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BLACK STRANGER AT THE BAR
 
 
Stan hated going out to drink at the club especially when his wife Jackie dressed so provocatively in public. He stood around 5’7, but always felt short parading her around when she wore heels. Jackie being 5’9 tall stood a few inches taller than her husband when she wore them. It also made her big round butt stick out and toned up her athletic legs that drove men wild. So much, that she actually modeled due to her wide hips, slim waist and overall curvaceous form.
 
While most men adored her supple assets, Stan was attracted to her heart, long black hair and her seductive blue eyes that would sparkle in the light. Unfortunately, those same eyes were currently being glossed over.
 
Jackie stood at the bar with a few of her friends that Stan didn’t like. Each of them dressed like single women though every one of them had a husband. Somehow their husband were lucky enough to get out of this get-together leaving Stan wondering why he was there. 
 
The music at the bar was louder than he would have liked and Stan felt like he was overdressed to be in such a dump. The bar was average, but Stan had always prided himself on being classier than the average. His shirt was designer and his pants were custom tailored to fashion himself in the new modern way. A mirror across the bar form him allowed himself to even make sure his hair wasn’t messed up. It took him at least ten minutes of rubbing pomade into his head and styling it and he always wanted to look his best. 
 
    Even with the mirror in front of himself, Stan still caught himself staring over at Jackie perched from his own barstool at the other end of the bar and away from the women. Of the group of women he had to admit that she was still the hottest of all of the other wives and that he was lucky. Jackie never returned the look back to Stan being much too preoccupied with her friends. 
 
    It was a boring night alone for Stan and he found himself watching the muted television that played sports; a subject he knew nothing about. He sighed as he took a sip of the overpriced white wine taking a small whiff of it to enjoy the aroma.
 
    The night went on and Stan was on now his fourth glass of wine. Most of the wives were leaving or had left even though the bar was filling up even more. Patrons were using the dance floor that was small, but big enough for at least a dozen sober or six drunk people to dance.
 
    Jackie and one last wife were still drinking and having fun Stan could see from down the bar top. A couple of guys that looked like construction workers had encroached upon them. They were big guys and looked like hardened men from years of lifting heavy objects. One of them was a short white man while the other one was an older black guy. Stan deep down hoped they would just leave the two women alone so he didn’t have to step in. 
 
    Stan watched and everything seemed friendly at first. Each man stood tall and had their chest puffing out like a couple of meat heads and it seemed like the black man was the leader as he took Jackie and talked to her. Jackie had always told Stan that she wasn’t attracted to black men so it made him less worried. She would always make sure to tell Stan that it had nothing to do with race, but simply preference.
 
    The giant 6’4 black man with the grizzly beard, muscular huge chest and bulging arms leaned in close to Jackie. She laughed and lightly hit at his chest and arms, but it looked like an excuse for her to rub and caress his muscles. Stan felt a rush of insecurity wash over him comparing his own scrawny arms to the black man
 
Then, the bearded, clean shaven head black man put his hand on the small of her back and pulled Jackie into his waist. She looked to enjoy the way the man pulled at her, but pretended to be offended as she raised her hand to show off her wedding ring.
 
The guy must have asked where her husband because she pointed Stan out. The guy locked eyes with Stan while still holding her around the waist. His eyes narrowed slightly and he looked Stan up and down on the barstool. He smiled out of half of his mouth, gave Stan a cocky nod and then boldly tightened his hold around Jackie.
 
    “What a jerk.”, Stan said aloud to himself.
 
    The bartender must have overheard Stan, “Yes he is. His name is Barret and he comes in here almost every day looking to fight or fuck. If he and his damn construction buddies didn’t spend so much damn money here I’d kicked his damn ass out for good a long time ago.”
 
    The bartender was an older white man who looked like he hadn’t had a day of fun for a long time. He wore a button up white shirt that was left unbuttoned at the top and his sleeves rolled up. He cleaned glasses as he scowled at the guy who was hitting on Jackie.
 
“Fight or fuck?”, Stan gasped to himself. His mind felt violated by hearing such a vulgar thing. 
 
    “Yeah, buddy. Barret came in here one day when there was a hot couple, much like yourself, and started talking up the gal. Well, boyfriend was a bit of a tough guy and he tried to check Barret. I’m pretty sure he even said something racist. Big mistake, I tell you what.”, The bartender started shaking his head.
 
“Well what happened?”, Barret asked.
 
“Black Barret drank his own beer, knocked the guy out in one punch and then drank that guys beer. On top of all that he ended up leaving with the poor guys gal.”, The bartender was looking away as he searched his memory of what exactly happened that night.
 
