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Part One

Caitlyn was the kind of woman who turned heads effortlessly. In her late twenties, she had a natural grace that seemed unstudied but flawless. Her figure was athletic yet soft, with full toned legs that hinted at her frequent visits to the squat rack in the gym; and a gentle curve to her hips that gave her silhouette a timeless hourglass appeal. Her skin glowed with a warm, sun-kissed hue, and her dark hair tumbled in loose waves over her shoulders, catching the light in a way that seemed almost deliberate.

On weekends, Caitlyn favored a laid-back yet stylish look that perfectly reflected her self-assured attitude. Today, she opted for high-waisted, light-blue jeans that fit her like a glove, paired with a cropped white tank top that offered a glimpse of her defined midriff. She topped it off with a loose, sage-green cardigan, casually draped to fall off one shoulder, adding an air of effortless cool. 

Her footwear choice was classic and fresh—spotless white sneakers that completed the ensemble with ease. Around the white wife’s neck, a delicate gold necklace caught the light with every movement, a subtle touch of refinement. Wearing only a hint of makeup—a sweep of mascara to define her lashes and a soft blush to highlight her cheeks—Caitlyn exuded an understated beauty that was both approachable and captivating. 

After a long day of shopping, her favorite way to spend a Saturday afternoon, Caitlyn pushed the door open, juggling her grocery bags as she stepped into the married couple’s apartment. The comforting hum of their old radiator filled the space, but something felt off. She set the bags on the counter and turned toward the living room.

“Bryan?” she called out. “Where are you!”

Her husband was perched awkwardly on the edge of the couch, his hands clasped tightly in his lap. Unlike many men his age, he still looked like a little boy, especially when he was up to no good. Bryan glanced up, his soft, pale face a strange mixture of surprise and guilt.

“Hey, Caitlyn,” he said, too quickly.

His wife raised an eyebrow. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” he replied, but his voice cracked on the word.

Caitlyn’s eyes narrowed as she noticed a faint, sweet perfume lingering in the air — one she didn’t wear. Her gaze dropped to the coffee table, where a half-empty glass of iced tea sat, lipstick smudging the rim.

Before she could say anything, there was the sound of the bathroom door opening in the hallway. Bryan visibly stiffened.

Aspen Simpson entered the room with the kind of presence that turned heads and held them, her tall stature radiating confidence.

Aspen’s sun-kissed skin seemed to glow under the soft light, accentuated by the form-fitting black mini-dress she wore. The fabric hugged every curve of her hourglass figure, sculpted to perfection, while the slender spaghetti straps framed her toned shoulders. The neckline dipped daringly low, walking the fine line between bold and refined. 

The blonde woman’s long, shapely legs were elevated by crimson stilettos, each step deliberate, her movements smooth and self-assured. Around her ankle, a delicate gold chain adorned with a Queen of Spades charm caught the light with her every stride, a tiny yet striking detail that drew the eye. 

Presently Aspen's piercing blue eyes roamed the room with ease, playful and self-aware, as if she had anticipated the ripple her presence would cause. Her lips curved into a smile—warm, yet tinged with a knowing edge—when her gaze landed on the couple. 

“Can you believe it? It’s been so long!” the blonde sexpot exclaimed, her voice rich and melodic, carrying an effortless charm that seemed practiced to perfection. 

The Caucasian husband and wife exchanged a fleeting glance, his expression briefly startled while she masked her reaction with a polite but restrained smile. A quiet shift in the atmosphere was palpable—subtle yet unmistakable—as they both worked to maintain their composure. 

Aspen closed the distance between them with a confident grace, hips rolling, enveloping them both in a light embrace. Her laughter chimed brightly, as though she belonged at the center of their world, effortlessly claiming it. 

"Like, wow, Caitlyn," said Aspen, sitting next to Bryan on the couch, grinning like an evil puppeteer. “You should see the look on your face, girl!”

Caitlyn grinned back, but she was not happy with the other woman. A true modern-day Southern belle, Caitlyn had been taught that showing up without warning was rude. It showed a lack of class.

And Aspen Simpson?

A real egotistical bitch sometimes, Aspen Simpson was a sorority sister and had been one of the homely bridesmaids at Caitlyn's wedding. Caitlyn had considered her something of a younger sister, despite them being the same age. In college, Aspen had always been so shy and easily forgettable at Greek social functions. But the other woman's appearance was entirely changed now. She looked like a totally different person.

"Aspen Simpson..." Caitlyn finally said, marching over to the couch with a big Alabama-grown smile on her pretty face. "Girl, are you really sitting in my house, on my couch, next to my husband? Girl, my eyes must be going crazy!"

"Caitlyn Lynch, is that really you, looking all fine as hell, showing them thick thighs and big tasty titties," replied Aspen, being a little too vulgar, shaking her platinum head from side to side. For some reason, she was also talking in her new “comical urban" accent for the amusement of the other two people.

Bryan was certainly entertained.

Not only could he sense the rivalry between the two gorgeous women, he also hadn't seen Aspen Simpson since they graduated from Alabama University, several years ago. But one thing was very clear. During the interval, Aspen's looks had only improved. It was like she'd "grown into her body.” She looked like she belonged on the cover of a magazine, he thought, unable to tear his soft blue eyes away from her mouthwatering curves. Funnily enough, he even recalled her being another one of those skinny, plain-faced, generic, mostly flat brunettes who were always crying over a boy. Not any longer… Because with this version of Aspen, it was hard to imagine her crying over anything. Much less a boy!

"I love your new hair," Caitlyn gushed, overselling it though. "Blonde really suits you, Aspen. I think you chose well."

"Thanks, but I wish I had your thick dark hair," Aspen said, nodding at Caitlyn's fashionably styled brunette hairdo.

Bryan still couldn't get over Aspen's transformation either. It wasn't just her becoming a blonde. Aspen's legs looked more filled-out and toned; and her breasts were at least a size or two larger — and much, much, much plumper. Her perfect makeup accentuated the pop of her brilliant blue eyes and full red mouth and teeth that had always been so perfect because her father owned a highly successful dentist office in Mobile.

There was something else about Aspen...

Bryan always recalled her as being sort of shy or diffident, easily embarrassed. When there was a big group of people, for example, Aspen always seemed to fade into the background. But clearly Aspen Simpson had blossomed after college and now she radiated health, sex, happiness, and a mature female confidence... (Only later, months later, would Bryan come to learn that the look that Aspen adopted was frequently referred to as: The Snowbunny Look. Because at the moment, he didn’t even know what a snowbunny was: a sexually confident white girl who is known to ONLY DATE BBCs… Unfortunately for Bryan, who had a SWP, he would also soon learn the drastic consequences of your wife becoming a snowbunny too.)

"Am I interrupting anything?" Caitlyn Lynch said, obviously annoyed by her husband's fascination with the heavy-chested blonde.

Aspen smiled, rolled her piercing blue eyes, and pulled an iPhone out of a $2,000 designer handbag.

"Of course not, babe. We're just chatting," Bryan said meekly, hornily.

"About?" Caitlyn demanded.

"Just catching up." Already twitching with anticipation, Bryan felt certain that they might be a few drinks away from having one of the hottest nights in his life. "Anyway, ladies, I'm hitting the showers, in case anyone needs me... By the way, Aspen, I think we have some Stoli vodka in the refrigerator? I mean, it's 5 P.M. somewhere, right!"

It was closer to three in the afternoon, and in the 20 minutes Bryan had spent showering, shaving, and carefully dressing in one of his favorite casual outfits—chosen specifically because it gave his narrow shoulders a broader look, while hiding his slight belly—Caitlyn was already closing the heavy front door, shaking her head in disbelief. 

Bryan hurried over, his footsteps betraying a sense of urgency. Caitlyn caught sight of him mid-sprint, her sharp gaze freezing him in place. He slowed awkwardly, trying to play it cool. 

"Hey, uh, babe," he began, his voice carefully neutral. "Where's Aspen going? Is Aspen coming back? I thought us and Aspen were gonna have a few drinks?" 

Caitlyn didn’t answer right away. She turned the lock with a decisive click and leaned her forehead briefly against the door. Her rich chestnut hair, which fell in soft waves around her pale, heart-shaped face, shimmered faintly in the light. But her expression was somber, her features shadowed by something she wasn’t yet saying. 

"Caitlyn?" Bryan prompted, his voice rising slightly. "Babe?" 

She turned to face him, her lips pressed into a thin line. Confusion and concern clouded her dark eyes, and for a moment, she looked as though she might speak. Instead, she sighed and shook her head again, as if struggling to find the right words.

Bryan's dream of an adventurous threesome was crashing and burning, and the sting of disappointment was palpable. He watched silently as Caitlyn crossed the room with measured steps, her demeanor calm yet laden with purpose. She reached the couch and patted the cushion, signaling for him to join her. Reluctantly, he obeyed, unsettled by the strange mix of determination and hesitation in her wide, innocent eyes. 

Caitlyn finally got to the point. "I’m so sorry about this," she began, her tone apologetic but firm. "Really sorry. But Aspen... she needs help, Bryan. Professional help." 

Bryan blinked, his confusion deepening. "What does that even mean?" 

Caitlyn launched into an explanation, detailing Aspen’s struggles as a journalist. She mentioned the prestigious magazine where Aspen worked as a reporter and how she was one poorly received article away from losing her career. Bryan nodded along, still unsure where this was headed. 

"She thinks she can save her career," Caitlyn continued, "by writing one of those bold, provocative features about... well, about average Americans’ sex lives." 

Bryan frowned. "And what does this have to do with us? You know that we are as vanillas as they come, in the bedroom." 

Caitlyn hesitated, glancing at him with an apologetic smile. "It wasn’t her idea originally," she said, "but Aspen feels that if she could interview us, she might have a story strong enough to keep her job." 

"Interview us?" Bryan asked, growing more suspicious. 

Caitlyn paused again, as though bracing for impact. "The title of the article... it’s meant to be shocking, you know, to grab attention." 

"What’s the title?" 

"First of all," Caitlyn said quickly, "they wouldn’t use our real names. Or pictures. Or anything personably identifiable." 

"What’s the title, Caitlyn?" Bryan repeated, his patience wearing thin. 

Her voice dropped. "America’s Most Famous Cuckolds." 

Bryan shot to his feet, pacing the living room like a caged animal. "No. No way. Are you serious? Absolutely not. Do you even know what that means? I do! I’m not doing this!" His voice rose with each word. "This is crazy, Caitlyn!" 

"Bryan, calm down, dear," Caitlyn urged, her tone gentle but firm. "It’s not as bad as it sounds." 

"Not as bad?" he sputtered. "Did you agree to this insanity?" 

Her silence spoke volumes, and Bryan’s stomach sank. 

"It’s just an interview," she said soothingly. "It’s for print only. And we can make things up if we have to. Aspen needs this. She hasn’t had it as easy as we’ve had it since college." 

Bryan folded his thin pale arms, still fuming. "How hasn’t she had it easy?" 

Caitlyn hesitated before blurting out, "Well, you know Aspen always had a crush on you..." 

Bryan froze, blindsided by the revelation, and Caitlyn’s words became a blur. She kept talking, trying to sell the idea, but he wasn’t fully listening anymore. 

Finally, after several tense minutes, he exhaled deeply. "So, if this is all just a joke in the end...?" 

"Exactly," Caitlyn said quickly, her voice light but strained. "A harmless joke. At the end of the day, nothing serious. Just pretend." 

But Bryan couldn’t shake the feeling that Caitlyn wasn’t entirely in control of the situation either. Aspen’s request felt less like a favor and more like a demand stemming from some unspoken history between the two women. Reluctantly, he nodded his agreement, a flicker of hope rekindling in his mind. Maybe, just maybe, this could still lead to something exciting. 


Part Two

The bizarre "mock interview" was set for the following week, and the anticipation was unbearable for the married couple, a typically composed upper-middle-class couple. At home, a noticable shift had taken place—Bryan and Caitlyn, usually close, were absorbed in work, barely acknowledging each other like distant roommates rather than spouses. The tension lingered until the appointed day arrived. That morning, a Saturday, Bryan decided to forgive his wife, lightening the mood with self-deprecating jokes about the strange situation they were embroiled in.

After a relaxed brunch, Caitlyn retreated to the bathroom for nearly two hours. She reemerged transformed, wearing a fitted silk top, garter, heels, and the navy blue skirt Bryan loved. It accentuated her curvaceous figure, evoking an image of a vintage pinup star. Her flawless ivory complexion and pulled-back hair framed her striking features—intelligent eyes, a delicate nose, and naturally full lips. Bryan admired her womanly silhouette, enhanced by her petite waist and ample curves. A hint of lilac lace peeked out, hinting at new panties she had purchased.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Caitlyn teased as Bryan, fresh from the shower and wrapped in a towel, stared at her.

