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		Part One

		

	
		The morning news had just gone to commercial when Jessica emerged from the bathroom, strutting over to the dresser drawers in our bedroom. Showered and shaved, she was wearing a matching red thong and panty set she'd recently bought with the earnings of her new job. In fact, her wardrobe had increased so much, so quickly, that we had to convert my "gym" room into her own personal closet. Not that I was using the gym anymore these days.

		"CNN?"

		I only grunted in response.

		Turning her back, she looked at me through the reflection of the mirror above the dresser. "You gonna stay in bed all day?"

		"Maybe," I said.

		From the bed, I lay there admiring the beauty of her face: her delicate nose, her slightly parted lips, her eyelashes that curved as gracefully as a bird's wings.

		Her body was equally amazing.

		She was about six inches shorter than me, with full breasts, and a narrow waist that flared into a perfectly shaped ass.

		But there was something different about the way she acted around me these days, like she was irritated by my presence. I was unemployed with no real prospects on the horizon. I was drinking too much. Eventually I got in some legal trouble and Jessica was forced to get a job since the bills were starting to really pile up. I didn't know much about the company she worked for, only that it was a clothing company called Billionaire Boys Clothes. Every time I asked her about work, she would only sort of giggle and say that "BBC" made clothes for the "urban market."

		My wife's proactive nature should have delighted me, but it didn't.

		It was starting to feel like we'd swapped roles in this relationship —she was the breadwinner, the confident one, the sexual aggressor; while I was the stay-at-home hubby, with lots of guilt and anxiety, deeply ashamed of who I'd become.

		"You've changed," I told her from the bed. "How come you walk around the house nude these days?"

		"I'm not nude," she snapped.

		"Okay, I mean, why do you walk around the house in skimpy underwear?"

		"Most husbands would love that," she replied, slapping her own ass.

		"You've really changed, Jessica."

		"I don't know, I guess I'm just more comfortable with my body these days."

		When she walked by the bed, I quickly grabbed some of the sheets and covered up, embarrassed by my shriveled state and inability to perform my husbandly duties that morning. From the corner of my eye, I watched her go over to the mirror and pick up a hair brush.

		"Why thongs?" I blurted out.

		"What?"

		As soon as I realized how it sounded, I regretted bringing up the topic. "Jessica, why do you always wear thongs these days?"

		"Probably because of the panty lines at work," she said, combing out her new haircut.

		That was another thing: her hair, her beautiful hair. A few weeks ago she'd walked out the door with her long auburn hair that I'd always loved, only to come back several hours later with an "angled bob" which she claimed was more befitting a corporate setting. I suppose it didn't look bad, but it was like she was turning into this completely different woman.

		Presently she looked over, saw me clutching the sheets around my waist, and said, "Don't worry, it happens to lots of guys."

		Immediately I looked away from her, and glumly said, "I think I'm just stressed out about my job situation."

		She gave a bitter laugh. "You don't have a job situation. You have an unemployed situation."

		"You know what I mean," I muttered angrily.

		"Sure honey," she said with the hint of a smile on her lips. "Have you thought about my offer? You should come work for BBC!"

		"Jessica, I thought you were joking," I said with a sickly laugh.

		"Who's joking? You need a job. It's just something to get you back on your feet, something to get you out of the house finally. I think it would be really good for you, Gilbert."

		After a few moments of not responding, she added, "Well? Will you do it?"

		"Can't you see how embarrassing this is for me?" I snapped.

		She laughed. "Oh, stop being dramatic. I thought only girls are allowed to be so damn dramatic."

		"First of all, you're offering me a job as a secretary. I used to be an engineer. Secondly, I would literally be working for you."

		"Used to be," she mused, adjusting her cleavage in the mirror, "is the key phrase. Things change, okay? So it's time to grow the fuck up, Gilbert!"

		"I'm trying to," I whimpered.

		"You need to get your shit straight," she said sternly.

		Switching tactics, I begged, "Come back to bed."

		A little surprised, my wife turned, and raised one of her eyebrows, trying to read my expression. "Really?"

		"Yes," I said. "We can cuddle."

		It looked like she was about to burst out laughing. "Just cuddle?"

		I nodded sadly.

		Then she really did laugh at me. "Sorry, that does sound terrific, but I'll have to take a rain check. For a second I thought you meant you wanted to have sex. I wouldn't mind getting laid before work today, because I'm feeling sort of extra horny. Also, I'll text you if I have to stay late for work."

		"Again?"

		"Stop pouting," she said. "If it wasn't for BBC we wouldn't have a roof over our heads."

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		About a week later I decided to take the job. Of course I didn't want to take the job. But it seemed like the only way to keep Jessica from leaving me. Already I could see her patience with me dwindling on a daily basis. Plus the extra income (albeit not nearly as much as I was accustomed to) would help us with our financial situation. Moreover, I was hoping that getting out in the world again would help me with all of my sexual problems.

		That morning I woke up hungover and ready to stay in bed all day. When I finally struggled to my feet, I walked into the kitchen and saw that Jessica was returning from her morning jog.

		Damn she really did look good too. Her body had really toned up lately, her thighs and ass looked especially fuller and more muscular, and her tummy had never looked flatter. She was wearing a black hair band, a black sports bra, and a pair of tiny cheek-hugging shorts which looked exactly like her pink Adidas shorts except on the back were the letters: BBC.

		"New shorts?" I said, reaching for the coffee pot.

		"Yeah, you like them?"

		"I like your other ones better," I confessed, not wanting to add that —in my opinion— having words on your butt made you look cheap.

		"Well, just one of the perks of the job. Free swag. They've started hooking me up with lots of free clothing. Maybe if you play your cards right, they'll give you some free BBC clothes too. Cool, huh?"

		I shook my head and said, "This coffee is terrible."

		Unfazed by my terrible mood, Jessica wiggled off, heading for the shower. "We should leave within 30 minutes or we'll get stuck in traffic, okay?"

		A little depressed, I watched her curvy behind in her BBC shorts disappear around the corner. Fuck, I kept thinking. How did my life get so shitty?

		Jessica drove her Jetta. I'd never been to Jessica's work so I was surprised when we pulled into the parking deck of an imposing nine-story building largely made of glass and steel. She flashed her ID badge at the old black man grinning in his security guard uniform. While searching for a parking space, Jessica explained how well BBC was doing lately, which is why they were expanding next year into five other cities: Manhattan, San Francisco, Atlanta, Washington D.C., and Orlando.

		When I told her that those were some rather expensive zip codes she laughed and said, No Duh.

		Then we got out of the car.

		"Well, here we are," she said. "Are you nervous?"

		"Should I be?"

		She laughed at that. "You'll do fine. Just make sure to remember what I told you about addressing people. The people who run this company are really great, but they are sticklers when it comes to things like formality and respect. It took me a few days to get the hang of it, but eventually it starts to become natural."

		"Sure Jessica," I said. "Whatever."

		She looked at me sharply and said, "You mean Mrs. Jennings?"

		I couldn't believe it. Part of me clung to the notion that this was some kind of cruel prank my wife was playing on me since I was new. But there was something about the seriousness of her expression which suggested otherwise.

		The previous evening, over dinner, Jessica had told me that I was to address all of the sales associates and managers as either "Sir" or "Mrs." Apparently, this was required of all of the secretaries and support staff. She said that people had actually been fired over this issue, so it was not to be taken lightly.