“That’s terrible.”, Stan said.
 
“Oh that’s not the end of it buddy. Barret fucked her brains out in the parking lot from what I saw when I closed up the bar that night. I didn’t stick around, but some say his friends even joined in, but that might be stretching it a bit.”, The bartender was still shaking his head, but laughing at the situation oddly. “I wouldn’t put it past that woman though, acting like a bitch in a heat waiting for some alpha dog to come fuck her even if she had a man. 
    Stan was speechless.
 
    The bartender added seeing the lack of reaction from Stan, “Fucking women sometimes, you hear me?”
 
“Yeah… I hear you.”, Stan stared down at the bar top horrified by such a story.
 
    “Ah c’mon, buddy. Don’t let that ruin your night. I’m sure your wife is faithful.”, The bartender could see his story did a number on the pretty boy.
 
Stan hoped that was true and naively never really thought a wife would stray so easily. Stan was raised by a single mother and cherished women. He thought the best way through their heart was to be their best friend until they realized they were in love with him. It made sense as that was how his own relationship worked with Jackie. He thought he were to be forever friend-zoned by the most beautiful woman he had ever met, but somehow he won her heart and her hand in marriage.
 
    When he looked back over at his wife his heart began to pound. Barret was smashing her against the bar and her big breasts were smashed against his barrel of a chest. The cut in the top of Jackie’s top was so deep that her breasts would have popped out if it wasn’t for her hot pink bra. 
 
    The construction worker’s hand was on her waist and was rubbing up and down just against the top of her skimpy black shorts. Barret’s fingertip looking like they were inching down with each time he rubbed up and down the small of her back. The black finger even went as far as to play with the strap of her thong very lightly. Jackie wasn’t protesting either which annoyed Stan. She was laughing, smiling and eagerly accepting the way the stranger was behaving.
 
    Stan still couldn’t hear what they were saying, but Jackie spun around towards the bar and leaned over talking to a female cocktail waitress who was walking by for drinks. The man behind her stared down at the heart shaped ass of his wife and even leant over to get a better view. The hot pink straps had pulled up over her wide hips and got every single man in the bar’s attention watching her sexily bent over.
 
    Before Jackie leaned back to stand properly, Barret stepped behind her so her ass went right into her crotch and she sat in his hands. His big strong hands were now firmly planted on both of her cheeks and he squeezed firmly. His fingers pulling her mini-skirt dangerously high.
 
The bartender spoke up, “You better do something about your wife before that brute throws her over his shoulder.”
 
    “You’re right.”, Stan stood slowly. He didn’t know what he was about to do, but something was better than just sitting there and doing nothing.
 
“Good luck.”, The older man behind the bar said without much confidence in Stan. “You’ll need it”
 
“Gee. Thanks.”, Sighed Stan as he walked towards his wife. 



 
 
ALPHA VS BETA
 
 
Stan began to roll up his sleeves, not really knowing why, but he had seen it in a movie before and thought it made men look tougher. Each step he took revealed his lack of confidence as he approached the man trying to pick-up his wife.
 
    He stopped right behind the man who was pinning his wife against the bar and cleared his throat. Jackie was giggling and he heard her playfully tell him to stop, because her husband would see him. He cleared his throat again hoping to get their attention with the subtle action and not make a scene, but proved to be futile. 
 
    He repeated himself for a third time and tried to clear his throat once again, but this time his throat cracked. He gave a high pitched squeak that sounded like the peeping of a mouse than a man clearing his throat.
 
And even after the last time, nobody noticed him. He surely was going to have to speak up, but his heart was racing so fast at the potential for conflict that he knew he was going to have a hard time speaking. Worse, the construction worker’s rough hands were now rubbing over his wife’s bare exposed thighs due to lack of length of her shorts. Jackie was at least slapping at his hands and shaking her hips, but the man didn’t stop.
 
“C’mon, my husband will see you!”, Jackie said.
 
“So? What’s he going to do?”, Barret said disrespectfully.
 
    “Uhhh… hey guys.”, Stan said from behind them.
 
Jackie instant jumped to attention and shoved the man’s hands away. She fixed the bottom of her shorts and even rearranged her boobs tight top in a matter of seconds. “Oh, Stan. Hey!”
 
    The bearded man stood up slowly and looked over at Stan looking annoyed. He put his hands on his hips when Stan stuck out his hand to shake his.
 
“I’m Stan. Her husband.”, Stan said staring at his own empty hand waiting.
 