He smiled sheepishly, his pale frame and softening midsection a stark contrast to her vibrant presence.

Standing side by side before the bathroom mirror, Caitlyn remarked, “We’re practically the same size now! Either I’m getting taller, or you’re shrinking.”

“It’s the heels,” Bryan quipped.

“They’re barely an inch, silly,” she shot back, playfully bumping her hip against his. “Don’t you see the resemblance?”

“Maybe the old saying’s true: married couples turn into each other.”

“Oh? So when do I get one of those?” Caitlyn teased, pointing at the five small inches of tent protruding from the white towel. "I want a small pink one like yours, babe. The big ones scare me. You know that, honey."

"Heeeyyyyyy! What the fuck, Caitlyn?" Bryan said, his hands protectively covering his groin as if he'd just been physically attacked. "Not cool. Don't joke around about that shit, Caitlyn. I'm serious."

"Oh, no, dear, I didn't mean it like that," she said, genuinely sorry now, but also having to choke down a smile from obviously scoring a point against her partner – because normally it was the other way around in the bedroom. Amused, she bent down on her knees and started to wave Hi to his shriveled love stick. Hi there, do you miss me? I miss you! And then Caitlyn stood up, smiled, and placed her hand on her hubby's shoulder. "I like it, sweetie. Yours is perfect! I told you I don’t want anything bigger than my Mini-Rabbit."

There followed a strained moment of silence as the married Caucasian couple both turned and looked directly into the bathroom mirror. Caitlyn was smiling victoriously.

Bryan was sulking. Hoping to break the tension, he suddenly made a clownish gesture with his hands and said, "Wonder Twins, power activate!"

"Babe, ha ha, you're so funny." Caitlyn giggled some, getting the reference to such an old timey cartoon about identical twins, one a boy, one a girl. "You crack me up, babe. I think that's why I love you."

Relieved again, Bryan's pale blue eyes fell on his wife's wobbly chest, with her large, natural, melon-like breasts that people always assumed were fake. It was like she was walking around the world with the world's most beautiful baby feeders.

It was true. And Bryan knew his wife was out of his league.

During her wild college days, Caitlyn actually won several wet T-shirt contests and bikini contests, once even while wearing a Confederate flag string bikini; and it still shocked her husband how such a dainty torso could support such large tits. He loved her huge dark areolas and the small nipples that were rough against the texture of his tongue. Now he could feel the tingle of excitement stiffen as he leaned back and examined his wife's plump jiggly ass, which was poking out in her little skirt. "Are we supposed to dress up for this thing, babe?"

"Naw, I don't think so, babe."

Caitlyn dropped a hairpin and Bryan took the opportunity to approach and drop his towel. Hands on his hips, small hairless penis erect, he proudly looked down with a big confident smile, "Hey, hey beautiful, I have a present for you."

"What? No. Not now!"

He pushed it into the side of her face, and then used the dark silk curtains of her hair as a resting place while he throbbed directly on his wife's head. "That's better... Who wants to be my good girl?"

"Ha ha. You're so funny. Are you trying to be seductive?" Caitlyn laughed in a very genuine and hurtful way. She then rolled her liquid-looking eyes at him and moaned painfully, "Get that little thing out of my face, Bryan, seriously, please!"

Bryan's thin smiled evaporated in less than a second.

Little thing, had she really called it that, he wondered, his whole world spinning out of control.

During their entire relationship, Caitlyn never had anything bad to say about what he was packing down there. To be frank, that was one of the things that he liked about her so much, how Caitlyn seemed to be totally devoted and receptive to his manly urges.

Presently, the only thing stopping Bryan from firing back a hurtful statement about Caitlyn's appearance (besides the fact that she really didn't have any physical flaws or defects) was that he knew he'd betray how deeply her "small package comments" stung, and thus become a near-nuclear option for some time in the future, as married couples are eventually wont to do.

Wisely, Bryan retreated, still hurt.

He got dressed and Caitlyn asked him to drive. Soon the happily married couple was veering in and out of downtown traffic, finally pulling into the subterranean parking deck of a 42-story building at the heart of the city. Aspen's office was on the 28th floor, which seemed to take forever to get to in the elevator.

There was hardly anyone around. For intimacy reasons, Aspen chose to conduct "the interview" during the weekend since only the janitors would be there. The elevator doors opened.

"Oh my god, you two are so great for doing this. You’re legends! You're literally saving my big PAWG ass!" Aspen said, clapping her hands excitedly when she saw Bryan and Caitlyn Lynch stagger out of the elevator. She got in the middle, hooking each one of their slim arms through hers, and led the slightly unhappy-looking married white couple towards her office.

Bryan couldn't stay quiet any longer. "Just to be clear, Aspen, you're not using our real names, or real identities, or anything like that, correct?"

"Don't be a silly boy." Looking like the definition of a Real Boss Bitch now, Aspen Simpson let go of their arms and immediately drew the couple's attention as her round buttocks wobbled and wiggled the whole way.

The big booty business woman steered the unsuspecting couple into her (surprisingly large) office and went around the stately burgundy desk, everything looking expensive and glossy. She then collapsed in the leather captain's chair, gestured for them to take seats as well. "Guys, listen. You have nothing to worry about, I got you," said Aspen Simpson, enjoying the process maybe too much. “I got you!”

"I mean, we are guaranteed discretion, right?" asked Caitlyn, her arms akimbo. She then gave her former-sorority sister a direct and meaningful look. "We're only trying to help you out, Aspen."

Aspen Simpson looked like a real estate agent in an adult video. She threw her shiny blonde hair back, twirling it, and straightened her spine. "Of course, of course, Caitlyn. Thanks again for your help."

"I don't see why you need us anyway," grumbled Bryan, who was already sitting down in his assigned chair. "Couldn't you just make this stuff up?"

"That's literally the best way to ruin a career in journalism. But I totally understand your concern, and just for the record, your words are heard," Aspen answered brightly, the sharp elbows of her arms on the desk, leaning forward to make sure that the wimpy white husband understood. "Otherwise I would have never asked in a million years."

"It's fine, Aspen," Caitlyn said, collapsing into a chair now. "I'm sure we can trust you."

"You sure can," Aspen responded. "By the way, it looks like our photographer just arrived."

“Photographer???” the married couple said in unison.

The photographer was followed by several more men and women, who turned out to be in different parts of the camera production.

"Oh my gosh, you should see your two faces," laughed Aspen. "Relax, guys. Obviously we will blur your faces. Actually, take pride in offering my subjects complete anonymity upon request."

Bryan and Caitlyn Lynch exchanged identical looks that said they were two seconds away from bolting. But Aspen, in all her girl boss glory, got in front of the issue, took the reins of control. Acting as if she was getting fed up with the negative attitudes, Aspen pulled the married couple outside in the hallway. There, she was able to reprimand them in relative privacy.

"Is everything okay here?" demanded Aspen, suddenly appearing two feet taller than the cowering couple. "I thought we had a deal, guys?"

Caitlyn looked like she wanted to either cry or punch Aspen in the nose. "What's with the damn cameras, Aspen? Why is there a whole entire professional makeup crew and lighting crew if this is just supposed to be a quick print interview thing? It doesn’t make sense."

"Yeah," Bryan added uncomfortably, "this was NOT the agreement."

Aspen smirked with new knowledge. Until now, she had never considered the possibility that Bryan actually was a cuckold. But now she wasn’t so sure. After all, why was he being so sensitive about this? It was telling.

And also, Aspen thought, does that mean that Caitlyn is already a hotwife? Inwardly, Aspen laughed at the idea, further thinking that it made sense, because she'd always suspected that Caitlyn Lynch was one of those goody-two-shoes types who secretly is the biggest whore on the planet.

Aspen then thought of her ex-boyfriend: Tyrell Johnson.

Tyrell was the first black man Aspen had ever been with and when she thought of him, she always thought of two things: Tyrell's enormous orgasm-giving BBC, big black cock, and him watching football games and screaming, "I'm calling an audible, I'm calling a motherfucking audible like a motherfucker!"

A second later, Aspen was calling her own audible.

Aspen even had better plans for Caitlyn and Bryan now. She didn't want to jump ahead, but Aspen could even see herself winning a prestigious journalism award for this sort of story.

"Fine, if the cameras are a big deal, no problem. I'll have them out of the office in five seconds."

"Good," said Bryan.

"Great, thank you," added Caitlyn.

"Secondly, I'll keep the questions to a minimum. Obviously, I'll need you to answer along the lines that we discussed earlier," said Aspen, looking around as if she was afraid someone would hear details of their upcoming crime. "But it shouldn't take more than 30 minutes, probably much less. Do we have a deal, guys?"

There was a silent agreement between husband and wife, as if they were somehow falling under the spell of Aspen, who seemed to navigate herself through this publishing world like a woman of power.

Even Bryan couldn't decide whether or not he wanted to bend Aspen over the desk and fuck her until she started crying in pleasure; or whether he wanted her to spank him. It was almost like the widening of Aspen's haunches, the growth of her womanly breasts, had imbued her with a more grounded and motherly energy force. Bryan and Caitlyn were no match. It was the law of the jungle, and they were prey to a woman like Aspen Simpson...

Heads down like scolded toddlers, the married couple was marched back into the office, where Aspen told them to apologize to everyone for delaying the interview. After all, it was Saturday, and these people had lives to live.

"Sorry," mumbled Bryan and Caitlyn, both feeling like they were trapped in a terrible, terrible, terrible dream.

"Good girl, good boy," Aspen answered brightly. "Now why don't you two get your little tushys over there in front of the cameras and then we can get this show started!"

Then when Aspen saw Caitlyn turn around, presenting her own bubble butt in that skirt, she added cruelly, "Or big tushy!"

Caitlyn instinctively reached behind and tried (and failed) to cover her big butt. "What?"

"PAWG alert!" joked Aspen, thinking that if Tyrell was here, he'd be hitting on Caitlyn left and right.

More importantly: Aspen was in complete control now. Smiling and then frowning, she only grew irritated by the couple's slow movements, so she clapped her hands loudly, "Chop-chop! Chop-fucking-chop!"

They didn’t fight back now. He thought: let’s just get this over with, god.

There were two stools a few feet apart. Bryan could tell that Caitlyn was suddenly self-conscious about the length of her skirt now, perched on a stool like that, and when she nervously crossed her womanly legs in a ladylike way, her skirt seemed to bunch up and appear like it was no bigger than a belt.

"Ok, you two, final steps!" announced Aspen, sounding like a tour guide.

"Huh?" Bryan and Caitlyn said together, bewildered.

It all happened so fast. As makeup was applied and re-applied, lights and screens were set up around the two stools in the middle of the office. It was horrible. Bryan and Caitlyn felt like they'd already passed the Point of No Return.

And then something happened. The terrible dream worsened.

As it turned out, Aspen would be sitting off screen, highlighting the reactions of the couple as they confessed their ultimate weakness: they were cuckolds, white, weak, pale, soft, submissive, and highly erotic people.

"Ready guys?"

"Yes," said Bryan in a shaky voice.

"Speak up!" snapped Aspen. She then took a breath and added, "I mean, so that the microphones can pick everything up, for the story."

Bryan and Caitlyn nodded in perfect unison, and then hung their heads low like castigated puppies.

Aspen grabbed her clipboard. "Perfect. Bryan. You first, hubby. Are you ready to answer a few questions, cuck?"

Bryan looked up to see that Aspen Simpson was towering over him, her grin confident and malicious. Before he could object to her name calling, however, she leaned over and balanced herself on the stool by pressing her hand against Bryan's crotch, making his entire body reflexively stiffen. He could hear his body humming now, charged with erotic energy. She put her lips to his earlobe so that only he could catch her cold and bitchy voice, "Now that I've got your attention, cuck, let's have some fun!"

Once Aspen was gone, Bryan looked over to see if Caitlyn had just caught any of that, but his wife was currently preoccupied with a hairdresser, a gay African-American gentleman, who kept telling Caitlyn how "brave and powerful" she was and how it was great to see women taking a dominant position in-and-out of the bedroom these days.

"Thanks, yeah sure, I guess," said Caitlyn, obviously unsure of how to receive such bizarre compliments. Like her browbeaten hubby, she was counting the seconds until she could leave this office and forget this day ever happened.

"We're all ready!" said Caitlyn, looking over at her hubby with her biggest and brightest and fakest smile.


