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BELLA GETS BLACKED


Introduction

My wife Isabella (or “Bella” as she was known), was still as beautiful at the age of 30 as the day I met her. If only I had been able to get her to believe that, too, maybe none of this would have happened.

It all started shortly after the birth of our first child, Grace. The pregnancy had been difficult: Bella had been forced to stay on bed rest for the last trimester, and she’d ending up gaining about 15 pounds more than the doctors had recommended.

To make matters worse (in her eyes, at least), she was never able to really establish breastfeeding with Grace (at least not on a regular basis), so the pounds didn’t “peel off”: they stuck around.

None of this bothered me in the slightest. When I looked at Bella, I saw a woman in the prime of her childbearing years: dark–haired, brown–eyed and voluptuous. Her waist was still slim; most of the weight had accumulated around her buttocks and thighs.

To me, she was still gorgeous. But in Bella’s own eyes, she was now undesirable. She had an ideal of her own body that corresponded to the way she’d looked in college, around the time that we’d started dating. No matter how much I assured her that she was perfect the way that she was, I’d still catch her looking at herself critically in the mirror, agonizing over the stretch marks and skin discoloration that had come along with being pregnant.

She couldn’t wait to get back to the gym as soon as Grace was old enough to go to daycare.

Finally, the day came. It was a few weeks after Grace’s first birthday, and Bella was finally comfortable leaving her with someone else for a few hours a day.

“This time, I’m going to be really serious about it,” she said, “I’m going to hire someone.”

“Hire someone?” I asked, not fully grasping her meaning.

“Like a personal trainer. I think I’m at the stage in life that I can’t just go to the gym and mess around. If I want to get back into shape I’m going to have to target specific areas.”

“I think that’s a good idea,” I said, dressing for work in our shared bedroom as Grace began making cooing sounds from the nursery, “I mean, you know that you’re fine exactly the way you are, but if you think it’s going to help you, I think it’s a great idea.”

“Thanks, honey,” she said, “you’re so sweet. I think that Kayla knows a woman, Shelia, who specializes in this kind of thing. I’m going to get her availability.”

“Perfect.”

***

This is how it all began, then. With a personal trainer for Bella, and a big misunderstanding. Or was it a misunderstanding? Had Bella been concealing the truth from me all this time on purpose? Or subconsciously?

In any case, over the next few weeks, Bella dropped off Grace at daycare and went to the gym when I was at work. At first she did it just once a week (an initial consultation at first) and then twice a week (she explained to me that she had to start slow or she’d run the risk of hurting herself).

Soon, she settled into a three–day–a–week rhythm, going Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. Sometimes these days would change, depending on her mood.

I could tell that my wife was feeling happier and healthier. She no longer made disparaging remarks about her own weight. She seemed more outgoing and confident. She was a joy to be around. Even though I like to think that I’d been understanding about her dark moods just after the pregnancy, I still had to admit that a happy Bella was better than a depressed one.

I should mention here that the one area in which this new positivity didn’t seep through was our sex life. Bella had had a difficult birth, and a major tear during delivery. She was completely healed now, of course, and her OBGYN had given her the go–ahead for vaginal sex long ago, but she’d never been completely comfortable in her own body again.

We’d tried to have vaginal sex only once since she’d had the baby. It had been awkward from the very beginning, and I’d slipped out several times. She’d apologized profusely, and I’d assured her that we could take our time with intimacy, and not to stress out about it.

She did recognize, however, that I was still a man with certain…needs… and so she consented to giving me handjobs.

We fell into a sort of routine. Every Friday night, she’d get out the lube and stroke me off while we talked dirty to each other. I’d tell her about things that turned me on, and she’d do her best to continue the fantasy while she finished me off. It was a good way to reconnect sexually in a way that was comfortable to her.

At first, most of the fantasies I’d tell her about came from our shared past together.

“Do you remember that time that we did it in the park after being at the bar with Mark and Jessica?” I might say “that was so amazing…”

And she would take it from there, narrating a scene or reminiscence as she stroked my cock.

Eventually, however, I ran out of things to talk about in our own past, and so started sharing my more personal fantasies with her. She assured me that this was ok, and that she found it fun to hear about what turned me on.

One night, I told her a story about the only other girl I’d dated besides her: Marie, my girlfriend freshmen year in college. Marie had been a year older than me, and, while this doesn’t make any difference in the grand scheme of things, when I was 19 and she was 20 it made her seem like she was in an entirely different generation.

Especially when it came to sexual experience. Marie had been my first, I told Bella, but I had not been her first. Far from it, in fact.

Naturally, I was interested in finding out how many other lovers that she’d had, and how I stacked up to them. Instinctively, I knew that I couldn’t be very good in comparison. I was inexperienced, for one thing, I wasn’t in particularly good shape, and I had a penis that was slightly below average. Marie had always assured me that none of those things mattered. That it was about the whole person for her, not something silly like the size of his cock.

One day, I had asked Marie point blank if she’d ever been with a guy who was bigger than me. She had told me the truth: she’d been with several guys who were much bigger than me.

“That was a devastating blow,” I told Bella, who sat next to me, stroking my cock, “and for a long time, I couldn’t get over it. I couldn’t even get it up around Marie for a long time after she told me that, and it almost caused us to break up. It would have, too, if she hadn’t been so understanding.”

“Aww,” said Bella, “that’s sweet of her. But are you sure you want to talk about this? I mean, it doesn’t sound like much of a turn–on, to be honest.”

“No,” I said, “that’s the funny thing. It actually did become a turn–on to me, in a weird way.”

“Ok,” said Bella, clearly curious, “it’s your handjob, honey. Tell me more, and I’ll see if I can make up my own sexy story for you.”

“Well,” I said, “it’s a little bit embarrassing to talk about, but it really turns me on.”

“I promise not to judge you, honey.”

“Thanks. Ok,” I continued, as Bella stroked my lubed cock with one hand, “so eventually, I had to know. Who was the biggest guy that Marie had ever been with? She told me that his name had been Jamal, and that she’d met him when she was working at a makeup counter in the mall as an 18–year–old, right out of college. Jamal was tall, extremely muscular, tattooed, and black. All things that scared her as an 18–year–old white girl from the suburbs who had only had one boyfriend up to that point. But he turned out to be a very sweet guy. After he got her number, they went on a couple of dates, and finally, they ended up at his house.”

“He was a very gentle lover, at least at first. They kissed sweetly for a long time while soft music played, and he did everything in his power to make her feel comfortable. He touched her between her legs more softly and sensitively than any man ever had before, trying to prepare her for what was coming. Marie told me that he was an expert at slowly building excitement. He focused on her for a long time, finally kissing down her thighs and tasting her sweetness. She was so tense and excited that at first she’d had trouble relaxing, but when he’d started pleasuring her with his tongue, all of the tension melted away and she was left with nothing but desire. Hot, burning, desire.”

“Wow, honey,” said Bella, “you’re a good storyteller. I feel like I might be getting kind of turned on myself.”

That was exciting to hear. I had almost accepted the fact that my wife would no longer be interested in sex, and the hint of the promise of future intimacy was enough for me to concentrate hard on putting off my own climax until I could finish the story. I thought that if I could turn her on, maybe she’d consent to have intercourse with me once more…

“She hadn’t seen his cock yet,” I continued, “but she had a feeling that he was really big. She’d felt it through his clothes a couple of times while they kissed, but had been afraid to actually touch him with her hands. Now, on the edge of orgasm from the tonguing he had given her, Marie boldly reached down between his legs, too shy to look at his organ, but emboldened to touch him. She needed him inside her. Wanted him…”

“She told me that she couldn’t believe what she was holding in her hands. It must be impossible. How could anyone be that big? She finally looked down, and saw the long, thick cock that Jamal was sporting. He grinned at her. He loved introducing women to his BBC.”

“What?” asked Bella, interrupting my story.

She seemed genuinely puzzled.

“What’s a BBC?”

I blushed. I kicked myself for using a term that I only knew from pornography and erotic stories.

“It’s an acronym. For Big Black Cock…”

She giggled.

