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		Part One: Bull Sighting

		

	
		"Jesus, look at that guy!" Meghan said to her husband. "Think he works out?"

		Brandon was still struggling to get the chaise lounge chair set up first. Ignoring his wife, he spread out the beach towel and then set down his leather bag with all the camera equipment inside. The couple was on vacation and Brandon wanted to make use of his brand-new $3,000 camera. They'd never been to an island resort before.

		"Wow," Meghan muttered to herself, "those guys are always so built. I wonder why that is?"

		Brandon bit his tongue now.

		There was nothing worse than hearing his wife drool over another man.

		When it came to checking out other people, Brandon was a bit old fashioned. He had always subscribed to a double standard. On the one hand he felt it was perfectly acceptable for him to notice other women. That was just the way men were wired. In point of fact, it wasn't uncommon for Brandon to even make little comments about a pretty waitress or one of his wife's attractive girlfriends. That was okay.

		On the other hand, under no circumstance was it okay for Meghan to show interest in another man. No way. That was just disgusting.

		"What guys?" Brandon snapped, feeling annoyed as he turned to see what his wife was gawking at. And she was definitely gawking.

		There was a very brief pause.

		Then Meghan said in a very soft voice, "Black guys."

		Brandon winced. The object of his wife's attention was a black man built like a professional wrestler. He must have been 300 pounds with not a shred of fat on him.

		"Slaves," Brandon said tensely, not liking how long his wife was staring at the dark-skinned behemoth down the beach.

		"What's that?" Meghan said.

		"Black guys," Brandon started to explain, "a lot of times they are so well-built because they are descendants of slaves. Think about it. Basically only the most physically fit slaves survived and bred. That's why they seem so..."

		Perhaps unconsciously, Meghan wet her lips. "Masculine?"

		"What? No! I wasn't going to say that," Brandon replied testily. "I was going to say that's why a lot of times that's why black guys are so in shape."

		"Oh," said Meghan, fumbling with a bottle of suntan lotion while she continued to stare down the beach.

		Not that her husband noticed.

		At the moment Brandon's attention had turned to the black guy's two companions.

		Both were female. Both were Caucasian. One was a dark-haired white chick who looked like a Kardashian sister and the other white girl reminded Brandon of Pamela Anderson in her prime. They were absolutely stunning in their matching neon yellow thong bikinis. What the hell were they doing with a black guy? Didn't they have any self-respect?

		Meghan saw her husband's covetous stare and said, "Maybe they'll let you photograph them too."

		"You think so?"

		She started laughing. "No, of course not! Are you crazy? They're probably professional models!"

		Brandon looked at the ground and began to pout a little. "Yeah, so? What's your point?"

		"My point," Meghan said, "is that they probably know the difference between an actual professional photographer and some random sketchy white boy trying to get his rocks off."

		This stopped Brandon in his tracks. He had never heard his wife take such a tone with him. Nor had he ever heard his wife refer to him as a "white boy."

		Moreover, now that he thought about it, Meghan had been acting strangely ever since they boarded the airplane. Perhaps it was the stress of leaving their apartment and pets behind. Perhaps it was the excitement of being in such an exotic location. Perhaps it was the fact that all of Meghan's sorority sisters spent most of their time posting pictures of their new babies! But it was almost like Meghan was becoming a completely different person.

		"I'm going swimming," Brandon said. "Care to join me?"

		"I thought you wanted to take some photos first?" his wife said. "Of me..."

		He nodded. "I do."

		"So? Aren't I pretty enough for your camera still?"

		"Babe, of course you are!" he said enthusiastically.

		It always amazed Brandon how a woman as beautiful as his wife could be so insecure sometimes. Standing 5'6" with long brown hair just past her shoulders, Meghan had long legs, a perfect ass, and breasts that could easily fit into a 34c bra. Back home, in their small home town, she worked as a bank teller and it was in her nature to dress conservatively. But every now and then she would surprise her husband with a tiny pair of jogging shorts, a short skirt, or thong —all of which made her look beyond sexy.

		"What then?" she said now, giving her husband a rather demure look.

		"But we still have a few more hours of sunlight," he said. "And I need to move around and get some exercise."

		Meghan smiled now, her large brown eyes sliding down his narrow chest and resting on those love handles that he'd only developed after two years of working relentlessly at his father's accounting firm.

		Presently, hoping to cheer him up a little, she said, "Maybe if you're a good boy, I'll wear that bikini you bought me. Maybe I'll wear it tonight! The really naughty one!"

		"Bikinis are supposed to be worn outside," Brandon grumbled. "Besides, you already promised me that you would wear it at least once this week!"

		"I did?"

		"You definitely did!" he reminded her. "You promised!"

		"Well, we'll see. Maybe if you're a good little boy..."

		Brandon started to pout some. "You promised me Meghan. I remember perfectly. You definitely promised you'd wear the bikini while we were on vacation."

		Meghan's smile faded and she gave her husband a reproaching look which was supposed to say, "Jesus! Stop pouting! There's no pleasing you!"

		There was a brief pause.

		Then Brandon shrugged his shoulders. "I'll be back," he said.

		The waves were beautifully crashing against the shore as Brandon waded out into the water. He turned around and saw his wife getting comfortable with a book. Already he was starting to regret how grumpy he'd been acting lately. It wasn't just the stress of the vacation either. For the past several months he'd been in quite a funk. He knew that it wasn't fair to Meghan either. He could tell that she'd been walking around on egg shells lately.

		Alright, Brandon thought. That was enough of that! From now on I'm going to be my old happy-go-lucky self again. This translucent Caribbean water will be my baptism. When I come back out of the water, I'll be a changed man!

		He turned over on his back, spread his arms out, and began floating in the water.

		It was so peaceful. For the first time in a very long time he felt himself at peace with the universe.

		After about twenty minutes, however, he could tell that he was already starting to burn under the harsh rays. He came out of the water, adjusting his swimming trunks which were perhaps one or two sizes too small. That's when he noticed that Meghan was missing!

		Much to Brandon's chagrin, he saw his wife about twenty yards down the beach. She was talking to the black guy and the two gorgeous women. From Brandon's perspective everyone seemed relaxed. Too relaxed.

		A moment later Meghan started walking back.

		"Hey baby! Did you have a nice little swim?"

		"Yes, I had a nice little swim," Brandon said, using all of his self-control to keep the growing irritation out of his voice.

		"Well, you certainly look like you got some sun. That's for sure. Baby, I think you're looking a little burned already. Having fair skin sucks, huh?"

		Brandon just stood there, waiting. "So do you want to tell me what was so interesting down there?"

