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		Part One

		

	
		Kelly was on her hands and knees with her ass pushed up high in the air. She was already exhausted and it showed. Strands of her blonde ponytail had come loose, her face was starting to redden, and her well-toned arms were already shaking badly.

		Then she felt a pair of hands on her lower back, moving down.

		From above he bracketed her hips with his strong hands, steadying her. "One more, give me one more!"

		This was Tyson, Kelly's personal trainer. Tyson was a black guy and almost 6'2". Before becoming a personal trainer, he'd played some football at Florida State.

		"Are you trying to kill me?" Kelly complained.

		"I'm trying to help you," the black man said. "Now give me one more, and keep that booty down!"

		Initially Kelly had wanted to find a female personal trainer. The thought of working out with another girl just made her feel more comfortable. But Tyson had spotted Kelly from across the gym, cornered her —and when he found out that she'd just signed up at the fitness center, he offered to give her five sessions for free. It was hard to pass up a deal like that. Later on, the sessions went surprisingly well and Tyson seemed to know a lot about exercise and diet. But when Kelly hesitated, the large friendly black man sweetened the pot by offering to train Kelly's husband for free. And Kelly, of course, was a sucker for a good deal.

		"I can't," she said, huffing and puffing.

		"One more, just give me one more!" he said. "No excuses!"

		Today she was wearing a pair of tight black yoga pants and a pink sports bra. "You said that last time!"

		"Here I'll help you."

		Out of all the exercises, push-ups were Kelly's least favorite. They were so hard. It had taken two months of grueling workouts with Tyson before she could even do a single push-up by herself. But now she was more than exhausted. As she kicked her legs back, and braced her palms against the floor, she complained again.

		"Less talk, more work!" he commanded.

		Then she felt his big dark hands clamp down on both sides of her tummy which wasn't hard, but was very flat thanks to a low-carb diet and plenty of cardio. Whenever Kelly got tired her tendency was to push her ass up in the air, but Tyson tried to relieve some of the weight by standing directly over her, straddling her, and then guiding her waist.

		"Come on, push!" he barked. "Don't be a do-nothing bitch!"

		His deep, authoritative voice triggered something in Kelly and she found herself doing as he commanded. She lowered herself to the ground so that the cups of her sports bra grazed the gym mats, before exploding back up into Tyson's masterful grip.

		"Good job," he said, keeping his hands around her waist. "Now give me one more!"

		"Are you kidding?!?" Kelly said, feeling like she wanted to cry.

		"No pain, no gain!"

		"I seriously can't!"

		"Give me one more or I'll make your life a living hell!" Tyson said.

		This time Kelly was able to go down, but in order to get up, she needed a lot of assistance from Tyson. She was straining and grunting like an animal as she felt him readjust his hands around her waist and start to pull her up into him again.

		"Come on, keep that booty low! You're almost there!"

		"I'm ... try... ing..."

		As soon as her set was over Kelly collapsed onto the floor. Her arms just gave out. Face down, she struggled to get her breath back while listening to the clank of weights and the pulsating techno music that they pumped into the gym. The gym was located in the middle of a small suburban town and most of the people there were trying to attain that perfect, athletic body like Tyson had.

		"Good job, girl," he said, towering over her in his shiny basketball shorts and mesh tank top which showed off his sculpted upper body.

		"Thanks."

		"You want to check out the scales, Kelly?"

		She hesitated. "Um, I don't know."

		"Come on, don't be chicken. It'll be fine. Just remember that muscle weighs more than fat. So a higher number doesn't necessarily mean you're doing something wrong."

		"Well, if it's too high," she said, "I might be suicidal. That's all."

		"Stop playing, girl," Tyson said. The weight scales were in the back area where they had water fountains and locker rooms. "Come on, let's go weigh in. I'm sure you're going to be pleased. Besides, some men actually like women with a little meat on them bones."

		Kelly turned her head so that he couldn't see her smile. It was harmless flirting, but she never wanted him to become too comfortable making remarks like that. Even if she enjoyed it too.

		On more than one occasion, Kelly had caught herself checking Tyson's body out. It was hard not too —especially in this sort of environment where everyone was checking out everyone else's body. It seemed like he had muscles on top of other muscles. There wasn't an ounce of fat on him. His skin was so black and so smooth that Kelly sometimes wanted to reach out and touch him, see what he felt like. They simply didn't make people like that where Kelly grew up.