“So it’s that common? Common enough that people have to have a name for it?”

“I guess so,” I said, “I mean, it’s not like every black guy has a huge cock. Most of them are average, just like most white guys are average. But from what I learned from Marie, it seems that the black guys who do have large endowments are really skilled at using them.”

“Interesting,” said Bella, a thoughtful look coming into her eyes, “I wonder if that’s really true.”

“It’s probably just a stereotype that has some basis in reality,” I said, “that’s all. It’s not like you can just expect every black guy to have a big dick.”

“No,” said Isabella, “I guess not. But it does make you wonder…”

Any other husband might have paused at stoking his wife’s fantasy about large cocks, but I wasn’t “just any” other husband.

“Should I go on?”

“Mmm…please,” said Bella.

What had started out as my fantasy was quickly becoming hers as well. At least it seemed that way.

“Well, Marie stroked it a little, and told him that she didn’t think it was going to fit inside her. He just smiled and said not to worry; that he’d done this before with girls like her. She bit her lip and nodded. She was so turned on that the fear of being hurt by his gigantic tool was completely swept away by her desire.”

“Honey,” said Bella, shifting a bit where she sat, “I feel like… like I might…”

“What?”

“Well,” she said, looking at me with a mixture of lust and apprehension, “can I ride you? While you finish the story?”

I nodded eagerly. This was more than I’d hope for. Was I reawakening Bella’s lust?

She quickly removed her pajama bottoms and underwear, slowly lowering herself onto my rock–hard prick.

It was the first time that she’d suggested intercourse since the baby. She seemed to suddenly want it.

Had it simply been long enough since the baby that her libido was making a comeback? I knew that her body must have healed by now.

I suspected, however, and even secretly hoped, that the details of my story might have been awakening her interest.

I looked into her eyes as she began to slowly ride me.

“Tell me more, honey,” she said, an urgent tone entering her voice, “tell me what happened next between Marie and Jamal.”

It felt so good being inside my wife again after such a long time experiencing only her hand that I could barely hold back. I knew, however, that if I shot my load too early the moment would be gone, and the opportunity to reawakened her sleeping libido would be lost.

“He had some lube on his nightstand,” I said, “I remember her mentioning that. He put some on his shaft, and had her stroke him, getting him nice and slick. She told me that she couldn’t even close her hand around his shaft. That’s how thick he was. She felt so intimidated, but also so amazingly horny. He kept whispering sweet things to her. Telling her that she was a good girl. He also said that after he fucked her, she’d never be the same…”

“Oh God,” moaned Bella, “did he really say that?”

“That’s what she told me,” I said, closing my eyes and trying my best to hold back my orgasm, despite the fact that my wife’s slick tight pussy was sliding up and down my shaft in such as tantalizing tempo.

“Shit, honey. I can’t believe it. I’m going to cum…”

She bit her lip and bucked her hips, climaxing under me. I couldn’t hold back anymore, and in the same moment, I unleashed a torrent into my wife.

It was the first satisfying encounter we’d had since the baby.

“That was really fun,” she said, after she’d slowly pulled herself off my cock and collapsed on the bed next to me, “I never thought it would be that fun to hear you tell a sexy story.”

“Well,” I said, blushing a bit, “it wasn’t even my story to tell. And I didn’t finish it! But I’m really happy that you enjoyed it as much as you did.”

“I really did,” she said, sighing, “that was the first time I’ve been turned on since…”

“I know.”

She beamed at me and then kissed me on the lips.

“Don’t worry,” she said, “you can finish it some other night.”


Chapter 2

But somehow, that night never came. At least not over the next few weeks. In fact, all of our sexual contact — including the handjobs that she was giving me, probably just out of a sense of obligation — stopped.

I noticed it, of course. I didn’t think anything of it, however. This lull in our already–mediocre sex life happened to correspond with a period of unusual fussiness from Grace. So Bella was as busy as ever.

She kept her gym appointments, of course, and as the weeks went by and the pounds melted away, her body became ever more toned and shapely. She was not overly muscular, but did have some definition in her arms and torso. She had retained her beautiful butt, which stuck out as invitingly as ever when she walked.

My wife was still a knock–out. At least to me. She remained the center of my fantasies. My yearning.

On day, after she’d returned from the gym, I couldn’t help but comment on the glow that suffused her entire body.

“You look great, Bella,” I said, “whatever you and that woman are doing is really working.”

“What woman?”

She seemed genuinely confused.

“What do you mean? Your personal trainer, of course!”

She grinned.

“Oh,” she laughed, “didn’t I ever tell you? Shelia wasn’t taking any new clients. But she was nice enough to give me Darryl’s name.”

“Darryl?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” she said, “he came highly recommended, and he’s great at what he does. The results speak for themselves, don’t you think?”

She spread out her arms, indicating her new body.

“I guess I can’t argue with that!” I said, “I’m just kind of surprised that you were working with a man this whole time and never mentioned it.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said, “I didn’t think it was that big of a deal. And besides, you never asked.”

“It’s not that big of a deal, I guess,” I said, “I just wish you had told me.”

A moment of silence passed between us as she unpacked her gym bag. What was she thinking about?

“Tell me about Darryl,” I said, “does he have a lot of clients?”

“I don’t know, really,” she said, “he’s never said. I know that he worked with some of Shelia’s friends, and that’s why she recommended him. All I can really say for sure is that he’s in great shape himself, and he’s an excellent motivator.”

“How old is he?”

She looked at me.

“What is this, some kind of interrogation?”

“I’m just curious,” I said, trying not to be defensive, “I just found out that my wife has been spending three hours a week alone with a strange man, and I’m just trying to get some information.”

“We’re not alone,” she said, her tone becoming a bit more combative, “we’re in the middle of a gym with a lot of other people.”

“Ok,” I said, “I didn’t mean to sound paranoid. I’d just like to know what’s going on.”

“Well,” she said, “if you want to get to know him so badly, why don’t we have him over for dinner?”

I frowned. This took me aback.

“Really? Why?”

He would be the first person besides our parents who we’d had to the house since Grace was born.

“Yeah, really,” she said, “it would be fun. I could show off one of the recipes that he gave me. One of those high–protein low–carb dinners.”

“What recipes?”

“Haven’t you noticed how my cooking has changed since the baby? You’ve lost a few pounds yourself.”

I frowned, looking down at my pot belly.

“I guess maybe I have.”

“You definitely have,” she giggled, “I think you owe Darryl a thank you, too.”

“Well,” I said, “I guess there’s no harm in showing gratitude. And I have to admit that I’m curious about this guy that you’ve been spending so much time with.”

She smiled, moving in towards me for a kiss and nuzzling my nose.

“Thanks, honey,” she said, “you’re going to love him, I know it.”

In that moment, I wondered if it might be Bella who “loved” Darryl, or at least had a crush on him. I had to admit that my mind was reeling. The erotic part, to be specific.

“Hey, one more thing,” I said, “is Darryl a black guy?”

“Why do you ask?” she said, smiling, “are you thinking of that dirty story you told me a while back?”

This was the first time that she’d mentioned the story since that exciting night.

“No,” I lied, “just curious.”

“Well, yes,” she said, “he does happen to be black. In case that matters.”

“Not really,” I said, my heart beating quickly.

“But as to whether he has…what did you call it?”

She paused theatrically, raising her eyebrows.

“Oh yeah. A ‘BBC’? I really couldn’t tell you. You’ll have to ask him yourself, honey!”

She winked at me.

What was going on? My head was spinning. Was she actually interested in Darryl, or was she merely teasing me? Did she know about my fantasy of watching her with a hung black guy? It had probably been obvious from the way that I told Marie’s story.

Marie’s story of being with Jamal for the first time had obviously been arousing to her as well. Was there a chance that she would indulge my fantasy?

The thought was so erotic that I didn’t even begin to consider the possible emotional fallout from such an event. I just wanted to be there. To watch Bella fulfilled. Filled by a big, black cock.

***

Darryl arrived right on time, standing on our doorstep with a bouquet of flowers and a bottle of wine.

“Wow!” I said, opening the door, “Bella will love these! You really didn’t have to, though.”