Part Three

A moment later and they began the interview, with the lights obscuring most of Aspen's upper half, so that now Bryan could only see a pair of gorgeous tan-skinned legs and high heels as her polished, professional, high-pitched voice began asking bizarre questions like:

"So, Caitlyn. Our readers want to know. What's it like being a cuckqueen? I imagine that it's very empowering, from a female perspective... And by the way, I must say, you are really pulling off that strong independent businesswoman look right now. But seriously, girl, what is it like to be cuckqueen? Super empowering, right? The girls wanna know, they definitely want to know!"

"Oh, I don't know if I've ever thought of it like that before," said Caitlyn, touching her face as she laughed nervously. "Empowering? Yeah, I guess you could say that, Aspen, considering how this type of relationship sort of, um, flies in the face of traditional bedroom dynamics?"

Aspen's grin widened with satisfaction. She loved how well Caitlyn seemed to be playing along. She looked at her other target. "And Bryan, would you say that you enjoy being the submissive in the relationship?"

Now it was time for Bryan's face to redden at the reporter's insensitive questions. "Well, um, I love my wife," he said, suddenly disliking the smirk of condescension that had just flickered across Aspen's face. "Uh, let's just leave it to that."

"Moving on," said Aspen, tapping her pen against the metal part of her clipboard. "Caitlyn, how many big virile bulls have you been with since you started cucking Bryan?"

Bryan thought that the question could have been worded a little more sensitively and he was even more dismayed by his wife's amusement with the situation.

"Oh golly," Caitlyn said, reaching over and grabbing her hubby's small hands while she pretended to count in her head. "Maybe like 4 or 5? Um, at least."

"Wow," said Aspen, visibly impressed. "And according to my notes, you are a BBC slut?"

"A what?" said Caitlyn and Bryan in unison.

"It means, I believe, you prefer the company of black men, in the bedroom," replied Aspen, adjusting the black frames of her reading glasses, which made her look even sexier and more sophisticated. "BBC, I believe in your community, Caitlyn, it stands for Big Black Cock. But you two definitely already know that... Now, it's my understanding, that not all hotwives are BBC sluts too. But you are, according to my notes. Can you elaborate for the readers around the country, girl?"

"Oh, wow, um, what a question," said Caitlyn. Out of obvious nervousness, she started coughing and held up a finger while she produced a pink water bottle from her handbag. After nearly two full minutes she hadn't fully recuperated. "I'm sorry, can you repeat the question?"

"Sure," sneered Aspen, thinking that she'd never seen her biggest college rival squirm around so much. This made it even better. Total triumph. "Please tell me Caitlyn why you prefer black men in your bed? Or maybe you can talk about why you see white men as not good enough for your most intimate spaces?"

To his complete astonishment, Bryan listened to his own wife babble on... about how, ever since she was a little girl... she idolized black performers and black artists and black athletes.

"I mean, that kind of explains it, right?" Caitlyn asked, anxiously twirling her hair while she looked around the room for some sign of approval.

Then when she found absolutely none in her husband's reddening face, Caitlyn turned back to Aspen, who laughed triumphantly and said something like, "Sure does, girl. We all know why you are going around, chasing those BBC to satisfy you. No offense, but hubby looks like one of those pudgy, easily out of breath, two pump chumps. I mean, shoot, his feet are literally smaller than mine. Yours too, girl!"

Caitlyn laughed uncomfortably at her hubby, whose soft face reddened even more.

"I'm just kidding, just kidding," Aspen explained, swatting any possible objections out of the air. "Now Bryan, first I'd like to think you for being here today. I know it takes a lot of bravery."

"Um, yeah, no problem, Aspen." Bryan saw a glass of water and snatched it from the table. He'd never been so thirsty; and he wondered if the lights were meant to be as bright and merciless as they felt now. "Just trying to help out," he said vaguely.

"You sure do love Caitlyn, right?" Aspen said, like a hunter setting a trap.

Bryan felt a quick moment of relief. This was much better. "Yes, of course. People say their spouses are the most important things to them. But in my case, it's really the case. We're not just married. We’re soulmates. We're best friends."

"Very hot," Aspen said, flipping a page on her clipboard and reading one of the next questions. "So Bryan, as a cuckold, what's your favorite part of watching Caitlyn get fucked by a big black man?"

Brian nearly had a heartache on the spot. "Huh?"

"I mean, do you feel excited just to watch? Or are you one of those cuckolds who likes to hold their wife's hand while they are getting fucked cross-eyed? Or, is this more of a white guilt thing, and this is your way of answering for the sins of your ancestors?"

Bryan looked around, bewildered. "Ancestors? What are you talking about, Aspen?"

"Jesus, Aspen," Caitlyn said, visibly shocked with the questions.

Bryan squeezed his eyes, wishing this entire scene would go away.

"Now," said Aspen, moving on with the interview, "it says here that your fantasy started with interracial porn? I’ve heard that’s pretty common for white cucks. That's stuff you found on the internet?"

"Um, sure," Bryan said, rolling his eyes.

Aspen chewed on the end of her pen, feeling herself get suddenly hot from all this BBC talk. "White women and black man? That was your thing?"

"Yes, Aspen, fine, whatever, that was my thing."

"Good boy," said Aspen aggressively, turning her attention to Caitlyn now. "And things came to a head, um, after you caught lil’ Bryan masturbating to interracial-themed porn on his computer?"

"Yeah, I guess," Caitlyn said. "It was... like, crazy."

Annoyance flashed across Aspen's professional-level makeup job, but she continued after a calming breath. "Did it bother you, Caitlyn, to realize that your own little beta weak white wimp husband was fantasizing about black men and white women having sex?"

"I mean, maybe. A little. Sure."

"Fascinating," Aspen said, writing a few notes down in the margins. "And do you think that he was fantasizing about you having sex with a black man?"

"That sort of follows, I guess, um, considering."

"Meaning?"

"It makes sense that he would, if he were watching that stuff. Right?"

"Interracial porn?"

"Yes."

"And fantasizing about you, Caitlyn, his own wife, sleeping with a black man? Not sleeping, I mean. Ha!"

"Yes, yes, yes."

"And that didn't bother you, Caitlyn?"

"I guess not, Aspen," Caitlyn said with a little challenging tone in her voice now.

"And then, according to my notes," Aspen said, hiding her smirk at the last second, "you two began exploring your new interracial cuckold/hotwife fantasy, correct? In the bedroom?"

"Yes," they both said simultaneously. "We did."

"That is so sexy to hear," Aspen said, wiggling in her chair, losing herself for a quick moment. "I mean, just imagining Bryan jerking his little whiteboy penis off in the corner, maybe while he's crying. And Caitlyn using her big white booty, her big pale titties, to attract every brother with big black cock that walked past her? I mean, look at her, and tell me that she doesn't look like the sort of girl who loves African DNA inside her?"

"Okay, that's it. No more! I think we have reached the end of this so-called interview," Bryan interjected, finally standing up to make himself as big as possible. "By the way! Humiliating me and my wife was not part of the bargain, Aspen. What the fuck? We were doing you a damn favor, idiot!"

"And this is the shit we get?" quickly added Caitlyn, getting more and more worked up as she got to her feet also.

"Sorry, sorry, I'm so sorry," Aspen said, explaining that she was just nervous and maybe being overly aggressive, before promising to tone it down for the final two or three questions.

Showing signs of confusion and reluctance, Bryan and Caitlyn managed to find their ways back onto their stools and soon they were recording again.

After Aspen asked them to describe why they love each other (a segment that Aspen had no intension of ever publishing) she finally got to her real point.

The intimidating blonde goddess positively glowed with something sinister in her soul now.

“I’ve got great news!” Aspen informed the couple the following: "In support of your cuckold lifestyle, Bryan and Caitlyn, which we find brave and powerful, we here at the magazine are planning to host a contest. It will be called the: Find Caitlyn a Black Bull Contest. With the help of our readers nationwide, we will find Caitlyn the perfect black bull to satisfy her most primitive desires, while her worthless cuck husband Bryan watches from the sidelines. Now how exciting is that?!?"

Anger mixed with humiliation, making for a dangerous cocktail, as Bryan stood up and started waving his small pink hands in the air. His face was redder than an apple. "That's enough of this shit! Come on, Caitlyn, let's get out of here. We don't need to take this abuse any longer. I can't believe how... how... lowbrow some people can be just for the almighty buck. Fuck you, Aspen and your shitty magazine!"

"Oh no! Help me, save me! The wrath of the whiteboy cuck!!!" Aspen squealed, pretending to take cover behind her clipboard as if she was actually afraid of anything this soft-faced, small-fingered beta could do to a woman like her.

“Come on, babe, let’s get out of this shithole!” Bryan said angrily.

“...Huh?” Caitlyn's delay in response was due to her staring straight ahead, still looking in the general direction of Aspen's voice. But her eyes had completely glazed over. It was as if she was already under a deep and powerful spell.


Part Four

Utterly humiliated, the young white couple couldn't have left Aspen Simpson's office any faster; and by the time they were zigzagging through the parking garage, their cheeks were still glowing red with shame and mutual embarrassment that seemed to radiate off their small white faces.

Nobody said a word in the elevator, despite it taking so long.

Finding the exit sign downstairs, Caitlyn broke the quiet tension by vowing never to speak to Aspen Simpson again, never again! There was no way. That bridge was officially burned, Caitlyn announced, as they got in the car and sped back to their comfortable and attractive life. It felt good to lock the doors and take a moment to breathe. They were both weirdly horny though and before they could make it to the bedroom, they were tearing each others clothes off and fucking like wild animals on the living room carpet. Doggystyle was a little intimidating, but Bryan loved missionary so he could watch her big breasts jiggle every time he slammed all five rock-hard inches into her, their eyes locked onto each other in ultimate passion. They really were soulmates. He held off for as long as possible; and afterwards he was able to give his wife an orgasm by alternating his mouth and fingers. Then Caitlyn, in a much better mood, was walking out of the steamy bathroom with a small pink towel wrapped around her torso, her brunette hair pulled up high on her head, and said that from now on, she might need to give a second thought before she would offer to help someone else out again.

“Let’s not be those types of people, babe. I think Aspen is just living in la-la land, or something,” said Bryan. “Honestly, I feel bad for her.”

“She needs help. From a psychiatrist.”

“She needs church.”

The white couple laughed, relieved that some sense of domestic normalcy had returned in their lives.

Later that night, they were in bed, and Caitlyn turned her body to him in the dark, and initiated things with a soft probing touch of her hand. They were under the covers. Bryan felt a heavy twitch of arousal, causing him to eagerly yank down his Donald Duck boxers. “Again?”

“We don’t have to, if you don’t want to,” she purred.

Bryan couldn’t remember the last time that he’d gone twice in one day with his wife. Honeymoon? He felt his cock stiffen and then press against the smoothness of  her thigh. “I’m always ready!”

“I can feel him,” she laughed, wiggling her body.

"Well, hello there, miss!" Bryan said reaching under her T-shirt and getting a big meaty handful of her breasts. “Miss me?”

"Hi baby," she whispered playfully, eyes glazed with private thoughts.

Her hubby's penis was a little thicker than her fingers and he moaned audibly as she massaged the hard pink shaft and gently cradled his grape-sized balls. Caitlyn smiled, delighted. She couldn’t understand why they were both so turned on.

Suddenly Bryan realized that he was able to remove his wife’s panties without her forcing him to put on a rubber since she wasn't on the pill. They'd talked about having a child, but never details, just general ideas and ambitions. Bryan decided that Caitlyn must know that she isn't in danger of getting pregnant, since she was normally so careful about that stuff.

Eagerly, his wife spread her legs wide for him and he felt her wetness with his fingers in the dark. When there was enough light, her pussy lips were the same shade as pink bubblegum candy, and they tasted just as sweet to him. He put his hungry mouth down there, fucked her pussy lips with it several times, and started to lick all around, sometimes fucking her pussy with his tongue, causing Caitlyn to squirm and moan on the bed.

For only the third time in their marriage, Bryan bravely stuck a finger up his wife's asshole and felt her delicate little sphincter muscles collapse and grip him, ready to milk him of his very essence.

"Oh fuck, baby," Bryan said, sitting up, pushing her soft white legs back with his hands gripping the back of her knees, trapping her below him on her back. His own cock was also a aging with passion and he sat it down on her bubblegum candy parts, making her squirm in anticipation. "Oh, baby, look how sexy you look," he said, leering down, his fingers tense around the base of his boy-sized pecker. "Tell me you want this. Tell me you want this great big monster."

Caitlyn didn't exactly laugh, but there was a "comically puzzled look" that crossed the delicate features of her face long enough for Bryan to see in the mostly dark bedroom.

That was all it took.

Instantly, the man's five proud inches deflated into two insecure inches.