		It was only that morning when we were getting dressed that it suddenly occurred to me that —according to this ridiculous rule— I had to address my own wife as "Mrs. Jennings." Meanwhile, everyone in the building could call me by my first name. I knew that it shouldn't bother me too much, but there was something undeniably uncomfortable about the situation.

		Then Jessica pushed her sun glasses up into her hair, grabbed her bag, and said cheerfully, "Come on, let's go get you signed in for your first day. I'm so proud of you honey. It takes a real man to do what needs to be done."

		I tried to address her as Mrs. Jennings, my lips started moving, but there was no sound coming out of my mouth.

		Smiling, she turned and started walking towards the elevators, her 2-inch high heels clicking over the pavement. It might have been my imagination, but it looked like now that we were at her job she was actually exaggerating the sway of her hips, almost rolling them so that the flanks of her ass cheeks swayed back and forth.

		She was wearing a black-and-white striped dress that was quite form-fitting and stopped midway between her knees and pelvis. When I asked her if her attire was perhaps a little too risqué for the business environment, she actually laughed at me and told me that she normally didn't take fashion tips from "one of her girls" i.e., one of her secretaries.

		Seething with anger, I didn't respond. But I knew when someone else was trying to put me in my place.

		We took the elevator and Jessica pushed the button for the 9th floor. On the 3rd floor a couple of black guys wearing matching red neckwear got on and immediately started talking to Jessica about their weekends. It was sort of weird to see her laughing at everything they said, touching her throat, and exchanging flirty comebacks whenever they teased her about something. Then the black guys got off on the 8th floor and I said, "Wow, so you guys have black guys working here too, huh?"

		"I hope that's not a problem," Jessica said.

		"No, it's not," I said. "But I couldn't help noticing that you didn't introduce me, or anything."

		"Oh my God, Gilbert, you're so damn sensitive," she said, turning to wait for the elevator doors to open.

		We got out. The layout of the 9th floor was mostly open-spaced with glass-paneled offices lining the outside wall of the building. It was a much bigger space than I had expected. It looked very modern. All of the furniture and fixtures were very new, trendy, and looked very expensive. The walkways were spacious, the workstations were all clutter-free. And most importantly, as a former office drone, I really appreciated the fact that they'd splurged on high quality recessed lighting instead of choosing those ubiquitous cheap florescent bulbs.

		Opposite the offices, one of the walls was bare except a giant mural of a blonde swimsuit model wearing cutoff shorts and a bikini top with the BBC logo on both of her plump breasts. Next to her was a black athlete with a ridiculously ripped physique, wearing only a pair of black compression shorts that also sported the BBC logo.

		"What do you think?" Jessica said, watching me as I tried to take it all in.

		"It's... interesting."

		Jessica glanced at the blonde swimsuit model and said, "Don't get any big ideas."

		I chuckled and shook my head. It was cute when Jessica got jealous, especially because it had been such a long time since she had. "Is this place trying to be the new Nike or something?"

		"Well BBC mostly does casual and athletic wear now. Swimwear too. We also do shoes. But there's talk that they might form a new BBC branch to create and distribute entertainment content like TV shows and movies. So there's room for growth. The BBC brand has really taken off in the past several months."

		"I see that."

		"Well, it's not the Taj Mahal," she said with an ironic smile, "but it's cozy."

		It was easy to see that Jessica took a lot of pride in her work environment. For some reason this seemed to irk me, but I didn't know why. As we continued walking together, she explained how all of the offices were filled with the sales associates and different department managers. While the desks right outside the offices were staffed with the secretary. My desk, she promised, was at the very end.

		"Where's your desk?" I asked, hoping that we would at least be close enough to chit-chat some.

		"Oh, that's funny," she said. "Dear, I'm an office manager. Which means that I have my own office. It's on the other side, however, so we probably will only see each other when I come over to check up on the girls. Or if your boss sends you over for an errand."

		Already I was liking this job less and less.

		Just then a large-breasted redhead in a short green dress scurried up to us. The sight of her wide eyes, long legs, pure white skin, and milk-swollen breasts, caused a throbbing sensation in my boxers. She reminded me of this actress in a TV show about the advertisement industry in the 50's. For the first time in a long time I could feel my cock start to twitch without me touching myself. Maybe this job wasn't going to be so bad after all.

		"Excuse me Mrs. Jennings," said the redhead.

		"Yes Lexi?"

		"It's Mr. Powers, ma'am," said the redhead, making an effort to use the proper formality. "He would like to see you in his office."

		"Okay Lexi, thank you," Jessica said. "You may go now."

		As the redhead sauntered away, I took in as much as my peripheral vision would allow. The green dress was stretched painfully tight over her backside. She was wearing these brown cowboy boots which made her ass look even more incredible as it swayed towards the elevators. The heels were about an inch high and I kept imagining what it would be like to bend her over one of these workstations and fuck her. More blood entered my penis.

		"Ah, you wish," said Jessica, reading my thoughts.

		"What?" I said, playing dumb.

		"Moron," said Jessica with a cruel little laugh. "First of all, she's way too much woman for you. Secondly, she's already spoken for. She's married to one of the guys here. I'm sure you'll meet him soon enough. His name is Max. You'll see what I mean."

		Timidly, I let Jessica lead me to a large glass-paneled corner office. The secretary sitting outside was blonde and pretty enough to be a Victoria's Secret model. Jesus, did they only hire ridiculously good-looking women at this place? Maybe getting a job here was the best thing I could have ever done.

		"He's inside Mrs. Jennings," the secretary said with a demure smile.

		"Thanks, I know!" said my wife.

		Standing around a large oak desk there were a group of black guys, all dressed in really expensive suits. When they saw Jessica enter the office, the well-dressed black men all turned and grinned affectionately. A more insecure man might have even thought that their reaction was more than just casual or appropriate for the corporate climate. In fact, they seemed to be looking at Jessica the same way I had just been gawking over the redhead outside.

		After a few preliminary words were exchanged between Jessica and the group of black guys, Jessica motioned for me to come forward.

		"This is Vince Powers," she said by way of introduction. "He is my boss. And now he's your boss too."

		He stood up from behind his desk now. Vince was a large man with enormous shoulders and tapered waist. He was dressed in slacks, dress shirt, and red suspenders which might have looked ridiculous on most men, but looked quite stylish on the well-built black man. His head was shaven, his face was smooth but for the manicured goatee around his wide and very thick lips. His skin was of midnight ebony color with matching dark eyes that flickered with unquestionable guile and intellect.

		I waited for him to make the first move, or gesture, but he seemed content to merely stand there and study me with a cold eye. Then he sat back down in his vacant chair, propped his elbows on the desk. His indifference towards me left me feeling uncomfortable and a little jittery.

		Luckily, Jessica was good at doing introductions.

		"Meet Gilbert, he's the newest edition to our pool of secretaries. He's a hard worker with a super good attitude! All you have to do is ask and he'll get anything you need!"

		"I'm Max," said one of the black men, stepping forward from the group to extend his hand out. "Nice to meet you, buddy."

		He had some of the largest hands I've ever seen on another man. His grip completely enveloped my own fingers, like an adult squeezing the hands of a child —so that when he squeezed down it felt like every bone in my hand was going to shatter. It took an act of will not to wince and when he finally let go I was incredibly grateful.

