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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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