"Wait, wait, wait, just wait. I need a second," Bryan impatiently said, failing to hide the genuine concern in his voice.

"Is everything okay, baby? What's wrong? Why is it soft now? Don't you like me? What's wrong with you, Bryan?"

His problem got worse.

Caitlyn wasn't helping and Bryan desperately tried to think about something that would get him hard again.

The first thing that came to his mind was Aspen, the way she was all blonde and tan and curvy and sexy as fuck now. He tried to imagine fucking her, really giving it to her, making her pay, but as soon as he got started, she would always look at him with that same comically puzzled face that Caitlyn had and burst out laughing, calling him whiteboy and calling him a cuck and calling him a beta.

He wasn't a beta, he told himself, over and over again, as he continued trying to get hard. Now Aspen's face was replaced by Caitlyn's face, as she also called him a whiteboy beta cuck. And suddenly he glanced down and saw Caitlyn and Aspen, together, looking up and calling him a little whiteboy beta cuckold several more times.

"Baby!" Caitlyn enthused. "Good job!"

Bryan looked down and frowned when he realized that he had the biggest and hardest boner of his life. It was terrible because right away Bryan realized that he'd stumbled upon a weird fetish that was already taking root and spreading through his poor defenseless mind. Every time he imagined Caitlyn calling him a beta cuck, or Caitlyn telling him that she wanted a bull in the bedroom, it was like a bolt of electricity was shooting down his spine and zapping his pink, tight, undersized balls – the pain mixed with pleasure, forming a lethal cocktail that Bryan soon realized he was badly addicted to.


Part Five

A few months later, Caitlyn was wearing short cutoff shorts and a small faded T-shirt with the name of the ski academy she attended during her privileged teenage years. Her hair had grown well past the middle of her back now and she kept it out of her face with a red handkerchief, making her look like she was about to model for a campaign aimed at recruiting female workers during WWII. Cleaning was a good way to clear her mind. Mostly, Caitlyn was trying not to think about the previous night. Recently, her and Bryan had been experiencing more and more difficulties in the bedroom. It was confounding.

Caitlyn knew that it started around the same time that Aspen popped up in their lives with that ridiculous “interview;” but Caitlyn wasn't sure if the two situations were related.

And then: there was last night. Bryan went ballistic because Caitlyn bought the wrong brand of condoms.

To Caitlyn, it didn't seem like such a big deal, honestly, and she pleaded for Bryan to calm down because (secretly, inwardly) it was making him look weak and pathetic in her eyes.

"Please calm down, dear," she said, as if she was addressing one of her rambunctious nephews instead of her own husband. "We don't need all this drama, not tonight. Calm down!"

"I can't wear these!" Bryan had said, holding up the packaging and angrily tossing it down at Caitlyn's feet. "They're demeaning!"

Caitlyn sighed. She looked at the floor and saw the pink labeling of the new condoms: WHITEBOYZ.

"Are you referring to the WHITEBOYZ condoms, baby?" Caitlyn asked, yawning.

"You tell me, Caitlyn!"

In the pharmacy she had read enough of the information to know that WHITEBOYZ was a relatively new condom brand that catered to men who weren't very well endowed, promising a "firm gripping feel to even the shortest and thinnest men." The bright pink packaging was odd, but Caitlyn saw no reason why her husband wouldn't want to try a new brand since he was having problems with his current brand.

She reminded her husband, "You're the one who said you couldn't feel anything with the condom, and the condom was too baggy. Remember?"

"I didn't say too baggy, Caitlyn!"

"I forgot your exact words, Jesus."

Bryan winced at the memory of his own words, which were mostly just trying to convince his wife to let him fuck her bareback. He'd said something like, "When did these Trojans start to get so goddamn big?"

In reality, the issue was that he wasn't getting as hard as he used to – not without thinking of his new favorite online fetish. It was getting out of hand. Bryan was still at that early stage where he was trying to never include Caitlyn in his interracial perversions. But even then, he realized sadly that it was only a matter of time. He still couldn't believe what an effect white women/black men intercourse had on him.

"Ok, fine, I'll try the damn condoms," Bryan said, eventually, sulking over to stoop and pick up the pink cellophane-wrapped box of 4. Then he died on the inside a little when he saw the caption: "Good things come in tiny packages!" He glanced at his wife imploringly.

"I don't know, I guess it's a little joke," said Caitlyn, then catching herself. "I mean, not little."

"Jesus fucking Christ, Caitlyn."

"It's, um, perfectly fine, dear. You know I don't like the big scary ones. Trust me, dear, yours is perfectly fine and, um, well, ideal."

To commemorate the occasion, Caitlyn showed her wifely devotion by dropping to her knees.

She gripped the box of WHITEBOYZ condoms and tore off the wrapper with her teeth, staring up at him. Bryan placed his hand on the top of Caitlyn's dark hair as she fitted him with his first WHITEBOYZ condom, rolling the lubricated pink material across her husband's throbbing member, and then giggling when she realized they made the whole condom orange-pink for some reason.

"That's funny," she said. “Looks cute actually.”

"Can we get serious here, please?" hubby asked, angrily crossing his skinny arms over his chest.

The WHITEBOYZ condom fit hubby perfectly. And Caitlyn couldn't help pushing it and playing with it, more out of scientific curiosity than genuine female arousal.

"Can I?" Bryan pleaded, losing his mind now.

Caitlyn rolled her eyes like a bewildered mom. "Fine, but I'm not getting completely undressed. And you only have five minutes, five minutes, okay? And obviously make sure you cum inside your WHITEBOYZ. What position do you want anyway, mister?"

"Um, let's start with oral. Baby, open up for hubby!"

Because of the coloring, it looked like Caitlyn was trying to suck on a baby carrot.

While she easily slurped the thumb-sized love organ in and out of her mouth, Caitlyn wondered if her husband's lack of sexual interest recently was related to him gaining several inches around his waistline in just a few months. He had definitely put on a few extra pounds, but Caitlyn figured that was natural for men of his age. Dad bods were normal, right? For a couple of days, she even teased him about having "woman hips." But then it looked like he was about to start crying and storm off, so Caitlyn wisely put the kibbutz on that little joke.

And at the same time, Caitlyn was also a fully grown woman, and she had fully grown women needs. And so she was just about to take her husband’s tiny penis out of her mouth. She wanted the couple to fuck on the floor, like animals, like before. And she was just starting to slow down her movements when suddenly Bryan started to convulse, shaking and saying, "Shit, shit, shit, shit, baby!"

Caitlyn spit the baby carrot out of her mouth in disgust. Giving her husband the stink eye, she started warning him that he better not cum – when she saw the micro tip of her husband's pinkish condom go kinda white with watery semen. Caitlyn shook her head, fuming on the inside, absolutely fuming, thinking that it wasn't much of a load, but it was the only load she was going to get around here anytime soon.


Part Six

It was one of the deepest male voices Caitlyn had ever heard.

She could tell he was black, probably older. And the married white woman listened to the deep male voice on the telephone for several long moments before saying, "I'm sorry, wait, who are you, again?"

The deep male voice shook with hearty laughter. "Damn girl, you're going to make a brother do this again? Ok, ok. The name is Lester Jefferson. I'm 52 and I've been driving cabs for over two decades. I signed up for your little magazine contest because I thought: What the hell, Les, right?"

Caitlyn put her hand on her hip; a sign to the world that she meant business now. "Well, Mr. Jefferson..."

"Lester. Please just call me Lester, Caitlyn," said the older black man through the phone. ". Sexy name, by the way. I’ve never dated a Caitlyn before, ha.”

"Excuse me?" Caitlyn opened her mouth to respond, but again the rich baritone mirth seemed to emanate out of her phone and spread through every inch of the room. It was almost like she could feel Lester's presence from so far away. “Who gave you my number anyway?” she demanded.

“They did.”

“They?”

“At the magazine. They said that one of the reasons they picked me is because we actually live close.”

Caitlyn’s blood went cold. “How close?”

The older black man named an adjacent city that was known to have many “dangerous neighborhoods.” This did little to make Caitlyn feel better. “Listen, Mr. Jefferson –“

“Lester, baby. We’re friends now.”

“I prefer Mr. Jefferson.”

“Just give me one date. A nice restaurant. I promise you won’t regret it.”

“You’re missing the point, Mr. Jefferson.”

“Lester, my little snowbunny!” He laughed, his voice rich and full of carefree delight. “Maybe in the future, you can call me some other stuff, Caitlyn.”

This actually annoyed a woman like Caitlyn and she punched the air, saying, "Let's stick with Mr. Jefferson, ok, I'm fine with that. But that’s not the point. Mr. Jefferson, I'm afraid there's been a misunderstanding. The contest you signed up for is – bullshit. Total bullshit. I hope you didn't pay any money. Maybe you did? Either way, I'm not sure I can be of much help to you now. I’m happily married. And me and my husband had nothing to do with that contest, sorry. It was all lies, sorry, I’m sorry. I’m hanging up now. Goodbye, Mr. Jefferson."

Caitlyn sat the phone down and realized that her heart was pounding through her chest. She didn't know if she should go drink a glass of wine or call up Aspen Simpson and bitch her out again, and maybe threaten legal consequences if this didn't stop right away!

Unfortunately for Caitlyn and Bryan, it didn't stop though.

The calls kept coming.

Mr. Jefferson proved to be a tireless suitor and made a habit of calling Caitlyn's phone at least once a week, until she finally had to change her number. Then Lester started emailing Caitlyn constantly, before messaging her directly through several social media platforms. Once Caitlyn had shored up all of her defenses, her phone rang – and it was Mr. Jefferson, pleading for just one little dinner, one small date, so that they could talk and work everything out, like reasonable adults

"I don't know, what do you think?" Caitlyn said to her husband one night, really worn down with all of Lester Jefferson's chasing. "I just want him to leave me alone."

"Call the police," said Bryan, who definitely didn't want his wife to call the police. “Fuck him!”

Hubby winced... He would have never let Caitlyn know this, never in a million years, but recently Bryan had become sort of obsessed with interracial pornography. And black men with BBCs (yes, Bryan definitely knew what that stood for now) fucking women who looked like Caitlyn – these were Bryan's favorite videos and photos, sadly.

It all happened so fast for Bryan, coming to terms with his new interracial addiction. One day he was a regular person living a regular life; and the next he was paying actual money to watch some of the hottest women of his race get pounded and seeded by dominant black men.

What was wrong with him? Was he going crazy?

So Bryan went online and found a support forum that provided advice for whiteboys who struggling to come to terms with their inferior existence.


Part Seven

One afternoon, in the middle of a long boring Saturday, Caitlyn turned and asked her husband blankly if he'd bothered to read Aspen Simpson's "article" about them, because someone anonymously emailed her a copy last week.

Bryan lied. He was glad about it too. He could tell that his wife was relieved. She obviously didn't want him to see the article. Bryan had definitely read it, read it many, many, many times. The article was called America's Most Famous Cuckolds and they'd blurred out the couple's faces and added the image of a enormous African-American gentleman standing off to the side, as if was sizing up some prey.

Bryan had read the article so many times he could almost quote it verbatim.

He honestly had not been a cuckold before the article was written. But something inside of him had been triggered and he couldn't stop obsessing over how incredibly hot white women and black men look together in the bedroom. The magazine article, which was published nationwide, only heightened his new passion, made him twist and turn just thinking about all those people thinking Caitlyn was actually fucking a black man.

Thankfully, the magazine had lived up to its word – not publishing Bryan and Caitlyn's real names. But their ages and jobs and state and city and academic background were correct. And the magazine had included some stupid contest called "Find Kaitlyn a Black Bull." According to an announcement online, the magazine had received thousands of prospective dark-skinned men from all over the world who were willing to travel on their own expense just for an evening with the lovely white wife.

Obviously, the couple had no intention of honoring such a contest, but Bryan sill couldn't help but respond the way he did. The "Find Kaitlyn a Black Bull" contest was a constant source of arousal for hubby, who felt like parts of his brain were already getting hijacked and re-wired before he could understand what was happening.

Looking for answers, Bryan went back online.

He found vast communities of men just like him: undersized white men who could only cum to the thought of interracial sex between white women and black men. It almost felt like Bryan was joining a movement, a political cause.

One night, after having a few strong drinks by himself, Bryan decided to post a sexy photo on an internet forum called: BUILT FOR BBC.

The photo, obviously, didn’t' show Caitlyn's face. It only showed her in a sexy black two-piece bathing suit while she bent over and picked up her sunglasses off the pool deck in her parents’ back yard. Bryan had took the sexy backside photo last summer. He posted it with a racing heart.

