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Claire was a stark contrast to her boyfriend, John, in both life and appearance. John had brownish hair, while hers was a striking jet black. He had inherited a fast metabolism that kept him lean without any effort, whereas Claire had to jog every day to maintain her toned physique.

John was a slightly above-average-looking man who felt pretty comfortable in his skin at five feet ten inches tall. In contrast, Claire was beautiful enough to attract attention wherever she went. She had a petite frame, a small B-cup, and the most piercing green eyes that seemed to look right through you.

At this moment, John was standing by the bed, wearing a beige t-shirt and shorts, looking visibly anxious. He clung to his girlfriend's hand as if she were in labor, kneeling beside the bed to offer her comfort. His eyes darted around the room, betraying his worry.

Meanwhile, Claire was lying on her side, her head towards the foot of the bed, wearing a see-through chemise and lingerie. She craned her neck upward to stare at John, wincing and gasping. Her green eyes, though unfocused, still held a glimmer of their usual intensity, reflecting her nervousness but also her trust in him.

Behind her on the bed was "Brandon," a huge black guy. He was completely naked, and despite his imposing physique, eyes were automatically drawn to his dick.

It wasn't just the length that impressed them both the first time they saw it; although it was certainly impressive at just over eight inches, it was the girth that made it so imposing and, for Claire, painful, at least at first.

His legs were spread, and he was scissoring against Claire's mound, with about a third of his big black cock up her ass as she grunted and moaned. His voice was cool and in control as he calmly stated what she had to do next.

John looked on in awe, and for a second, his mind flickered back, remembering how they all got here.

====================================

Quite early in their dating life, Claire had noticed that John really liked to play the "Would-you-fuck-my-friend" game. Sometimes just in conversation, but increasingly now, it was as he pushed himself as deep as he could inside her. She couldn't miss how he seemed increasingly enthusiastic about it, and it wasn't long until the dirty talk progressed to the point where he would have his biggest, most powerful orgasms whenever she would play the role of the hotwife willing to fuck another man.

He was pretty relentless in his innuendos and was soon bringing it up so often that it became part of almost every sexual activity they had.

While it threw her off a little the first few times, she quickly came around to it. In fact, she soon enjoyed how easily she could get him to cum if she played the game. If she wanted him to cum, all she had to do was verbally agree to fuck other people.

And it worked both ways, too. Soon, a pattern developed where John had to visualize himself as the cuckold to be able to cum. Sometimes, he talked about the fantasy out loud; other times, he kept it to himself.

Claire played her part, too. Mainly because she wanted to make her partner happy. If she wasn't particularly in the mood, she knew a couple of minutes of oral with her talking about sucking another guy's cock, and John would be unable to last any longer. She could always sense that John secretly wanted a dominant woman, the type who would hunt her prey, bring them home and fuck them right there in front of him.

But the problem was, if Claire was ever going to do it, she did not want to be the dominant one at all. Deep down, the idea only turned her on if she was the submissive serving slut instead.

The idea of giving herself up to a stranger and allowing him to use her body as he saw fit was what she yearned for a guy who would take control and order her to suck, squat, and fuck. Claire once summed it up to her best friend Lucy after far too much wine. "I hate sucking cock, unless he makes me suck his cock. Then I fucking love it!"

For the time being, though, she had decided to keep those fantasies to herself, just letting John get his kicks through his own wild thoughts as she indulged his verbal fantasies.

But they say there's always a moment, a turning point, that exact point in time you can look back on and identify something starting. Well, both John and Claire could tell you when that was. 

One evening, after a long day at work, Claire and John were sat on the sofa with a glass of wine, watching Netflix. What happened next was pretty normal for them; John ended up on his knees in front of Claire, going down on her, dutifully licking her hairy pussy from the base all the way to her clit and relishing every second of it. Even though they'd been together for a number of years now, little had changed in this way, well, apart from Claire no longer shaving her pussy. But John's love for giving oral was just as strong as ever. In fact, just to give you an idea of how things worked for John and Claire, this scene, with Claire's legs spread and John's face between them, was a regular event, maybe three or four times a week. On the flip side, Claire with her mouth around John's cock, that was probably once a month. But they were both pretty honest about things. John absolutely loved going down on her and would choose to do it whenever he could, whereas Claire really had to be in the mood to give head. Although, as John had once drunkenly confessed to his friend, "She never gives me head, but when she does, it's fucking mind-blowing."

So there they were, Claire with her skirt pulled up, a glass of wine in one hand, watching TV as John's tongue pleasured her. And then he pulled up his head to share his fantasy:

"Claire, I want to watch you fuck someone else. I mean, in real life, I'm not just talking." This was as blunt as he'd ever been on the topic.

Before she could reply, his tongue was back to work, and she was moaning and groaning again as she started to cum for the first time that evening.