		At first Kelly managed to convince herself that her interest was mostly professional since she wanted to make sure she was listening to the right person. But there had been times when she found herself looking at his big arms, his rock hard abs, his powerful-looking ass, and those huge black hands because it gave her body a dirty, naughty, tingling feeling.

		She was married though. And he was, after all, black.

		Most of Kelly's experience with black people were through TV sets and the radio. Mostly she liked blonde guys with blue eyes and cute asses in Dockers slacks. (Her husband, David, had a cute butt!) But during the past few months she'd found herself curiously checking out black guys in the street, or on TV, wherever. It was probably just a passing phase, Kelly figured. It was probably related to the fact that all of her exercise had only increased her libido. More than anything, it seemed quite harmless though; especially because she was happily married.

		Finally Kelly and Tyson were standing by the scales. Tyson took a second to grab a mouthful of water from the fountain, then gestured for her to hurry up. Megan was anxious and waited for her personal trainer to adjust the sliding weights until everything was balanced.

		"One hundred and... thirty... no... twenty... twenty... twenty-three!"

		Kelly's eyes popped open. "Are you kidding?"

		"Look for yourself," Tyson said with a big smile pasted across his face. "One hundred and twenty-three pounds of lean, mean, ass-kicking machine! You go girl!"

		"That's amazing!"

		"You're one tough white girl!" he said, breaking out into a big grin.

		For the second time that day, Kelly wanted to cry. But this was different because now she wanted to cry from happiness. Her goal had been 125 pounds and she'd already beaten that!

		"Yippee!" she said, glancing once more at the numbers on the scale. "We did it!"

		"Ah, but we can do better, right?" he said.

		Then, before she realized what was going on, she found herself turning, leaping into her personal trainer's arms. He caught her a little awkwardly and smiled. She could tell that he was somewhat surprised to suddenly have her legs wrapped around his waist. Then for the next several moments, neither of them spoke or moved. Kelly swallowed, hearing the gulp herself and knowing that he probably had, too.

		"You can put me down now," she said in a soft voice.

		He looked at her with his implacable dark stare.

		She looked deeply into his eyes, as though desperate to be told what to do next.

		While his hands moved under her, he took her mouth boldly, sweetly, teasingly, and continued to kiss her until they were breathless. When they broke apart, he buried his face in the crook of her neck and whispered, "I've wanted to do that for a long time."

		"Put me down," she said in a barely audible voice.

		"What?" he said.

		"Put me down, please."

		"Why?" he finally said. "Maybe I don't want to put you down."

		Her senses were already starting to return, thankfully. So Kelly shrugged, tried to make it seem like she was joking. "You're going to get tired. I don't want your arms to get sore with all my weight."

		"You're nothing, you're tiny," Tyson said, licking his thick lips. "I could hold you all day."

		Kelly ignored that, and started to climb out of Tyson's arms. It had been somewhat surprising to her that he didn't fight her now, but merely allowed her to get back down on her size six Adidas shoes with the pink laces. Then she just stood there, looking up at him. The busy, noisy gym seemed very distant to both of them.

		Kelly pointed to the sign for the women's locker room. "I better go, okay?"

		"See you next week?" he said, the tone of his voice completely neutral.

		"Sure," she said, turning on her heels. But then she hesitated, turned back to him, and pointed at the large bulge in the front of his basketball shorts. She was at arm's length now, no longer in the danger zone of personal contact. With a coy little smile she said, "You better take care of that before your next client!"

		He bobbed his chin at her. His voice low, he said, "Good idea. Don't want to scare any of these nice white ladies around here."

		Knowing that she was playing a dangerous game, Kelly raised her eyebrow at him and said, "Well, maybe not all of us are so nice... See you next week! Bon soir!"

		As she walked away from him, she couldn't help herself, and started to sway her hips in an exaggerated fashion. It felt good to be in shape. It felt good to be healthy. And it felt very good to be wanted so badly by a guy like Tyson.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		First Kelly reached behind her and unclasped her sports bra. It fell unceremoniously to the ground and she heaved a small sigh of relief as her perky, medium-sized breasts were free at last from their sweaty encasement. Then she took her panties off and stepped into the hot shower.

