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Without further ado, and with not a hint of bashfulness, Marcus slipped his underpants down over his thighs and on to the floor. Then he turned towards my husband. 

The gigantic cock that emerged from between Marcus’s legs was – in a word - breathtaking. It pointed out at my husband like a coiled spring, fully erect and more than ready for action. I was no expert but to me it looked to be nine – maybe even ten – inches long and as thick around as a newborn’s arm; my impromptu grope at the bar certainly hadn’t done the man’s dick any justice in my imagination. 

“Oh –” Jonathon said and sat back in the armchair. His own cock wilted a tad in the presence of Marcus’s monster, as if it were actually intimidated by the sheer size and brazenness of the man’s stiff, pointing prick. 

“Wow again,” I said as I feasted my eyes on the magnificent member that Marcus had just unleashed, my mouth salivating at the thought of cramming it between my lips and sucking hard upon it as my husband watched. My pussy too, reacted to the huge dick, and I felt a trickle of slippery juice run down the inside of my thigh. 

“So, what do you think, Jonathon?” Marcus wiggled his hips so that his cock jiggled at him. 

“It’s very nice,” Jonathon said, barely able to look at the imposing black dick. 

“Very nice?” Marcus laughed. “Chocolate is very nice,” he admonished, “this is spectacular!” 

Jonathon nodded again, his eyes downcast, his own, rather flaccid cock looking rather sorry for itself and he looked for all the world like the sad little cuckold that he was. 

***
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I sat at the hotel bar, sipping my ridiculously expensive vanilla daiquiri and watching the barman and the handful of fellow bar patrons blatantly undressing me with their hungry eyes. 

Not that it would have taken much effort to actually undress me, for all I was wearing was a small, black mini dress that was cut low to show off a great deal of my full, bountiful breasts and incredibly short to expose my long, lean legs all the way up to my smooth, tanned thighs as I perched precariously on the bar stool. Oh yes, I was also wearing shoes – the expensive brand with the red soles that were all straps and bare ankles and toes; my darling husband, Jonathon, always referred to them as my fuck me shoes. 

And of course I was not wearing a scrap of underwear – not even a miniscule thong to cover my freshly shaven, damp pussy – for that was just how Jonathon liked me. 

This was our game, and it was pretty much as adventurous as my aging husband ever got these days – at forty-eight and thirteen years older than me, he claimed that his libido was beginning to slow down. Still, he was wealthy and lavished a great deal of his money upon me, which offered some compensation for his lack of sexual imagination and smaller than average cock. 

So, once a month Jonathon would dress me in the skimpiest, most revealing (and incredibly expensive!) outfit that he could find (last month it had been tight, gold booty shorts and matching boob-tube and I’d damn near been arrested for soliciting!) and have me sit at the bar in some exclusive, pricey hotel whilst he waited in a quiet corner and watched as other men – women too, sometimes – eye fucked me. Then Jonathon would approach me and ‘pick me up’ and we’d pretend that we’d never met before in our lives. Then it was up to his suite – always the penthouse – for sex that was on the whole satisfying but never quite the mind blowing experience I’d hoped for. To be honest, the sitting at the bar practically only half-dressed was the highlight of this whole fantasy scenario for me. 

Jonathon and I had been playing this game for almost two years now, and I was craving something different; but what I didn’t know was that tonight was going to be very different indeed...

“Howdy,” a deep, masculine voice startled me. I turned around on my stool to see a tall, chubby guy who wore a stupidly wide cowboy hat standing behind me. 

“Hi,” I said with a polite smile. 

“I’m Chuck,” the guy said and held out his hand. 

“Hannah,” I said and shook his hand, the tops of my tits jiggling where they spilled out from the scooped neck of my flimsy dress. 

“Are you looking for business?” Chuck winked at me and stared straight down the front of my neckline. 

“Er- no,” I said, somewhat offended, yet secretly a tad flattered. “I think you’re mistaken –”

“No mistake, darlin’,” Chuck grinned and traced a broad, rough finger along the top of my thigh. However unwanted, the touch of his finger set off a chain reaction in the sensitive skin of my leg that spread all the way up to my clit and made it tingle quite deliciously. “A hot young thing like you dressed to kill in a bar like this...” he said as he looked around at the opulent surroundings and sparse amount of custom. “You gotta be touting for business.” 