“I know.”, Barret said holding firm and keeping his hands on his waist. “I’m sure someone here has told you about me so I need no introduction.”
 
Barret was right, Stan already knew his name and enough about him to be intimidated. The meek husband whose hands was still extended played it off by using his hand to grab his wife’s arm. “C’mon, dear, I think its time for us to go.”
 
“Ah… c’mon, babe! The night is still young!”, Jackie gave her high pitched whine while easily pulling her arm away from her husband. She exerted more fight in her in that moment than the entire time with Barret and that bothered Stan.
 
“What? Can’t you hang with the big boys?”, The construction worker said before turning to Jackie. “Maybe you should tuck this little guy in bed and come back out with me, whatya’ say?”
 
“The nerve of this guy!”, Stan thought, but laughed along with Jackie who also was laughing at him.
 
“Well, it was nice meeting you but–“, Stan began to say, but was easily interrupted.
 
“Barret. Name’s Barret.”, The construction guy said
 
“Oh I like that name!”, Jackie added.
 
Annoyed, Stan added before pulling at his wife, “Well, Barret, it was nice to meet you, but we really do need to go.”
 
    Barret grabbed Jackie by the waist and held her right where she was so Stan couldn’t take her. “Wait a second here little buddy. I just bought this young lady a drink and I intend to enjoy her company.”
 
“But she’s my wife.”, Stan said.
 
    “Look Steve.”, Barret began by calling him the wrong name. He also put his arm around Jackie’s waist and pulled her back right into him and held her firmly against himself. “I’m trying to be nice. You understand?”
 
Stan felt a rush of emotion fueling him to being speechless. He was furiously watching this man inappropriately handling his wife right in front of him and he didn’t have any fear of the repercussions. If anything, he was trying to antagonize him. However, the size difference between the both of them was very one-sided and Barret could crush him in a heartbeat.
 
“Yeah, man.”, Stan half-heartedly said.
 
“Good, I don’t think this one drink will kill her to have. Am I right?”, Barret gave a disarming smile.
 
“Yeah, I guess not man.”, Stan said.
 
The whole time Barret’s hands were very slowly rubbing over Jackie’s tight body. He was slightly moving to the music so his crotch was rubbing into her ass.
 
“You’re a lucky man.”, Barret said. “I’d love to have a piece of ass like this for one night.”
 
Stan saw that his wife pretended not to hear him, but she couldn’t help herself from smiling as she looked away. Her drink in hand she giggled.
 
    “Thanks.”, Stan found himself saying.
 
“Oh yeah.”, Barret squeezed Jackie’s ass firmly and blatantly giving away his own actions as he drunkenly stared down at the perfect butt. “You’re welcome.”
 
Barret then turned away from Stan and literally pushed him out of the way with his shoulder. Stan fell back while the black man shielded him away from his wife. Stan’s eyes widening seeing that every single one of his finger tips were slipped under his wife’s exposed thong straps. Then, he became more emboldened to put his fingers into the waist of Jackie’s shorts touching the top of her bare ass. The straps of Jackie’s thong over the back of the black hand.
 
Barret held her there with Stan right behind them. He reached forward and played with the cross that hung from Jackie’s necklace. He was talking and she began to laugh, but Stan couldn’t hear what they were saying. He felt like an idiot as he looked around the bar. 
 
    The tables were completely filled with people having a great night. There were men slamming beers to show off and girls there to giggle over them. There were guys singing merrily along to the song even though they were out of tune. Stan felt like an idiot.
 
    The inadequate feeling was stifled when Barret walked away with his wife leaving the bar top. His hand even farther down the back of her shorts and over her hip he could feel the curve of the top of her ass as it walked.
 
“Where you guys going?”, Stan asked them.
 
“Dancing babe! Don’t worry, I know you don’t like to so just sit at the bar and have fun.”, Jackie replied.
 
Stand was surprised at how nonchalant she said it as she walked to the dance floor. Barret made him even more uneasy by the way he looked at him. It was like Barret was telling him not to mess this up for him and Jackie.
    
    That was all it took too as Stan wasn’t going to stop them. He watched as Barret’s black arm wrapped tightly around his wife and touching her bare ass and hip walk away towards the dance floor. Stan looked around wondering if anyone was watching.
 
Stan saw that the bartender was standing at the bar top with a wine glass filled with the white win he was drinking. He held it in the air and was looking straight at Stan. The old man shaking his head with disappointment.
 
    Having no other choice, Stan went to have his fifth glass of wine.