To his enormous arousal, immediately Caitlyn's bikini photo became one of the highest rated posts on the forum! It felt weird, but he was so proud of Caitlyn, knowing that she was such a huge attraction for so many big black cocks.

"The police, really?" Caitlyn said, abruptly restarting a conversation from earlier in the day, a really bad habit of hers. "Do you really think that I should call the police on Mr. Jefferson?"

Bryan shrugged, knew that as soon as possible, he would probably masturbate to this exact conversation. Just hearing his wife say a black man's name was turning hubby on. He was so hooked. "Yeah, maybe that's being too harsh, babe. How do you want to handle it, Caitlyn? I mean, with you and Lester?"

Pensively, she put her finger to her lips and walked around the room. "I mean, what if I did meet him just once? That’s all he wants, I guess."

Hubby gulped, turned his face away because it felt safer. "Yeah?"

"... Then I could explain everything. Face-to-face, to Mr. Jefferson. I don't know, what do you think, baby?"

Lil’ Bryan tried not to appear too eager; and certainly didn't want Caitlyn to actually ever cheat on him. But there was something so fucking hot about Caitlyn having to suffer through a god-awful date with this old black buck of a man. "Yeah, well, right now I'm just here to support you, babe. So, if you really feel that way, about going on a date with Mr. Jefferson.... maybe, sure, a face-to-face, then Mr. Jefferson can see how serious you are. We are, I mean, how serious we are, babe."

The white beauty scrunched up her little nose at him, her expression indicating she was deep in her thoughts. "Besides, it's not a real date, dear. Just like seeing a stranger and saying hello and goodbye at the same time.”

“Exactly.”

“But that way, baby, even if Mr. Jefferson doesn't believe me, he'll have to leave us alone, right? I mean, right? After one meeting?"

"Of course, Caitlyn! Of course!"

She looked at him skeptically. "Good?"

Bryan’s excitement made him blurt out: "I mean, the contest instructions did stipulate that the winner is owed only a single date, and obviously no sexual activity can be guaranteed."

“Wait, Bryan?” She swiveled around to meet his eyes. "How do you know that, dear?"

"Um, I just, um, glanced over the contest rules a long time ago, I guess," said Bryan, recalling all of the times he'd used the contest webpage as material to jerk off to. He wasn't worried though, since he was certain that this BBC/white women thing was just a phase that would eventually run its course. Like those two or three months he only jacked off to Asian women. "So yeah, your idea could work, Caitlyn."

"Good, sounds good. Let's do that, baby. I'll make the call now."

"Ok, dear."

Already painfully hard, Bryan was about to explode when he saw his wife hold up her pink phone and say, "Hello, Mr. Jefferson? Yes, this is Caitlyn. Yes, I've thought it over. We've decided to agree to one single restaurant date. But just one. Although you’re wasting time, as I don’t plan to... well. Does that sound okay with you?"

As Bryan made a beeline for the bathroom so that he could get some much-needed relief, he could still hear the deep, satisfied male laughter bursting from Caitlyn's cell phone.

In the bathroom he locked the door. Pulling his Mickey Mouse boxers down, he closed his eyes and imagined Caitlyn looking at him while her lips were wrapped around her first BBC. The erotic mental image was enough to allow Bryan to find the ultimate relief, handmade, catching his little wad in a small tissue, and realizing that there was no way he would ever actually allow for his wife to be with another man, much less some random older black man. There was a difference between reality and fantasy –especially a fantasy as life-changing as this one could be. A very big difference.


Part Eight

"Well, I guess I better be getting ready for my date," Caitlyn said, emphasizing the last word for comedic effect.

All week the couple had been laughing off the entire ridiculous situation; with Caitlyn assuring Bryan over and over again that unless her date turns out to be Brad fucking Pitt, hubby has nothing to worry about. Especially since she already knew it was just some sad, desperate, old black man who fell for a dumb joke. "Hardly my type, baby," she said, looking up at her husband; and cutely rolling her eyes in mock horror.

Bryan laughed automatically, making his voice sound deeper than normal, but afraid to give his wife any sign –any micro gesture– that might indicate how much he was completely aroused by his wife's upcoming rendezvous with Lester.

Hubby was compulsivly masturbating five or six times a day now. During their brief online correspondence, Lester had sent all sorts of photos of himself; and it was like Caitlyn had struck the BBC Lottery.

Lester was tall, very dark, and looked like he’d been an athlete when he was younger. In a couple of the shots he wore tank tops, highlighting the size and strength of his arms, the spread of his grey-haired chest, the twin mountain peaks of his shoulders. He definitely didn’t have a six pack, but everything looked firm and hard. And one of the photos he sent Caitlyn showed Lester leaning against a kitchen sink, wearing grey sweat pants that bulged with the large snake that was pressing agasint his thigh. Bryan knew his wife saw it too. There was no way Lester could fit into one of Bryan’s WHITEBOYZ condoms.

Of course Bryan was turned on, any sane man would be. Truthfully, it almost scared him because of how quickly the interracial fetish had taken over his complete sex life. What would have scared and abhorred him six months ago, now kept Bryan in a frothy state, unable to resist touching himself every time he felt his toy-sized balls had brewed up a fresh batch of watery, weak DNA.

However, when the time finally came around for Caitlyn to get ready, as in reality, as in this was really happening, Bryan was already having second doubts.

Bryan watched his wife applying makeup in the bathroom and finally blurted out that maybe this wasn't a good idea. Maybe they needed to pump the breaks a little, or reschedule, or just call all this silly crap off.

Caitlyn wanted reasons. Good reasons.

First of all, this old black guy could be a criminal or drug dealer for all they knew. Then Bryan was about to name his second big reason, but instead he watched his wife daintily pad across the room in nothing but two towels now. Her curvy figure was unreal. And was there a little extra wiggle in her hips tonight? Smacking his lips dryly, Bryan couldn't believe that he was watching his wife get ready for a date with another man. It was a dream come true.

Insecurity filled his veins. When Caitlyn saw Lester's "sweatpants pic" she had made a big show of turning away and laughing and saying get that "gross stuff out of my face." But had that all been a show for her undersized hubby? Bryan wasn't so sure now. Caitlyn didn't seem upset about tonight – at all. However, the amount of shame and anger Bryan felt now, was matched only by the amount of arousal he was feeling in this very odd situation.

It really was happening. To him, a real person.

His mouth was parched and he reached for a glass that turned out to be empty. He smacked his lips. "Caitlyn, is this a good idea?"

She stood at the dresser drawers, selecting a set of purple lacy undergarments. It wasn't her sexiest bra and panties, but it was in the top tier. "Dear, we already promised. Besides, I already told him, I don't have all night. Two hours. Tops."

Perched on the corner of the bed, Bryan hung his head low and scratched the sides of his hair. He could tell that something wasn't right here. He could feel it. And then he looked up and saw Caitlyn inspecting her reflection, turning from side to side in her high-waisted thong panties and matching semi-transparent purple top that was straining at the seams to keep her breasts from breaking free.

"Pretty sexy thong and bra," said Bryan, suddenly miserable, "for a date that's not really a date?"

"Oh, this?" Caitlyn pointed to a purple dress hanging up in the closet. "It just goes with my outfit. Can you zip me up, dear? I think Lester should be here at any moment. And I want to take a second pass at my makeup before he arrives."

Caitlyn's date arrived an hour later, twenty minutes late, and swaggering through the door before Bryan could object.

"Nice place you folks have. Real classy," said Lester, giving himself a tour of their living room, kitchen, and formal dining room.

The black man looked different from his photos, Bryan and Caitlyn thought nearly at the same time.

Either Lester was using an older photo or he'd grown his hair out recently, because now there was a shiny grey horseshoe of wooly hair around his weathered dome. But physically, he was your quintessential man's man. He said that he loved fishing, fighting, and drinking beer with his buddies on the weekend.

When he grinned, the older black man's face looked like it had been around since WWII, with lines etched all over the features of his face and his eyes with heavy bags underneath. He was no male model, or spring chicken. But his body was still big and very solid looking. He was built like a heavyweight boxer, with those big shoulders and big arms and very big hands. He wore a pair of heavy boots, jeans, and a shirt with the name of his Taxi Company and "Lester," written on the front. There was something about his lack of anxiety and overall personality that seemed to make him look a foot taller. It was almost like Lester was filling the entire house up with his dark, unfamiliar presence.

Bryan was deeply afraid that at any moment Lester was going to try to finagle his way upstairs and into their bedroom for a "tour." But then Lester led them to the kitchen and poured three glasses of wine, not asking permission to do so.

"To new friends making new memories," the older black man said, and waited for them to clink glasses before adding, "And may I just say, I'm so happy to be a part of this. I think it's great that a young successful white couple like ya'll are being so open about needing BBC in your lives. Ya'll gonna be a good role model for future generations, I think!"

Bryan barely took a sip, but Caitlyn downed half of her glass with one quick tilt of the head.

They continued walking through the house, with Lester in front, guiding them.

Instinctively, while walking next to his wife now, Bryan knew that the longer this farce went on, the more likely he wouldn't be able to put an end to things before they went too far. "Hey, Lester? Mr. Jefferson? I think there's been a mistake here. See, this whole date thing is a total mistake. I promise  you. That's all Caitlyn wanted to explain to you at dinner tonight. That's all. It was all just a big misunderstanding."

“Yeah?” Turning on his heels, the older black man turned so that his big dark African face was only inches away from Bryan's pale features, which seemed to be on the verge of quivering with threats of physical confrontation. At least, that's how Lester saw it. He sneered down at the whiteboy and headed for the staircase. "Come on, Caitlyn, ya'll need to show Lester what you got up there. I bet ya'lls bedroom looks nice as fuck."

In the doorway of the couple's bedroom, Bryan gestured for Caitlyn to stay in the safety of the hallway. Then he turned his boiling anger and frustration back on Lester, the black cab driver, who was picking up a wedding photo next to the bed now.

"Lester! I think it's time to leave now, thank you very much. This doesn't have to get nasty."

"Get nasty? Interesting phrase." Lester placed the marriage portrait back down and examined it for a few seconds. "Ya'll sure do look happy that day. I bet you would have never guessed that you'd be in this situation one day...Amirite?”

"What situation is that, prey tell?" Caitlyn demanded.

Lester sneered. "Punck-ass little white bitch-boy who can't even get it up for a woman as fine as Caitlyn, with her cute face and gorgeous hair and baby-birthing hips. I'm going to have fun breeding her. It's the least a black man can do these days."

"Ok, that's enough of that!" snapped Caitlyn, angrily marching across the bedroom with her tiny pale fist held up high in the air.

Bryan recoiled in horror because now his wife was only a few feet away from the clutches of this black relentless brute of a cabdriver.

Caitlyn continued scolding him in her harshest tones. "You can't talk to us like that in our frigg'n house," she said because she rarely cursed. "Who do you think you are? We want you gone. Immediately gone. Like five seconds until I call the frigg'n police!"

"Oh yeah," sneered Lester again. He had a smile full of guile. "Are you going to tell them about holding my cock like that."

Bryan, who already felt like he was watching this happen from a million miles away, gasped in blood-chilling horror.

Caitlyn was the last to notice. She looked down and saw that not only was she currently standing with her body pressed to Lester's, she was even rubbing the bulge in the front of his denims, which had a huge baby python-sized contour from her small, white ministrations.

"Caitlyn! What are you doing! Stop, please stop this at once! STOP!" Bryan cried, taking a few horrified steps backwards so that he was nearly in the hallway now.

Lester was rubbing Caitlyn's back and feeling up her round ass through her purple dress when he looked up at caught Bryan's terrified eyes, said, "It's okay, whiteboy. I know this part is hard. Especially if it's your actual first time.”

“Caitlyn? What the fuck?”

“But trust me, soon all whiteboys finally come around,” Lester continued, impassively. “And Caitlyn, are you ready for your first black man?"

"My first black man," Caitlyn said, her eyes mesmerized, like she was under a spell as she continued to squeeze the man's enormous bulge.

"Caitlyn! We didn't agree to this!" Bryan said, just standing there and unsure what to do with his hands.

"Relax whiteboy, we're just hanging out." Lester nodded masterfully, explained in a soothing voice, "At the magazine, they told me that the contest was never intended to happen. It was just a dumb publicity gag, or something.”

“Yeah?” Caitlyn said. “They did?”

Lester added, “But then they showed me your photos, your real photos. And I still saw potential in you both, real cuckold potential. You could say that I have an eye for this stuff. This isn't my first rodeo. And I'm glad that I did start pursuing Caitlyn because now we're about to have ourselves a lot of fun together."

"Together?" said Bryan in a week, hopeful voice.