I glanced across the room at Jonathon who, rather than showing any concern at my increasingly awkward predicament was looking to be somewhat turned on; I could imagine his inadequate dick stiffening in his pants as the cowboy unashamedly ran his finger along the smooth skin of my leg.

“I’m sorry, I’m not-” I moved my thigh away and took a big sip of my drink. 

“A thousand dollars? Two?” my unwanted admirer said – he was nothing if not persistent, my Chuck – turning his finger’s attention to my bare arm. He stroked the soft skin close to my shoulder and smiled as gooseflesh spread down along my entire arm. 

“I’m waiting for my husband,” I told him, flashing the wide, gold wedding band that nestled next to the diamond engagement ring that cost more money than most people’s houses. “You should go.” 

“Listen to me, honey,” the cowboy gripped my bicep, hard enough for me to catch my breath at his rough grasp. “You can’t sit here with your titties all hanging out like that and expect me to believe that you’re not a hooker.” He appeared to be getting angry now, his cheeks flushed dark pink, his nostrils flared. 

I glanced over at Jonathon and flashed him a look. Finally he seemed to be getting the hint that I was far from comfortable with this situation; it was rapidly getting out of hand. He stood up from his table – was that a full hard-on I could see tenting his Chinos? – with a worried look on his face; confrontation never was my husband’s strongpoint, even when it came down to defending my honor. 

“Take your hand off of her, asshole,” I heard someone say. The voice was gruff, firm yet sweetly mellow, an odd juxtaposition to the aggressive words. 

“Pardon me, buddy,” Chuck shot a stern look over my shoulder. “Me an’ the little lady here were just getting’ acquainted –“

“You’ll be getting acquainted with my fist in your fucking balls if you don’t leave her alone,” my handsome knight in shining armour growled. 

“Well, fuck you,” Chuck sneered, taking his hand off of my arm. “She’s probably overpriced for what she’s got anyways.” And with that he turned on his dumb, pointy cowboy boots and stomped away. 

“Thank you,” I said, turning around on my stool - my dress riding dangerously high up my legs – and found myself face to face with perhaps the most stunningly beautiful man I’d ever seen. He was tall, broad across his muscular shoulders and had the darkest, most flawless skin I think I’d ever seen. His smile was broad, splitting his face with an iridescent flash of perfect pearly-whites, and his deep, brown eyes were filled with a hypnotic mix of kindness and pure, animal lust.

“You’re welcome,” he said with a sweet yet naughty smile, “I actually enjoy putting assholes like that in their place; it kinda turns me on.” He winked at me. “I’m Marcus,” he said and we shook hands, his enormous hand smothering mine, its huge fingers wrapping around my fingers. 

I saw through the corner of my eye that my husband had sat back down again, and was nursing his single malt as he watched me with intent. My guess was that, knowing him, he was incredibly relieved that Marcus had stepped in to save my honor and had saved him the bother. I smiled over at Jonathon, and he smiled back, his eyes crawling first over me, and then over the huge black guy who stood next to me, and at that instant I knew precisely what he was thinking. 

“You look beautiful,” Marcus said, his resonant voice silky smooth and sensual. “I love how your dress accentuates your curves - and those gorgeous legs.” 

“Thank you,” I replied, and felt myself blush. “I like your suit, too.”

“This old thing?” Marcus said with a gentle laugh that made the fine, downy hairs on my nape stand to attention. “It’s just something I threw on.” He smiled broadly at me and smoothed down his dark blue business suit that looked like it cost more than most people’s monthly salary. “So, can I buy you a drink?” 

“I – I’m with my –“

“Husband,” Marcus interrupted, “Yes, I know.” He glanced over at Jonathon and tipped him a sly wink. “But I’d still like to buy you a drink.” He leaned closer and I could smell the sweetness of his expensive cologne, feel the brush of his arm against my bare skin. “I’d also like to fuck you,” he whispered in my ear.