EAVESDROPPING BLOWS
 
 
Stan finished the glass of wine and the bartender did his best to give him a pep talk, but he wasn’t hearing him. The old man tended for the other bar patrons and Stan felt himself nearly being pushed off the barstool he sat on. He looked around and realized the bar was completely packed.
 
    He looked over towards the dance floor, but there were far too many heads and Stan was too short to see Jackie. His seat was taken immediately as he stood up and he felt himself being pushed from every direction. It was a fight upstream to get to the dance floor, but when he got there he saw that nobody was dancing. The bar had become so packed that everyone was just standing around on it.
    Stan felt panic beginning to set in as he realized his wife was nowhere to be seen. It wasn’t long before he heard his wife giggle. The tall black form that was Barret could be seen throwing Jackie over his broad shoulder. She was laughing and hitting at his back. Her ass pointing forward as he pushed people out of the way to leave the dance floor. 
 
“Hey! Guys!”, Stan called out with his hands cupped. Either they didn’t hear him or they didn’t care.
 
The parting sea of people on the dance floor quickly reflooded once Barret passed making it impossible for Stan to keep up. The smaller man had to walk around people and slip through small spaces to makes his way in the direction the two went.
 
    Shoulder after shoulder Stan bumped into and he even got pushed by some drunk guy with a group of his friends. The group laughed as Stan walked away from the bully with his head held low. He finally ended up at a dead end that lead only to the bathrooms. There was a line of impatient intoxicated men waiting to relieve themselves so naturally they became confrontational cut them to enter the bathroom.
 
The husband had a good excuse to cut them in line, but he also didn’t want to admit to what was going on. So instead of explaining the situation, he got to the back of the line and waited. The thought of intentionally cutting everyone never crossing his mind. Luckily, the line went fairly quickly and he was near the front of the line with only a few heads in front of him in a matter of minutes.
 
A black man who was dressed in baggy clothes strutted out of the bathroom. He began to immediately speak to the black man in line behind Stan.
 
“Yo, dat nigga’ Barret got’anotha’ littlee snow bunny in there.”, The guy exiting the bathroom said to the man in line.
 
    “Dat bitch with the big perky titties? And the phat ass with the pink thong?”, The man behind him said.
 
“Yeah dat ho.”, His friend responded. He had a look of disappointment as though his night’s plans with Jackie were ruined. Hearing random strange men plotting on his wife was very unsettling for Stan to hear, but he remained silent.
 
The black man behind Stan wore a sideways flat billed cap and responded with disdain, “Man I hate that mu’fucka’. Da’ fuck all these white women see in his lame ass?”
 
Eavesdropping was bittersweet for Stan. Sure, he was happy to share the same sentiment as the two black men who appeared to enjoy his wife’s form. However, that still didn’t change the fact that his wife was in there with another man. 
 
    His mind began to race wondering what they could be up to in the bathroom. It lead him nowhere good and he had to retreat back to a happy place in his mind as Stan kept himself in denial. Still patiently waiting for his turn to enter the bathroom.
 
“Man, I gotta see dis’ shit, watch out.”, The man with the had standing behind Stan finally said. He was speaking to Stan when he pushed past him and cut him in line entering the restroom.
 
The rest of the men in line looked at Stan as though he was supposed to stop him since he was going to be next. However, his silence showed his true nature to the rest of the line.
 
    Finally, somebody exited the bathroom. Stan quickly pushed the door open and looked around. The bathroom was filthy; it had sticky floors, smelled like piss on a hot day and overall looked unsanitary. There was writing all over the walls that covered mysterious dark stains, a sink with no soap or anything to dry your hands with and looked to be stained with grime. The mirror that was above it was cracked into a thousand places and there was still glass laying strewn about under it. 
 
    Stan almost left simply due to the state that the bathroom. It looked like a place where someone shot up rather than urinated. 
 
    There was one empty urinal that was supposed to be white, but was yellow, orange and brow. Two others stood next to the old urinal relieving themselves in their own urinals without privacy barriers. Past the urinals there were a line of three bathroom stalls that had long ago lost the doors to give its users privacy. On the outside of the stalls were a group of guys that were laughing and whispering between themselves. 
 
    Stan’s heart sunk when he heard what the group was laughing at. Bouncing off the tiled walls was the sound of lips smacking and another set of whispers. With each sticky step he walked towards the bathroom stalls searching his mind for what he was about to say and do when he caught her cheating red handed.
 
    The group of guys leered at him as Stan approached them and motioned to pass them. They were looking between one another until the black guy who was standing behind him in line grabbed him. He tugged him towards the other two guys who were younger frat boys.
 
    “What you doin’ white boy? Damn gonna’ spoil the fun.”, The black guy said.
 
