouldn’t show me much, not show them in the act, but it would at least record who entered and left the place while I wasn’t there.

Some days nothing happened but at least twice a week, one of the black guys I played golf with on Saturdays, visited. Sometimes there were a couple of them. On at least one occasion they brought along one of the other wives and I assume did the both of them. On those days, Sharon didn’t cook anything and we had microwave meals out of the freezer. That way I was able to keep track of the days she’d been getting fucked behind my back. She’s careless as well, sometimes when I come home it’s obvious she’s not long got out of the shower, fresh and smelling of soap, in the late afternoon!

I moved the camera up to the trellis covering the patio at the back of the house. This now gave me a view into the lounge and as long as they ‘performed’ there I could see everything that went on. “I have no wish to be gang banged by a group of black guys and have them come all over me,” Sharon had said, but that was exactly what was happening to her when two or more guys turned up on the same visit.

As I sat in my car, out of sight of my house, watching the orgy being broadcast from my house, on my tablet, watching my wife being used as a whore by the neighborhood blacks, I felt shame and humiliation ... and arousal. I had always enjoyed watching my wife in the wardrobe mirrors when we had sex, she looked so fucking sexy as I screwed her, but as she was being pounded by another guy ... I could get a proper look at her in the throes of passion and my god, she looked so fucking beautiful!

I admit it, I had such a boner and I could feel my balls becoming uncomfortable. I looked around to make sure no one was on the street, and I took my handkerchief out and unzipping my cock, it only took me a few strokes to shoot my load. I quickly cleaned myself up and drove off looking for somewhere with a bathroom.
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I continued watching more sessions over the coming weeks (and masturbating as I watched). After watching an afternoon session and recording it,  I finally decided to confront her. Of course she denied it until I showed her the tapes I had made from the camera feed.

“Okay, I admit it. The other Snow Bunnies convinced me to try it and I have to admit, it’s much more fun than you are, Don. No offence to you and your cock, but once you’ve had one of those big, black cocks inside you, you never want to go back to that,” she gestured towards my groin. “A salami versus a wiener, it’s no contest.”

“So what now?” I ask.

“Well, if you expect me to give it up, forget it. I have committed myself to those black guys and like a lot of other women on this estate, agreed to let them treat me like their whore, which I am, make no mistake. If you try and divorce me, I’ll take you for every penny you have or will ever have. You know what the divorce courts are like. So what do you say to that?”

“Wait, wait, there’s no need to be so hostile. There’s plenty of men on this estate that seem to be able to make a go of this situation, why can’t we?”

“Why are you being so amenable?” she asked suspiciously.

“Do you want me to stay around?”

“Sure, I want to keep you around as it’s nice to have a man to look after me. These black dudes just want to fuck my ass, I need someone to take out the garbage or change a light bulb and they won’t do that for me. Why are you being so understanding?”

“I might as well be honest with you. I suppose that now you’ve found what makes you happy, you’re going to stick with it, but I still love you and don’t want to lose you. I’m prepared to make a deal with you. You’re going to do it anyway and I won’t get a look in. How about if I give you complete freedom to do what you want with these guys as long as I can watch and ... get to fuck you sometimes.”

“Shit! That turned you on did it? Watching me getting pounded by black men. Make you pull your little pudding did it?”

“What do you say?” I ask.

“Fix us both a drink and we’ll discuss it.”

I fix the drinks and slug my first one back before making a fresh one. It’s going to take a lot of ‘Dutch courage’ to talk this one out. I take the drinks to her sitting on the sofa. I make sure I sit on the chair next to it.

“So you get worked up watching me being fucked, do you?”

“I’ve always found you beautiful and sexy, so when I see you getting the pleasure
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