		Jessica, noticing the funny look on my face, said, "What's wrong, why are you making that face?"

		Automatically I turned to her and said, "I'm not making a face Jess—"

		On cue, every head in the room swiveled in my direction, causing me to come to an abrupt pause. Jessica was looking at me. Vince, Max, and the other black guys were looking at me. I realized then that they were waiting to see whether or not I was going to start my new job off on the right foot. All of their attention only made it more difficult. My knees felt weak and my throat was terribly parched. Finally, it took me a couple of tense moments before I managed to work up enough courage to say, "Nothing's wrong, Mrs. Jennings."

		Referring to my wife as "Mrs." made me feel stupid and ridiculous. I disliked the feeling intensely. My face must have been as red as it felt because Jessica smiled at me and said, "Don't worry, you're doing good, everything is fine."

		In his deep sonorous voice, Max said, "So how long have you been a secretary, Gilbert?"

		"Um, not long," I mumbled, too ashamed to look at anything but the ground.

		"Well," said Max, "you seem like a good boy. I'm sure that if you're willing to work hard and listen to other people, then you'll do just fine here at BBC."

		"Thank you," I said hastily. Weirdly enough, I felt better after hearing his compliment.

		But Jessica seemed displeased with my casual response, and said, "Thank you? Is that all, Gilbert?"

		It took me a moment to understand. Jessica was still looking at me, her jagged eyebrow arched in silent query. This caused me to turn my head away. I wanted to argue. My hands formed fists at my sides, but then I let them loose. But I also understood that for this job to work out, I was going to have to play their games, no matter how stupid and inane they were.

		"Gilbert?" Jessica said impatiently. "Do you have something to tell Max?"

		She said it like a question, but it was definitely a blunt statement.

		I looked at Jessica, then dropped my eyes in embarrassment.

		"Well," she said, "we're all waiting."

		Working up the nerve, I finally looked into the Africanized features of Max's face. His hard stare made me want to lower my eyes, but I managed to overcome the urge. It amazed me how much energy it cost to respond weakly, "Thank you, sir."

		There was nothing intentionally insulting about Max's response then, but when he smiled and told everybody, "See, I told you he was a good boy," it felt like I'd just been punched in the stomach. This wasn't how I envisioned my first day on the job. It was hard to escape the feeling that there was some type of private joke going on that everyone was privy to but me. Even my own wife seemed to be "working for the other team."

		"So, you're Jessica's brother, right?"

		"No, I'm her husband," I said. Then I quickly added, "Sir."

		"Really?"

		"Stop it Max," Jessica said with a careless laugh. "You already knew that. Stop teasing him. Can't you see he's having a hard enough time."

		Max nodded, still looking at me. "What do you think of BBC?"

		"I like it, I guess, sir."

		My ears were cast downward, but it seemed like everyone in the room was exchanging looks of amusement from my response.

		"Have you always wanted to work for BBC?" Max asked me.

		"Um, actually I just sort of heard about BBC from Jessica. She really likes working for BBC, that's for sure. I guess I found her excitement pretty interesting, sir."

		Max gave Jessica a friendly wink before excusing himself from the office, saying that he had some important business meeting to attend to.

		"We should get going to," Jessica said to Vince Powers. "I don't want to take up anymore of your valuable time."

		"You know my office is always open to you," Vince said, smoothing down his tie against his broad chest. When Jessica and I got all the way to the door, Vince called out, "Jessica, have you ever seen a big black cock?"

		"What?" she said.

		Vince looked at the other black men in the office, who silently looked on with smiling eyes. Then he looked back at Jessica. "I said, have you ever skied down Black Ridge Rock?"

		Jessica seemed relieved. "Oh, the ski resort, no. I haven't gone there. I haven't done much skiing since I was in college."

		"You should go sometime," Vince said. "Maybe I'll take you. I think you'd enjoy the ride."

		Out in the hallway, we passed the stunning redhead in the green dress, and it suddenly occurred to me what Jessica meant when she said I didn't have a chance.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		I was assigned to a man named Tyson Johnson who did little to hide his deep-seated resentment that I was his secretary.

		Tyson was one of the top sales reps for the whole BBC company; and according to his numbers (which I saw on a daily basis) he was pulling in six figures every quarter.

		Tyson was a handsome, charismatic black man who'd channeled his sense of competition into the lucrative field of professional sales. His problem was that he couldn't stop fucking his secretaries. Tyson was married to a gorgeous black woman who'd already given him three children. But this didn't stop him from impregnating the last three women who had the misfortune of answering the phone for him.

		Of course, all of the women were white —a fact which at first startled me, but after several months of working for BBC I had just grown to accept that the company was extremely progressive, which meant they liked to hire African-Americans for the executive positions, while hiring whites (usually extremely attractive white women) for the lower-paying jobs.

		It was definitely a trend. When I first brought this observation up to Jessica, she merely laughed at me, and said that I was showing my insecurity as a white male, since if the colors had been reversed, I wouldn't have batted an eye. Of course I hated how demeaning her laughter sounded just then, but at the same time I had to admit that she wasn't exactly wrong.

		"Stop being so old fashioned," Jessica told me. "Hello, black people aren't second class citizens!"

		"I know that, thank you."

		"It's time to wake up! It's time to come out of the Dark Ages, don't you think?"

		"You do realize that every time he fucks another woman," I said, referring to my boss, "he is cheating on his wife?"

		Then Jessica crossed her arms over her middle and assumed the aggravated stance and expression that had burst my masculine ego on so many occasions. "Are you upset because he's cheating on his wife? Or are you upset that he's breeding white women?"

		Wordlessly, I stared up at my wife with mortification, not only because her words were so provocative, but because they were so accurate. Finally, I said, "You've really changed, Jessica."

		"You keep saying that," she replied, peering at me from beneath a slice of her auburn hair.

		"A year ago you would have never talked to me like that. You would have never said those kinds of things."

		"Things were different then," she said. "But things change."

		"I hate this fucking job," I mumbled. "I feel like it's turning us into something we're not."

		"Speak for yourself," she said. "I love working there. It's the best thing that ever happened to me."

		"Yeah? Well, not me," I said. "They treat me like shit there. All day I'm either being yelled at or being made fun of by the other secretaries. They think it's hilarious to 'accidentally' send me texts about them fantasizing about one of their bosses. Not to mention that everyone still keeps pretending that I'm your brother and not your husband."

		"Oh my God, you really have been working as a secretary for too long," she said.

		"Yeah?"

		"Because you're totally starting to sound like a girl," Jessica said. "Maybe I'll tell Vince to make you start wearing dresses and short skirts and high heels to work. Would you like that dear? Would you feel more natural if you wore my panties to work? That's how you're acting."

		"Quit it," I snapped. "That's not fucking funny. Not for a fucking second."

		Jessica picked up her phone and started texting someone. "I bet you'd look so cute in my BBC shorts."

		"Who are you texting now?" I asked.

		"Vince."

		"Why?"

		"You know why."

		"Don't!" I gasped. "Please don't text Vince!"

		She put her phone down and looked at me with pity. "Dear, are you intimidated by Vince?"

		"What kind of question is that?" I said.

		"It's embarrassing," she said. "Before you started working there, I told everyone what a strong, hard-working guy you are. Then you show up and it's like, it's like —"

		"Like what?"