		The warm water felt amazing. Normally she used the fitness center's facilities because she didn't like driving home in sweaty clothes. But after that awkward encounter with Tyson today she just grabbed her gym bag and headed straight for the parking lot. She used the twenty minute drive to clear her head —feeling a little uncomfortable by how often her mind went back to that scene by the water fountains. Had she really done that? Had she really jumped into a black man's arms and allowed herself to be kissed like that? What was wrong with her?

		Thank God nobody walked by them at the wrong moment. How insanely lucky! If that had happened she would have needed to find a new personal trainer and a new gym. Ha! Imagine explaining that to David!

		So this was her conclusion.

		It had been a close call, but ultimately, she had escaped unblemished. The important thing to remember was that from now on her relationship with Tyson should be strictly 100% professional. No flirting. No excessive touching. No staring at his muscles or giant bulge...

		Now she pulled her blonde hair out of a messy ponytail and turned her backside to the water. She closed her eyes and allowed the water to wash away all the filth on her body and in her mind.

		Already she was starting to feel like a new woman. Taking a soapy cloth, she started at the top of her shoulders and worked her way down to her back as the warm, steamy water showered down on her. Kelly's skin was already glistening from water and bubbles that trailed down her back, over her ass cheeks, and then disappeared down the back of her legs.

		Then she reached for the soap. Lathering her hands up, she reached around her and began to massage and work over her heavy tits with both hands. Her nipples got rock hard after only a few moments of her squeezing them. She was so turned on by now that her mind started to betray her. She began to imagine what Tyson looked like stark naked.

		Once in college, her and some of her roommates saw pictures of naked black guys on the computer. It was just a joke and all the girls were giggling nervously. The black guys didn't look anything like the whiteboys the girls were dating. The black guys all had big dark cocks that were scary as they were fascinating. In real life, of course, Kelly had never seen a black cock. Only white dicks. David had a nice white dick.

		But Kelly's imagination was starting to run away from her.

		She couldn't help it. In the safety of her own private bathroom, she imagined Tyson standing in the shower with her right now —standing behind her, his powerfully-built black body pressing against her. Kelly started to moan as she imagined her personal trainer holding her firmly against the shower wall. His hard black body was the stuff of gladiator films.

		The fact that they came from two different worlds only made it hotter. She imagined Tyson's black hands working their way down to her ass cheeks and his fingers sliding between her cheeks. As if he really was there, she lifted one of her legs and rested it on the ledge. She could almost feel him finding her wet pussy and working one or two fingers deep inside her while his hard cock pressed against her curvy ass cheeks.

		"Oh yes, Tyson! Fuck me! Fuck me with that big black cock! It's so big! Train me! I'll be your sexy white bitch! I'm all yours to fuck and train!" Kelly yelled out in reckless enthusiasm.

		After a few minutes of play, she could feel her body tense and then shudder slightly in delight. Her inner lips clamped down on her fingers, and she knew she was close to cumming. She needed to cum so badly now. She took her own fingers out of her pussy and then plunged them back in, pressing hard on the clit and making erotic circular motions.

		"Oh Tyson! Your cock feels so fucking good! I love that black cock in my white pussy!" she screamed out, lost in her interracial fantasy.

		Her breathing was getting heavier as she approached the inevitable moment. Her tan-skinned leg was still on the ledge while she squeezed her eyes shut and imagined getting pounded by Tyson's huge bulge —the very bulge she'd seen that afternoon. With the water beating down on her pretty face, she could not control her body's quaking pleasure. Then there was a terrific explosion, a jolt in her middle, causing a warmness to cover every inch of Kelly's body, from head to toe.

		For a few moments Kelly just stood there, frozen, while her orgasm subsided. She could tell that her erogenous zones were still very sensitive. It had been one of the most intense orgasms she'd had in the past year —and she wasn't sure she wanted to mentally explore why that was.

		Finally, Kelly turned the shower off and wrapped a towel around her body, stepping out into the steam-filled room. As she waited for the condensation to clear from the big mirror, she watched her hazy reflection, unsure if she recognized the woman staring back at her.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Kelly was standing in her bedroom when she got a text from her husband saying that he would be home early that night. For the past several months David had been stopping by the gym after work and Kelly figured he'd just not been in the mood to lift weights. Hopefully he would be in the mood to do other things though. Because it had been several hours since her shower and Kelly was still feeling far too hot and bothered. Such were the perils of being a happily married woman with a healthy sexual appetite.

		She decided to prepare herself for her husband's arrival, which would no doubt ensure her chances of getting laid.