“Hello,” said Darryl, “my mother always told me to make a good first impression. I’m Darryl.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, taking the flowers from his hand and then transferring them to my left hand to offer him a shake, “I’m Jason.”

“Jason, nice to meet you,” he said, flashing me a grin as he returned my firm handshake.

He was tall, much taller than I’d expected, and appeared, of course, to be in excellent shape. It only made sense. It was his job, after all.

“Bella’s in the kitchen,” I said, ushering him in, “making one of the recipes she said that you gave her. She’s really excited for you to try it. We are so grateful for all the work you’ve put in with her. It’s made a great difference in her self–esteem.”

He seemed a little embarrassed, but also grateful for my praise.

“Thanks,” he said, “but don’t forget — I’m a professional. She’s paying me. And she’s the one that put in the work. I was just there as a motivator.”

“Well,” I said, “you did a great job motivating her. Whatever you did really worked. Bella can’t stop talking about how proud she is of the progress she’s made.”

I brought the wine and the flowers into the kitchen, where Bella was bent over the stove, tasting the sauce anxiously.

“Oh my God, he’s here already?” she said, “he’s too punctual!”

“Well,” I said, “he did come when you told him to.”

“Yeah,” she said, “but nothing’s ready yet. You’ve got to stall him for a few minutes!”

“No problem,” I said, giving her a peck on the cheek before I returned to the living room, where Darryl had taken a seat on the love seat.

Although he seemed completely comfortable in his surroundings, Darryl’s face was serious.

“To be honest, Jason,” he said, “I don’t usually accept invitations like this from clients. You can probably understand the kinds of…blurred lines that can happen in a profession like mine. I like to keep those lines clean.”

“But in this case?”

“But in this case,” he continued, smiling suddenly and shaking his head a bit, “Bella was just so damned persistent that she convinced me to make an exception.”

“She’s like that,” I said, “she has a way of getting what she wants.”

“So you know what I’m talking about,” he laughed.

“I do indeed,” I said, chuckling to myself, “can I get you something to drink? A glass of that wine you brought, maybe?”

“No,” he said, “that’s for you and Bella to drink sometime to celebrate something.”

“But we’re celebrating something now, aren’t we?”

“Sure,” he said, “I guess we are.”

A few minutes later, the three of us were in the kitchen, raising our glasses in a toast.

“To Bella,” said Darryl.

“You’re so sweet,” said Bella, still wearing her apron, “thanks so much for coming over. And thanks for the wine.”

“My pleasure,” he said, his glass hanging in the air.

“Oh, whoops, my bad!” said Bella, clinking her glass against his, and then mine, “cheers!”

“Cheers,” I said, “to you, honey.”

She blushed.

“Wow, that’s a great wine,” said Bella, after her first sip.

“Glad you like it,” said Darryl, “my uncle’s a sommelier. He taught me everything I know. It’s from the Russian River valley. A little place he and I went during a trip out west last year. Not too many other black people out there, that’s for sure!”

“I guess not,” said Bella, “that’s in California, right?”

“Correct,” he said, “I’ve got family down near San Francisco, so I try to get out there once a year at least.”

“That’s so cool,” said Bella, “we haven’t been able to do much traveling recently. You know, since Grace.”

“I imagine there’s a whole lot of other things that you haven’t been able to do like you used to since she came along,” he said, “babies are a lot of work. I’ve got two nieces and a nephew and I’ve seen it all first hand!”

My pulse quickened. What “other things” was he referring to? Was I just imagining a sexual innuendo where there was none?

Why did the idea of Darryl and Bella flirting turn me on so much? I didn’t have any evidence that it was even happening. Or had happened. Just my own lurid fantasy.

Dinner was delicious. Bella had cooked a simple chicken and vegetable dish that positively burst with flavor from the Cajun spices that Darryl had carefully specified in his recipe. I would never have thought that it was anything approaching “healthy,” but both she and Darryl assured me that it was.

The conversation at dinner was lively. Darryl was an outgoing and friendly guy. He had a master’s degree in economics and was working towards his PhD part–time at the local public university, doing personal training a few days a week just to make ends meet. It turned out that Bella was his only client currently.

“Really?” said Bella.

“Uh–huh,” he said, “between the class I’ve got to teach and my dissertation, I only have time for one client. And I’ve got to work out anyway, so I might as well make some money while I do it!”

“So that’s all I am to you,” teased Bella, “just a paycheck?”

“Sure,” he countered, giving her a devilish grin, “what else would you be? I mean, don’t get me wrong, you’re a beautiful woman. But I would never step into another man’s territory.”

“That’s not what I meant,” shrieked Bella, a little tipsy, and slapped him playfully on the arm.

“Jason, you have nothing to worry about,” said Darryl, grinning at me, “she’s just playing around. I have this effect on a lot of women, but I always keep my professional distance.”

This slightly cocky teasing had really gotten under Bella’s skin. She was like a schoolgirl who’d been teased by the most popular guy at school. She was both flustered and charmed.

“Oh, you!!” she sputtered, drawing back her hand again, as if to slap him.

Then she abruptly stood up from the table and began gathering the dishes.

“Can I help?” called Darryl after her.

“You stay right there,” she said, still pretending to be exasperated.

With Bella gone, a slightly awkward silence filled the room.

“Look, Jason,” said Darryl after a moment, “I really wasn’t trying to flirt with your wife. I sometimes get carried away. If I’ve disrespected you, I’m sorry.”

“To be honest,” I sighed, “it seemed to me like she was the instigator, not you. I can’t blame anyone for flirting with Bella. I mean just look at her.”

“She is beautiful,” he said, “just like her name says.”

“That she is,” I said, “and since we’re being honest…”

I lowered my voice, looking towards the kitchen, “I really wouldn’t mind it if you wanted to do more than just flirt with her.”

“What?”

His voice was suddenly serious. Aggressive, even.

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

Darryl’s brow was furrowed.

“What exactly are you suggesting here, Jason? I was just joking around…”

“Nothing,” I said, “I just mean…if you wanted to try to take things further with Bella, I’d be ok with it.”

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” he said, growing angrier, “you’re just like all those other white guys, huh? Want to see a black guy with a big dick fuck your wife?”

I blushed. I couldn’t help it. He was right.

“Christ,” he said, “I’m more than just a guy with a big dick. I have an advanced degree. I speak three languages.”

Even as I recognized the truth in what he was saying, I was inexplicably excited by the fact had he’d admitted to having a big cock.

“I understand that,” I stammered, glancing guiltily towards the kitchen, “forget it. It was stupid.”

He glared at me, his eyes burning.

“You know what?” he said, “maybe I will. I’m so sick of all this cuck bullshit from you white guys that I have a mind to really do it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’ll really do it. I’ll seduce your wife and make sure you watch.”

“Hold on,” I said, “this is going too far.”

“Is it?” he snapped, “you were the one to bring it up in the first place. At the dinner table of all places. I know it’s just a twisted little fantasy for you, but have you ever thought about how it would play out in real life? For Bella? For you? For Grace?”

He paused.

“Hell,” he continued, “for me? Do you think I’m just some guy with a big dick, no better than an animal, here just to perform for your benefit? Don’t you think that I want what you have? Christ.”

“Darryl,” I said, “I’m sorry. I really didn’t mean to strike a nerve.”

“No,” he said, “you cucks never do, do you? You think it’s about your wife’s pleasure, but it’s really just about your own personal gratification. Well, you know what? I think you deserve a good dose of reality.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

But before Darryl could answer, Bella came through the door with a beautiful cheesecake, and the anger melted from Darryl’s face.

For the rest of the night, he was his old charming self, but every time Bella made any kind of remark that could be seen as flirtatious, he flashed me a look.

What had I done? I had clearly miscalculated the situation. I started kicking myself for my presumptuous behavior.

But would Darryl really follow through on his “threat”? Was he really going to try to seduce Bella, and, more importantly, would she go along with it?

Finally, dinner had winded down, and it was time to go. Darryl made his excuses and refused an after–dinner drink.