“Pardon me?” I was shocked. Sure, the man was stunningly attractive – beautiful even - and he’d stirred things in my loins with his act of gallantry and incredibly had, toned body – to the point at which his proposition when it came had actually seemed like a viable one - but this wasn’t part of Jonathon’s game at all.

“I said, I want to fuck you,” he whispered again, his breath soft and warm and lustful on my bare neck. 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered back, incredibly flattered by my new found friend’s attention, “but we – I – don’t do that sort of thing.” I tried to be as diplomatic as possible with Marcus, not wishing to offend the guy after he’d been so kind as to help me out of a potentially sticky situation. 

It was not that I hadn’t ever considered exploring my more whorish side at one time or another – but aside from a couple of experimental, drunken fumblings in college, I’d never actually been with anyone except my husband in my life. And besides which, Jonathon would throw a fit if I so much as suggested bringing anyone to our marital bed (especially this ebony mountain of sheer manliness) – his delicate male ego was far too fragile for such things. 

“You can always make an exception,” Marcus purred in my ear. He grasped my hand and lifted it from the bar and down towards his crotch. There, he pressed my open palm against the tight bulge between his legs. 

“Oh my,” I gasped as I felt the hot, bulging stiffness of what promised to be a most magnificent cock there. 

“I have as much as you’d care to handle, Hannah,” Marcus said with a lascivious smile. “We’re going to have so much fun together.”

And at that, I could feel myself giving in. 

The numerous daiquiris and the sheer sexual heat that emanated from the bog, black guy were making my head spin. My eyes roamed the length and breadth of his gorgeous body, soaking up all the sights of his masculine, broad chest, trim stomach, long, thick legs with bulging thigh muscles and  luscious and incredibly full, plump lips that I found myself longing to kiss. And I suddenly became aware that my hand was still between the man’s legs, the twitching cock that he had tucked between his thighs growing at my touch. 

“Come,” Marcus took my hand from his crotch and guided me from the bar stool. “Let’s go play,” he led me away from the bar and towards the small table where sat one incredibly astounded Jonathon.

“But what about my husband?” I asked, as much for his benefit as Marcus’s and still not quite believing that I had allowed this delicious man to interrupt our game and lead me away from the relative safety of the bar and to heaven only knew what. 

“Tell him to follow us,” Marcus said, his voice stern. “He can watch; and if he’s a good boy, I may just let him play.” He led me by the hand over to my husband’s table. There he slowed his step a tad. 

“Come along, Jonathon,” I said to my husband. “We’re playing a new game tonight.” I sidled up to my new friend and pressed my body tight into his. “We have a surprise for you.” I giggled.

“What-?” Jonathon tripped over his words, his eyes roaming over Marcus’s intimidating body. 

“Come, don’t come,” Marcus said to my husband nonchalantly, “either way, we’ll be coming.” He slipped am arm around my waist and when he squeezed me, my tits all but toppled out of my dress. And with that, Marcus led me out of the bar without even giving Jonathon the time to stand up. 

But, by the time we got to the elevator, Jonathon was following on behind us like an obedient puppy dog. 

Our suite was the best one in the entire hotel – of course – it comprised two bedrooms, an enormous bathroom and a ginormous sitting area. There was vintage Champagne chilling in a bucket of ice, and a basket of exotic fruit – some of which I couldn’t actually identify – on the table. 

None of this appeared to impress Marcus one iota. The minute we entered the suite, he marched me directly to the larger of the two bedrooms – the one with the monster king-sized, four poster bed that dominated it.  

“You sit there,” he commanded my husband, pointing a perfectly manicured finger towards the brown leather armchair in the corner opposite the bed.  

Jonathon opened his mouth to protest; he was a powerful, rich businessman and I doubt that anyone had spoken to him like that in a hell of a long time. 

“I said, sit,” Marcus barked at him, and once again I imagined Jonathon as a naughty but very obedient puppy.

My husband grumbled beneath his breath but did as he was told. He sank into the expensive, creaking leather and by the way he stared at Marcus I could see that he was actually – and quite rightly - intimidated by the younger man. 