		The only light came from the dimmed accent lights in each corner of the room, and a couple of small candles. The bedroom was sparsely decorated —with only a bed, nightstands, and a dresser. The bed was a queen-sized bed with a thick, patchwork comforter of green and red squares, outlined in gold trim, and matching pillows at the head with golden tassels dangling from the corners. The entire room was bathed in a soft, warm glow that provided just enough light to see by, yet not enough light to make out any real detail.

		She started by stripping down, removing the T-shirt and Adidas shorts she'd been wearing around the house. The outfit was comfortable, but far from being the sexiest thing she owned.

		Next she walked over to the bureau and found a black lace bra, a matching black lace thong, black stockings that climbed to her thighs, and high heels that gave her a look of sexy elegance as she walked back across the room, checking herself out in the reflection of the mirror.

		"Nice," she said, running her hands down the curves of her soft womanly body. "Last time he saw me wearing something like this, David just bent me over the bed, not bothering to take my heels off. Actually, that sounds pretty good right now."

		Just then she heard the front door slam shut.

		"David, honey? Is that you!"

		Kelly's heels went clicking across the hardwood floors. Earlier, when they were first married, and she was in her early twenties, more girl than woman, Kelly would have felt ridiculously self-conscious dressing up like this. But Kelly was a grown woman now with a woman's needs. She no longer felt the necessity to hide the fact that she too enjoyed sex. She liked being under a man, feeling his weight and power over her, thrusting deep inside her, filling her with his essence. Kelly was proud, smart, and well-educated. But she was no feminist either. Because there were times when she really liked taking cock.

		"David?"

		He was standing in the kitchen, facing the refrigerator so that his back was still to her. "Did you get my text?"

		"I got it," she said with a seductive smile on her lips. She was waiting for him to finally turn around and see what awaited him —see that his sexy young wife was all dressed up and extra cum-hungry. "You didn't stop by the gym tonight?"

		Reaching into the refrigerator for a soft drink, he made a dismissive gesture with his other hand. "Naw, not really. Actually I sort of need to talk to you about that."

		"About what?" she said, taking a few steps closer, pausing.

		"About —" he paused, just realizing that she was wearing high heels for some reason. As he turned around, he said, "Hey, are we supposed to be going some—"

		David froze, looked at Kelly.

		Hooking her fingers under the elastic waistband of her black lacy thong, Kelly said, "What? Why are you looking at me like that?"

		"Holy fuck!"

		"Can you please close the refrigerator, you're going to spoil everything we have," she said with facetious severity.

		David closed the refrigerator and a second later he was standing next to his wife, grinning as he worked his fingers along the slopes of her soft body. "Don't tell me. I forgot our anniversary?"

		"Nope."

		"My birthday?"

		"Nope," she said, laughing. "Silly man."

		"Your birthday?"

		Now she stopped laughing, giving him a serious look. "Do you really think that I'd dress up like this for you if you forgot my birthday? Get real!"

		"Ha-ha," he said, nodding. "Okay, okay. Sorry, I'm an idiot. It's just that you look so fucking good right now, it's sort of hard for me to think properly."

		For quite a long time, he stood there grinning, holding his sexy wife against him. His cock started to stiffen and press against her stomach as he moved his hands down from her shoulders, to her lower back, finally to her round ass which was thankfully left bare by the thong she was wearing.

		David was a big fan of thongs and often wished that Kelly exclusively wore them. He didn't consider himself to be particularly "freaky" but there were times he'd walk into the bathroom and see a pair of discarded silky panties —and he'd pick them up, inhaling the unbelievable fragrance that came from her nether parts. He liked knowing that he was the only person who knew how good his wife's panties smelled. It was her signature smell —and it was just for him.

		"Hm, baby," Kelly said, enjoying her husband's crushing embrace. "I can tell that someone is happy to see me. I mean, I can feel it."

		"Oh yeah?" he said with a chuckle. "What do you feel?"

		"It," she said, playfully raising her eyebrows up and down. "Him."

		"He likes you too." David raised one of his hands and brought it down hard, leaving a red mark on his wife's juicy ass cheek. "So you decided to dress up tonight just because?"

		She wiggled in his embrace. "Yup, just because I wanted some attention tonight."

		"I think we can work that out," he said, moving one of his hands up to her breast where there was just the hint of areola. He started massaging her tits through the fabric, playing with the firm bouncy breasts until her little nipples were jutting away.