		"Never mind."

		"No, Jessica. I'd like for you to finish that thought. I'd like to know what you really think."

		"It's like you're not really a man at work."

		I drew in a sharp breath. "Wow!"

		"I'm sorry," she said. "But you did ask me to explain how I felt. I feel like you're becoming the girl in this relationship. When's the last time you fucked me?"

		"Um, yesterday, actually."

		"No, you didn't fuck me yesterday," she said. "You tried to fuck me. You kept slipping out though. Then when I rolled over and offered you doggystyle, you couldn't stay hard for very long. I ended up having to use my vibrator. You haven't fucked me in a few months actually."

		Standing there, I was immobilized when the realization struck. I shot my wife a baleful look from beneath my brows, then gradually raised my head to meet her unwavering eyes. Tears started streaming down my cheeks. "Maybe if I wasn't a fucking secretary, maybe if I didn't have to say sir and ma'am to everyone, maybe if I didn't have to call my own fucking wife Mrs. Jennings, maybe —"

		She interrupted me. "Dear, stop. You're just making excuses now. I'm sorry, I didn't realize that you were so sensitive these days."

		"I'm not sensitive, Jessica," I told her, wiping away the tears and clearing my throat. "I'm just tired, that's all."

		A look of unbelievable disappointment filled her stare as she studied me. "You've changed, Gilbert. You used to be so much stronger. I don't know what's happened."

		"Nothing's happened," I lied. "I'm the same person. Why are you being so mean to me, Jessica?" I said, reaching out to touch her shoulder.

		My wife retreated beyond my reach, then glared at me for several frosty seconds. "I can't stand this. I'm going out for some fresh air. Can you do me a huge favor? The kitchen is a dump. Do you mind cleaning a little while I'm gone?"

		Unable to stop myself, I nodded my head at Jessica and said, "Yes ma'am."

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		To show their appreciation for everyone's hard work and sacrifice, BBC was paying for a weekend retreat at the end of the month.

		Everyone in the office was going. Jessica's excitement was palpable. I'd never seen her so excited before. She was more excited than when we got married. On multiple occasions she'd made it abundantly clear to me that BBC had changed her life, but all the same it was going to be nice to finally get away from all the paperwork that she was responsible for at the office.

		As we got closer to the date, her excitement only increased. Usually when we got home, I'd make dinner while she sat at the table, drinking white wine, and looking over some of the brochures for the resort. There was going to be lots of drinking, and fine dining, and dancing.

		One night, as I started to wash all the dishes, I casually remarked, "I assume you'll be bringing your blue swim suit?"

		Jessica looked back at me with an odd expression, obviously trying to read what was on my mind.

		I was thinking that I wasn't exactly thrilled about Jessica strutting around in her bikini in front of all those black guys from work. That's what I was thinking. On multiple occasions I'd caught my own boss eyeballing Jessica as she walked down the hallway in one of her black pencil skirts and high heels. Whenever I caught him gawking at her like that, he would only give me an evil grin before sending me off to do some demeaning errand like wash his car or pick up his dry cleaning. How would he react if he saw her by the pool? Jessica's blue bikini had a full bottom and there was plenty of material to cover the front of her chest. But it still left the vast majority of her skin available to the male gaze.

		It was her first 'sexy' swimsuit too. Ironically, after a seemingly endless procession of one-piece swimsuits and unflattering two-piece suits, it had taken me many years of needling and coaxing my wife before I finally convinced her to take the plunge and buy something not so goddamn conservative. The first time she wore it to the beach I thought her knees were going to buckle before she reached the ocean. She was so nervous and unsure of herself back then. Now, it seemed incredibly unfair that such a victory would turn out to bite me in the ass.

		"I guess so," she said, rolling her eyes. "I'm not sure though. I might pick up something new since I've been working out so much."

		Giving her my most winning smile, I said, "Dear, I saw some really awesome one-piece swimsuits at the mall. They would be great for when you wanted to swim laps too."

		"Wow."

		"What?"

		"Nothing," she said, returning to the brochure of the resort. "By the way, Vince told me that he talked to you today. I'm sorry about the change of plans."

		Putting on a brave face now, I flipped the dish towel over my shoulder and said, "Well, it's only a couple of days. Just don't have too much fun without me."

		"Who? Me?" she said with an ironic smile.

		I smiled back at her so that she couldn't see how disappointed I actually felt.

		With just three days to go, Vince Powers called me into his office and told me that he had some bad news. Unfortunately, they needed me to stay and file a bunch of documents over the weekend, meaning that I could still come to the resort, but I'd have to leave a few days later. Then, just when I thought life couldn't get any worse, he told me that all the flights were booked for that day, so I'd have to drive my car, which tacked on another 8 hours.

		"You know," I said with a sheepish smile on my face, "I could always use the company. So if you wanted to wait and leave with me, I wouldn't object..."

		"No, that's okay."

		"I would do all the driving," I said, pleading my case. "And we'd still have several days of fun and relaxation."

		"You know I hate long car rides," she said. "Besides, Vince already paid for my airplane ticket. I'm riding first class with the other managers."

		"But it's not fair!" I said, suddenly losing my cool.

		Jessica looked at me with a cold stare as she rose from the table. Taking her resort brochure with her, she started to walk away, only getting a few steps, before she abruptly turned around. "Dear, this whining whenever you're unhappy has to stop. Listening to a guy whine is the most unattractive thing in the world. So, if you ever hope to fuck me again, you'll go ahead and change that fucking attitude."

		She was so furious that I could feel my face blush. I lowered my eyes and said, "Sorry, dear."

		"What?" she demanded harshly. "Speak up, I can't hear you when you mumble."

		In a low, creaky voice, I said, "I'm sorry, I won't whine anymore. I'm sorry, ma'am."

		The last part had come out unexpected, but when Jessica heard me she smiled, at first brightly, but then a little sadly, like she'd just realized a huge mistake had been made a long time ago.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		On the way to the resort, I tried to forget all of the petty humiliations I'd suffered in the past few months. Working as a secretary for BBC had been challenging. In some ways it was even more challenging than working as an engineer. But after a long string of twelve hour days, I felt I deserved a little rest and relaxation.

		Jessica and I had been fighting less, but we still hadn't made love since I'd started working as a secretary. In the office she always dealt with me in a firm and professional manner. And when we got home it was like our relationship had changed into something closer to a couple of siblings living under the same roof. An exhausting feeling of defeat pressed into me on the few times that we did try to make love. But at least Jessica was compassionate enough to tell me that sex wasn't everything, that she still loved me, and that more importantly there was a reason God had invented dildos.

		Arriving at the resort I realized that I would be spending the next few days in paradise. The place looked exactly like the brochure had advertised. There were endless stretches of white sandy beaches, Crystal-blue waters, Fern-banked lagoons, and tropical sunsets.

		"Oh honey, I'm home!" I said, opening the door to our rented room.

		But there was no sign of my wife. My bravado disappeared. It wasn't like I was expecting a big parade, but I thought she'd at least be happy to see me. This was the first time since our marriage that we'd been separated for more than a single night.

		That's when I saw the note she'd left by the TV.

		I quickly changed into some swimwear, tossed on a baggy T-shirt that successfully hid my beer gut, and headed out to find my wife.