		"Down where?"

		"You know, Meghan."

		"Oh, yeah. I almost forgot the good news!"

		"Calm down," he said. "You don't have to scream."

		She shook off her husband's grumpiness with a toss of her hair. "Anyway, I think I found you some more models for your little photography thing! Can you believe that? I told them about your hobby and they actually agreed to pose for you. Same time tomorrow, okay?"

		For a few moments Brandon was speechless. "Are you serious? You seriously walked over there and asked them if they would pose for me?"

		Meghan giggled. "I guess I'm sort of the best wife in the world, huh?"

		Brandon was grinning like a schoolboy now. He reached down and grabbed one of his cameras, quickly snapping a few shots of his wife standing there in her rather plain baby-blue bikini, her arms crossed her chest.

		"What are you doing?" she said, clearly not enjoying having her picture taken at the moment.

		"What does it look like I'm doing?"

		She stepped forward, placed her hand over the camera's lens. "Let's not. I have a better idea."

		"What could be better than taking photos of my beautiful wife in a tropical paradise?" Brandon said.

		Meghan slowly turned around. Without bending her knees, she bent over to pick up a large beach towel, thrusting her curvy backside high into the air. When she saw her husband's expression she knew that her ploy had worked. Men were so easily played. "If you want to find out," she said with a flirtatious wink, "you and that camera are going to have to follow me back to the hotel room."

		

		

		

		Part Two: A Husband’s Tongue

		

	
		The next day they slept in late and gorged themselves on room service. Meghan hadn't seen her husband in such a playful mood in years. It was a refreshing change. It was almost like they were just out of college again and living in a dingy one-bedroom apartment. Even better, they were staying in a four-star hotel and no longer had to eat pasta three times a week. Every time Meghan would get off the bed to use the bathroom or check her email, her husband would lovingly reach over and slap her ass, tell her that she better hurry up and get back to bed.

		"Or what?" she said in a teasing manner.

		"Or your little ass is going to regret it!"

		Meghan, liking it when the man took control in the bedroom, started giggling.

		"Dear? Meghan?"

		"Yes dear?"

		"What are you wearing?"

		"Your T-shirt," she said, pulling the hem up a few inches to reveal the pair of black lacy panties underneath. "And those too."

		He shook his head sternly. "Go put that sexy bikini on. The one I bought you! I want to see you in it. I want to see my sexy wife in her little sexy bikini. Hurry up too, because you don't want to make me wait!"

		"Ha-ha!" she said, laughing.

		But her husband didn't show any signs of amusement.

		Meghan turned and started skipping towards the bathroom.

		Brandon sat up on the bed. His penis was already rock hard. He was very proud of his large 5.5 inch cock!

		Then Meghan came out of the bathroom. She was wearing the smallest bikini Brandon had ever seen her in.

		"So?" Meghan said, looking a little nervous. "What do you think?"

		It was amazing. They'd been married for several years now and right now Meghan could still make his cock so hard. He couldn't believe how fucking hot she was right now.

		The bright pink triangles atop her breasts were unbelievably tiny. From his perspective, Brandon could make out plenty of smooth, round flesh peeking out of the sides.

		Fuck me, Brandon thought. Her tits are just hanging out!

		Although Meghan's nipples were secure, she'd certainly have to worry about them staying that way. Even the white strings holding it together weren't the most firm, threatening to slip and undo at any moment!

		The bottoms weren't much better.

		Now Brandon understood why Meghan had insisted she shave almost all of her pubic hair off earlier that week. It was so that she could wear this bikini.

		The white trim of the bikini bottoms road low enough to show her pelvis. The white strings across her hips had a flimsy knot on each side as well. When Meghan ran a hand across her backside to get a good feel for how the fabric covered her bottom, she felt mostly the flesh of her exposed butt cheeks. Although it wasn't a thong style, Meghan still felt extra showings of her derrière. The bottoms were cut in a way that left the lower corners of her cheeks out in the open and even a bit of the beginning of her butt crack. Any attempt to pull the garment up did little to hide her.

		"I'm not 100% sure that this is something that I can wear outside," Meghan complained now. She tried twisting in front of the mirror, but no matter what angle she saw herself from, she still felt overly exposed.

		However Brandon was really enjoying himself, still looking Meghan over. "You look good, baby. Every inch you feel is too much is an inch of extra cuteness," he complimented.

		Meghan's face turned a light red from the embarrassment.

		"Wow!"

		"What?"

		"Holy shit!" Brandon said. "Baby! Fuck you look so delicious right now!"

		"I'm not actually food," she said. "I'm still a human being!"

		"Yeah," her husband said with a wry grin. "But that doesn't mean that I don't want to eat you!"

		"What does that mean?" she said.

		In a moment she found out. Brandon pushed his wife onto the King-sized bed and spread her legs apart. The little patch of cloth covering her pussy was so small that he didn't bother with taking off her bathing suit. He just pulled the bikini to the side and leaned forward, inhaling the intoxicating scent of his wife's juices.

		"Damn you smell so good," he said. "Looks like you're already wet for me."

		"I love it when you do this," she said, her eyes rolling back. "I love you so much."

		"This is what happens when sexy girls go strutting around in their little panties and bikinis. They get their little pussies eaten!"

		He opened her outer lips with his right hand. Then he held her lips wide open so that her wetness started trickling warmly on his fingers. Right away Brandon's teeth started gnawing her inner lips hungrily and her nectar literarily started leaking into the well of his mouth.

		Meghan was already happily moaning as Brandon stuck one of his fingers inside her sex, his warm tongue devilishly massaging the soft flesh of her clit.

		He took his time licking all the way up to her mons and, when he reached that point, he raised his head to see how much Meghan liked what he was doing. It was truly gratifying to see her body writhing in joy and her lips parted in a blissful smile while her head tossed from side to side on the pillow. Brandon brought his mouth back to where he had started, devoured all the fresh nectar that had been produced, and started licking her outer lips again.

		"Oh god! Brandon, don't stop! Don't you dare fucking stop!" Meghan screamed, her thighs already quivering uncontrollably.

		After Meghan's orgasm started to subside, she reached down and grabbed her husband by the shoulders. She cupped his face in her hands and pulled his lips down to hers and they started kissing passionately.

		Then their lips parted and she pulled back, allowing herself a moment to lovingly stare up at the man who made her so happy.

		"Wow," she said. "I don't know what else to say."

		"Did you like that?" Brandon asked.

		"Like is an understatement."

		"Glad to be of service," he said. "Care to return the favor, baby?"