		"Let's go in the bedroom, honey," she said.

		"Okay, dear. Whatever makes you happy," David said, realizing that he would have literally agreed to anything in this state of mind.

		Finally she took her husband by the hand and started to lead him down the hallway, towards the sanctity of their marital bed.

		"By the way, dear," she said casually. "What did you mean earlier? When you said we need to talk about something? Is everything okay?"

		Not that David could hear her. Instead he was too busy focusing on something else. "Damn, baby, your ass looks like a peach! A juicy, perfectly shaped peach! I love that thong. I love the way those cheeks move when you walk. How is it possible that you keep getting better looking every day? Am I just the luckiest man on the planet?"

		Reflexively he reached out to grab his wife's butt. A moment later they wound up in an embrace, her looking up at him with her shiny blue eyes. He started tenderly kissing the sides of her neck, then her mouth. The whole time he kept his hands on her ass, squeezing her tightly. Everything from her expensive lingerie to her French perfume hijacked his brain, left him operating in a sort of animal mode. His dick was incredibly hard, pressing against the front of his trousers, waiting to get out and play.

		"Two things," Kelly said.

		"Yes dear?"

		"First of all, you are the luckiest man on earth right now because you're about to get the sloppiest blowjob of your life."

		David's eyes shone with genuine excitement. For a second he looked like a young boy about to enter Disney Land for the first time. "What's the second thing?"

		"Oh," she said, falling to her knees, but keeping her eyes upward. She could already see the little helmet of her husband's penis pressing against the material of his slacks. She kissed his bulge and eased down the zipper of his pants. Then he was just wearing his cornflower blue boxer shorts. She tentatively gripped the outline of his member in her palm, squeezed lightly, still looking up at him. "Secondly, I suppose you can thank Tyson for my body. His training has really made a difference, I think. He's tough, but fair."

		"Goddamnit," David said.

		Perhaps it was just a trick of her imagination, but Kelly almost thought that she could feel her husband's erection soften —just a little. She responded by squeezing his shaft through his boxers, batting her eyes up at him. "What's wrong dear?"

		"Nothing, it's nothing."

		Despite his response, Kelly could tell that there was something wrong. For some reason the mention of Tyson had already caused her husband's penis to lose 25% of its hardness. And it was still getting softer. A little worried, Kelly tried to compensate for his smaller penis by squeezing her hand even tighter.

		"Ouch! Damn, not so hard! Are you trying to hurt me?" David exclaimed.

		Kelly was shocked to see her husband disengage and walk over to the bed. She figured that by now they were already at the point of no return. But there he sat, looking a little uncomfortable on the bed, while his scantily-dressed wife got up off her knees.

		"What's wrong, dear? Is everything okay?" she said, sitting down next to him on the bed. She placed her hand on his thigh and paused for a long time. "Did I do something wrong? Tell me."

		He shook his head. "No, dear. There's nothing wrong. You just sort of squeezed too hard. It's fine though. Just give me a moment."

		"Oh," she said, feeling strange as she stared across the bedroom.

		A few moments later, David looked at his wife and said, "Actually, I was going to tell you earlier. But I had to fire our personal trainer."

		"You fired Tyson?"

		"I'm afraid so, dear. But don't worry."

		"Why?"

		"... They're a dime a dozen, trust me. Plus I was thinking of checking out a new gym. You know the one by the hospital?"

		"But they're not 24 hours?"

		"Since when has either of us used the gym past 11 P.M.?"

		Kelly shrugged her shoulders. Her female intuition told her that there was something strange going on here. "Did something happen today, dear?"

		"No," he mumbled. "Not really."

		"Not really? What does that mean?"

		"Nothing."

		She waited, trying to be as patient as her growing interest would allow. She glanced up and saw the mirror above the dresser drawers. It was weird how quickly the mood in the bedroom had changed. She knew that something must have happened. Did David find out about the kiss? Had he heard her in the shower, yelling another man's name? Or had someone in the gym mentioned that her and her personal trainer were being a little too friendly?

		Kelly wasn't sure and it killed her.

		Finally, unable to wait any longer, she said, "What happened, dear? David? Why do you want to fire Tyson? Why do you want to go to a different gym all the sudden? Why do you want to go to a gym with no 24 hour availability and no pool either?"