“I’ll see you tomorrow at the gym,” he said to Bella, smiling.

Then he turned to me and winked quickly, careful to make sure Bella didn’t see.

God damn it, I thought, what have I done?


Chapter 3

After that night, I watched Bella as closely as I could, monitoring her routine and her behavior around the house for any signs of change. I knew that Darryl probably wouldn’t have to try very hard to seduce her, at least in a vacuum. What I mean to say is, it was abundantly clear from her behavior during dinner, and the way that she talked about him, that she was extremely attracted to him. Whether or not she could be brought to act on these feelings still remained to be seen. Darryl was a very attractive man, but Bella was quite old–fashioned deep down. I didn’t think that it would be very easy for her to cheat. She was too much of a “good girl” for that.

I was sure of it.

Or was I?

It started one Wednesday when she came home from the gym 40 minutes later than usual. I only knew this because Bella’s phone “checked in” to our smarthome network and security system automatically, every time that she returned to the house. I had the master app on my phone. Usually, I turned the notifications about Bella off. But recently, I’d turned them back on, so I would know exactly when she was coming and going.

That night, at home, I tried to get information out of her casually.

“Did you have a good workout today, honey?” I asked.

“What?”

“You know,” I said, “did Darryl wear you out?”

“Jason,” she said, fixing me with a withering gaze, “that makes it sound dirty.”

“Well,” I said, “did you get dirty? From sweating so much, I mean!”

“Yes,” she said slowly, as if sensing that there was a subtext to my questions, “he actually kept me over time for a few minutes to show me some new stretches.”

“Oh? Is he interested in making sure that you’re super flexible for some reason?”

She frowned. This time, it was clear that I’d gone too far.

“Ok, Jason,” she said, “what would make you say that? You think Darryl is interested in me?”

“Well, why wouldn’t he be?”

“Because he’s a professional, that’s why,” she snapped, “I’m sorry you’re so fucking insecure that you can’t let me have this one relationship that means so much to me without turning it into something sexual.”

“Bella,” I stammered, “that’s not what I meant to do. I was just teasing you, that’s all.”

“No you weren’t,” she said, tears pouring from her eyes, “this all has to do with that…fetish of yours, doesn’t it? You love the idea of Darryl’s big black cock, don’t you?”

Terror seized me. She was onto me. But how? Had it been that obvious?

“Well,” she said, sniffling, “I’ll have you know that Darryl and I have a lot in common besides working out. He’s not just some big thug with a huge cock. He’s going to be an economics professor.”

I knew I shouldn’t say anything. That I should just drop the subject. But I couldn’t resist.

“So you’re saying that you know for sure that he has a huge cock, huh? How exactly would you know that?”

She bit her lip, furious, breathing hard through her nostrils.

“Get out.”

“What?”

“Get the fuck out. Now.”

“Come on, Bella,” I stammered, “I was just joking. It was crude, I admit.”

“I want you out of the house for tonight,” she said, folding her arms and planting her feet, “I will not be disrespected like this.”

“Bella,” I said, trying to grab her hand, “just give me another chance. I’m sorry.”

“We’ll see,” she said, “I’m tired now. We can discuss this tomorrow morning. But for the time being…”

Her eyes narrowed, filled with fury.

She was serious! I couldn’t believe it.

“…get the hell out of here, before I call the cops.”

“Bella!”

“Out.”

And the next thing I knew, I found myself sitting in my car in the driveway, shaking my head in disbelief. What had just happened?

Sighing, I drove five minutes away to a motel and booked a room for the night. Luckily, the clerk also had a toothbrush and razor for me. The clothes I was wearing would have to do for the time being.

I turned on the TV and stared blankly at a golf game for about twenty minutes before I picked up my phone and texted Bella.

Babe, I wrote, I’m sorry. Let’s talk about this.

No answer.

Fifteen minutes later, I tried again.

Think about Grace. We need to work this out.

Again, no answer.

I flipped through the channels, unable to settle on something, so I just watched the news for a while. About five minutes to 11, my phone buzzed.

I practically leaped to grab it and read the text, but was startled when I saw an unknown number.

What did you, Jason? You made a big mistake. My job just got a whole lot easier. Darryl.

I was instantly seized with panic. And arousal.

Darryl knew about what had happened. But how? Obviously, Bella had told him…

For about five whole minutes, all I could do was sit staring at his text on my phone.

Finally, I got up the nerve to write back.

This is none of your business. Stay away from her.

The reply came quickly. It was a photo of my front door.

Too late, the caption read, remember what I told you at dinner, big guy.

I immediately called Bella.

It went to voicemail.

Fuck.

It was already clear that she’d reached out to him for emotional support. That was bad enough, of course.

But would she really actually sleep with him?

I wasn’t sure what I wanted the answer to be. I opened the front door of the motel room and looked out into the night. A few miles away, not too far across the city, my wife was entertaining another man in our home.

Images flashed before my eyes. Darryl and Bella laughing and talking. Darryl and Bella kissing. Darryl’s hand on her waist. Now her hips.

My cock began to stiffen.

Back in the room behind me, my phone buzzed. I turned and walked calmly over to the table and picked it up.

It was Darryl.

Going good so far, dog.

Attached was a photo of our kitchen table with two glasses of wine on it, each about half full. One of them had a smudge of lipstick on it.

Fuck. Fuck. FUCK!

I bit my own knuckle to keep from crying out as I stared at the phone. I should go over there now. I should slam the door open and demand that Darryl leave my house.

At the same time, I knew that a physical confrontation with Darryl was out of the question. Not only was he in incredible shape, he was also about three inches taller than me. I wouldn’t have a chance.

Besides, another part of me was extremely curious. How far would Bella take things, and what kind of evidence would Darryl send me?

I sat up for the next two hours, staring at my phone where it lay on the nightstand, plugged into the charger. I didn’t know what would be worse: finding out that Bella had given into temptation and had sex with Darryl, or finding out that nothing actually happened.

The uncertainty was killing me.

***

I didn’t remember falling asleep, but when I opened my eyes again, light was streaming through the motel room window. It was 8:07AM. I would have to get moving if I wanted to make it to work on time.

I made it to the office, looking fairly presentable given the fact that I was wearing the exact same clothes from the day before (which I had actually slept in). Luckily, I’d been able to give my shirt and pants a quick once–over with the iron before dashing out the door.

Optimistic about my prospects of making up with Bella, or at least not yet ready to fully commit to living in a cheap motel, I decided not to book another night.

Work flew by quickly, and it was a good thing, too. Otherwise I would have been thinking obsessively about Bella and Darryl, and what might have happened between them the night before. As it happened, however, we had three back–to–back conference calls with clients which kept me busy all day.

I was so busy, in fact, that it was only when I jumped into my car to go home that I remembered that I wasn’t sure if I’d be welcome there.

I looked at my phone for the first time all day and was surprised to see a message from Bella.

Let’s talk, she had written, you can come back home.


Chapter 4

When I walked through the front door, I was surprised to find Bella standing in the kitchen with Grace on her hip and a huge smile on her face. She was in her workout clothes: a tank top and yoga pants. She looked great, and seemed to be in a mood to match.

“Hey, honey,” she said, “how was your night?”

“Not so great,” I said, “I slept in my clothes in a cheap motel. What’s with you? You seem rather…chipper.”

“I am,” she said, putting grace in her high chair, “I did a lot of thinking last night.”

I bet that’s not all you did, I thought, but didn’t verbalize this for fear of igniting another argument.

“Darryl actually came over,” she said, after she’d strapped Grace in and we’d both taken seats at the kitchen table on either side of her, “and he helped me think through some things in our relationship.”

“Did he?” I said, trying not to take on a sarcastic tone.

“Mm–hmm,” she said, “he helped me understand that my needs in our relationship are important, too. I should be more assertive about them.”

“I thought he was your trainer, not your therapist,” I snapped, unable to hold back my feelings, “and what were you doing drinking wine with him?”

She smiled.

“He told me that he sent you that picture. You’ll have to excuse him. He’s like that sometimes.”

“Like what?”

“He’s very territorial. He doesn’t like to share.”