As she finished,  John carried on:

"I want to sit and watch you get fucked by a stranger ." His mouth found her slightly larger than average pussy lips, and he suckled on them as he thought about his next words. "I want to be sixty-nine you when another guy fucks you from behind. I want to see that dick go in and out of you."

"Mmmm," she gulped and breathed harder as images started to form themselves.

She could see his body writhing about, bucking against the sofa, squeezing his dick against it while he was talking, turning himself on more and more.

"Mmm... You seriously want to see me getting used like that by another guy?" she asked.

He moaned harder in response as he pushed his face further down into her pussy, then pulled his hips back slightly so that he could slide his hand into his shorts and start stroking his cock.

John nodded frantically, covering his mouth and nose with Claire's pussy juices, pressing his face as deep as he could.

Claire played the part well. Experience had taught her what to do as she spread her legs even further by grabbing her knees, allowing John to enjoy even more of her. She was getting more turned on by her own thoughts tonight than usual.

"Mmmm... Oh yeah, yeah, that feels so good, yeah, right there..." She paused for a second, clenching her fists and letting the blood rush to her extremities before adjusting her position and pushing her hips against him.

"I want to watch you serving another guy. I want to watch you get fucked by him, in whatever way he chooses..." he moaned harder, his hand moving down the front of his shorts, squeezing his cock as hard as he could without jerking it.

This wasn't the first time that he mentioned things like this to her, but it was the first time he talked about her submitting to another guy.

The vivid picture it created in Claire's mind immediately sent her excitement through the roof. Her stomach ached, and juices flowed from her pussy as she moaned louder.

"Oh yeah," she managed to moan, but she was still too shy to describe what she wanted. So she asked, "What else do you want to do?"

"Mmm...," John happily continued, smiling as he saw her interest perk up, "I want to watch while you're laid there with your little pussy getting stretched by his big cock."

She started to moan even louder, conscious that another climax was near. Her fingers reached up and pinched one of her nipples while she pressed her other hand down hard against her stomach as if she were trying to rub something deep inside her.

Now John was voraciously lapping her clit, and he could feel her thighs closing tight against the side of his face. He knew she was about to cum as she squeezed his head harder and let out a deep, almost guttural moan as she came again, arching her back off the sofa while he shoved his tongue deeper inside her to taste as much as he could.

Her mind exploded with pleasure, and her eyes rolled back as the orgasm peaked.

She took a little while to recover as she let the orgasmic sensations slowly wash over her. After what felt like minutes, she breathed out: "Did you cum, baby?"

Without saying a word, John rose to his knees and jerked his now exposed penis three times before he felt his body tense up, and his cock started spewing cum all over her stomach as he fell face down her between her legs again. As his face rested on her hip, staring up at the small pools of cum in her navel Claire felt something inside her unlike anything she had ever experienced.

"Mmm..." she moaned, "You came so quick, baby, but now you're going to have to clean me up."

He'd never tasted his own cum before- well, not beyond the hint of cum on his fingertips. But now he was confronted with it. At first, he hesitated as if he were caught in two minds. The first was very clear. He didn't want to taste his own cum. He knew how disgusting it would be. Claire made absolutely no secret of how much she hated the taste. But there was something else, something slightly deeper inside him. Another voice, and urge even, an urge to obey her. And urge to pleasure her however she wanted. Before he knew it, he had placed his lips on her stomach, and his tongue was slowly moving over her skin as he tasted his cum for the first time before he kissed up her body and went to kiss her lips. Until Claire's hand reached up and pushed him away. 

"Babe, you're going to taste of cum," was all she said.

John then lay next to her, staring up at the ceiling, as he admitted to his girlfriend that this had been the hottest experience of his life so far. Claire just giggled at first, but she eventually agreed.

Still high from her climax, Claire admitted that she absolutely loved the idea of being dominated by another guy, almost forced to obey his every command, and made to humiliate herself while pleasing a stranger in front of her boyfriend.

To say John was thrilled to hear her confession would have been the understatement of the century, and as soon as he heard it, John silently vowed to make their now-shared fantasy come true.
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Over the following weekend, they were walking to a local restaurant to grab lunch when John saw a very handsome man approaching them. He gently squeezed Claire's hand to get her attention.

At first, she didn't get the hint and didn't respond until John squeezed again and nodded toward the handsome all-American boy.

Claire laughed, then looked at John and put her index in her wide-open mouth, pretending to gag while cracking up.

"Really? Mmm," he said, "tough crowd today."

The next four times he tried, as they walked along the promenade, Claire just nodded negatively.

But as they were crossing the street, Claire suddenly squeezed John's hand several times. He looked around frantically when he couldn't work out who she was referring to until he finally thought to follow Claire's gaze.

Her eyes were practically piercing a hole through a very smart-looking black guy, fit, young, and very handsome.

"I get it," he said with a slight smile. "Muscular, sharply dressed... and... black?"
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