		There was a long pause and then David leaned over, sticking his face into Kelly's neck. "Don't worry about it. Let's just focus on us for right now."

		His breath was warm on her skin as he rubbed his face against her. A gentle suction of his lips pulled her skin against his teeth; he nipped her lightly, making her breath catch.

		"No dear, I want to know," she managed to say.

		Her husband angled back and looked up into her eyes, then gave his full attention to each cup of her lacy black bra. He worked his fingers around the sides of her breasts and started to play with her nipples which were instantly hard. As Kelly allowed him to play with her tits, she noticed that his boxer shorts were tented once more.

		"You taste good," he said.

		"Are you trying to change the subject?"

		"You taste so fucking good."

		"No, I still want to know. Just tell me what happened, dear. I'm curious."

		Using the fingers of both hands, David caressed the loose strands of hair that brushed across her nipples. "Really?"

		"You know how I am," she said, placing her dainty hand on his member long enough to feel it throb, then let it go. "It'll distract me. I won't be able to concentrate on the important stuff."

		Pushing her hair aside and leaning in, he replaced his fingertips with his mouth, first on one breast, then on the other, biting her gently through the lace cups of her bra.

		"Oh David!" she moaned.

		"You like that, huh?" he teased, a devilish smile spread across his boyishly handsome face.

		There was a brief pause.

		"Just tell me," she said.

		"Okay, okay," he said, shaking his head. "If it's going to drive you nuts..."

		"It will, I'm terrible!" Kelly said sliding her finger up and down the outline of her husband's hard penis. "I'm OCD to the max!"

		"Well, I didn't want to tell you this, because it's not a very pleasant topic. But I'm afraid our friend Tyson is a bit of a racist!"

		Kelly had to keep herself from laughing out loud. Part of it was the way that her husband looked now: all severe and disappointed, like a stray dog he'd rescued turned out to have a terminal disease.

		"No way!" she said, taking her hand off his dick to cover her mouth, such was the incredulousness she was feeling.

		He nodded sadly. "It sucks. I really liked him too. I thought he was a good kid."

		Inwardly, Kelly winced, never liking it when her husband referred to Tyson as a "kid" or "good kid." Though she'd never said anything about it, she felt that this represented some latent racist attitudes in her husband, who often vocalized his great hatred towards affirmative action, rap music, and black people in movie theatres.

		"So dear?"

		"Yes sexy?"

		Kelly tried to pick the right words first. "What did he say? What exactly did he say?"

		"Honestly, I'm not even going to get into the details," he said, working his way down the front of her stomach, into the space between her legs, into her panties, and barely pausing to cup her mound before easing her thighs apart, separating and caressing, and finding her ready. More than ready.

		"You're a bad girl," David said.

		Kelly's eyes were half-closed and she nodded back to her husband. "I know I am."

		Instinctively she raised her knees and angled her hips. Kelly was pretty sure that David didn't know about her and Tyson's PDA. She would have seen the signs. Sometimes she thought that she had a Ph D. in David's moods. She knew all the signs of trouble and how to navigate them accordingly. On the other hand, she thought it was a little ironic that David thought Tyson was racist, since she happened to know different. It was too funny. Judging from his manly reaction today, the black man loved white people, especially white women!

		"Oh God! David, honey!"

		"Yes sexy?"

		"I want you, I want you inside me!" she said, biting on her lower lip, her eyes as sex-crazed and cum-hungry as she ever looked before.

		As his wife's moans grew louder and more desperate, David struggled to kick off all of his clothes. He was in his boxers, standing at the edge of the bed, looking down at the unbelievable sight of his wife spreading her legs invitingly, when he heard the doorbell.

		"Fuck!" David said. "Who the fuck could that be?"

		"Just ignore it, dear," Kelly gasped. She was already grabbing her husband by the dick and guiding it inside her pussy. David wasn't the biggest lover Kelly had ever had, but it didn't matter to her. In college she briefly dated an exchange student from the Netherlands who had an enormous cock that was almost seven inches and very thick. But whenever one of her sisters or girlfriends would cheekily inquire as to how big David was, she would always roll her pretty blue eyes and say, "Trust me, girl, no complaints from me!"

		Of course when David asked her about her previous lovers she always lied and said he was the biggest. People often said that women were the softest sex, but in Kelly's experience, men were the ones with the fragile egos.