		Meghan was already nodding and reaching for her husband's penis when she suddenly realized that they had forgotten something. A couple of scantily clad women who looked like professional models were waiting for Brandon to come take photos of them.

		"This day just keeps getting better and better," Brandon said, grabbing his camera equipment and following Meghan towards the elevator.

		

		

		

		Part Three: Let’s be Adults About This

		

	
		It wasn't until they were back on the beach that Brandon realized that he had a serious problem. Not only was he still sporting an erection, but now he was about to photograph a couple of women in bikinis.

		"Where are they?" Brandon said, turning to look at his wife. "They're supposed to be here, right?"

		"They said so," Meghan replied, her skin still glowing.

		"Are you sure?"

		"I promise you, dear, they said they'd be here," Meghan answered, taking her phone out and checking the time. "Yeah, we're right on time."

		This is just great, Brandon thought. I could be back in the hotel, getting my dick sucked, or getting some pussy.

		Meghan looked over and saw the lines of concern on her husband's face. "Dear, I'm sure they'll show up. Don't worry. I'm sorry. I know that you have really been looking forward to this. I'm really very sorry."

		"Me too," he said a little grumpily. When he saw Meghan turn in the other direction he used the opportunity to adjust himself. He quickly reached down into his shorts and pulled his erection up so that the tip was held securely by the waistband. Maybe it was better if the women didn't show up. Brandon wasn't sure how much longer he could walk around with his little stiffy.

		"Are you okay, dear?" Meghan said.

		Barely nodding in response to his wife's question, Brandon looked down and started kicking the sand.

		"Don't pout," Meghan said.

		"I'm not pouting."

		Meghan stepped out of her low-heeled sandals and kicked one of them at her mopey husband. The sandal flew past his head, nearly hitting him, and he looked over at her.

		Meghan grinned, put her hands on her flared womanly hips. Now she was barefoot, wearing a pair of cut-off jean shorts and a pink T-shirt with a palm tree on the front.

		She said, "I could model for you."

		"What?"

		"That is, if you'll have me."

		Brandon looked around the beach again to make sure that nobody was coming. "I guess we can go back to the hotel for you to change."

		Meghan looked at her husband, bit her lip.

		"What is it?" he said, registering her mischievous expression.

		Without taking her eyes off him, she reached for the front of her little shorts and undid the top button. She started wiggling her hips, pulling the shorts down just enough to show what she was wearing underneath.

		It was the sexy little bikini! The one that she swore she'd never wear outside!

		Brandon suppressed another smile while he grabbed his camera and started to take the lens off.

		"Wait, wait," she said, pulling her shorts back up. "But not here, okay?"

		Brandon was so anxious to get started that he almost didn't hear his wife's voice. Suddenly he understood though. "Okay, that's cool. Where do you want to go then?"

		Craving a bit of privacy now, Meghan started looking around. Down the beach, about thirty or forty yards, there was a little bend where the sand dunes started. "There," she said.

		Wide-eyed, Brandon followed his wife until they were standing at one of the more secluded parts of the beach.

		"These pictures," Meghan told her husband, "are only for us. Okay? They aren't for your friends. They aren't for your co-workers. And they damn sure aren't for Facebook!"

		Brandon treated his wife to a smile. "Of course, dear. Absolutely."

		"I'm serious Brandon."

		Sensing that his wife was having some last second doubts, Brandon knew that he needed to say something very convincing. "Are you serious? You know how jealous I am! I'd flip out more than anyone if people saw you dressed like a ..."

		Meghan glanced down at her hands, then shyly back at him. "Like a slut?"

		His mouth slanted in a self-deprecating smile. "You know I respect you as a person, dear. You know that. Nobody loves you more than me. Do you trust me?"

		Dark lashes momentarily screened Meghan's eyes. Then she started to wiggle her thighs again as she tugged her shorts down. Then she pulled her T-shirt off, revealing her big, bouncy tits.

		"Meghan! Fuck! Holy fuck!"

		Rather than meet his probing eyes, she turned her eyes downward.

		"Baby, you look so fucking good right now!" Brandon said, meaning every word of it too.

		Over the past two decades he'd seen countless pictures and movies of actresses, models, and porn stars. But there was something infinitely hotter about seeing his wife standing there in her skimpy outfit. Her tan skin, flat tummy, soft facial features, wide dark eyes... this was a real woman! She wasn't one of those plastic Hollywood bimbos!

		Hastily he got his camera ready and began taking pictures, making sure to compliment his wife every few seconds.

		"Oh, that's so great, baby! You look so good right now!"

		"Yeah, right."

		"You don't believe me?"

		"You're just a total perv," Meghan said with a little laugh.

		As Brandon kept taking more pictures, it occurred to him that he might have to show a few close friends these pictures. He wasn't about to post these pictures online. He certainly didn't want these pictures available to anybody. But at the same time, he liked the idea of his friends seeing how incredibly sexy his wife was. Not that he would ever want Meghan to know this.

		"Damn, baby, these are so hot! Now why don't you turn around, flash me that booty."

		Meghan complied. She turned and looked over her shoulder while Brandon took pictures of her mostly-bare ass. The sight of those two lovely globes exposed under the hot sun made his cock start to throb almost painfully now.

		"Baby, put your hands on your knees. Sort of bend over a little."

		"What?"

		"Stick your ass out at the camera. It'll be hot."

		"I don't know if I feel comfortable doing that."

		"It's okay," he said. "You'll see."

		To say that Meghan was reluctant sticking her bare ass out for the camera was an understatement. But a few moments later she seemed to relax a little, even giving her husband a few little shakes.

		"That's it, baby. You look so fucking good right now Meghan! Shake it like one of those rap video girls shaking her butt up and down."

		"Oh my God! I can't believe I'm actually doing this!"

		"Please, don't stop!"

		"This is so embarrassing," Meghan said, though still shaking her ass for the camera.

		Brandon was so happy. He still couldn't believe that this was happening. Never in a million years would he have expected someone like his wife to willingly expose herself in such a fashion. "Exactly! Perfect! I love this! Keep doing that!"

		"Doing what?"

		"Shaking your ass! Shake it baby! Show me what your mamma gave you!"

		"Ha-ha, I never knew I was married to such a perv!"

		Brandon kept snapping more pictures, his cock angrily pressing against his shorts now. "And I never knew that I was married to such a little sex kitten. Now get down on her your knees. Poke your ass out for me, okay baby?"

		"I'm only doing this because of what you did for me earlier today," she said, her knees sinking down into the hot sand. "You're actually getting pretty good at that."