		It didn't take long. Jessica was downstairs, outside by the pool. When I got there she was standing with a group of black guys, everyone dressed only in their bathing suits. They looked like they were having a pretty good time. Everyone was laughing and holding little plastic cups in their hands. It made me sad to see them with booze because Jessica had already sworn to leave me if I ever touched another drop again.

		Luckily, Jessica wasn't much of a drinker herself. If my wife was drunk she was doing a good job covering it up. Her bathing suit, on the other hand, was barely covering up anything at all.

		First of all, it looked a couple of sizes too small on her. Jessica's new suit was bright silver with an auburn checkered pattern printed on it. The colors blended nicely and complimented her stylish bob haircut —which clearly was no accident. Not that I cared too much about the colors of the suit.

		Her top was a style that (up until that precise moment) I had only seen on porn stars and professional swimsuit models. There were two small triangles of bright silver cloth that only covered the front of her full chest, leaving the tops, sides, and bottoms exposed. The nipples were clearly seen straining against the fabric. The straps were thin and barely seemed to hold her breasts in. As she walked around her tits rocked back and forth, threatening to free themselves at any moment.

		Below, her pubic mound was covered only by a small triangle of stretchy black material. There was no pubic hair sticking out, so obviously she was completely shaved for the occasion. The bottom was held in place by a couple of frilly strings tied on the sides of her flared hips. The strings were so thin and dainty that they looked like they could unravel at any moment.

		If it hadn't been so embarrassing to see my wife like this, so completely exposed, so completely slutty, it would have been the most erotic thing in the world.

		Squinting from a distance, it seemed like I could even see the puffy outline of her nether regions. And when she turned around I saw that her entire ass was only covered by a flimsy piece of string with the BBC logo printed in auburn-colored letters at the top.

		I was just about to march over there when I saw a huge black guy approach Jessica, wrapping up her nearly-nude body in a big bear hug so that her bouncy tits were smashed into his rock-solid chest. For some reason, this took the steam out of my sails immediately. I froze.

		It was Max!

		Trying to build up some courage, I continued watching from a distance as Max pulled out his cell phone so that he could hand it over to another black guy.

		Max wore a red swimsuit that was as long and loose as Nike basketball shorts. He was shirtless too, obviously enjoying the opportunity to show off his sculpted abs and large pec muscles which seemed to involuntarily twitch when he moved. The other black guy wasn't wearing a bathing suit, just some full-length camo pants and a Tommy Hilfiger polo that reached his knees.

		"Yo dawg, take some pictures of me and this snowbunny! She looking too good in her BBC bikini!" said Max.

		They exchanged high-fives and the other black guy said, "When did white girls get so sexy? Them titties is giving me some real bad jungle fever!"

		"Fuck yeah they is," said Max.

		I couldn't believe it. Both men were openly eyeballing Jessica as they commented on her body. And Jessica wasn't batting an eye. If anything, she seemed to actually relish their praise. My male instincts told me that this wasn't right and I should go over and put a stop to this immediately. But another part of me scoffed at the idea of intervention —because, after all, Jessica had brought on this negative attention by choosing to leave the hotel room in barely nothing.

		"Jessica," Max said, snapping his fingers at my wife. "Get that fine snowbunny ass over here so I can get a picture with you."

		"What? No way!" Jessica said. "You're a total pervert, Max."

		Max laughed. "Come on, me and you are going to look good together. With you rocking the BBC brand, they might just put us on some posters, coz we look like models."

		"Speak for yourself," Jessica said, adjusting the side-knots of her thong bikini.

		"Come on, baby. I need some new pictures to update my Facebook profile."

		"Fine, just a few though," Jessica said, gingerly walking over to the hulking black man whose grin only widened the closer all of her exposed white flesh got to him. Then they established eye contact and Max put his arm around Jessica's shoulder, looking down at her with a mixture of arrogance and flirtiness.

		"Girl, you're killing it in that bikini. You rocking the shit out of it!" Max said.

		Jessica giggled a little. "Thanks Max."

		"No thank you!"

		"I'm so glad you like it," she said.

		"Did you wear it just for me?" he asked.

		With a facetious and flirty laugh, my wife said, "You'll never know!"

		"Damn white girl, you're killing me!"

		Jessica giggled.

		"Let me see the booty."

		"What?"

		"The booty," he demanded. "You know us brothas like the booty. Let me see that perfect white booty."

		Jessica must have been more intoxicated than I had imagined because she suddenly turned around, paused, then gave her thonged ass a few shakes, giving Max an unobstructed view of the little triangle cloth between her butt cheeks that said BBC.

		When she turned around again (and not a moment too soon) Max established eye contact and smiled a big happy grin. "You should dress like that every day."

		"You'd never get any work done!" Jessica said, returning his stare.

		Max laughed again. "You know what I like about you? You don't just work there, you really embrace the BBC brand."

		"Speaking of..." Then Jessica gave Max a quick once-over herself and said, "What are those? Gym shorts? Looks like someone is too cool to embrace the BBC brand like the women do."

		Max's eyes looked like they were glowing now, literally glowing.

		"Oh yeah," he said. "We'll see about that."

		Without further delay, Max hooked his thumbs underneath the elastic strip in his shorts, then violently yanked down his shorts, revealing the pair of male swimming briefs he was wearing. Like Jessica's suit, Max's briefs looked a couple sizes too small. In some ways they resembled Speedos, made of lycra, and were the same colors as the Jamaican flag. Unfortunately, the outline of his genitalia was impossible to miss. It looked positively grotesque. There was simply no missing the distinct size and shape of his oversized mushroom head —desperately straining against the stretchy fabric— just below the BBC logo.

		The big revelation left a lasting impression on my wife. It was a sad scene. Very difficult to observe. Her jaw dropped, her eyes widened, and then she just kept giggling, too stupefied to turn away from the enormous bulge in Max's briefs.

		Noticing the effect Max was having on her, he grinned and gave a few playful pelvic thrusts. "Like what you see?"

		Not only was Jessica speechless, but apparently she was completely unaware that this whole time the other black guy was taking pictures of her incredulous reaction.

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		Five or ten minutes later, Jessica broke away from the group and started walking towards the bar. Not only were the guys staring, but she was also gathering the attention of the females too. The whole way Jessica kept her chin up high, her shoulders back, her eyes wide and clear. With every step it seemed like her confidence was growing.

		She saw me standing by some trash cans. "Hey, you made it!" she called out brightly.

		"Yeah, no problem," I said, pretending everything was okay.

		"You want a drink?"

		"Jessica?" I said, waiting.

		"Oh right," she said. "Sorry, baby. I should have been more sensitive to your drinking problem. They have sodas and juice too."

		At the sound of 'juice' some black guys in a nearby group looked over at me and started laughing in a smug way. I didn't know their names. They appeared much younger than me and Jessica, like they were either interns or just out of college. The black guys didn't even work on the same floor, but I'd passed them in the elevator or parking deck, etc.

		Looking over Jessica's shoulder now, I realized that the entire group of young black guys was staring at the shape of her buttocks. When they realized they'd been caught looking at her, they didn't look away. I narrowed my eyes at them. But they just returned my stare with their own looks of intense disdain.

		Sadly, I turned away.

		Then I grabbed Jessica by the elbow and leaned in to whisper, "Do you think we could go talk somewhere for a second?"

		She yanked her elbow back and smiled up at me. "We are talking."