Lester ignored the question completely. "Now since it's your first time, I'll go super gentle on you both. First, Bryan, why don't you come and sit down in that chair, while Caitlyn, take off your top so that I can finally see those perfect white titties. I want them!"

This time Bryan listened and even shut the bedroom door. He even locked the door out of embarrassment. When he sat down he saw that Caitlyn's purple dress had already been discarded and she was only wearing the lacy purple bra and panties. Lester had his shirt off and Caitlyn looked so small and dainty with her small pale torso pressed against the bulging black belly and silverback gorilla chest and shoulders and arms.

Lester, meanwhile, couldn't have been happier since he knew it was a bold move to demand sex before a few "introductory social visits." The issue for him was that he was actually just too horny and Caitlyn was one of the hottest white bitches he'd seen in a while. All of the silk and lace on her body made her look like she was wrapped up like a present – a present for BBC!

In general, Lester was indifferent when it came to the matter of whiteboys. He was just after the tight white pussy and whiteboys were one of the necessary evils you had to deal with occasionally. Whiteboys were everywhere and you just had to deal with them, and so it made no major difference to Lester. But white women were different. Some of these white women were enough to drive you to murder. Like this Caitlyn, this white bitch, with her perfect Snow White skin and big ass and big titties and cute ass whitegirl face. It was like God built the perfect body for big black cock. And Lester couldn't wait to go back to the barber shop and show the fellas photos of Caitlyn, especially once she swelled up with her first black baby. The fellas always got a kick out of seeing Lester spread his seed into the white population.

He reached down and tilted her little chin up in the air so that their eyes met. "I love your big bright eyes."

"Thanks." She blushed and turned her neck, allowing him to swoop in with his huge lips, caressing her tender pale skin, like he was letting her get used to their physical contact and his very masculine presence.

For Bryan, it felt like he'd eaten too many edibles. His world was spinning, and he knew he had to stop this from actually happening. How had they gotten here? But it almost felt like the Internet had trained him for this moment. He was trained to respond in a certain way to this type of imagery...

Part of Bryan still couldn't believe that a woman like his wife was even going along with this. And then in the corner of his eye, he saw the pink box of WHITEBOYZ and Bryan, his body flooded with self-doubt, started wondering if that had been Caitlyn's way of letting him know that she wanted something bigger and better all along.

It took all of his energy to not pull his little dickie out and start furiously masturbating with Caitlyn and Lester on the bed together.

Right away, Bryan knew he would never forget seeing Lester's enormous black fingers covering most of Caitlyn's alabaster derriere. It was the most erotic thing Bryan had ever seen in real life. In a perfect world, he would have taken a photo of that image, along with a few more photos of shirtless Lester and Caitlyn in lingerie together, groping each other like horny teenagers. Then Bryan would have told Lester to get the hell out of the house. That's what Bryan wanted to happen.

But this wasn’t fantasy world, this was real life.

And sadly, Bryan knew that there was no way Lester was just going to leave now, now that Caitlyn was unzipping his jeans and looking shocked (and a bit scared) when she saw the dark chocolate monster jutting out from the man’s underwear. Bryan nearly died from pleasure. Or was it pain? Torment? Confusion? His wife's look of complete surprise and arousal was everything Bryan would have hoped for, the exact expression he’d always wanted her to give him when he pulled his dick out. Caitlin had never looked sexier. BBC  had enhanced her appeal in unimaginable ways.

"It's huge! I didn't know they got that big," Caitlyn said, mimicking the look of a playful child as she laughed and rubbed her hand from the base of Lester's cock, all the way to where the enormous mushroom head was pressed against his upper thigh, still coiled like a snake about to strike.

"Wow, so this really is your first BBC," Lester said, obviously pleased with Caitlyn's reaction. Then he turned to Bryan, who was sitting tensely in the same chair. "Hey whiteboy, do me a favor. Pull out your little pecker, I wanna see what Caitlyn is used to. That'll tell me how slow or fast I need to go."

"What? No way!" Bryan said, crossing his legs like a woman.

Lester bit his lip to hide the laughter.

"Baby, it's fine. Just watch and enjoy yourself," Caitlyn said softly, as if cuckolding your husband was something that had been suddenly normalized in society. "I want you to be happy, baby."

Bryan finally gave in and pulled it out, just a few inches of pure pinkish manhood. He was sweating profusely.

"Ha, see. See that shit? Whiteboy likes what he sees," Lester said to Caitlyn, rubbing her ass and pushing one of his fingers into her mouth and making her suck the ebony digit for several long seconds.

"Lester, stop, you're embarrassing him," Caitlyn said, spitting out the man’s finger and rushing to her husband's defense.

Bryan felt one inch tall.

"Oh fuck, bitch," Lester yelled after he felt one of Caitlyn's dainty hands wrap around his cock.

They were both kneeling on the bed now, on their knees. It looked like they were posing. He was behind her, forcing her to reach around now, grabbing his meat. One of Lester's thick ebony-skinned arms was wrapped around Caitlyn's flat (empty) tummy, which glinted with a pink piercing. Caitlyn and Lester looked like art, high art, the contrast of their bodies, it was like modern art, to Bryan.

Lester's pillowy African-American lips pursed; and he peppered the soft white slope of Caitlyn's neck, going up and down, causing her to instinctivaly wiggle her round buttocks into his groin, squirming as she felt the big heat-giving appendage rub against her cheeks.

"You smell good, girl."

"Thank you, Mr. Jefferson."

"Damn, you a sexy ass whitegirl. You're breaking my heart. Call me Lester, or Les."

"Okay. Les."

"Naw, fuck that. Just changed my mind. Baby, just call me Mr. Jefferson. Got it, baby?"

She arched her back and pushed her bottom into his groin like a stray bitch dog in heat. "Sure... um... Mr. Jefferson."

"Good girl. I'm going to have fun breaking you in, Caitlyn. Me and you, we gonna have lots of fun together, baby. We gonna be good friends!"

Bryan couldn't believe his ears, but knew that he was listening to the hottest dirty talk he'd ever heard in his life. This was so much better than actually having sex with Caitlyn. Watching them on the bed was already life changing. Their bodies looked so good together. It was like Nature was coming together in the best possible way.

Caitlyn's top was still on, but the material had been pushed aside so that her erect little nipples stuck out in the air, letting both men in the room know how aroused she was. She also had her panties still on, but the back was pulled up like a G-string and Lester expertly slipped one of his fingers underneath the front material of her bottom, wiggled around until he found an oily slit that he pushed a digit up into, causing Caitlyn to let out a small moan of schoolgirl delight and wiggle her exposed cheeks in his crotch some more.

Bryan couldn't believe it. This other man had only known Caitlyn for a few minutes and he was already arousing her in ways that Bryan never could. It was so heartbreaking and thrilling at the same time.

Meanwhile, on the bed, Lester couldn't believe his fucking luck.

Thank God for small miracles and fucked up magazine contests, Lester thought to himself, as he started to increase the pace of his finger, building up the rhythm until he was mercilessly finger-fucking her and kissing her neck and lips. Caitlyn was the ideal PAWG, for Lester. He thought she looked like one of those Instagram PAWGS, but in real life, so, so much better. "OK, baby. I think you're warmed up nice and good now. Why don't you take off daddy’s pants and boxers? I got something you're going to love. You built for it!"

"Yes, okay."

"Yes what?" Lester said with a wry grin.

Caitlyn closed her beautiful eyes as the black finger was jammed farther into her body. "Yes. Mr. Jefferson,” she squealed.

"See! Yo' ass is learning, girl!"

Some primal force had overtaken Caitlyn, causing her big eyes to glaze as if they were spellbound as she turned around on the bed, still on her knees, bending over to help Lester out of the rest of his clothes.

That's when Caitlyn saw it, completely exposed, her very first BBC in the wild. It was like a baby's arm holding an apple, she thought, scared, but also absentmindedly licking her lips. Studying the extra long black phallus like she was going to write a paper on it, Caitlyn tossed Lester's jeans over her narrow shoulders, where the undergarments happened to have landed next to Bryan's feet.

"Hey watch it," Bryan said, irritated. Was this really happening, hubby wondered, tearfully rubbing his painful hard-on, no longer an active member of the group, having to occasionally remind himself that he was ok, he was doing ok, and that this was all actually ok.

Her heart-shaped ass was facing her husband and Caitlyn was kind of on her hands and knees as she took the black cock into her mouth. There were zero signs that she had any doubts about what was transpiring in her marital bedroom with Mr. Jefferson. Caitlyn was an optimistic person by nature. She decided to view oral sex with Lester as a type of physical challenge that she could overcome – having to accommodate so large a sexual organ in her mouth. She felt like she was trying to give a blowjob to a horse. But it was also the enormous size of Lester's genitallia that both frightened and fascinated Caitlyn, making her wet beyond belief.

Always the gentleman, Lester held Caitlyn's dark mane in a ponytail while her tongue found the dark purple helmet, licking all sides slowly. "That's it baby, show me that you can do good. Do good for daddy!"

Batting her eyelashes at the older black man, Caitlyn felt that she had to stretch her mouth to a ridiculous width. She wondered if she looked foolish now as she tasted the saltiness of his coal-black member. She thought it looked big, but in her mouth, it felt 10x bigger. Bravely, hornily, Caitlyn began accepting another inch or two until Lester's black snake was touching the back of her throat, something no man (or boy, hehehehe) had ever come close to doing before.

"Oh shit, there you go!"

Lester bucked his hips several times, causing Caitlyn's soft eyes to go wide. But as soon as he froze for a second, the white woman returned the attack by now aggressively bobbing her head, so that her big, soft, wet lips, were gripping the black skin of the man's horse-sized phallus.

"Grrrmmpppphhhhh, grrmmmpphh?" she inquired.

Lester massaged the back of her head while their eyes met. "There you go, Caitlyn! Look up at me, let me see those pretty eyes. Look how good you are at that!"

Suddenly Caitlyn's cheeks bulged, looking comically wide, and Lester celebrated, causing the gorgeous white woman to now openly drool with a mouth completely full of a black man's baby maker, thick strands of drool running down her chin, like Lester had rewarded his white princess with a little goatee of African saliva and pre-cum.

It was quite a sight. Bryan was mesmerized watching Caitlyn force Lester's cock down until she gagged on it while her hips wiggled like she was trying to entice him to mount her. Bryan's mind was reeling with excitement, anger, fear and pain. How could Caitlyn do this to me? Why would she do this? What did I do that made this happen? he kept wondering, over and over, in and endless loop of self-hatred.

Unsure of many things, however, Bryan knew he'd never forget seeing his wife with a black man's enormous cock in her throat, literally making her gag and eyes water. Part of Bryan was just happy that some man could do that to Caitlyn, as painful and beautiful as it was to watch.

Not that Caitlyn and Lester had any idea that Bryan was even in the room still. Clearly, they were in their own world, lost in the rhythm of skin and touching and animal pleasure. Visually, the contrast of their skin tones was stunning, absolutely stunning. They looked like some Victorian archeologist lady had stumbled upon an unknown tribe along the Congo River.

For Bryan, it was clear to see why Caitlyn was so quick to consummate her relationship with Lester. The older black man was everything her husband wasn't. Wave after wave of inferiority washed over Bryan; and got under his smooth pale skin.

"Oh my god, your cock's incredible! It's actually... getting... bigger, thicker, hotter," said Caitlyn, verbally adoring the smooth black snake that dangled in front of her, enticing her, challenging her, threatening her. Without taking her eyes off Lester's enormous cock, she reached her wedding ring-hand out and took it carefully in both of her petite hands, feeling the unfamiliar weight and heat of the organ, exploring the throbbing African appendage with the curiosity of a lovestruck teenager. "Good, lord, Bryan. He's at least twice as big as you, if not more!"

Bryan groaned with lust and confusion as he watched his wife lean forward and tentatively lick the head of Lester's veiny BBC. Dying on the inside, he watched as his beautiful wife opened her mouth again and slipped the purple head in, spit it out, swirled her tongue around the glans – a move that Bryan had actually taught her years ago.

After a few minutes, the BBC began to swell, and Caitlyn slid more of it into her mouth and began slowly sliding up and down, taking as much as she could without hitting her gag reflex. Her eyes widened as Lester turned to Bryan and issued instructions. "Pants off, whiteboy! No looky-loos! If you want admission to the show, whiteboy, you gotta pay the whiteboy price."

"Really?" Bryan said, more confused than ever. "In my own bedroom? But why?"

"There's no reason," Lester lied, knowing that it was important for the white wife to see the white hubby enjoy himself as much as she was in order for her to feel guilt free long enough for him to fire a hot batch of DNA inside her and leave.