		By now Brandon could barely hear what his wife was saying. He was so dumfounded by the fact that not only was Meghan posing for him in such a slutty bikini, but that she was taking all of his directions, no longer reluctant. "Perfect baby! Just like that! You look so fucking perfect on your knees, sticking your perfect ass out at me like that! I can't wait to fuck you, Meghan! I can't wait to get inside you again! You look amazing now!"

		"I couldn't agree anymore," came a deep, masculine voice.

		The strange voice startled Brandon. He flinched, turned around.

		Standing a few feet away there was a large black man, the same black man from the previous day. He was only wearing a pair of baggy yellow shorts; and holding a football under one arm. "Sorry buddy, I didn't mean to scare you. Are you okay, buddy?"

		Brandon continued to stand frozen, staring at the dark stranger. It was hard not to notice how the black man's chin and jaw were hard and stubborn and indicated a force of will dangerous to anyone brave enough to parry with it. His nose was large and flat and flared slightly at the nostrils. His lips were thick and sensuous-looking. His mouth was wide; it was spread out now in a friendly expression. His strength and purpose were nothing to tangle with. Only a fool would try.

		Brandon swallowed and, relying on his professional demeanor, said, "Oh hey. Sorry you just surprised me, that's all. Actually, if you don't mind, me and my wife were just taking a few pictures. We're almost done if you needed this particular spot on the beach."

		"No problem," the black giant said. "Actually, that's why I'm here. Yesterday your wife came over and asked me if I could model for you. Apparently taking pictures is one of your hobbies."

		"She did?"

		"Don't worry, buddy. I've done this once or twice before. You'd be surprised how many times white dudes come up to me and ask me to pose with their wiii—"

		The black guy stopped when Meghan walked up next to her husband. His dark eyes sparkled with mischief.

		"Oh hey there," Meghan said, giving the stranger a little wave.

		Brandon's mouth went as dry as cotton. In his peripheral vision he saw that his wife was doing her best to look natural and not freak out. "I think there's been a misunderstanding here."

		"By the way, I'm DeShawn," the black man said, reaching out for Meghan's hand first.

		"I'm Meghan," she said, blushing deeply as the black man's gaze zeroed in on her full breasts that were bursting out the string bikini.

		"Are you a model too?" DeShawn said.

		"Me? A model? Tee-hee, no way! I wish!" Meghan said, self-consciously twirling her hair while she continued laughing and blushing. "I work in a bank!"

		"That's a pretty fantastic bikini. You look much better in that bikini than the one you were wearing yesterday."

		"Really? Wow, thanks!"

		"No, thank you," DeShawn said.

		A chagrined Brandon cleared his throat loudly and said, "I think there's been a misunderstanding. You see, I was supposed to be taking pictures of the women on the beach."

		"Right, right," DeShawn said, not taking his eyes off Meghan's mostly nude body. "Well, they wanted to be here. But they couldn't make it. They sent me instead."

		"Oh, that's a shame," Brandon said, already starting to put the lens back on his camera.

		DeShawn took a step forward and placed one of his huge black hands on Brandon's wrist. Looking down, Brandon couldn't help but to notice the contrast not only in their skin tones, but in the size of their hands. In comparison, Brandon looked like he had the soft, white hands of a little boy.

		Brandon froze, looked up at DeShawn.

		Presently Brandon's expression was that of a man who just stumbled upon a giant grizzly bear in the wild.

		Surprisingly, DeShawn broke out into a huge smile. "But aren't you some kind of fancy photographer though? That's what your wife said. I mean, it's not like you're some random pervert who only likes to take dirty pictures of women, right? I mean, I'm sure you've taken tons of professional-grade photographs before, right buddy?"

		Brandon started nodding his head vigorously, willing to say anything to get out of this horrible situation as fast as possible. "Oh sure, of course. Absolutely."

		DeShawn removed his hand from Brandon's wrist finally.

		DeShawn's arresting eyes were cold and determined. "Look, buddy, truth is I had to take off work just to be here. I've been thinking of doing some modeling myself."

		"That's cool," Meghan said, still twirling her hair like an awestruck teenager. "You'd be really great at it."

		DeShawn gave Meaghan another long, roving glance before turning back to her small husband. DeShawn couldn't help but to realize that the husband's face was starting to lose its color. "All I'm saying is that since your wife didn't specify that she only wanted the women... how about we just do a few photos so I don't feel like I came out for nothing? Okay, buddy?"

		Despite every instinct in his body, Brandon knew that there was no way that he was going to be able to say no to such an intimidating person. As DeShawn got ready for his photo shoot, Brandon realized that not only was his penis not erect like it had been a few minutes ago, but weirdly enough, it seemed like his balls had almost retracted into his body.

		Unfortunately, Brandon's flaccid state didn't last for long...

		After several minutes of taking pictures of DeShawn in all sorts of poses, DeShawn asked Meghan to join him, claiming that Brandon could keep any shots with her in them, if only to build his own portfolio. When else would he get a chance to do a study in contrasts? Her delicate white skin vs. his dark ebony skin. Her soft womanly curves vs. his hard muscles? Her lovely European features vs. his rugged African good looks. The pictures (DeShawn claimed) would be incredibly artistic.

		When Brandon heard the request, he knew that there was no way Meghan would ever agree to it. No way! Never! It had taken Brandon almost seven years of marriage to get her into such a revealing bikini. There was no way she was about to start rubbing up against black guys with so much skin exposed.

		"Alright," Brandon said. "But only if Meghan agrees to it. It's up to her."

		"Sure, I don't really mind, she said.

		Brandon couldn't believe his ears.

		Right away DeShawn started calling the shots.

		He kept telling Meghan how to pose. He kept telling Brandon to get multiple shots from different angles. He told Brandon to take a few "artistic black and white photos." Then he grabbed the football and started using it as a prop:

		DeShawn and Meghan tossing the football together

		Meghan pretending to tackle DeShawn.

		DeShawn pretending to tackle Meghan.

		DeShawn bending over to hike the football to Meghan.

		"Alright Meghan," DeShawn said, trying to keep the big grin off his face, "now you bend over and hike the football to me."

		"Wait a minute!" Brandon said. "Let's find another pose."

		"It's okay, honey," Meghan said. "I don't mind."

		Annoyed, Brandon took a few pictures and said they should find another pose. Quickly.

		"These are going to look so good in your portfolio, I swear," DeShawn said. "Something tells me that you're really going to get a kick out of looking at them later."

		Then, just when Brandon didn't think it could get any worse, DeShawn ripped off his yellow shorts, revealing the pair of white Speedos he was wearing underneath.