    “Seriously bro!”, The blonde frat guy said. His other friend had brown hair and was putting a finger to his lips to signal silence to Stan.
 
    “Spoil what fun?”, Stan said coyly.
 
“This hot housewife is in there with some muscle bound black guy.”, The brown hair frat guy whispered.
 
The blonde buddy added and held his hands up like he was cradling breasts on his own chest, “Totally hot bro. She’s got some big ol’ MILF jugs.”
 
“I see…”, Stan tried not to freak out. “So what are they doing in there?”


“Mannn—what AREN’T they doin in there bro?”, The blonde hair frat guy said with a bit of a stoner’s vibe, while giggling and thinking his own wording was more clever than it actually was.
 
    The black guy gave the blonde haired frat guy an odd look. He shook his head before turning to Stan and saying, “I don’t know these two clowns but to answer your question I think their just getting’ started.
 
    There was the sound of something happening. It sounded like a zipper and Stan said, “Did you hear that?”


The group of three guys all shook their head in unison. A group of strangers sharing the same perversion was an odd sight for Stan. Especially considering the main focus of the voyeurism was going to be his wife and a strange black man.
 
    Jackie could be heard gasping. “Oh my god. It’s so… big!”
 
The group of guys were looking at one another and snickering. The only one not finding it funny was Stan, but he did his best to play along. The group continued to listen.
 
“Touch it.”, Barret commanded.
 
“But…. Oh wow. I can’t even wrap my hands around it!”, Jackie exclaimed.
 
Stan shifted around uncomfortably realizing that not only was his wife touching another man’s genitals, but she couldn’t even wrap her hand around it. The guys around him snickering only added to his frustrations.
 
The blonde hair frat boy leaned forward and whispered to Stan and the others, “I hear the husband is here too, bro!”
 
    “Damn that’s cold blooded.”, The black thug said.
 
“Man what a whore.”, The brown haired frat guy said.
 
The black guy added, “Her husband must be a bitch.”
 
    Stan was keeping quiet and the group noticed and even looked at him waiting for him to say something. The pressure caused him to say, “Yeah how disrespectful to the husband.”
 
    The group of guys looked to one another confused. The black guy then added, “That husband deserve it if he can’t keep his woman in check. He don’t deserve to keep her to himself.”
 
    “Yeah man, what do you care?”, The brown haired guy added. 
 
    “Me care? No way! Haha, I was just fucking around…”, Stan said suspiciously enough for the group to give him a look.
 
Jackie’s words interrupted them, “It’s SO much bigger than my husbands.”
 
“How much bigger?”, Barret responded.
 
“Like half of yours… maybe even smaller. He’s not very big though.”, Jackie stated without remorse.
 
    Hearing those words stung. Jackie had never stated that she was unsatisfied with the size of his penis. Stan could feel himself shriveling up between his legs. The guys snickering only made it worse.
 
“Dis’ nigga’ ‘bout to stretch that white wife out!”, The thug said with a look of jealousy.
 
“I know bro!”, The blonde said wiggling his pinky finger at the group, “Poor little guy.”
 
    The group began to laugh, but Stan was burning and his face was turning red from anger and humiliation. Sweat was dripping down the side of the temples of his forehead. 
 
    Stan wiped his forehead and noticed on his watch that the bar had to be closing shortly. If only he could get his wife out of there soon, they could avoid something disastrous and never come back to this place ever again.
 
    “Suck it.”, Barret said in a very authoritative tone.
 
    “B—B—but what about my husband?“, Jackie began to lightly protest. The sounds of her stumbling back and away from Baret inside the stall more. “What if he sees us?”
 
“Like I said before, little lady What’s he going to do about it? Now get down there and get to work.”, Barret said.
 
Jackie made a light squeak as she hit the toilet bowl behind her. The group of guys looking under the stalls to see the wife’s ankle high boots that were barely touching the ground. Stan realized she was sitting on the toilet and Barret was standing in front of her with his bare cock in her face. 
    Jackie remained silent and the sound of a belt jingling was heard as Barret’s pants dropped. They didn’t hit the ground, but instead were held up by the spread legs of the stance that the black man took.
 
    The group all stood up and began to look at one another. There were no words exchanged, but they all began to rush to get a better view seeing the couple was preoccupied. By the time they stopped they were in the empty stall next to them looking around the wall behind Barret. Barret’s bare muscular black ass was uncovered and his jeans were around his thighs.
 
 
      Stan was shoved to the back so he didn’t have a good view. He had to step on top of the toilet slowly and began to look from over the wall. The sudden sound from his wife freezing him from peeking.
 