“Share what? You?”

She smiled.

“For example.”

It was silent for a moment between us, while Grace cooed, chewing on a toy.

“I should just come out and say it,” said Bella, “I’m attracted to Darryl. And he’s attracted to me. So if you want our marriage to continue, you’re going to have to accept that.”

“Bella,” I said, “this is ridiculous. How would you feel if I told you that I had a crush on a girl at work and that you were going to have to accept it?”

“Let’s face it,” she laughed, “that would never happen. Because you’re the one who wants to see me with another man. You don’t care about those girls at work.”

She was right. Of course she was right. How did she know me so well?

“So what are you telling me,” I said, “that you’re sleeping with Darryl?”

“No,” she said, “he was a perfect gentleman last night. But I am saying that I’m going to date him. Starting tonight.”

“What!?”

“That’s right,” she said, “he’s taking me to his favorite restaurant. It’s that Italian–Asian fusion place that opened last year. I need you to watch Grace while I’m gone.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, so you can’t look after your own daughter for a few hours? That’s too much for you?”

“It’s obviously not that,” I said, “it’s the fact that you’re going on a date with another man. We’re married, Bella!”

“I know,” she said, “and if you want to keep it that way, you’re going to have to accept this. Now, what do you think?”

I sat there in stunned silence.

“Well?” she said.

“Ok,” I muttered, “I’ll do it.”

“Great!” she said, “he’s going to pick me up in about an hour. I’ve got to get ready. Grace’s food is right here, and you can eat whatever’s around. You’ll be fine.”

I sighed as Bella got up from the table, practically racing upstairs to the shower.

What was happening? And why was it turning me on so much?

I spoon fed my daughter the contents of an entire jar of yams, but she wanted more. Halfway through a jar of pears, I heard the water stop upstairs.

I imagined my wife preparing for her date. Was she shaving? Using some kind of special lotion? Perfume? And what kind of underwear was she wearing. Was she planning on Darryl seeing it, or at least considering the possibility?

My mind was racing.

About half an hour later, Bella appeared at the bottom of the stairs, wearing a short black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline. I remembered that she’d bought it for a friend’s wedding reception, years ago, and it looked even better on her now, especially given her recent weight loss and newly toned physique.

I couldn’t help myself.

“You look beautiful,” I said.

“Thanks!” she said, “I hope Darryl likes it.”

“I don’t see how any man couldn’t like it,” I said.

“You’re so sweet,” she said.

Suddenly, there was the sound of a car horn in the driveway.

“That’s Darryl,” she said, “punctual as usual.”

She gave me a peck on the cheek.

“I’ll text to make sure everything’s ok,” she said, “but you know what you’re doing.”

“Of course,” I said, “we’ll be fine here. Have fun!”

“Thanks!” she said, walking over to Grace, who was playing on the floor and giving her a kiss.

“Don’t wait up for me,” she said, “but we shouldn’t be too late.”

And then the door slammed behind her. I could still smell her perfume lingering in the air.

What had just happened? Had I really just told my wife to have fun on her date? She was treating me like a babysitter, not her husband and the father of her child.

How had things gotten to this point?

Grace and I spent a quiet hour together. She was a very charming baby, with such an engaging personality that I almost forgot about the fact that her mother — my wife — was out to dinner with her personal trainer.

Then it was time for bed. She went down perfectly, despite the absence of her mother. I decided to text Bella preemptively to let her know.

Grace is sleeping like an angel, I wrote.

Great! came her almost immediate response, things are going well here too.

I didn’t reply. What was I supposed to say? “Great, I’m glad that you’re getting along with the man who you’re going to cheat on me with?”

A couple of minutes later, my phone buzzed again.

We’re coming over, she wrote do me a favor and sleep in the guest room tonight? And would you mind taking the baby monitor in there with you so you can make sure everything is ok with Grace?

What the fuck? Now she was simply telling me that she would be sleeping with Darryl, under my own roof, in my own bed?

Bella, I responded don’t you dare bring him back here.

Or what? she wrote, face it. There’s nothing you can do about it, and I know you’re going to enjoy thinking about us together, even if you won’t be allowed to see it.

God damn it. The adrenaline surged in my veins. I knew that she was right. Not only was there nothing that I could do to prevent what was about to happen, I also, on some level, wanted it to happen.

I wanted Bella to experience the bliss of Darryl’s cock.

I decided to go along with the plan. The guest room was actually on the first floor. Grace’s room and our bedroom were on the second floor. I looked at the baby monitor receiver, which I had kept so that I could listen to grace after she went to bed. I would take it with me when I went to sleep in the guest room.

Then I remembered something. We had another transmitter and receiver set, identical to this one, but which broadcast on separate bands.

I rummaged through a drawer upstairs and found both pieces of the set. As luck would have it, they were still charged.

I placed the transmitter in the master bedroom, near the bed, but nestled between some bottles of lotion and books in such a way that I hoped would be inconspicuous.

I was going to listen to everything that happened that night.

***

A few minutes later, everything was prepared. I was in the guestroom, with the lights out, monitoring both baby monitors — Grace’s and the one that I’d put in the master bedroom.

I didn’t have to wait long before I heard a car in the driveway, and then the sound of keys in the lock.

Bella’s giggling mingled with the low, smooth tones of Darryl. I couldn’t make out exactly what they were saying, because the guest room was on the other side of the house as the front door, even if it was on the same floor.

After a few more minutes of conversation, I heard a long, protracted silence, followed by more giggling from Bella. She sounded nervous this time.

Had they just shared their first kiss?

My mind was reeling now.

I knew that I should have gone out of the room that instant and demanded that Darryl leave. Even if that was impossible (and I knew very well that it was) I should have at least left and gone to a hotel in order to preserve my dignity.

What we had here was a clear case of “alienation of affection.” I had an open–and–shut divorce case, if I wanted it. I even had texts from Bella basically admitting to being on a date with another man.

What I mean is that I had every opportunity to get out of this situation, but I didn’t. And not only because I was concerned about who would look after Grace while Bella was getting her first taste of BBC.

I wanted desperately to be there, in some capacity, when she finally consummated her relationship with Darryl.

My cock was already fully erect as I listened out into the silence.

Darryl was saying something again. His voice was low and confident.

Bella answered something. I could almost hear the desire even if I couldn’t understand the words.

What if they did it right there in the living room? What if my plan didn’t work at all?

About thirty seconds later, however, I heard Darryl’s heavy footsteps ascending the staircase behind Bella’s lighter ones.

They were headed to the bedroom.

Just then, the baby monitor in my hand began to pick them up. I jumped at sudden burst of noise, then adjusted the volume.

“You’re sure he’s not going to come up here? He got a gun or anything?”

That was Darryl.

“I’m sure. And don’t worry. He’s got an old hunting rifle somewhere, but he doesn’t know how to shoot it. Plus, he’s not interested in stopping us. I mean, I told him basically everything and he just went along with it. He wants you to fuck me.”

“Cuck,” laughed Darryl.

The way he said the world contained such a note of derision that I felt absolutely humiliated in that moment, even though I knew that no one could see me.

The sound that I heard next practically tore my heart in two. It was unmistakable: Bella’s lips against his. Her soft moans as his hands explored her body.

Her sighs.

“Oh, Darryl,” she whispered, “I’ve wanted to do this for so long…”

“Me too,” he said, his voice a baritone whisper.

A few more minutes went by, as Bella’s arousal increased.

“I can’t believe how good you are at that. Oh my God,” she moaned.

Was he going down on her? Fingering her? What was happening?

“Oh God,” she groaned, “you’re going to make me come.”

“That’s it, baby,” he said, finally breaking his silence, “come for me.”

She shrieked in climax. It wasn’t easy to bring Bella to orgasm, at least not for me, and especially after Grace had been born, so it was especially surprising to hear her get off so quickly with a new partner.

Not only that, but as far as I knew, they hadn’t even moved on to the main event.

Bella’s breathing slowly returned to normal. Then I heard her say, distinctly and calmly, a few words that would haunt me for a long time.

“I want to see it. I can’t believe how big it feels.”