		There was a collective gasp from the white couple when they saw what DeShawn was packing.

		The Speedos looked like they were too small for such a large muscle-bound man. Even worse, there was the unmistakable outline of DeShawn's equipment. It didn't even look real. It looked like he had stuffed the Speedos with a rolled sock. Two rolled socks!

		Brandon had always heard that black men were supposed to much better endowed than white guys. But until this moment he'd always assumed it was just a myth. Now he knew different.

		"Oh my God! What? Damn!" Meghan muttered after she turned and caught her first glimpse of DeShawn's manly bulge.

		DeShawn treated Meghan to a real smile. It was clear that the white woman was enjoying what she was looking at. There was no mistaking her growing fascination.

		"Meghan! MEGHAN! Turn around and face the camera!" Brandon said, unable to hide his impatience with his wife.

		As infuriating as it was, it took Brandon's wife a long second before she could turn her eyes away from DeShawn's crotch. Was that really the size of his penis? Were guys even capable of having dicks that large?

		Meghan suddenly thought of her only black friend, Monique Perkins, who was happily married and worked at the same bank. No wonder Monique always walked around with a big smile on her face.

		"Meghan!" Brandon yelled. "Turn around! Now!"

		Like a woman coming out of a deep trance, she slowly turned back to her husband. He looked so angry now. For some reason he'd never seemed so small and red-faced before. Perhaps he was getting too much sun.

		"Can you please face the camera so that I can take pictures?" he pleaded.

		"Oh, sure. Sorry," she said. "I was just..."

		Behind her, DeShawn chuckled. In a voice just barely loud enough for her to hear, he whispered, "Sorry baby, I hope I didn't scare you with my monster."

		Meghan made a quick quarter turn. Her eyes locked with his as he stared down at her and she quailed under his triumphant expression. She had practically just met this man a few minutes ago and already he was looking at her like he owned her.

		"Wait a minute guys!" Brandon yelled. "The damn camera isn't working! Just hold on a second while I change the batteries, okay?"

		"Alright dear," Meghan said.

		While her husband was fumbling around behind the camera, Meghan felt a pair of huge hands grip her by the waist. Then he gave her a little squeeze, which sent jolts of electricity down her spine.

		"These are going to be some great pictures," the black man said. "I think you're really going to like them. I think your husband is really going to like looking at them too. Even if he doesn't know it right now."

		"What does that mean?" Meghan said, her voice trembling a little.

		"Let's just say I have some experience in this department."

		"What department?"

		DeShawn winked, pulled Meghan back into him so that now her curvy ass was pressed against his groin.

		She could feel his cock twitch as it came to life. In a strange way, it felt good. Meghan had never been a very sexually adventurous person. The only person she'd ever slept with was her husband. Going to a dance club and letting a guy "grind" behind her was the most risqué thing she'd ever done, and she'd only done that once.

		Now she was allowing a man (a giant black man!) to stand behind her, hold her by the waist, rub his hardness between the voluptuous curves of her nearly naked butt cheeks. The only thing separating her ass from his giant black cock was the flimsy material of their bathing suits, which was almost nothing. All while her husband (who she still madly loved, oh yes) was no less than ten feet away!

		Was she going crazy?

		Was she suffering from overexposure to the sun?

		DeShawn's hand slid down lower so that his thumbs were now resting on the knots keeping her bottom tied together. The man's great size made her feel so small and vulnerable. It was very exciting.

		"I don't think you should do that," Meghan finally said, her eyes watching her husband while he remained preoccupied with his photography equipment. "I think you should let go of me."

		"Why would I do that?" DeShawn said.

		"... I'm married."

		"Just relax. I love the way you smell. I bet you taste even better though," he said.

		Some of his fingers brushed across the front of Meghan's bathing suit and she shivered.

		Up until now she'd never found herself attracted to black men (there was only one interracial couple back in their hometown and the white woman was nearly 300 lbs!) but now Meghan knew that she wanted DeShawn to do more to her.

		Without thinking, she reached behind her and felt DeShawn's strong jaw, his face, his powerful neck. She knew that any moment Brandon would look up and see his wife being fondled by another man and there would be a huge argument. But for now she simply allowed herself to get lost in the moment.

		"So where are your two little friends?" she said.

		"What friend?" DeShawn said, continuing to hold Meghan against his meaty erection.

		Meghan could feel him throbbing against her backside. "You know, the women from yesterday."

		He laughed. "Probably with their husbands."

		Then DeShawn slid his index finger under the fabric of Meghan's bikini. She thought that he was about to enter her pussy lips, but instead he teased her by letting his finger rest on her mons.

		"You ever been blacked?" he asked.

		Meghan looked down and saw how her bikini bottom slightly bulged from the outline of his sizeable finger. Just one of his fingers was nearly the size of her husband's penis. "Blacked?"

		"Been with a black man? Had black cock?"

		Meghan drew a sharp breath, a ripple of pleasure running through her. "No, never."

		"The first time I saw you," he said, "I kept imagining how good you would look with a big black cock sliding in and out of you, stretching you out like you've never been stretched out before. I kept imagining how good you would look with a pair of black, heavy, cum-filled balls resting against your puckered asshole. I kept imagining how good you would look with your lips wrapped around my dark shaft. Trying to suck all my black babies out of me."

		Meghan was speechless. No one had ever talked to her like that. She started stammering. "I... I ..."

		He laughed again, this time a little cruelly. "I think it's time you admitted you want some to," he said. "What do you think?"

		She bit her lip and closed her eyes. She was finding it increasingly difficult not to yield to this man who radiated raw masculinity. "I'm... married though."

		"Yeah, you keep saying that. But I'm not asking you to get divorced. All I'm saying is that...."

		"Meghan! MEGHAN! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE HELL! WHAT THE FUCK... WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU GUYS DOING!?!" Brandon yelled.

		Outraged, he dropped everything he was doing and started storming towards his wife now. With a racing pulse, he balled his hand into a small tight fist. In his eyes shone the red glare of pure murder.

		Meghan's head had come up with a snap to look at her husband as he angrily stomped across the stretch of sand. She'd never seen Brandon look so furious in all her life. There was a brief moment when she thought that the two men were about to fight each other. What should she do? She didn't know. Apologize? Start crying? Try to stop them? Get out of the way and watch as they battled over her like a couple of male rams fighting for breeding rights?

		Brandon's approach, however, was soon stopped short when DeShawn stepped forward, looking more like Meghan's protector than a complete stranger. "Hey buddy, it's cool, man. Just relax. Everything is cool."