The fumbling caused Jackie to say something, “Did you hear that?”
 
    Barret gave her no time to investigate and impatiently spoke, “No, you’re just paranoid. Now c’mon.”
 
Stand unfroze and felt it was time to look over the wall of the bathroom stall. What he saw was expected, but it was no less distressing. Barret’s 10”inch cock was flaccid and hanging in front of him. It looked like a black banana with a bulbous head. Jackie’s small hand doing its best to wrap itself around the base. Her other hand was caressing the shaft as though she was petting an animal. She lifted it up and even twisted it around to admire the sheer size of the thing.
 
“I don’t know if I can fit this in my mouth, Barret…”, Jackie said hesitantly. 
 
    “Bet that little wimp-dick loser you call a husband fits all the way in doesn’t he?”, Barret cockily said.
 
Jackie could only sound off, “Mhm.”
 
The brown head guy could stop himself from sharing his thoughts to the group in a whisper, “Savage.” The three of them laughing at what Barret was having her say at the expense of Stan. The husband who was still watching intently and silently.
 
    Jackie let go of the long black shaft and stuck out her palm spitting in it. She began to rub the spit around the head of the thick head of Barret’s dick. Her palm twisted around the curved end of Barret’s dick and he groaned. He put his big strong hand through her dark black hair and pulled her face toward his hardening cock. At first Jackie tried to pull away, but the hand palming her head pushed her down without much force.
 
The beautiful curvaceous wife responded by wrapping both of her hands around the long shaft as best as she could. Her plump lipstick covered lips opened and the head of the black cock began to enter her mouth. 
 
    Stan wanted to cry, but was too sickened by the disgusting smile and pleasure that Barret was receiving and expressing in his face. There was a look of victory under his beard as he stood over his wife whose face was currently pleasuring his monster black cock. 
 
    Accepting the fact that the bar wouldn’t close in time, Stan was left there uncertain of what to do at this point. 



 
BLACKED BAR BATHROOM BANG
 
 
Jackie’s lips were tightly wrapped around the entire head of Barret’s big black cock. Her hand was squeezing at the base while her other hand was pumping the shaft into her mouth. Her black hair shaking over her shoulders as she tried to move her head up and down on the penetrating member. The cross on her neck bouncing up and down on her chest as she enthusiastically continued giving the passionate blowjob.
 
    The wet sounds of her mouth lapping the cock was being heard by the three guys and it was working them up. Silently they all stared and their mouths were wide open. The blonde guy even shamelessly rubbed at his crotch lightly as he watched.
 
    Barret thick long shaft made Jackie’s throat gag and gurgle as he hit the back of her throat. His cock was only halfway, but he was unable to shove it any further without choking her. The manicured nails of the black haired wife cupped his low hanging balls and lightly rubbed them as Barret twisted her throat on his cock with the hand on her head.
 
    “Fuck yeah, suck that big black dick honey.”, Barret groaned in pleasure.
 
The black man began to move his hips which made his hard cock push in and out of Jackie’s mouth. Her lipstick lightly smudging as his cock used her. The half of Barret’s cock that couldn’t fit in her mouth completely dry while the other half was slick and slimy from precum and saliva.
 
 
Barret has picked up a fast enough rhythm and was now fucking Jackie’s mouth. His big hand holding her head in place and his cock moving in and out of it as she sat still on the toilet. Her hands had to grab the railing and hold the dirty wall to brace herself. Each time his cock plunged in, her lips would pull in and her cheeks would suck in. His cock would suction out and her cheeks would fill back up. 
 
    Barret’s balls were swinging back and forth and Jackie was emitting a continuous gagging noise. Her big blue eyes looking up at Barret, luckily not seeing her husband peeking over the wall she was in. Her eyes were tearing up and finally one tear rolled down her cheek as the black man continued to pound her face viciously.
 
    The black cock was ripped out of Jackie’s mouth causing liquid to pour out of her mouth. In vanity, Jackie quickly wiped at her mouth hoping not to smudge her lipstick anymore. The hand behind her head grabbed her jet black hair and pulled it back. Barret began to beat the bottom of his cock against her face slapping it against her cheek. Jackie instinctively opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. Barret leaned forward to rub his balls against her exposed tongue and stroked Jackie’s saliva over his entire cock.
 
    Stan watched his beautiful trophy wife who he worshipped get treated like a two dollar hooker. There was something bother the husband deep down wondering why he couldn’t even get his own wife to give him a blowjob anymore and this jerk was fucking her face. He was a loving husband that never said no to his wife and put her on a pedestal for being so perfect.
 