		If David had said she had the smallest breasts of all of his girlfriends, she wouldn't have been happy, but it wouldn't have ruined her day since she considered herself to be more than a pair of bouncy tits. And yet, Kelly knew that it would have crushed David to know that not only was his penis not the biggest, but its rose-colored head and pink-colored shaft made his penis the cutest in her limited experience. Lucky for her, of course, cute penises could do the trick too!

		David was starting to take his boxer shorts off when they heard the doorbell again. "Fuck, I need to get that, baby. I'll be right back."

		"No, baby, just fuck me!"

		"It'll be more fun without the fucking distractions," he said, pulling his boxers up to his hips, then throwing on a T-shirt for good measure.

		To say that Kelly was exasperated was an understatement. She didn't get up off the bed. She just lay there, on her back, expecting the door to open any second and for her husband to come back, wearing that goofy grin that he always got when he knew that he was going to get lucky that night.

		But the door didn't open.

		After a couple of minutes Kelly's disbelief turned into strong curiosity. She tensed her ears, straining to hear through the walls. She wondered if this was what getting older was like —that sex for older women wasn't as guaranteed as it was when they were bouncy nineteen year-olds in cheerleading uniforms.

		No, she was being ridiculous and insecure. Kelly knew that if anything she'd only gotten better-looking with age. So maybe it wasn't her, maybe it was David. Over the years his body had changed more than hers. Maybe it was stress at work, or lack of regular exercise, or maybe it was just genetics —but he was definitely looking a little older and a little plumper. Not that Kelly cared. She liked older, bigger men. But she would be lying if she said her husband's sexual drive was the same insatiable animal it had once been in college.

		"Are you kidding me?" Kelly said, cursing under her breath.

		It had been nearly five minutes and David still hadn't returned.

		Finally she got up, kicked off her heels, grabbed a silk robe that was hanging on the door, and went to go see what was taking so damn long.

		Kelly wasn't normally shocked easily. But when she turned the corner and saw Tyson standing in her living room, she felt her knees almost start to buckle.

		Tyson was still wearing his gym clothes: a pair of Adidas track pants and a taut gym T-shirt that stretched across his huge pecs and shoulders, the sleeves tightly gripping his bulging biceps. And from the looks of it, Tyson and David were having some type of disagreement.

		At first Kelly was worried that the argument was about her, but after a few seconds her intuition kicked in and she realized that the men were arguing about something else.

		She saw Tyson shake his head several times and roll his eyes. "Come on, man! That's not what I meant. I was just joking. It was just a stupid joke!"

		"That's fine," David said. "But that doesn't change my decision. I'm afraid you drove over here for no reason."

		"But you guys will be the first people to ever leave me."

		"That's not my fault," David snapped. "Look, it's nothing personal."

		"Well, it feels personal," Tyson said.

		After furtively watching from the doorway, Kelly's diffidence was soon eclipsed by her curiosity. She cleared her throat and entered the living room, smiling as both men turned their heads at the same time.

		"Oh, Tyson. Hi!" she said, looking at the large black man. Then she flashed a look at her husband and said, "Dear, I didn't realize we were having company."

		"We're not. He was just leaving," David said through his teeth.

		Kelly suddenly realized that Tyson hadn't taken his eyes off her since she entered the room. She told herself that at least she had the good sense to grab a robe first. But the look in Tyson's eyes made her feel more than a little uncomfortable and vulnerable. Despite the fact that he often saw her wearing much less clothing in the gym, he couldn't tear his gaze away from her. After a few moments of being subjected to his dominant male gaze, she wanted to ask him what the hell he was looking at. She wanted to remind him that this was her fucking house. She wanted to tell him that she was just wearing a robe —it wasn't like she was prancing around buck naked.

		But Kelly didn't say any of those things. Such forwardness and aggression wasn't in her nature. Instead she just meekly smiled back at him and said, "What brings you out tonight, Tyson?"

		He frowned, looked down at the white carpet below. "It seems I made a mistake, Kelly. Your husband has every right to be upset too. I was just here to see if we couldn't work things out. I'd hate to lose both of you as clients. I thought we were really just starting to make progress. Especially you."

		Kelly had to fight off her natural reaction to blush. "Oh?" is all she managed to say.

		"If we change our minds," David said, taking a step towards Tyson, "we'll let you know."

		When Tyson saw David's hand on his arm he shook it off —and even Kelly saw the slight snarl of disdain ripple across the smooth black skin of his face.