“I’m going to fuck your wife, Jonathon,” Marcus growled at him as he cupped my breast with one hand and began to knead it. “And you’re going to watch and say nothing like the sissy boy that you are.” He scooped my breast out from the neckline of my dress and tweaked at my bare nipple, making it all hard and pointy. 

“Oh,” I gasped as tingles of pleasure shot out from my puckered nipple, through my tit and down towards my clit. 

“You may play with your sad little prick, if you want to,” Marcus told him, and I couldn’t help but wonder just how he knew that about my husband. Perhaps he had it figured that all men who dressed their wives up like whores and paraded them half-naked in expensive hotels had something to prove when it came to penis size? 

Jonathon nodded and looked across at me with a look in his eyes that let me know that this situation was way, way out of his comfort zone. He’d never once expressed a desire to watch me fuck another man, and I got the feeling that he really didn’t know how he was supposed to react, or what he should actually be doing whilst it was happening.

Marcus kissed me. 

It was a wonderful, scrumptiously wet kiss and Marcus’s tongue pushed its way deep into my mouth, probing, wriggling and lapping at my tongue as if he were savoring my taste. Our tongues wrestled and entwined, mine snaking its way into Marcus’s mouth, licking at the soft, slippery insides of his cheeks, exploring beneath his tongue, enjoying the warmth of the interior of his mouth. Locked in that sensuous kiss, my hands wandered all over Marcus’s body, slipping over the cool, smooth material of his suit, fumbling to undo the buttons of his white, silk shirt. Once done, I slid my hands beneath the material and caressed his vast, dark, muscular chest, tweaking at his bullet-hard nipples that awaited me there. 

Marcus moaned into my mouth, his sigh heightening my erotic senses and making my pussy tingle – I could feel the spreading dampness there, my smooth lips becoming slick. 

I tugged gently at Marcus’s hard, jutting nipples, eliciting yet another moan from his beautiful mouth. I nipped at them between my finger nails, and felt them stiffen even more beneath my fingertips. 

Marcus’s hands moved to my shoulders, and there he slid the spaghetti straps of my hopelessly inadequate dress down over my arms. I felt a moment of panic as my dress slipped from my body and fell to my ankles; save my expensive shoes, I was completely naked in front of the stranger, my body exposed for him – and my husband – to see. 

“You are beautiful, Hannah,” Marcus growled as he broke the kiss to take a small step back to admire my gloriously exposed, nude body.  “You have the most delectable tits,” he said as he stroked each of my breasts in turn. “And I just love your smooth pussy.” He smiled and dipped a finger between my firm, tanned – and slightly parted - thighs. Marcus’s finger came away slippery wet with my pussy juices, and when he lifted it to his mouth to lick at it - I almost came there and then. “Your wife has a gorgeous cunt, Jonathon,” Marcus called over to my husband. “It’s a shame that you can’t possibly hope to fill it.” He giggled at him and jiggled my breasts with his huge hands. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?” 

“You may as well, my darling,” I encouraged, “There’s nothing to be ashamed of – and if I can get naked, so can you.” 

Jonathon looked at me and began to unbutton his pants. 

Ignoring Jonathon’s forlorn expression, Marcus cast off his suit and shirt, along with his shoes and socks, and then he stood to face me naked all but for his tight, black underpants.

“Wow,” I gasped. Marcus’s body was spectacular, trim and firm and bulged with taut muscle in all the right places, his skin smooth and flawless, his belly flat and patterned with well-defined abs. 

“Thank you, Ma’am.” Marcus smiled at my compliment.

By then, Jonathon had his pants off and was hesitating with his hands poised on the waistband of his boxers. 

“Come along, sissy-boy!” Marcus barked at my husband. “Let’s see it!” 

Jonathon tugged his under shorts down and his semi-erect cock sprang out, all pink and wrinkled and its bare head smooth and glistening. 

“Well, I can see why you feel the need to show off your wife like she was some common slut,” Marcus chastised Jonathon. “And why she was so keen to leave the bar with someone like me,” he said as he hooked his thumbs under the thin material of his underwear that stretched tight over each hip. “I think it’s time to show you both what a real cock looks like,” he said with a salacious smile playing upon his infinitely kissable lips. 
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