    The wet cock slapped at the perfect wife’s cheek hard enough to cause the lightest blemish to appear and even her tight skin to ripple. Finally, Jackie grabbed the black cock away from Barret and pried it away with both of her hands. Her mouth opened wide and she began to suck ferociously on the end of Barret’s big black cock. Both of her hands were pumping up and down the thick veined dark cock. Her head was twisting all around while it went up and down working the cum out of him.
 
    Barret’s cock had grown to a foot long and looked harder than a spring board when it popped itself out of Jackie’s mouth again. Jackie was so passionate in her blowjob she was sucking on air for a second as it was pulled from her mouth.
 
“I need some of this tight married white pussy.”, Barret said to Stan’s horror.
 
    “Barret, I don’t know…. I’m not on the pill right now.”, Jackie was looking around looking a little dazed. Possibly from her head being banged around from the throat fucking or at what Barret was telling her.
 
Barret wasn’t even listening to her as he began to unbutton her shorts and unzipped them. He tugged roughly down her thick thighs and over her boots. He pulled them completely off and tossed them over the railing to the side. Jackie’s bare ass was now on the top of the toilet and all she wore below her waist was her pink thong and ankle high black boots. 
 
    Barrett pushed her back and lifted her legs spreading them wide and stepping in between them. Both of her booths kicked at the walls of the stall making a thumping noise on each side. The stall barely large enough for her to spread her legs around Barret’s strong waist in between her knees. 
 
Stan watched Jackie who was silent. Her eyes were wide and it was obvious to him that she was not only ready, but very willing in being taken by the black man. Her mouth was lightly opened in anticipation and she was even shifting herself to give Barret a better angle. 
 
    There was no turning back for Stan. He either admitted to being the husband and try to stop Barret or sit there and watch her get fucked by a black man. He hesitated wondering what if he would even be able to stop Barret. If he couldn’t then his wife would know that he surely couldn’t protect her. However, if he sat there hidden, then maybe he could just pretend that he doesn’t know. He’d at least retain some sort of superficial pride amongst the others if he chose to remain silent.
 
    Even if he wanted to stop Barret now, it was too late. He had pushed the hot pink bottom aside to uncover the completely shaven entrance of his wife. It was glistening in the light of the stall and it was apparent that she was soaking wet. Barret wasted no time and pressed the head of his cock at her entrance.
 
“No condom?”, Jackie asked.
 
“Nah, they’re too small for my cock.”, Barret lied.
 
Jackie accepted that answer and relaxed as Barret began to enter her. Her teeth slightly grimace from being stretched out and she was doing her best to spread her legs to accommodate the size of the penetrating black cock. Her eyes and face made a look that Stan had never seen before and probably would never see again.
 
    Stan had to look away and crouched back down over the wall of the bathroom stall. The husband was able to protect his eyes, but unfortunately the sound coming from his wife was also foreign. It was a low bellow of pain and pleasure that cracked in pitch a few times.
 
    Stan could see that the brown haired guy had pulled his cock out and was stroking himself. A stream of cum spurted out of him and it hit the wall while the frat guy silently came. His blonde buddy nodded in approval and even gave him a thumbs up.
 
“Nice bro!”, The blonde guy said.
 
The brown haired guy looked ashamed the second he busted his nut, but he wiped his cum covered hand against the stall wall and walked out of the stall. Stan would never see him again.
 
    The only two still there now were the black guy with the sideways cap and the blonde frat guy. Stan watched the guys cum trail down the wall until he finally began to lean over the wall again.
 
Barret had worked his cock nearly all the way into his wife. Jackie was grunting and grimacing with each thrust from the black flesh that was spearing her repeatedly. The sound of her back smacking against the toilet bowl made the top pop up from time to time. 
 
    “Barret… slow down. You’re too big!”, Jackie said in between his thrusting.
 
“You’ll stretch out baby… now lets see one of those big ol’ tits you’re hiding.”, Barret groaned.
 
His black hand grabbed at her top and pulled it down releasing one of her breasts. Her nipple was bouncing up and down on her chest in unison with Barret’s thrusting. The construction worker’s rough hands grabbed Jackie’s tit and he squeezed.
 
“Fffuck these are some nice fuckin’ tits babe.”, The black man grunted.
 
Jackie only moaned at the hand mauling her breasts. Each tweak of her nipples between his finger and thumb causing her to squeak. Barret continued to pump his cock in her and leaned down to press his face into her exposed breasts. He sucked loudly on the tit as he grunted, his strong body nearly cover her entirely from Stan.
 