		"Fuck you! Get out of my way! I'm talking to my fucking wife, not you!"

		"Relax buddy!"

		Brandon shook his head angrily. "You're just a big fucking dumb niii—"

		Brandon didn't see the slap coming.

		DeShawn was standing about three feet away when he reached back and backhanded the white man directly in the mouth. The force of the blow twisted Brandon around and he fell to his knees.

		S L A P!

		There was no blood and no immediate bruising, but the single gesture had the effect of taking all of the steam from Brandon's sails. For several long seconds he sat there on the sand, looking up at DeShawn while Meghan stood back several feet.

		The two men locked eyes for a moment, but Brandon found the steeliness in DeShawn's eyes to be too intimidating, so he looked away.

		"That's my wife," he muttered, mostly to himself.

		"I know that," DeShawn said, his voice now calm and controlled. "I completely respect the sanctity of your marriage, buddy. But that doesn’t mean that we —as adults— can't have some fun. That's all we were doing, having a little fun. Then you had to come over here, act like an idiot, and start hurling racial slurs. That's why I popped you in the mouth. Do you understand now, buddy?"

		Brandon shrugged and mumbled something to himself.

		"Why did I pop you in the mouth?"

		Brandon repeated the gesture, his words still intelligible.

		DeShawn took another step forward, casting a shadow large enough to completely cover the miserable white husband. "Why did I pop you in the mouth? I want to you hear you say it."

		"Because..."

		As if he was talking to a child now, DeShawn said, "Because why?"

		"...Because I was about to use a racial slur."

		"That's right. That shit's not cool. This isn't the 1800's anymore," DeShawn said. "Especially when everyone was just hanging out and having a good time."

		Still in his kneeling position, Brandon said, "Well, I wasn't having fun."

		DeShawn grinned a big grin. Then he nodded towards the white man's crotch. "You sure about that?"

		At first Brandon had no idea what the other man was talking about. But when he looked down he was shocked to find that the front of his shorts was tented where his little stiffy had sprouted. How was that possible?

		Quickly, Brandon jumped on the defensive. "That doesn't mean anything! I don't even know why that's there!"

		Chuckling to himself, DeShawn said, "I think we both know why that's there."

		Just then, Meghan stepped forward so that she was standing next to DeShawn, now staring down at her husband whose face had grown bright red from embarrassment.

		"See?" DeShawn said, slipping one of his large tree trunk-like arms around Meghan's waspish waistline. "He likes it. Lots of guys are like that. It's nothing to be ashamed about. This is completely natural."

		Meghan felt the powerful man pull her into his body. She looked up at him, batted her eyes. "Lots of guys? Really? You like watching other guys with your woman too?"

		Throwing his head back in heavy laughter, DeShawn said, "Naw, that's not my style. I'm not really into watching other people. Shit, I don't even fuck around with pornography. The way I see it, I was born for other things."

		Meghan looked at her husband, then back up at the dominating presence of DeShawn. Ever since he'd started rubbing his cock against her ass, she'd felt that unmistakable tingling between her legs. Without touching herself, she knew that she was warm and wet and ready. God, she was so very ready! Part of her felt like she'd never needed to be fucked more than she did at this particular moment.

		What was wrong with her?

		Why had she suddenly become this horny sex-crazed woman all the sudden? Was she turning into a total slut?

		Then Meghan looked back down at her husband, again. He had a weird, passive look in his face. She'd never seen Brandon in this fashion. She felt that her husband's silence was permission for what was about to happen.

		"What other things?" she said to the man with his arm around her now.

		"Huh?"

		"You said that you were made for other things," she said. "What did you mean?"

		DeShawn's eyes met Meghan's and then he moved down to her face, lingering over her lips. Meghan moved her head just a little, and her lips found the thick, pillowy lips of the black man. His lips were warm and soft, firm against hers.

		They started kissing slowly, his mouth moving her hers, gently sucking Meghan's lower lip into his mouth, his teeth grazing her skin.

		"Damn, you taste just like cherries," the man said. "I could tell just by looking at you strutting around the beach that you tasted damn good. I was right too!"

		"Um, thanks," Meghan said, more than a little flustered.

		For a second her eyes darted over to the side to see Brandon's reaction. He continued to look up at her. He didn't look mad or upset now. Nor did he look happy or encouraging. He mostly just looked curious, and slightly incredulous —like he couldn't quite believe what he was witnessing.

		Still, Meghan thought to herself. I do love him more than anything. But if he really didn't want this to happen, then he would be man enough to put a stop to this. On some level, he obviously likes what he sees. What a dirty little white boy!

		Then DeShawn tightened his grip, pulled her body closer so that her big soft breasts were crushed against his sculpted chest. Meghan knew that by now her pussy was sopping wet.

		DeShawn's tongue slipped between her lips, thrusting into her mouth as his big hands reached around and grabbed the bare parts of her ass. It felt good. He squeezed her, kneading the flesh while he kissed her hard.

		Finally he broke away from her, looking down at the beautiful white woman, his eyes filled with something dark and primal.

		That's when Meghan saw what had just happened. "OH MY GOD! JESUS CHRIST!"

		His cock was fully hard now. Several dark, meaty inches, including the huge purplish head, were jutting out of his Speedos, like an animal which had suddenly grown too big for its skin. The white woman had never seen anything like it. She'd always thought that Brandon had a fairly big penis, but compared to DeShawn, his penis looked like that of a child's.

		"See what you did?" he whispered salaciously. "That's because of you. Looking all sexy and fine. You got this big black cock hungry! Hungry for some white pussy! What are you going to do about it now?"

		With a wicked grin on her face, Meghan looked at the black man and said, "What do you want me to do?"

		"Don't be coy," he said. "I don't have time to play games."

		Off to the side Meghan heard a dull moan from Brandon as she sank to her knees in front of DeShawn. She reached up, fingers cupping the base of DeShawn's shaft, before she touched the part that was sticking out of his Speedos. She was surprised by how alive it felt in her hands.

		"That's good baby," he said. "You look so good on your knees like that."

		Not needing any more encouragement, Meghan gathered her long dark hair into a sleek, low ponytail.

		Brandon, just a few feet away still, realized what was about to happen when he saw his wife fix her hair. A stricken expression crossed his face. "No, don't," he muttered. But his voice was so soft and the other two were so focused on each other that his objection fell on deaf ears.

		As it turned out, it would be his last objection too.

		"Pull my Speedos all the way off," DeShawn ordered, his big erection still pressed against the hard ridges of his stomach. "It's okay. You're doing a good job, sexy."