He was highly experienced with first timers. During Lester’s considerable time cuckolding nerdy white husbands, he had seen many small-dicked whiteboys looking on nervously while their wives moaned to the slapping sounds of their bodies against a superior black man. (Finding out that this phenomenon existed in so many white couples had been a true revelation to Lester.) In his experience, the first time was always the hardest. Sometimes the second and third times could be difficult too. But eventually, inevitably, they all broke, and just accepted that they had an entirely new role in the relationship.

"Well, if there's no reason..."

Lester cut the whiteboy off before he could get started. It was important that both excepted their new hierarchy. "Just trying to keep shit all egalitarian, and all. Now take the damn pants off, let Caitlyn see what her hubby is bringing to the table."

Improbably, humiliated, Bryan was standing up, unzipping, and allowing his pants to puddle around his ankles. His measly Caucasian masculinity was pointing straight out, like an angry finger pointing at the bed. Caitlyn smiled gently but Lester laughed brutally and said something like, "Hey, nice man, do they make those in adult sizes too?"

Ashamed, his face as red as a fire truck, Bryan looked away, thinking that maybe online interracial pornography is better because nobody actually makes fun of you when you're jerking off to sites like Blacked.Com, which was his favorite place on the internet.

When Bryan looked back he could see that his wife's tongue was in the man's mouth as she kissed him more and more passionately. Lester's big lunch box-sized left hand was now entirely under the front of Caitlyn's purple lace panties and he rubbed two fingers over her quickly moistening pussy lips. Caitlyn opened her thighs, moaning, displaying her widening patch of wetness, to give him easier access, her first black lover; and the man ripped the purple panties away, revealing that perfect little white pussy. So fresh. So white. Basically a virgin.

From his peripheral vantage point, Bryan could see that Caitlyn's pussy lips were glistening with lubrication, and her tiny clit was starting to appear from beneath its protective hood. It was amazing. Who would have known, all those years ago when they first met in a college coffee shop, that THIS is where they would be. Here. Now. With Lester, a man who drove a cab for living and looked like he'd never stepped into a library in his life.

The big man caressed her milky breasts with his left hand and began to lightly pinch the nipples, which were now hard and erect from his expert ministrations. Then he leaned forward and started to nuzzle Caitlyn's pale neck and ear again. Hornily, she squirmed under his touch. And then Bryan could see that Lester had now slid two fingers of his right hand into Caitlyn's tight hole. Two fingers was almost too much for the sexy white woman, who stiffened for a moment, throwing her rich hair back in lust. Two black fingers were the biggest thing she'd ever tried to accommodate inside her body.

"Damn baby, you wet as hell. You must want this BBC awful something. Now why don't you lie down on your back. Don't worry, baby. I'll go slow and gentle. But I can guarantee you one thing: you won't be going back, ha!"

The conservative white wife complied, turning on her knees and then laying down in the center of the bed. Caitlyn's dark chestnut brown hair, with its ideal blend of light brown highlights, laid spread on the pillows framing her highly photogenic face painted with a pleasure-filled gaze as she readied herself to be mounted by her first black bull.

Without thinking, Bryan had gotten to his feet and moved over towards the bed, desperatly trying to stay out of the eyeline of Lester. Bryan always considered his wife one of the prettiest women he'd ever seen, but there was something about her look when she was in the throes of sexual bliss that made her intoxicatingly hot.

With Caitlyn's gorgeous head tilted back, succulent lips open slightly, eyes unfocused and glazed by pleasure, Bryan could tell that his wife was already more aroused than he'd seen her during their entire marriage. It was actually sort of heartbreaking. He wanted her to enjoy the experience, but maybe not so much. Caitlyn's purple lacey bra remained bunched around her body, which was obviously what Lester wanted at the moment. He was a man on a mission. Presently it was clear that he'd taken charge of the situation; and Caitlyn and her hubby were ready to accept their brand-new submissive roles.

Lester groaned. The older black man's huge dark muscles tensed as he supported his weight, literally hovering over Caitlyn's naked alabaster beauty. His dark stare was drawn to her lithe neck, narrow shoulders and slender torso that gave her a feminine look, which was accentuated by the white woman's spectacularly large natural breasts that heaved faster and faster, speeding up.

Lester grinned broadly when the first whiff of Caitlyn's arousal hit his broad flat nose.

"That shit smells good, girl. I wanna smell that every day!"

Instinctively he put one of her white titties in his mouth, sucked on the meat and teased the nipple between his perfectly white teeth. The black man saw that Caitlyn's nearly silver-dollar sized areola and engorged nipples complemented the size and shape of her tits to perfection. But as much as Lester loved this willing white wife's tits, his greedy African eyes were uncontrollably drawn further down Caitlyn’s slender body at this moment, her long pale legs were spread and she was actually playing with her little Caucasian pussy.

The mutual arousal was beyond intense. And in both of their eyes: there was a distant look that suggested they'd been drugged and were now completely lost in their own private world of primitive pleasure.

"Tell me you want this cock, girl."

"I want it!" Caitlyn girlishly squealed. “Lester?”

"You can do better, girl," said Lester, running a hand over part of the horse shoe-shaped ring of gray hair around his otherwise bald ebony dome. His hand was black and huge, with fingers the size of bananas.

Caitlyn paused, as if she was actually thinking about it. "I want, um, this big black cock?"

Lester chuckled, smiled at the woman. "Good girl, Caitlyn. That's a very good girl. And don't worry, you're going to get plenty of this BBC, Caitlyn. That's why God gave you so much white booty and white titties: to make sure that you attracted BBC. Shit, that's why I'm here, whitegirl."

"Oh... Please, Lester!"

"Caitlyn..." the older black man said, laying his large black pipe of manhood on the white wife's inner thigh while he sucked on her tits again, reaching down to make squishy sounds in her little white pussy.

Bryan's mind was racing, his jealousy stirring to unbelievable heights, as Caitlyn had NEVER responded this wildly to his fucking. Could a woman like her ever be satisfied with him again, he wondered, pathetically. Probably not. But that was okay.

"You ready for your man, whitegirl?" Lester asked, already knowing the answer.

"Oh yes, God Yes, Please..." she replied without the slightest hesitation.

Together Caitlyn and Lester were both already slick with oil and ready down there as their bodies naturally prepared themselves for this interracial union. Once the head of Lester's big black cock pushed its way inside Caitlyn, she let out a loud yelp, which almost sounded like fear, and was quickly followed by a long passionate groan. He was her first black man and he was stretching her little bubblegum pussy more than it ever had before. He slowly continued to apply pressure and slowly fed his cock into her pussy, going deeper and well past any man before.

"Damn, you're tight. This some tight-ass Caucasian pussy. Sure you're not a virgin?"

Lester was slow though, showing acts of rare tenderness with lots of kisses on her lips and soft caresses of her ivory flawless skin, the skin of beautiful white goddess in a garden painting.

For a while, it almost looked like they were making love on the bed. It took Lester nearly ten minutes before burying himself completely inside the wife. By then, he had both of her skinny pale arms trapped above her head now and forced his tongue into her mouth while he fed all 11 inches of his black mamba deep into her warm white body.

"Ohhharrrghhhhhhhhghghgghgh!" Caitlyn cried, just as Lester reached under and plugged his big knobby African thumb into her asshole. Now, when the older black man bent down and kissed her, she had all three holes completely plugged, forcing her to rely on his mercy.

"Take it baby, good girl, good white girl," Lester said, straightening to watch the beautiful sight of his veiny BBC disappearing into fresh pussy, over and over again. From Lester's POV, tight married white pussy was some of the best pussy on earth. All of the pleasure, with none of the headaches of real relationships. He gave her a powerful thrust, making her eyes go big in surprise. "See, you just need someone to handle your fine ass, whitegirl!"

Caitlyn like that: being called a whitegirl. It was strange, but it turned her on even more. Her first black lover was fucking her like she'd always fantasized a man would fuck her. It was so strange to have one of her fantasies come to real life... Now she felt his heavy ebony balls kiss her plump white rump. Her black lover then left his horse cock in place for a couple more moments before starting to slowly thrust in and out, causing her small pink toes to curl with pleasure high in the air.

"Damn this some tight ass Caucasian pussy," Lester celebrated. “You were made... for... BBC.”

"Yeah?" Caitlyn grunted back, her blue eyes fixed on the raw force her lover created with each thrust. "And this... that's... that's some big black cock."

Lester liked that, he liked it a lot. "Say that shit again, whitegirl."

"This is some big black cock," Caitlyn replied in submission, her white legs now wildly gripping this heavy black bull of a man in her bed.

Lester teased her with some long, tentative, slow strokes, before drawing his hips back and ramming her as hard as he could. Caitlyn's head shot back and her shoulders arched, nearly off the bedspread, with a loud, deep pleasureable moan. As the man fucked the suburban beauty with his powerful masculine African dominance, she couldn't help but to cry out in passion and lust, her small pink toes curling harder with his ebony thrusts into her.

Lester didn't relent. Caitlyn's eyes were still rolled back in her head, and she was still moaning and twitching. Her legs felt useless, as she couldn't move them. Only she felt him pick her legs up and hook his elbows below her knees and lift. On her own marital bed, he kept her folded up like a pretzel, her ass and pussy aimed at the bedroom ceiling, as Lester filled that pretty pink hole with his swollen dark chocolate pole, pulsing with veins, and so damn shiny with Caitlyn's fluids.

"This is what you get, this is what you deserve, so let all your fine-ass white sisters know," Lester said angrily, snorting, adding some extra aggression to each thrust now for some reason. "You deserve BBC! All you white bitches do!"

Lester's eyes looked like he was getting madder as he kept fucking Bryan's wife on their marital bed, saying, "This is what you fucking get, fat ass white girl, with that fine white ass. This is what happens! Oh, hell no, you can't be shaking that white meat around me like that without me taking a little nibble. I tried to warn ya, my little snowbunny, but now I gotta teach you a fucking lesson, whitegirl. We gonna get you BBC certified tonight."

Only vaguely was Caitlyn aware that Lester was talking to her. Pleasure and fatigue spread. And she'd lost track of time and the only thing she knew for sure was that this was the first time anyone had ever fucked her into a chemical submission like this.

At first Lester's big black cock had hurt her tremendously, causing all sorts of female pains and female cramps, but in almost no time her body seemed to adapt to the African-size of her new lover, thankfully expanding itself so that now Caitlyn was free to enjoy having such a well-endowed lover inside her most intimate place. It was like her body was getting Africanized, resized, she thought, giggling.

When she opened her eyes now, she was surprised to find that they were also kissing, with Lester's eel-like heavy tongue probing the insides of her mouth.

The eyes of the new interracial lovers met.

Caitlyn thought that she'd never seen a man so filled with lust and determination. In response, she wrapped her pale supple thighs around the hardness of ebony torso, making sounds that weren't even human. Lester snarled in rapturous joy, and continued to drill her little white hole like he'd just found out that her ancestors had owned his ancestors.

"Take it, baby. Take that black cock like you were made for it, baby!" Lester started working in and out of the white woman faster and harder.

Caitlyn felt a strong orgasm starting, her little princess toes curled tighter, as she gripped the bedding as her first penetration-orgasm in years washed over her. "Oh fuck, yes, Lester, baby, Lester-baby, yes yes, yeesssssssssss!"

Lester was looking down at her face the entire time so he instantly saw her expression change dramatically. He knew the signs of a female orgasm. He continued pumping her, filling her, like he was feeding a famished animal, and asked, "You about to cum, baby? You gonna cum on yo first black cock?"

Caitlyn barely had the strength to slightly nod and say something like, "Yuuuuhhhhhhhh, oooohhhhhh, yyyyeeeeaaaaa."

Pinnned underneath the glistening ebony skin, Caitlyn continued moaning and grunting loudly as he fucked her hard and deep. The elasticity of her pussy was stretched to the max as her nether regions gripped the man's enormous black mamba.

"Oh shit, it's getting a little easier," Lester said, noticing that Caitlyn was taking the full length of his organ a lot easier than before.

They made more wet sloppy sounds as Lester continued to pound his cock in and out of Bryan’s sexy wife. Caitlyn was writhing around and moaning like a cat in heat. The aftermaths of her first orgasm with Lester were still spreading through her body and suddenly it felt like she loved this man that she only just met an hour ago.

Lester never slowed down. Again he filled up Caitlyn's asshole and mouth as he fucked her, whispering that he was going to cum inside her pussy, his pussy, and make her a mommy; and that from now on he was going to fuck Caitlyn whenever he pleased: that she was now his property.

Caitlyn had a second orgasm that was so intense that it scared her.