Barret’s muscular ass and shoulders flexed each time he pumped his big dick into the busty beauty below him. The sound of their skin slapping against one another grew louder forming a crescendo as the pace picked up. Jackie’s eyes were closed, but she smiled and giggled.
 
“Your beard tickles… ugh…”, Jackie moaned. “My husband doesn’t have a beard.”
 
“Maybe he can grow some hair on his face while he tries to grow some balls.”, Barret growled. His hips thrusting into Jackie’s rougher and harder as he said it.
 
“Oh my god… I’m…. I’m cumming!”, Jackie began to say loudly, but raised her own hand to cover her mouth. Her eyes began to roll in the back of her head and she began to scream. Her hand and her close mouth muffled the high pitched noise coming from her that vibrated as Barret continued to pound at her pussy.
 
    Stan’s mind raced watching his wife orgasm. He had never made her do that and it made him feel inadequate. More so he wondered what was it that set his wife off finally. The insecure white husband wondered if it was Barret’s endowment, his aggressiveness or what he had just said that made her cum.
 
    Jackie finally let her hand drop from her mouth and her eyes were intensely shut. She let out a long exhale and grimaced again. Her boots began to shake at the end of her feet and Stan could see that she was having another orgasm already.
 
Barret’s hips were relentless and he continued to plow into the curvaceous wife whose top was pulled down. Her tit was bouncing up and down free from Barret who was standing above her tall. His hips never missing a beat as he shoved his cock in and out of her in long hard motions.
 
    Jackie was taking the monster black cock in her as best as she could and at one time appeared to freeze in another orgasm. She was so stiff in her body that even Barret couldn’t move her around with his big muscles.
 
“So fucking tight…”, Barret began to softly speak. “I’m cumming too..”
 
Barret’s rhythmic hips continued as if he wasn’t’ cumming and Stan was confused. Normally when he orgasmed his body jerked and buckled, but this black man was fucking her sill at full force.
 
“Ahhhhhhhh!”, Barret yelled out powerfully.
 
The sound of the black man unloading his balls deep into Jackie made the whole place go silent afterwards. The only sounds to echo through the room now was skin slapping and Barret grunting out in between the slaps.
 
    The black man’s orgasm died down and he was done milking his balls in the beautiful white wife. He began to pull his cock out of her and it covered in a thick layer of white foamy cum. The end of it dripping on the sticky tiled floor below him.
 
    Jackie was spread eagle on the toilet and her legs were spread wide. Her foot hung on the railing while her other foot was propped up against the wall. The entrance of her pussy was leaking the same white cum slowly and where was once only a slit was now a gaping dark hole. Jackie’s eyes were closed and she looked like she had passed out.
 
Stan crouched down behind the bathroom stall. He planned on letting Barret leave before he went to rescue his wife from this dump. The black man took his time as he put his jeans back on and tightened his belt presumably admiring his conquered wife. 
 
    Barret began to walk out. He was halted by the two guys that were standing and watching him from behind. He looked behind himself at Jackie’s vulnerable state and then back to the two drunk horny men in front of him. Stan was cowering in fear hoping that he wasn’t seen and even closed his eyes.
 
    “She’s not my lady. Have fun.”, Barret coldly said to the two guys. Then, he walked off.
 
    Each of Barret’s steps seemed to have a pep in it and he was whistling a merry tune as he exited. By the time Stan opened his eyes, the black man that cuckolded him had left.
 
    He sighed in relief and began to exit the bathroom stall. What he saw stunned him, “What’re you guys doing? You guys can’t do that!”
 
    Both the black thug and the blonde frat guy were in the stall. The black guy was getting in between Jackie’s legs and he was beginning to pull his jeans down.
 
“Oh c’mon bro!”, The frat guy whined.
 
“The hell we can’t white boy. This bitch likes black dick, she gonna’ get it now.”, The black thug said as he began to mount Jackie.
 
“But she’s married…”, Stand found himself saying.
 
“Well her bitch ass husband should have stepped in at some point by now. Now it’s my turn to get some of this white pussy.”, The thug said.
 
“Hell yeah bro… me too.”, The blond guy felt inspired by his new black friend and began to unbuckle himself.
 
Stan finally realized the two men were going to take turns with his wife before he could take her out of there.
 
–-THE END–-



 
    
 
Thank you!
Thanks for reading this story everyone. I hope you enjoyed!
 
If you want to connect with me on at my Patreon, I would greatly appreciate your support! No pressure, and if you are unable to, no worries!
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