		Meghan smiled at the compliment. She grabbed the sides of his taut garment and slowly slid them down his hips, causing his massive erection to pop out, nearly hitting her in the eye.

		"What's wrong, sexy?"

		She had one of her small, delicate hands tentatively wrapped around the base of his cock now. "It's so... big. I'm not sure if I can handle something this big. I wish you weren't so huge."

		"That's okay, lots of girls are scared at first. But then they learn to love it. Crave it. Okay?"

		Meghan took a second to compare his cock to her forearm, which was about the same length. "If... you say so."

		"Here I'll teach you," DeShawn said.

		With lust-filled eyes, Meghan said, "Okay, okay."

		"When you suck a big cock, you take it real slow. Every so often you take it as deep inside your mouth as you can, , make a tight ring with your lips and pull my cock out of your mouth while you are sucking hard and licking it with your tongue. Then you do it all over again."

		Pointing his huge weapon at her face, Meghan opened her mouth, and leaned forward...

		"Good girl," he said as the first few inches of his ebony rod disappeared into the beautiful white woman's mouth. "Do this while you massage my ball sac, rolling those little almonds around in there... Hmm, that feels good. We're going to get you black cock certified yet!"

		Never in a million years did Brandon think he'd have to watch another man give cock sucking lessons to his wife. But that's exactly what he found himself witnessing, close enough that he could actually smell some of the musky odor emanating from DeShawn's monstrous equipment.

		Then something even more surprising happened.

		Meghan took her mouth off of DeShawn's cock, turned towards her husband, and said, "Maybe you should go back to the hotel. I'm not sure you want to actually see this. It's okay. I'll be back soon, probably."

		Brandon nodded, tried to get up off his knees, which felt weak and wobbly.

		"Wait," DeShawn said. Then in a very calm voice he said, "Don't go, buddy. I'd prefer it if you stayed and watched. It'll be more fun that way."

		Brandon didn't say anything, but his expression said, "Really?"

		"Trust me," DeShawn said, addressing Brandon and then Meghan. "I know this sounds weird, but it'll be better for everyone if Brandon stays. This isn't the first time I've done this."

		Meghan nodded, but barely seemed to be listening. She was too busy jacking the man's cock off. Her expression flickered between animal lust and child-like fascination with what she was holding in her small hands. Then she smiled up at the black man with such adoration. "It's so beautiful. I could suck this all day. Wait, what did you say?"

		DeShawn chuckled, petted Meghan on the head a few times.

		Turning his attention back to the husband now, DeShawn said, "Hey buddy, I'm not telling you that you have to do this, but a lot of husbands like to touch themselves while we do this. Just don't touch Meghan. And damn sure don't touch me!"

		Brandon smiled weakly, but seemed reluctant to actually touch himself.

		After that DeShawn and Meghan went back to focusing on just themselves.

		Holding his giant member by the base, he offered his cock to her mouth, which she happily received once more. He put both his big, strong hands on the side of her head and began rocking his hips back and forth, plunging several inches down her throat, causing her to squirm and moan, until her chin was coated with her saliva, and saliva started dripping down to the sand.

		Her erect nipples scraped erotically against the fabric of her bikini top with every stroke, and her face performed the intensely pleasurable act of oral love.

		Sometimes she kissed his cock; other times she wrapped her tongue around it as far as she could reach; and, on some strokes, she even chose to caress the shaft with her soft cheek or even the side of her nose.

		It was hard to say who was getting more turned on by this, DeShawn or Meghan.

		"Did you ever think that you'd be doing this?"

		Meghan hesitated before pulling the black dick out of her mouth. "Doing what? Giving a guy a blowjob?"

		"No," he said. "Sucking a big black cock. Worshipping a black man's phallus."

		Not letting go of his beautiful tool, Meghan smiled up at him and shook her head. "I guess not, no."

		"Go on white girl," he encouraged. "Keep on worshiping me."

		She snaked out her tongue to caress the head, relishing the firm, velvety texture, and under the ridge. He pumped his hips a couple of times, stopped. With the next stroke, she kissed the tip; and, on the one after that, she held it briefly between her lips and probed her tongue into the slit.

		After a couple of minutes, she let his cock slowly slip from her mouth, and looked up at DeShawn with a desperate expression.

		"What's wrong, baby? Why are you looking at me like that?"

		"Baby," she whined. "I'm ... horny too."

		"Ah! Now I understand. No problem," he said, gesturing for the white woman to get off her knees.

		She rose. A big smile broke free across Meghan's beautiful face. As DeShawn pulled her top off, untied her bottoms, and threw the bathing suit at the pale face of her husband, Meghan had the expectant joy of a young child on Christmas morning. Her bathing suit removed so that she was completely nude, she was then turned a round, facing her husband as a pair of large black hands reached under her arms and began to caress her nipples with their rough touch.

		Brandon, having no real choice in the matter, watched as his wife entered a kind of sexual nirvana.

		Eventually one of the black hands started to slowly creep down Meghan's flat tummy until it was flush with her pussy, two large fingers cupping her outer lips, which were as warm and wet as they had ever been before.

		"Ahhhhhh," Meghan said, liking the black man's attentions to her breasts and pussy now. When he brought his lips to the nape of her neck, she automatically began to gyrate her hips, grinding her ass into his hard cock.

		Meanwhile, ensuring that this sexy white wife's pussy was not being overlooked, DeShawn carefully slipped his index finger into one of the tightest little slits he'd ever felt.

		Damn, DeShawn thought. No wonder the size of my cock scared her. This sexy bitch is almost too damn tight. If she wasn't married, I could have sworn she was still a damn virgin.

		Whilst evidently enjoying the sensation of getting finger-fucked in front of her husband, Meghan turned around so that she could throw her arms around DeShawn's neck and engage in a long, sensual, romantic kiss. Though she wasn't planning to, she found herself throwing her slender legs around his waist. Meghan was completely off the ground now. Luckily, DeShawn was such a powerfully built man that he had no problem supporting her weight with both hands greedily cupping her ass cheeks.

		"You ever been fucked like this?" he said to Meghan. "Standing up?"

		"No, not really."

		That was all the man needed to hear. With one arm wrapped around Meghan's waist, he reached under her ass, angled the tip of his cock so that it was lined up with her pussy lips.

		Meghan had never felt so turned on in her life. At this point, even if she had wanted to stop, she knew that she was at this man's mercy.

		The juices from her pussy lubricated the large purple mushroom head as it slipped between her most sacred folds. She began moaning, almost grunting, until DeShawn's mouth found hers and they locked lips again while she sank down further. It was exactly like he'd promised too. His large cock was stretching her out like she'd never been stretched out before.