		Then I gave her a look which caused her to roll her eyes. "Okay, fine. Anything for my lovely hubby. But I really hope you're not in a bad mood. It's been so nice these past few days. Everyone has been having such a good time."

		As we turned to leave I heard some of the black guys whistle in appreciation of the view they got as Jessica walked away.

		All around the pool there were little tables. The tables were circular and had large umbrellas spread out like flowers. We found one that was unoccupied and sat down. When I opened my mouth to speak, Jessica held up her hand because she needed a moment to answer a text message on her phone. As her thumbs flew across the screen I sat there, unable to tear my eyes away from her bikini top which barely covered up her tits. I was still a little cranky from the drive, but my cock started to twitch underneath the table.

		After she was done texting she put her phone on the outdoor table and looked at me. "What's up?"

		"Are you having fun, dear?"

		She pretended not to notice my sour tone. "I think we already established I was."

		"Jessica," I said, shaking my head, "I'm not trying to hurt your feelings. But I'm not sure that you're completely aware of the messages your sending by wearing that bathing suit."

		"What does that mean?"

		"It means that I'm a guy ... and I know how guys think. Especially when they see girls like you walking around, flaunting their bodies like that. It's one thing to dress that provocatively in our bedroom, but you have no idea what other people are thinking when they see you dressed like that in public."

		"I haven't heard any complaints yet. Besides, all the other girls have the same idea," she said, smiling brightly, waving her hand in the air.

		I looked over at the pool again, methodically surveying the resort guests, shocked by what I saw.

		Oh shit, I thought.

		At first, I had been so focused on my wife's attire (or lack of attire) that I had failed to realize that there were at least twenty or thirty other women from the office wearing identical bathing suits. Or, at any rate, they were practically identical. Many of them wore just incredibly tiny string bikinis with the BBC logo on their butt cracks —or alternatively, on the front part of the bathing suit bottom, right above their pussies. Unencumbered by the support of a regular bathing suit, their huge breasts were left to jiggle and bounce freely in public. Their round asses stuck out from behind them. It was like being at a Hugh Hefner party, but instead of the Playboy symbol everywhere you turned, there was the omnipresent BBC logo.

		Then I realized something else, something which shouldn't have bothered me, but nonetheless did. Quite a bit.

		As a white male, I was a minority in the group. There were only six or seven other white guys —who were all single, around my age, maybe a little older, gawking at the scantily clad women from afar. Of the other white guys, it looked like they were just resort guests who'd accidentally stumbled on the BBC employee party. Like myself, many of them had full guts, thin arms, receding hairlines, and doughy faces. When dressed up in business attire, they probably looked quite presentable. But out here, however, by the pool, in the world of fun and sun, none of us were getting attention from the women walking by.

		It was a stark contrast to the black guys from BBC.

		Like Max, all the black guys had sleek muscular bodies and strong white teeth that gleamed as they mingled with the women around the pool. Not only were they in great shape, but they had an easy confidence which was impossible not to notice.

		Also noteworthy: the majority of the women were white, like Jessica, all strutting around the pool in their skimpy bikinis, proudly promoting the BBC brand. Though there were a few sexy Latinas and black women with huge asses and thick thighs —gaining them the lustful glances from the ripped black guys. And I even spotted a couple of Asian women who had smaller, lithe bodies, but still looked good in the BBC bikinis.

		Jessica had a smug, satisfied look on her face. She was watching me now. She was probably waiting for me to pick my jaw up off the floor. "Well?"

		"It's like we're in Martin Luther King Jr.'s fantasy," I quipped. "Everyone seems to be getting along. Not many white dudes though."

		Jessica made a mock pout and said, "No, not many white boys at all."

		"I wonder what your mother and father would say if they could see you walking around the pool with your ass and tits hanging out."

		She didn't deign to answer, and only stared at me with open contempt for even suggesting such a thing.

		"Sorry," I said humbly. "I'm just surprised is all. I wasn't expecting to see my wife in a bathing suit that invited so much male attention."

		Jessica made an unflattering snorting sound, implying that she didn't care how many people looked at her.

		"You think that's funny?" I said, annoyed.

		"I think life is too short to go around worried about what other people think of you," she said sternly.

		Barely controlling my temper, I looked at the great blue expanse of the swimming pool. "This is a pretty nice resort. Better than I had expected. I wonder where the white dudes are?"

		"I don't see anyone complaining," she said, nodding to a couple of athletic black guys in the pool. Both black guys had a couple of blondes on their shoulders, engaging in a playful chicken fight. "Welcome to 2018."

		Jessica was just starting to excuse herself from the table when Vince Powers appeared from nowhere. He wore only flip-flops and some low-cut BBC briefs that were shrink-wrapped around his crotch. It was hard not to feel jealous of a man who could pull off such a skimpy bathing suit. I would have looked incredibly ridiculous in such a suit. Vince, however, looked like some god carved out of dark ebony.

		The last rays of a fading sunset were highlighting the muscled ripples of his abdomen, the thick and sharply defined pectoral muscles, and the jet black circles that were his nipples. But what was most captivating was the extremely prominent bulge that was pushing hard against the skimpy suit he had chosen to wear. Like Max, Vince was obviously blessed with an enormous package which he clearly enjoyed showing off. The fabric where the head of his impressive member was so gratuitously outlined was wet, evidence of a recent dip in the pool.

		Unfortunately for me, being in the presence of such a well-endowed man, left my own penis in a state of shriveled embarrassment.

		Jessica, on the other hand, was a different story.

		As soon as she saw the large black man approach our table, she got up with a squeal of delight. It was like she was a teenager again. She ran over and jumped up into his beefy dark arms, wrapping her legs around his waist so that he had no choice but to hold her. Then she looped her arms around the back of his neck, arched the front of her body against his.

		"Wow," said Vince, adjusting his hands so that they were under the weight of Jessica's buttocks. His eyes moved over her, taking in her affected pout and the large, wobbly breasts that jutted against his hard ebony chest. "Somebody missed me."

		"Where were you?" Jessica demanded.

		"I had some business to take care of."

		"You left me all alone."

		Just then Vince noticed me sitting there, too stunned to say or do anything. The sight of Jessica's reaction, followed by the sight of her wrapped around Vince's body, had filled me with so many intense and conflicting emotions. It was all too much. I needed a drink. I needed about a hundred drinks.

		While Jessica squirmed against him, Vince nodded in my direction and said, "You're not all alone. Are you?"

		She declined with an adamant shake of her head. "You know what I mean."

		Vince opened his mouth, exposing two rows of perfectly white teeth. "I know you look pretty sexy in your new bathing suit."

		"You told me if I wore it today then you would give me something special," she said, pouting a little.

		"Oh, don't worry about that," he said, sliding one of his hands along the expanse of a smooth thigh tightly coiled around his body. "I'm going to give you something very special indeed. Now why don't you get down, sexy. Everyone is starting to stare."

		"I don't care," said Jessica.

		"I do," said Vince.

		Returning to the table, Jessica gave me a lopsided grin. When she saw me shaking my head in dismay, her eyes became cold and challenging. She looked at me and said, "What?"

		"Um, nothing," was the only think I could think to say.

		Easing himself into the chair next to Jessica, Vince said, "Sorry, I've been on the phone all day with China. They're dragging their ass again. I might have to fly out there myself if we want our new fall BBC collection on time. So how are you guys doing?"