Lester started going faster, and faster, with shorter and more brutal strokes, at the same time, he was rubbing, pulling and pinching her clit. His newly minted hotwife looked like she was on the verge of a third huge orgasm. He saw that her toes were curled, and her curvy creamy legs had shot straight up in the air and her back arched. Then he heard her slurring and he could tell that she was cumming on his cock again and it was another big one. Lester kept fucking Caitlyn through her third orgasm until she felt his black dong slam deep inside her and start to twitch and swell.

"Here it comes... your first batch, baby... let’s make us a black baby!"

Lester grunted and pushed Caitlyn down into the bed. His hands were gripping her upper arms, trapping her, making sure she couldn't squirm away at the last second while his heavy balls slapped against her puckered asshole.

"Wait... You're not wearing a —" Caitlyn's voice broke off. Struggling to organize her thoughts, she was impaled on the biggest blackest cock in the world. Lester grunted right in her ear, the voice deep and animalistic. Still locked in her fever dream of exhilarating pleasure, Caitlyn felt rope after rope explode inside her deepest area. He was cumming inside her. She could feel it gush. Not even her husband did that.

"Lester, baby?" Caitlyn squeezed her eyes shut and stopped worrying. The black man's seed was already inside her, so it didn't matter. Besides, it felt so hot, so good, so natural. Wantonly wrapping her lily white legs around her black breeder, Caitlyn’s body exploded for a fourth time that evening.

Meanwhile, a few feet away, Bryan had already shot his first load and was in the process of getting hard again.

Sitting there, with his tiny cock in his pale grip, Bryan couldn't hear what Lester whispered to Caitlyn, but hubby could clearly hear his own wife scream out, "Yes sir! Yes sir, yes sir, yes my big black cock, um, that BBC, fuck me so good!"

The pounding and pummeling and slapping sounds seemed to fill the entire two-story house. But the louder Caitlyn's screams of pleasure got, the harder Bryan's pinkish package got again.

There was no going back. Not after tonight. This was going to be a completely new chapter in their real life marriage, but Bryan figured they'd both work on that when the time came. Now it was time to simply sit back and enjoy...

With Bryan, his wife had always been beautiful, sexy, classy and very pretty. But with Lester, bending her over, and slapping her big white butt cheeks, and sucking her big white titties, and forcing her to take an obscenely large cock inside her tiny pink whitegirl cunt, Caitlyn looked so different. She looked sexier, sluttier, and really happy. Even as hubby quivered and quaked and screamed on the inside, there was no denying how turned on he was by their interracial erotic union tonight.

"God, Lester, your big fucking black cock is so amazing. I could ride this BBC all day!"

"And that you will, baby," Lester said with an evil look in his eye, pushing her legs back up to fuck her like a ragdoll, a white woman who has finally felt the full power of BBC in her life.

Caitlyn was actively fucking her black lover now. She looked up into his dark eyes as she pushed back on each thrust. She licked his dark neck, humming and cooing as her voluptuous legs shook through the aftermath of her orgasms. Sweat was beading on the older black man's grey-haired chest and running down his bulging abdomen. Caitlyn licked his dark skin and tongued his nipples, whimpering each time he speared her with the full length of his coal-black manhood. Obediently, she raised up and licked his neck and noisily sucked his ebony skin, which now looked so gorgeous to her. She was also gorging herself on the taboo of their improbable coupling.

"Turn around, baby."

"Huh?" Caitlyn said, looking fatigued and intoxicated, hair sticking to a sweaty little forehead.

"Doggystyle, bitch," he ordered.

"Doggy?"

Lester licked his big lips. "I wanna see that phat ass, Caitlyn. Turn around, hands and knees. You’re mine now. Don't make me tell you again, whitegirl."

Caitlyn, who had already got completely accustomed to being referred to as whitegirl, rolled over and presented herself to Lester.

The sweaty older black man quickly mounted Caitlyn from behind, grabbing hold of her haunches and plunging his BBC deep into her pussy, just like Blacked.Com, over and over again, those long African-black fingers digging into the soft flesh of the white woman's tiny sculpted stomach, where she was arching her back, presenting herself to a superior breeding mate.

When Lester leaned forward, Caitlyn bucked under his sudden weight and astonishing penetration, moaning wildly and groaning under the black man's bulk and the invasion of her body.

"Shiiittttt!" said Caitlyn, who almost never cursed, and was now literarlly cross-eyed with the man's swollen love stick being rammed into her from behind. She already knew that Lester resized her down there and at the moment she didn't care if she ever returned to normal.

"Those big white cheeks look so good bouncing against me," said Lester, mesmerized by the sight of his thick black schlong disappearing inside such a beautiful specimen of white womanhood. "It's like we making art, baby."

"Ohhh, hmmmmmmmmm," Caitlyn moaned inarticulately. "Ahhrrrttt..."

Meanwhile, Bryan's pink erection was back, albeit this version was always a little shorter and skinnier than his first.

The brutal truth was that he'd never been more aroused in his life. Caitlyn looked perfect with her big black bull. Bryan watched lustily as Mr. Jefferson thrust deeply into his new white lover, this time sinking his entire cock into her, which brought alternating looks of pain, then ecstasy to Caitlyn's ivory complexion. With each thrust, she moaned and arched her back up for him to maximize the state of her submission, allowing him to take over and fuck her like his property, causing her pussy to stretch wide to accept such a huge scary-looking African cock.

"Now that's right, yeah that's right. You taking this cock right. You is a good slut. I'm going to bust my nut inside you again. You ready for it again?" he asked with a vicious snarl on his thick, nasty-looking lips.

On the verge of tears, Caitlyn struggled to look back over her shoulder and up at him, her huge black lover, and she pleaded for him to cum inside her. "Yes, Lester, shoot your load in me again! Please, baby! Shoot it in me. Please just shoot it in me, Lester, baby."

Bryan couldn't believe his ears, especially when his wife said it over and over again.

"Here it is. Bitch, here it is," Lester said in his deep rumbling voice, rising in volume.

Then he clamped both his hands on her hips and held the PAWG white wife tightly as he drove faster and deeper until all of his 11 angry inches were out of sight, twitching inside Caitlyn's life canal, their two bodies moving as one now. Lester was drenched in sweat. His African skin shone as if it were greased with lard. Caitlyn looked back up at him and ran the tip of her tongue over her teeth.

The woman was nearly sobbing with pleasure and fatigue. She looked beaten down, but also incredibly happy, blissed-out, radiating pleasure. "That's it baby, Lester. Give it all to me. I'm your slut, your white slut, I'm your married white slut, Lester. Now fill me up with your powerful African seed. I neeeeed it. Pour it in me and I'm yours, Lester, baby."

Caitlyn's begging for his thick load must have been too much for the big brute. His big stomach suddenly bunched. He let go of Caitlyn's waist and planted his hands on her shoulders, one on either side of her head. Then his diamond-shaped calves and heavy thighs tightened as the older black man pressed her hard against the sweat-soaked sheets of her marital bed.

Lester must have been climaxing because he said, "There you go. Now you're my baby momma, there you go, there you go, take that, whitegirl!"

Ass up, side of her face pressed to the bed, eyes rolled back in her head, hair sticking to her face, Caitlyn grunted like a little piglet.

"Get it, snowbunny."

Caitlyn liked being called that too, she thought that was a cute affectionate word.

When she felt her black bull stop moving, she started instinctively pushing her haunches forward and then driving them backward, effectively milking out the last remaining gooey ropes of his DNA, and turning her little pink hole into a hot creamy white mess now.

Lester had filled her with his proud African life essence and now her white body was rewarding her with a fireworks display of exhilerating emotions. Too tired to move a muscle, she was still stuck where he'd left her: in doggystyle with her knees close to the edge of the bed, a stream of white goo leaking from her private parts. Caitlyn was in heaven though. Exctasy.

Happily, she could feel the hot goo moving around inside her, dripping out with the slightest movement. As she made an embarrassing queef sound out of nowhere, Caitlyn thought how weird it was that she didn't even know who this man was, but she was fairly sure that she loved him. Maybe not like she loved her husband, Bryan. But she knew that she definitely loved Lester and wanted him to be part of their lives for a long, long, long time. Besides, maybe having an older man around the house might be nice for everyone.


Part Nine

The next thing Caitlyn knew, her loveable hubby was waking her up from one of the best dreams a girl could have.

Bryan looked worried, gaunt in the face. "Are you okay dear? Dear? Caitlyn?"

She didn’t understand his concern. "Yeah, um, I'm great. Just taking a nap,” she said with a queef sound.

It was dark outside, the windows were open, and a very chilly breeze was coming inside their bedroom now. Lester had left hours ago. "Well, dear, you've been asleep for several hours. Plus, you haven't even changed positions."

Caitlyn suddenly realized what her husband was talking about – and starting giggling at her own ridiculousness.

Unbelievably, she was still wearing her purple lace bra bunched around her body, still in the same position Lester had left her in after he finished and turned her white pussy into a creamy mess of black cum. Simply put, she had collapsed from exhaustion. Now looking around, coming back to life, waiting for her muscles to work again, she saw that the bedspreads were filled with visible stains; and a hard white crust was all over her pubic region and upper thighs. Caitlyn suddenly remembered: a little gift from Lester. She smiled and blushed with fond memories.

"What am I going to do with you?" said Bryan, looking despondently at what a mess his wife was right now. He also couldn't help but to notice that his wife had never been so thoroughly worn out after having sex with him.

Caitlyn collapsed and curled up in a ball in the middle of the bed, batted her long eyelashes at him. And then she looked up at him with big, sorrowful eyes. "I don't know. You still love me, right?"

Bryan grinned with affection (reminding himself that he was man enough to hide all the pain he felt from his wife, that she must never know) and said, "Want me to run you a bath, dear?"

"That would be great," Caitlyn said, who was obviously tired but also in a really great mood. "You really are the best hubby in the world, Bryan, baby. If there's ever a Best Hubby Award, I'm going to nominate the fuck out of you. Baby, I don't know what I'd do without you."

"I couldn't have said it better," Bryan said.

He already had it all figured out.

This Caitlyn and Lester thing was a one-time deal, never to be repeated. As soon as Bryan had come to his senses earlier, right after he orgasmed for the third time, that was the first thing that he realized. No more Caitlyn and Lester together, there was something almost too intimate about them, Bryan felt. Honestly, he almost felt bad for Lester. Hopefully that old black degernate had enjoyed himself with Caitlyn, because obviously he would certainly never be touching her again...


18 Months Later

With a confident stride, Caitlyn moved gracefully through the snowy streets, her radiant complexion framed by flowing dyed platinum curls that shimmered in the winter sunlight. Caitlyn's piercing eyes carried a playful sparkle, a contrast to the plush pink of her lips, curved into a knowing smile. Her athletic yet feminine frame, toned and curvaceous in all the right places, was accentuated by a fitted, white cashmere sweater that hugged her figure. High-waisted black leggings showcased her long, shapely legs, leading down to knee-high suede boots that crunched softly against the snow. Draped around her shoulders was a faux fur-lined parka, the subtle luxury of her style drawing gazes wherever she went.

Outside a Starbucks, there was a group of African-American men, 20s and 30s, all dressed in shiny expensive suits, waiting for an Uber to arrive.

"Damn check out that snowbunny!"

"She got cake, white girls got cake these days!"

"I want me a piece! Backshots be crazy!"

"Hey girl, snowbunny, come over here, I want to talk to you for a second!"

But Caitlyn didn't have time for it right now. It had been a long day and she needed to get home to see her family.

When Caitlyn stepped into their immaculate apartment, the scent of roasted garlic and herbs wafted from the kitchen. Her heart warmed at the sight of Bryan, wearing an apron and rocking their beautiful dark-skinned baby, Tyreque, in his arms, while expertly stirring a pot on the stove. Setting down her bags, she crossed the room with a smile and rewarded him with a lingering kiss.

"You’re incredible," she said, brushing his cheek. "This place looks amazing, dinner smells divine, and you’re the best babysitter a woman could ask for. And guess what? I have the most amazing news to share!"

"Yeah?" said Bryan, feeling a surge of pride from his wife's compliments. "What is it?"

With a dramatic gesture, Caitlyn whipped out a glossy magazine and slapped it onto the table. The cover displayed a stunning photo (the faces no longer blurred) of the four of them: Lester standing tall behind Caitlyn, his thick, defined arms – corded with veins – encircling the white woman's petite waist in a proprietarial way. Off to the side, Bryan wore a shy grin, clearly a bit awkward about being pictured cradling Caitlyn and Lester’s adorable black baby. Bold block letters sprawled across the top, commanding attention: AMERICA'S MOST FAMOUS CUCKOLDS.

THE END
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