She let out a nervous giggle.

“You’re finally ready to find out what the hype is about?”

“Yes,” she said, almost pleading.

There was a rustling of clothing, then what I took to be the “big reveal.”

“Oh, WOW,” she said, laughing nervously, “this is…much bigger than I imagined.”

“Glad you’re not disappointed,” chuckled Darryl.

“No, not disappointed,” said Bella hesitantly, “a little intimidated, to be honest.”

“There’s nothing to be scared of,” said Darryl, “I promise to take it slowly.”

“Thanks,” said Bella, “don’t get me wrong. I love it. This is just outside my realm of experience.”

“Well I love nothing more than introducing women to new experiences. I’m honored to share this one with you.”

“You know just the right thing to say,” cooed Bella.

They kissed once more. From the sounds of it, it was long and deep.

“I want to get better acquainted with this monster,” said Bella playfully.

A moment later, I heard Bella moaning softly. Her voice was muffled, however.

It took me a while to realize what she was doing.

She was going down on him. Sucking his cock.

This was especially painful to me, because I couldn’t remember the last time she’d been willing to perform oral sex on me. It had been only handjobs since Grace was born. She had told me that she simply didn’t enjoy the act, and, since we were already married, hadn’t seen the point in performing it.

But this, this was clearly beyond a mere performance.

Even though I couldn’t see it, the noises told me in no uncertain terms that Bella was sucking Darryl’s cock with enthusiasm.

There were sounds of slurping, moaning, and even gagging as she pushed herself to the limit to prove her worthiness to Darryl as a partner.

Darryl was moaning now too, soft and low, whispering encouraging words that I could barely make out.

“That’s it,” he said at one point, “worship that big black dick. You know you want to.”

The oral worship of his BBC went on for longer than I thought possible. How could any man hold back for so long when he had a woman as attractive as Bella servicing him.

Now Darryl’s moans took on a different tone. Was he finally about to climax?

“That’s it, Bella. Be a good girl and get those big black balls in your mouth. Worship them, too.”

I heard Bella moan, her mouth full.

“I’m going to see if this pussy is ready for me,” announced Darryl.

I imagined her already knew the answer. This was just a pretense for him to explore her warm, wet pussy with a finger. Not that he needed any kind of excuse for that, Bella was practically begging for it.

“Where do you want me,” gasped Bella, coming up for air after a particularly long bout of choking on Darryl’s cock.

I was leaking precum now. I felt like my entire body was on a hair trigger. I might be able to ejaculate without even touching myself. At the same time, I was incredibly ashamed that I had been brought to this point: a glorified babysitter who had to listen through a baby monitor while his wife was ravished.

What made it even worse was the obvious fact that I could turn it off at any time. That I probably should have, for the sake of my own sanity.

But I couldn’t bring myself to do that.

“Where do you want me?” asked Bella, hesitating.

“On your back will be easiest the first time,” said Darryl.

“That’s it. Spread those legs for me. Reach down and hold it open nice and wide.”

“Oh God,” groaned Bella, “you’re so thick. I can’t believe it.”

“Just relax,” said Darryl, “just breath and look into my eyes. You can do this.”

Bella let out a short shriek, either of pleasure or pain, or a little of both.

“That’s it, baby,” Darryl said, “the head is the thickest part. Just relax and imagine opening yourself for me. You can do it.”

“I want to so bad,” moaned Bella, “I want to take you all inside me. To give myself to you.”

“I’m gonna take it, baby,” he said.

She let out an even louder moan.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, “you’re completely filling me. Holy fuck.”

Then, for the next several minutes, my wife was completely incoherent, a mess of moans and sighs as Darryl thrust his cock into her.

She had at least three distinct climaxes, but to be honest, the entire time he was inside her, it sounded like she was having one, long, continuous climax.

While Bella had been rendered entirely unable to speak, Darryl had still retained his powers of speech. And what he said only seem to drive Bella even crazier, even as it drove the reality of this humiliating situation home for me.

“You love this big black dick. I knew you would,” he growled.

A few minutes later, he whispered, loudly and clearly enough for the monitor to pick it up:

“This pussy belongs to me now. It’s my property. Your pathetic little cuck husband isn’t going to come near it.”

She didn’t have to agree with him verbally. Every movement and sound that her body made demonstrated that she totally accepted what he had to say.

She was his now.

I had lost.

Something about this realization was both incredibly humiliating and incredibly erotically liberating. I had my hand on my cock now and was stroking in time with Darryl’s thrusts, which were becoming more insistent and powerful now as his own orgasm approached.

“Get ready,” he said, “I’m coming inside you. This is my pussy.”

“Oh yes,” groaned Bella, “I’m totally unprotected for you…I’m so ready…”

She was whimpering with desire now.

I heard him groan in pleasure. In that moment — perhaps the exact same moment that he was filling my wife with his potent semen — I shot a spurt of my own, completely useless semen into the air of the guest room and heard it land with a splat on my stomach.

As satisfying as my orgasm was, after about thirty seconds, I was filled with disgust and self–loathing once more. The sounds of Bella and Darryl’s post–coital cuddling were still audible on the baby monitor.

I reached over and shut it off, then fell into a long and dreamless sleep.


Chapter 5

I woke up to a text from Bella.

Good morning from upstairs, it read, Darryl slept over. Could you check on Grace for me? I fed her once last night.

I shook my head. How had it come to this?

Ok, I wrote but I think Darryl should leave now. What the hell are you doing, anyway?

He wants to stay for breakfast, she replied I told him that you make really good omelets, and he’s dying to try one.

A sting of humiliation hit me.

I was going to have to cook breakfast for my wife and her lover?

I don’t think so, I shot back I’ll look in after Grace, but after that I’m getting a hotel. You’ll have to make a choice. Darryl or me.

I looked at the message in satisfaction and pressed “send.”

She wasn’t going to keep pushing me around like this. Not in my own home.

I stretched and went into the guest bathroom to quickly freshen up, before going upstairs to check on Grace. Of course, doing so necessitated walking past the door of the master bedroom, which remained tightly locked.

I knew that a man with any kind of self–respect would have burst through that door and thrown Darryl out of bed and told him to get out of the house.

I should have thrown Bella out, too.

But I knew it would have been completely futile. Darryl would have easily overpowered me, and Bella would have just laughed.

I changed Grace’s diaper and put her in a clean outfit for breakfast. Then I walked back downstairs and put her in her playpen in the dining room.

Suddenly, my phone buzzed. I fished it out of my pocket to read Bella’s message.

Darryl says you can watch next time, if you’re a good little cuck and cook us breakfast.

My heart felt like it would beat out of my chest.

This was a different kind of manipulation altogether.

My cock sprang to attention as feelings of lust, anger and humiliation swept over me.

Images of black on white skin flitted through my mind. I imagined Darryl’s cock, impossibly large, stretching Bella while she moaned in ecstasy.

I would be so easy to give in. To just accept my place and my humiliating position.

My phone buzzed again. It was from Darryl.

Don’t forget that this is what you wanted, cuck.

I was trembling now. I walked into the kitchen and sat down for a minute. I felt like I needed a drink, but it was way too early for that.

I took a deep breath, then I stood and went to the refrigerator.

I was going to cook the best breakfast ever.

***

I did my best to stay out of sight when I served breakfast. I placed the food on the table in the dining room and retreated into the kitchen as soon as I could. I couldn’t bear to meet either Darryl or Bella’s gaze. What I was doing was so incredibly emasculating I felt like I shouldn’t even be allowed to look them in the eye.

For their part, they acted like I wasn’t even there, for the most part.

There were one or two times when Bella told me to get more coffee, or fetch the salt shaker, but that was it. Darryl didn’t even look in my direction.

All the while, Grace cooed happily from her playpen. Eventually, Bella got up and brought her to the table, where Darryl fawned over her.

They looked like a happy family.

Darryl must have thought the same thing, because he leaned across the table and gave Bella a long kiss while she was hold Grace.

“You make a beautiful mother,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said, blushing.

I tried not to stare from the kitchen door. I was practically overcome with anger and lust now.