		"Fine, sir," I muttered, then catching myself.

		Jessica smiled at this. "Gilbert, I need to tell you something. And this is probably as good of a time as any."

		My wife's voice was so sweet and innocent-sounding, that I didn't initially react. However, her next statement threw me into a state of pure turmoil.

		"Well, I'm pretty sure that you can already tell that something is going on between me and Vince. Considering all of the problems me and you have had in the bedroom, I figured it was time to seek some help. And lucky for me, Vince was more than ready to help me out."

		"Damn right," Vince said, winking at Jessica's tits. "Sometimes I think I was put here on earth to give sexy white girls like you the BBC experience."

		When Jessica saw the confusion on my face, she smiled a little testily, and said, "No, it's not what you're thinking. He means big black cock. Letters can stand for more than one thing. It's like a pun, or something."

		Jessica and Vince enjoyed a good laugh together.

		Gritting my teeth, I emphasized each word. "You have been cheating on me?"

		"Please," my wife said, "this has been coming for a long time. I'm not getting any younger. You're definitely not getting younger. If you can't perform your husbandly duties, I don't see why I have to suffer too. Do you have any idea how horny I get sometimes? It's crazy, I feel like a teenage boy sometimes. Honestly, if it wasn't for Vince, I'd either be going crazy or fucking janitors. I think that you can agree that Vince is a much better option. Everyone at work says we're a cute couple."

		"Everyone at work?" I said, making fists and shaking my head.

		Ignoring my boiling rage, Jessica drew herself up straight and said in an overly calm voice, "Come on Vince. You promised me something special if I wore this bathing suit. It's time for you to deliver."

		Vince slapped her ass pretty hard. "You keep talking like that and you're going to get a black cock in your mouth."

		"I'm counting on it," she said.

		Leaving me to pick up the pieces of my shattered world, Jessica and Vince linked hands and started to saunter back to the hotel room together. It was Vince who actually stopped and turned around. He looked at me and said, "You coming?"

		Jessica was as surprised as I was. "You want Gilbert to come? Why?"

		"I like it when the husband watches," he said. "But only watches."

		Jessica started laughing. "Why in the world do you like that?"

		Vince thought about it for a second. "Well, ever since I was a little boy, my fantasy was to get a time machine and go back to the Old South. I have a thing for pretty Southern Belles. And the sadistic asshole in me has always fantasized about fucking some of those southern belles right in front of their piece-of-shit slave-trading husbands. Breeding those bitches the same way that the white man used to breed African slaves."

		"Wow," said Jessica, nodding. "That's deep."

		"Yeah, and since I don't got no time machine," Vince said, "this is the next best thing."

		Jessica sucked in a sharp breath, turned to me with slitted eyes. "I was sort of hoping to be alone with Vince tonight. But then again, maybe Vince can teach my husband a few things. So I guess my answer is yes."

		"Gilbert, you coming?" said Vince in a stern voice.

		It must have been the conditioning of the last several months. Because through a mist of pain and humiliation, I found myself rising to my feet and following my wife and her new lover. Together, in their tiny swimwear, they were such a striking couple. It seemed foolish to say anything other than, "Yes sir."

		

		

		

		Part Seven

		

	
		As soon as we were in the hotel room, they embraced, and it was easy to see that they had a natural chemistry.

		A cuckold, I thought to myself. Jessica has turned me into a cuckold.

		It was unbelievable. She had taken the last shreds of my manhood and ripped them apart. Murderous rage was what I should have been feeling. But for some reason, the sight of her and her black boss together was giving me one of the most painful erections of my life. Part of me hated Vince for taking control of my wife's sex life. But another part wanted him to fuck Jessica, to make her pay for all of the pain and humiliation she'd caused me. It was quite confusing.

		Like a schmuck, I went over and sat down on a small couch while Jessica and Vince continued making out by the large King-sized bed. It wasn't hard for them to remove their clothes since neither was wearing very much. Self-conscious about my own body, I kept everything on, even my shoes.

		"Here, hold this!" Jessica said, tossing the bottom of her bikini at me. "At least you're good for something."

		Then she turned back to Vince, looking at his naked body with hungry eyes.

		I had never seen such a large penis on another man. It hung down between his legs like a pendulum, swinging back and forth when he made the slightest movement. Even limp, he was twice my size. Clearly not all men were created equally. My lovely wife, unfortunately, felt the same. Jessica watched, fascinated, as her eyes fluttered open to gaze up at him vaguely.

		Then I closed my eyes, reluctantly listening to the wet sounds they made as they ravenously kissed each other, devouring one another's mouths, Jessica moaning loudly against his thick lips. When I looked again I saw the couple staring into each other's eyes. Jessica had that flirty little smile she reserved for moments of intimacy. Vince kept one of his hands on her waist, while another hand greedily grabbed and massaged her ass cheeks, causing my wife to smile even more.

		"Mmm, baby," she said. "I've been waiting for this all day. I can't stop thinking about you."

		"You're so fucking sexy," Vince said, smacking Jessica on her ass.

		"Owch!"

		"That's my ass!" he said.

		She laughed a little. "That actually hurt."

		"If you think that hurts, wait until you see what I have in store for you now."

		They went back to kissing, exchanging big sloppy kisses. One of Jessica's hands tentatively worked its way down Vince's six-pack stomach until she found the treasure she sought. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft of his dark ebony rod.

		Vince grunted in animal delight as Jessica started stroking him. "You like that, don't you?"

		"God yes," she said.

		"My cock looks good in your hands."

		She glanced down at the sight of her white fingers coiled around the extremely dark shaft. The contrast was amazing and she told him so.

		He chuckled a little.

		"Your cock is so huge," she said. "Do you like it when I rub it?"

		"Oh yes," he said.

		Jessica continued standing there, looking up at him, smiling while she stroked his cock.

		He started growling a low, primitive growl. "Get down."

		"You want me to —"

		"Get down on your fucking knees," he said in a voice that would not take no for an answer. "Now!"

		"Yes sir," she said, capitulating immediately.

		"Good girl," said Vince. "That's the right answer."

		"Finally," she said, licking the sweat off her upper lip, "I get to taste it again. I think I'm addicted or something. Holy shit, it's so fucking beautiful!"

		"Better than your husband's?"

		"Who?" she said.

		"The secretary you drive to work with every day," elaborated Vince.

		They both found this joke incredibly funny.

		"Black is definitely better than pink," Jessica finally said. "It looks so juicy and masculine. I almost cum just thinking about it."

		Vince laughed. "Yeah, you're not the only one who's been waiting for this to happen. I knew that first day you walked into my office that you were made for BBC."

		To my chagrin, Vince seemed to be able to bring out a certain physical side of Jessica that I had never brought out in all of our years of friendship and marriage. Afraid of what I was about to witness, and feeling quite helpless, I sank to the floor, burying my hands in my face before looking back up to see what they were doing.

		"Open slut," Vince said, grabbing a big handful of Jessica's hair and twisting it around his wrist. "Suck that cock like you were born to. Show your husband what a slut you are for black men."

		Then he let go of her hair, but warned her about using her teeth.

		Jessica looked at him, her bright eyes wide with the obedience of a lapdog. His long cock was bobbing right in front of her face. It was swollen and thick and bulged with ugly veins.

		Then he pushed his monstrous swollen cock between her lips and started working it back and forth, deeper into Jessica's mouth.