		While the great waves of ecstasy rushed over her, flooding every inch of her body, she knew that no matter what she'd thought of herself before, she was now this man's fuck puppet, his own private sex toy. It was such a turn-on. Already she could feel the pressure of a great and imminent orgasm start to build.

		How had she gone her whole life without this?

		"Please, please baby," she whispered hoarsely, her red-painted nails digging into his broad dark shoulders. "Not too fast, please. Okay, baby? You're going to rip me apart with that thing. Please go easy on me."

		He laughed, perhaps a little demonically. "You want me to go easy on you?"

		"Yes please."

		He laughed some more. "You want me to go easy on this white pussy?"

		"Yes, baby," she said, moaning into his shoulders now. Then, before she had time to realize what she was saying, Meghan added, "Please go easy on this white pussy."

		"I like that talk. That shit turns me on."

		As unbelievable as it was, DeShawn had already worked seven or eight thick inches into her love channel, far exceeding that of her husband. Meghan cupped her hands behind his neck, moaned, and leaned back, knowing that he was far too strong to drop her. "Oh fuuuuuuuccccck! Daaaaamn, baby! Baaaaaabby, you're so fuuuuckking deeeepp!"

		With her hands still around his neck, he put his arms under both of her legs, locking his fingers under her ass. "You like that black dick, huh?"

		"Oh yes! I love it!"

		"Tell me you like that black dick!"

		"I love that black dick, baby! It feels so good! I've never felt so full in my life!"

		"Fuck yeah, baby! Give me that white pussy! I can't get enough of this white pussy!"

		"It's yours baby, you can have this white pussy!"

		"You are such a fucking little hottie! I can't wait to shoot my cum inside you!"

		Even though Meghan had not intended for this strange, handsome, brutish man to ejaculate inside her, she brought no verbal objections. Her beautiful face was too contorted with physical sensations which bordered on overwhelming.

		It wasn't just the size of the man's dick. It wasn't just the huge muscles all over the man's body, how he effortlessly fucked her while standing up. Even more important, it was the way he carried himself. It was the dominating way he looked at her and talked to her. Every time he opened his mouth, the deep, rich, rumbling voice of his sent more ripples of pleasure down her spine. Everything about this man made it seem like he'd been specifically engineered to bring a woman's body pleasure.

		Oh yes, she still loved her husband. But this was an utterly different kind of experience.

		Meanwhile, Brandon was having a completely different sort of experience. His thoughts were in a state of turmoil. From the back of his head there were all sorts of voices shouting different things, reflecting a vast array of contradictory impulses. He wanted to walk over and beat the shit out of that fucking black guy. (Though that was out of the question for obvious reasons.) He wanted to go back to the hotel and start shopping for divorce lawyers. He wanted to call Meghan's younger sister up and try to fuck her, preferably with Meghan in the audience.

		But in the end, Brandon responded to a different voice. It was a calm, reasonable, grown-up, soothing voice which told him that everything was going to be okay. This didn't mean that Meghan loved him any less. She was just a woman with certain needs that could be better fulfilled by someone who wasn't her husband. He could continue to struggle and fight the situation, or he could be an adult and merely accept what was going on, accept reality.

		Besides, a part of Brandon thought that Meghan had never looked sexier than she did right now: her hair thrown back, her feet helplessly dangling in the air, her perfect white ass rising and falling as she allowed herself to be impaled on the black man's tremendous cock. It was certainly not an image that Brandon would ever be able to erase from his memory. Even if he lived to be 200 years-old, he would always recall the beautiful, stark contrast between Meghan and her ebony stud.

		So Brandon decided to bite the bullet. He was a little ashamed, but nonetheless he reached into the front of his shorts where he found his penis rock-fucking-hard. Would he ever be able to look Meghan in the eye again? Would she still respect him as a husband? As a man? Would he ever be able to get enjoy fucking her with his penis after seeing her take DeShawn's big black cock?

		It didn't matter.

		All he knew was that he needed to cum. His balls, which were small and shriveled compared to Meghan's new lover, still ached badly. Though he'd been desperately horny millions of times before, Brandon doubted whether or not he'd been as horny as he was now, watching his beautiful wife riding that glistening black dick.

		The last straw was seeing Meghan on her hands in knees, DeShawn behind her. He was looking down, his expression almost angry as he worked his huge tool in and out of Brandon's wife. Meghan was loving it. She had her ass raised as high as she could get it. Her breathing by this time was low and guttural, like she was struggling to lift a heavy object. Every time DeShawn's black cock slammed into her from behind there was that unmistakable wet sound as her ass wobbled from the impact.

		Then he started going faster and faster.

		"I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum in this white pussy!"

		Brandon, now jacking himself off at his own furious pace, thought that Meghan would object to this, as she normally hated the messiness of exchanging bodily fluids with another person. But again, she surprised Brandon. Instead of objecting, she simply arched her back, slammed her legs together, and began to have an trembling/eye-rolling orgasm.

		"Damn my cock looks so good fucking this pretty pink white pussy! I love it! You're so sexy, baby! I'm going to fucking fill you up like never before!"

		Meghan's eyes were completely rolled back in her head, her mouth was open, and there was a small amount of drool dripping from the corner of her mouth onto the sand.

		"I'm cumming too!" she exclaimed. "I'm cumming all over that big black dick!"

		"Yeah baby, yeah!"

		"Oh fuck me, DeShawn!"

		"I need this white pussy!"

		"It's yours! Cum in me, baby! I want you to cum in me!"

		"ARRRRRGGGGGhhhhh! FUUUUUUUCCCCK!" DeShawn said, his big flat nose snarled as his hips went suddenly motionless. "I'm cumming, Meghan! I'm fucking cumming in you now!"

		As if on cue, Brandon felt his own ball sac start to contract. The first white jet shot up and arced over his left leg. By far it was the thickest, whitest cum shot he'd ever had.

		Afterwards he sat there, silently playing with himself while his exhausted wife trembled and made cooing sounds under the weight of her new lover.

		Later, the married couple walked back to the hotel, holding hands and not really saying anything. Sometimes Brandon would look over, unable to understand how he'd managed to find such a beautiful woman to share his life with.

		Of course, he still had some anxiety about their future. Would she treat him differently? Would she be distant? Would she be the one shopping for a divorce lawyer?

		But by the time they were sitting on the tarmac, Meghan wearing white ear buds, flipping through a copy of Vogue, waiting for the commercial airplane to take them back to the States, Brandon realized that —as strange as it sounded— they'd never been closer than they were right now.
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