“Honey,” said Bella, “why don’t you take Grace to day care. I’ll clean up after breakfast.”

It was strange to hear her address me directly, after almost an hour of her practically pretending I didn’t exist.

“Sure,” I said, glancing at Darryl and making eye contact with him for the first time that morning.

He smirked cockily.

I grabbed Grace and then went upstairs to pack her things for daycare. Downstairs, I heard Bella giggling like a school girl and Darryl’s voice taking on the same low, flirtatious tones I’d heard before.

I headed out of the house with Grace. It was about a twenty minute drive to the daycare, so by the time I made it back to the house I’d been gone 40 minutes.

Going in to work that day was out of the question, of course.

When I entered the house, the first thing I noticed was that the breakfast dishes had been cleared and the kitchen cleaned.

Of course, all I could think about was Darryl’s promise, which had been relayed through Bella: that I would get to watch this time.

I knew that I would be losing all self–respect, and all of Bella’s respect as well (or what was left of it) if I actually stayed in the house while Darryl was still there, as he obviously was, because his car was in the driveway.

I stood there for a moment in the kitchen, staring into space, as the sound of Bella’s moans began to fill the room, echoing down the stairs from the bedroom above.

“Oh yes,” she groaned, “I still can’t believe how good it is…”

My cock was immediately at attention. It was so hard it was almost painful.

Self–respect was overrated, I decided.

I slowly walked up the stairs, getting closer and closer to the source of the sound.

“God yes,” moaned Bella, “just slide that monster into me.”

I mounted the top of the stairs and looked into the bedroom, making immediate eye contact with Bella, who was on her hands and knees on the bed, with Darryl behind her.

The look of concentration on both of their faces told me that they were in the act of penetration.

“Jason,” said Darryl, a tone of mocking condescension in his voice, “you’re just in time to watch. Come in and have a seat.”


Chapter 6

I think a lot about that day now, now that things have changed forever. I try to imagine what I could have done differently, either in that moment that I entered the bedroom, or at any moment prior to that. Probably it had all gone wrong when I’d decided to tell Bella that story about my ex–girlfriend Marie and her BBC experience.

Most certainly I should have immediately pitched a fit when Bella failed to tell me immediately that her personal trainer was a man.

And I definitely shouldn’t have consented to having Darryl over for dinner that night.

But here we were.

I felt myself propelled by and almost magnetic force to a chair near the bed. I could see Bella and Darryl from the side. I had the perfect view of their two bodies (hers: curvy yet slightly toned, pale and feminine; his: tall, muscular, masculine and the color of dark chocolate) locked in the first stages of coitus.

It was also in that moment that I saw his cock for the first time.

I actually gasped. The thing that was jutting out from between his legs didn’t seem real. It seemed simply impossible.

Darryl saw where my eyes were and grinned.

“I knew it,” he said, “you’re just like all those other white cucks. Obsessed with the black man’s cock. What does that way about you, huh?”

He slid it a bit further into Bella’s cunt, which, improbably, stretched to take it.

The thing was the size of Bella’s arm. Bigger than her arm. It seemed like it was almost the size of my arm.

Bella, for her part, had barely registered my presence in the room. It was like she was in a trance. A cock–drunk state.

Her eyes were rolling back in her head. Darryl had a handful of her hair in one hand, and was using the other to guide her hips as he pushed himself even further inside.

“Well?” he said, grinning, “what do you think?”

“How…,” I stammered.

“Go ahead, Jason,” he said good–naturedly, “ask me. I know you want to.”

“How big is it?” I blurted.

He grinned as he bottomed out in my wife’s tight cunt. She squealed in pleasure.

“Oh God, Darryl. Please fuck me. Please just fuck me now.”

It was as if she were having an out–of–body experience, one occasioned by her lover’s enormous endowment.

“Just a minute sweetheart,” Darryl said soothingly, leaning down to whisper in her ear, “I’m having a conversation with your husband.”

“My…husband?”

Her glassy eyes turned towards me, then back to the doorway, where she’d been looking before.

“Who cares about him,” she said shortly, “just ignore him.”

“He asked me a question,” said Darryl, “and I think it’s polite that I answer him. I am in his house, of course.”

The sarcasm in his voice was unmistakable.

“To answer your question,” he said, turning to me, “I’m about 10 ½ inches erect on a bad day, closer to 11 on a good day. And about as big around as a can of coke.”

I could see that.

I looked down at the bulge in my pants. This guy was literally twice my size. There was simply no way I could contend with his physical (or intellectual) endowments.

“Don’t even try to compete, Jason,” said Darryl, as if reading my thoughts, “just sit back there and witness the way that a woman like Bella really needs to be fucked.”

“Yeah, honey,” said Bella, panting so hard I could barely make out the words, “shut up and let him fuck me.”

I didn’t reply. I simply nodded.

Darryl gave me a smirk, then turned his full attention towards Bella. He laced his fingers through her hair, massaging her scalp as he took hold of her. It was a dominant, controlling move, but from the way Bella pushed her head back against his hand and cooed, I could tell that she loved it.

At the same time, he was slowly stroking in and out of her tight, clenching pussy, giving her about half of his length at once. His entire shaft glistened in the light of the room, testimony to my wife’s obvious arousal at being penetrated by her superior lover.

“God yes, Darryl,” she moaned, “I’m going to come already. Oh my God, I’m going to come.”

The way that she announced this fact had a note of panic and not only pleasure. It was as if the pleasure he was giving her was so intense that she was scared of it.

I realized in that moment that this was probably true. That Bella was getting something from Darryl that was not only so physically intense, but also so emotionally intense, that she had not idea how to deal with it.

She was as much out of her depth as I was.

This hunch was confirmed just a few seconds later. Darryl thrust into her a few more times, deeper and deeper, and Bella squeezed her eyes closed as he tightened his grip on her hair, slapping her ass with the other hand.

“Spank me, please,” she begged, “oh God…Darryl…I can’t believe it…”

And then she couldn’t speak anymore, but her eyes and mouth shot open, communicating everything that I needed to know about her internal state, even if the specifics of this state would remain forever illegible to me.

I could watch her orgasm unfold as her body contracted. It was truly amazing. At the same time, Darryl maintained his intense concentration, thrusting faster and faster, but spanking her more and more sparingly.

Now it was Darryl’s turn to come, and there was no question where his seed was destined for: Bella’s unprotected womb.

“Fuck me,” she demanded, her voice low and hoarse, her eyes glassy, “fill me. Fuck…”

“Tell me you want this cock,” he growled.

“I want your big black cock,” she moaned, “I want to show my husband how much better your huge black dick is than anything that he could offer me.”

“Good girl,” said Darryl, “I’m about to nut. I’m going to claim this tight, white pussy…”

With that, I watched as his powerful glutes flexed. It was as if his entire lower body worked together in the act of pumping my wife full of seed.

Bella, for her part, seemed to be reaching yet another climax as he shot his warm load directly onto her cervix.

“Thank you,” she panted, “thank you for filling me. That was…incredible.”

“You’re very welcome,” said Darryl, giving her a playful slap on the ass before slowly pulling his long, thick cock out of her soaking–wet tunnel.

“Don’t waste that last drop,” said Bella, smiling at him.

He got off the bed and came around to the front of Bella, where he fed her the end of his enormous rod, so that she could suck him dry.

I was so hard it hurt as I watched Bella eagerly suck the last drops of his semen from his rod.

Bella looked over at me, catching my eye as I sat with my pants down, my cock in hand.

“Honey,” she said, pulling his cock out of her mouth for a moment, “could you help me with something?”

“Yes,” I stammered, unable to conceal my eagerness to do whatever she asked.

“Darryl and I were talking earlier,” she said, “and we thought it would be good if you helped with clean–up.”

I didn’ t have to ask what she meant. I stood up and lay back on the bed, between Bella’s legs as she remained on her hands and knees, sucking Darryl’s cock.

She lowered her sopping wet pussy onto my face, and my mouth was immediately filled with Darryl’s sperm. I was so turned on, I didn’t even think about how disgusting and humiliating it was to be eating another man’s sperm. I simply licked and sucked at her clit and lips while I stroked my raging erection.