		Her instincts were to push away since he was making her gag and choke on his meat, but before she could get away he reached down and grabbed her by the head again, getting another big handful of her hair with his dark grasp, and yanking her hard so that eventually she started to calm down. It didn't take long before her face was shiny with her own saliva. She had tears in the corners of her eyes and he kept urging her to look up at him while he stroked his fat black cock in and out of her mouth.

		"Look at me, Jessica. That's it. Good girl. Let me see those pretty eyes. You look so sexy now," he said, yanking her head back and forth.

		Jessica was in a state of total submission. She began to moan in unison with the thrusts of his black weapon. Without being told to, she reached up and started to fondle the man's big black balls, trying to coax his valuable semen out. While she played with his nut sack, she stuck her other hand between her legs, slipping her long middle finger into the velvety folds of her warm snatch.

		Vince looked like he was getting ready to bust already. He suddenly pulled his cock out of Jessica's mouth and smiled down at her, his broad white teeth looking exceptionally bright. "Oh shit, Jessica. You really were born to suck black cock."

		"Thanks," she said, still playing with herself while kneeling before him. "I like it."

		"I can tell," said Vince.

		"It's sort of humbling to suck such a big cock like yours," she said, using her palm to wipe off some of the saliva from her cheeks. "But I also feel very proud too."

		Vince looked positively curious. "Proud? Explain."

		Jessica was beaming. She was in white slut heaven now. With his black cock resting against her cheek, she said, "I guess it makes me feel proud that I can actually please a man as powerful and masculine as you."

		"Ah, that makes sense," Vince said. "Sucking big black cock gives you white girls bragging rights."

		Jessica laughed at that, and gave him a knowing grin. She was still smiling when she reached back between her thighs. "You know it! My girlfriends are going to be so jealous! This totally makes me an alpha female."

		This made Vince roar with laughter. He wasted no time in picking Jessica up and throwing her down on the bed. Then he laid down next to her and started to feel her hot bald pussy with his fingers. Her head was propped up on some pillows, and she lay there, looking directly at me as Vince slid one finger into her pussy. Her face was badly flushed. Her nipples were solid. She closed her eyes and sighed as he pushed his big dark finger in and out of her, making little squishy sounds. She just smiled with closed eyes and Vince removed his finger and went down and started licking her pussy. Jessica was so turned on by her black lover that it didn't take long before she started cumming on his tongue.

		"Damn that pussy tastes so good," Vince said, coming up for air.

		Jessica swore in a way that was racially insensitive.

		Smacking his big lips, Vince said, "Tastes like strawberries."

		"Oh shit, oh baby!" Jessica said, still trying to get some air back in her lungs.

		"I could eat this white pussy all day," said Vince. "But right now I need to fuck you."

		"Please," is all Jessica could mutter, her thighs still trembling in the aftershock of her first orgasm.

		Vince moved above her, like he was going to fuck Jessica missionary style. He rested his massive black dong against her pubic mound. It occurred to me that several minutes ago this was the same area of her body that was covered up by the BBC logo on the bottom of her bikini. Now she had the real thing, all swollen and thick with veins, ready to enter her body.

		"You ready for this black cock, Jessica?"

		"I was born ready!" she said, squirming beneath her black boss. "I'm so horny!"

		Vince chuckled. "You're always horny, that's what I love about you."

		"No, you just make me horny."

		Then Jessica started to moan louder than I'd ever heard her before. Vince put his arms underneath the backs of her knees, angling her pussy up as his large well-shaped buttocks flexed. First the large reddish-purple mushroom head, then the coal-black shaft started to slip in and disappear into Jessica's white cunt. Vince was quiet, but Jessica was practically yelling out as she struggled to accommodate such a large man. He fucked her slowly at first, if only out of necessity. But it didn't take long for Vince to get to the point where he could pause with his huge black balls resting against Jessica's anus. She continued to squirm and writhe in pleasure, gripping the sheets, moaning like a whore, swearing oath after oath.

		I was dumfounded. It was almost too much to process. Sitting there with a penis approaching semi-erection once more, covered only by my bunched-shorts, I felt an electricity in my body. Jessica had never looked so feminine and sexual than she did with Vince hammering his black rod in and out of her pussy. The contrast of skin colors was amazing. Sometimes Vince would pull out, but leave the head inside so that the pink elastic ring of Jessica's pussy entrance was wrapped around the end of his dark shaft. She looked so stretched out and airtight. Then Vince would mercilessly hammer himself back inside her, over and over again, spurred on by the shrill cries he was getting from the beautiful white woman underneath him. His long strokes always yielded the loudest screams. From time to time, they would pause to probe each other's mouths with their tongues, like lovers addicted to each other's taste.

		Unable to resist, I stuck my hands in my shorts and proceeded to stroke myself, trying to block out all of the humiliation that I was feeling.

		Another ten minutes passed with them fucking —while I sat there alone on the opposite couch, merrily jerking off as I watched the show.

		From there they went to doggystyle, with Jessica offering up her spread butt cheeks to the large black man. He smiled lustfully as he looked down and gripped her narrow waist. But just then he told Jessica to face the other direction since that way she could be facing me as she creamed all over his cock.

		"Let's show him what you look like when you're getting fucked by a real man."

		When I heard these words my first instinct was to look away and let go of my erection, no matter how much I wanted to finish jerking off. Now that both of them were looking in my direction it made enjoying the show much harder. Blood rushed to my cheeks, overwhelming me with the shame of a man who'd finally realized how far I'd fallen.

		"Gilbert, watch!" snapped Jessica. "You need to see this. I want you to see how Vince fucks me —"

		Jessica broke off, her eyes rolling back in her head as obviously Vince was entering her from behind. Her soft lips began making an O-shape as she cooed, "Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh yeah."

		Suddenly Vince started fucking her from behind, slamming his ebony rod into her pussy, causing her to swear with lust.

		I couldn't help it. The sight of her swaying breasts was too much and before I realized it, I was stroking my penis again. This time I didn't even try to hide my baby erection in my pants. Instead I pulled it out, openly assuming the role of the weak-willed cuckold who got off on being married to a woman who preferred much stronger men.

		It didn't take long before the couple started to reach a shared climax. When Vince told Jessica he was going to cum inside her, Jessica told him no, that she wasn't on anything, but Vince only smiled and said, "Don't worry about it, everything is going to be okay, baby."

		I'm not sure if Jessica knew what he meant by that, but I certainly did. It was the most intense orgasm of my life.

		After that amazing night, after we left the resort and returned home, our life resumed a type of normalcy. Really the only differences were the changes in our bedroom, which only constituted a small proportion of who we were as a married couple. Now that my status as a cuckold was established, it seemed that many of the tensions in our marriage had gone away. It took me a long time to figure out that one of my problems was that I had always been trying to project an image that wasn't true to my real-inner self. Vince and Jessica continued seeing each other, which was fine by me. She was always in a good mood when she returned from one of his horse-fuckings. Plus it gave me some alone time to work on my model airplanes —a hobby I'd picked up to substitute drinking alcohol. Later, when Jessica announced the news of her pregnancy nobody was surprised that the baby belonged to Vince. The biggest obstacle we faced was explaining to our parents how our baby had black skin, brown eyes, and curly black hair. But that's a whole different story.

		

		THE END
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