All the while, Bella continued to slurp on Darryl’s shaft. I knew that he must be getting hard again. I couldn’t help but moan in pleasure and excitement as I choked down her lover’s sperm.

Bella, for her part, sat up even more, smashing her pussy directly into my mouth, grinding against my lips and tongue as her arousal became even more evident.

I stroked my dick furiously, on the edge of my own massive orgasm. I loved the fact that Bella was responding to my efforts. It proved that I could still turn her on — in my own way.

Darryl, who had been relatively silent, suddenly spoke.

“You can’t see it,” he said, “but your little husband is stroking his tiny dick. It looks like he’s going to cum. Well, this is as close as he’s getting to your pussy from now on…”

“Mmm–hmmm,” said Bella, agreeing with him wholeheartedly even though her mouth was full of cock.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I moaned into Bella’s muff as I shot a large load of cum (though not as large as Darryl’s, obviously) all over my hand and stomach.

After the feeling had faded, I was immediately overcome with a sense of shame and regret. What was I doing? What had I been drawn into?

I realized in that moment, however, that I had been just as much at fault for what had happened as Bella and Darryl had been.

While the spell had been broken for me, it seemed that Darryl and Bella were just getting started again. I pulled myself from under Bella and wiped my mouth on the back of the hand that wasn’t covered in my semen.

Then I sat up, looking Darryl in the eye as he slowly and sensually pushed his cock between my wife’s eager lips.

“We’ll call you if we need anything,” he smiled, “but I think you’d better go get cleaned up. Don’t come back in here unless I tell you to.”

I nodded, defeated. I knew now that it wouldn’t do me any good to protest. I had lost. The only question was what Bella and I’s life would look like now, after Darryl.


Epilogue

That afternoon, I picked up Grace from daycare and took care of her in the evening while Darryl and Bella went out for dinner again. Once again, I listened to them make love in the master bedroom through the baby monitor. On the one hand, I was grateful for the fact that they hadn’t found it yet, but on the other hand, it was extremely painful to listen to their intimacy.

They made love at least three times that night. The sounds they made and the words they exchanged ranged from rough to romantic, filthy to loving and everything in between. Once again, I was disgusted at first but as I became more aroused, the disgust fell away.

Finally, around midnight, as Bella climaxed for one final time, I did as well, and the old feelings of remorse returned.

The next morning, I decided I was going to move out. I packed a small overnight bag, and was on my way out the door when I ran into Bella coming out of Grace’s room.

She was wearing a bathrobe that allowed me to catch a glimpse of her underwear. It was a white lace bra and panty set that I’d never seen before. It must have been something special that she’d bought just for Darryl.

She instinctively tugged her robe closed and folded her arms.

“Where are you going, honey?”

“Where do you think?” I snapped, “I’m moving out.”

Her face filled with concern. She reached out and touched me on the arm. I couldn’t help but enjoy the physical contact.

“No,” she said, “don’t do that. We need you here.”

“For what?”

“Well, don’t you think that Grace deserves to know her father?”

I hesitated.

“Yeah, but…”

“But what? Darryl can move in and sleep in the master bedroom with me. You can stay in the guest room.”

“What do I get out of this arrangement?” I snapped.

“Well,” she said, smiling, “for one thing, you can stay married to me. For another thing, you can keep listening to us on the baby monitor every night while you jerk off.”

I must have had a shocked look on my face.

“What are you talking about?” I stammered.

“Oh come on,” she laughed, “the light on that thing is bright as day. Did you really think we wouldn’t notice it, you little perv? It’s obvious that you love that Darryl is fucking me. You loved cleaning me up the other night.”

“I don’t like it,” I said, blushing in shame.

Bella reached down and grabbed my cock through my pants.

“You don’t love watching his big, thick, black cock stretching my tight holes?” she asked, smiling.

I felt the blood running to my erection.

“I…”

“Just admit it, honey. Be honest for once in your life.”

Her hands traveled from tip to base of my hardened member, smiling cruelly at my obvious arousal. I was leaking precum all over my pants as she stood on her tiptoes, whispering in my ear.

“Just imagine it: the four of us a happy family. You go to work and take care of Grace. Darryl works his job at the university, and in the evening, after you prepare a nice meal and Grace is in bed, you settle down to listen to us make another baby.”

“Bella,” I moaned, “stop…”

“But you don’t want me to stop,” she said, “this is exactly what you want. You want to listen to Darryl fuck me for hours, filling me over and over again, and then you want me to pick up the baby monitor and tell you that it’s time for clean–up duty…”

What can I say? I found this offer impossible to resist.

And that is the story of how Darryl moved in with us and became the man of the house. It’s not the life I would have predicted for myself, but it’s the life I’ve got. I’ve even learned to enjoy my place in the new hierarchy, even if it’s at the bottom: as the beta cuck that I am.

THE END


Thanks for reading!

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for purchasing or borrowing this book! Every time someone buys my book it helps me support myself as a writer and allows me to produce even more of your favorite smutty size queen, cuckold, BBC and hotwife stories. It is truly appreciated.

E-mail me here.

— XX

Cynthia

Follow me on amazon here.

Follow me on twitter here.


Also by Cynthia Sizemore


BECCA GETS BLACKED

Mike’s wife Becca is a modest country girl who has a hard time owning her own sexiness. He’s very proud to be married to her and gets a thrill out of showing her off at company functions.

But when Mike’s workplace bully, a rival scientist named Steve, takes a look at Becca and likes what he sees, their marriage will never be the same. The handsome, intelligent and totally alpha Steve has one asset that Mike doesn’t: a BBC. And that doesn’t have anything to do with British television, even if Becca is naive enough to think so.

Soon, Steve is dead-set on seducing Becca right out from under Mike’s nose. Before long, he’s not just bullying Mike in the boardroom, but in the bedroom too, where he introduces the sweet, inexperienced and fertile Becca to everything her sheltered upbringing has kept from her.

Becca, comparing the size of her two lovers, sees a clear difference: Steve is the superior man.

Now Mike must make a choice: stay with Becca and accept the humiliation that comes with watching her and her new lover, or strike out on his own, accepting that his marriage is over.

One thing is for certain: after Becca gets blacked, nothing will be the same…

Also by Cynthia Sizemore

BLACKED BY HIS BULLY

When a suggestive comment made by their new neighbor scandalizes Ian’s beautiful blond wife Jenna, Ian shrugs it off. The strong–willed Jenna, however, won’t let it go. She sends her husband over to confront the man.

But when the handsome, black and totally alpha Kevin opens the door, it is Ian who is suddenly confronted — with the past.

Kevin isn’t just any neighbor.

Kevin is Ian’s old bully. What’s more: Ian’s never quite gotten over what happened when he caught Kevin with his girlfriend Kristine one night years ago. One night when they thought they were alone, and Ian learned that his seemingly innocent girlfriend was a secret size queen.

Now, as he watches Jenna’s original animosity towards Kevin transform into attraction, Ian is afraid that the past is about to repeat itself.

What are the chances that Ian could lose two women, his wife and his girlfriend, to Kevin’s BBC?

HANNAH'S BBC THERAPY

Steven Jackson cheated on his lovely wife, Hannah. Now, he’ll do anything to save his marriage. So when Hannah suggests they try a rather unconventional kind of couples’ therapy, Steven is eager to comply.

That is, until he meets Hannah’s new therapist: Dr. Marcus Fielding, a tall, dominant, alpha male with a BBC who (in cooperation with his loving wife, Linda) offers female clients very intimate treatment in his home studio. Treatments which involve what they call “restorative justice”: the affirmation of a woman’s desires, no matter how hurtful these may be to her husband...

Soon, Hannah and Steven have an appointment with Dr. and Mrs. Fielding, and Steven comes face-to-face with the reality of Hannah’s needs, which can no longer be denied. But what about Steven’s own conflicted urges? Will he learn to accept, and perhaps even enjoy the fact that his fertile wife is now a size queen and will need many more appointments with Marcus that are more than just emotionally hard, rough and raw?
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