		"Would you like to know what I said first, before I go?" Tyson said, looking directly at Kelly now.

		"Sure."

		"We don't need to get into the seedy details, do we?" David said.

		Tyson, not bothering to acknowledge David now, said, "I made a joke, a simple joke. Was it in poor taste? Probably. Would I make the same joke again? Definitely not. Especially since I now know how sensitive some people could be."

		"Oh, I see," Kelly said softly. "What kind of joke?"

		David opened his mouth to object, but no words came out. He merely stood there, watching helplessly.

		"It was a stupid joke," Tyson said, "so I won't bother repeating shit verbatim. But suffice it to say, I unfavorably compared the size of your husband's penis to that of a baby. In my defense, I meant a black baby. Not a white baby. I guess that's why he got so upset."

		David mutely shook his head, not liking this one bit.

		"Oh my," Kelly said, stifling a giggle with a hand over her mouth. "That's it? Isn't that what you boys call locker talk?"

		"Exactly, locker room talk," Tyson said. "I'm really sorry about it too."

		"See dear?" Kelly said, looking at her husband now. "He says he's sorry. Are we being a little dramatic? Can't everyone just be mature about this. We're all adults here."

		"I am mature," David said.

		"Good, so that means that we can put all of this silliness behind us and go on with our lives."

		"Sounds good to me," Tyson said, already looking relieved. "I'm really sorry, man. I didn't mean to embarrass or humiliate you. I was just joking."

		"I wasn't humiliated," David mumbled. Then, when he saw Kelly and Tyson grinning at each other like idiots, he added: "Besides, you happen to be completely wrong. My dick is not "much smaller" than yours. I don't have a "baby dick." I happen to be pretty well-hung actually."

		David looked over at Kelly, presumably expecting her to come to his defense. But Kelly merely smiled at him and rolled her eyes, not wanting to be part of such a crass comment.

		"Come on, man," Tyson said. "It's all good. You can believe whatever you want to believe. But I've seen you in the shower. No homo. And I'm sure that you've seen me too."

		"Not really," David said. "But I don't normally make it a point to stare at other men while they are naked in the shower."

		"Me neither," Tyson said, pausing. "Unless I see something hilarious."

		David's face got a little redder and his eyes narrowed. "Fuck you, dude!"

		"Man, I'm just joking."

		Small rivers of veins were starting to bulge out at the top of David's face, near the receding hairline. "Fuck you, I'll bet you that my cock isn't that much smaller than yours! How about that?"

		Tyson responded, "Are you serious? Because honestly I can't tell whether or not you're trying to be funny."

		"Of course he's not serious," Kelly said, finally jumping back into the conversation. "This has already gotten way out of control. I thought you two were supposed to be men? Because right now you're acting like little boys."

		"How much do you want to bet?" Tyson said, looking directly at David.

		"How much does a personal trainer get paid in a year?" David said. "I can't imagine it's much."

		Tyson frowned. "It's enough, don't you worry about that."

		"Ten thousand dollars!" David said, pounding his fist into his other hand. "That you're not that much bigger than me. Say two... or three inches difference MAX!"

		"You're fucking on!" Tyson said. "And I'm betting that I'm at least TWICE as big as you, if not more."

		"Keep dreaming, buddy," David said with a fake laugh.

		Tyson was dead serious though. "Also, little buddy, if you lose, you don't have to pay. You can keep your ten grand. I'm not trying to take your money. But you just have to stay on as my client for a year. A full year. Both of you. But if you win, then I'll pay you ten thousand dollars and leave right now. Deal?"

		"Guys, don't do this," Kelly said, her voice barely louder than a whisper.

		"You're-fucking-on dude!" David said.

		Standing there in her nicest lingerie (though encased by a silky black robe) Kelly couldn't believe that this was really happening. Nor did she want to believe it. And yet somehow she'd entered some bizarre parallel universe where grown men acted like little boys.

		Out the corner of her eye she saw David turn around so that he was facing the wall. She could see him reach into his boxers. Then he began to play with himself a little. This lasted longer than she expected. Of course she couldn't believe that her husband was openly playing with himself while they had company.

		"Unless you got some miracle grow," Tyson laughed, "there's not a whole lot you can do to win the bet. Just tell me if you want to back out now, little buddy."

		"Fuck you," David said, sounding tense and worried.

		Kelly was still checking Tyson out the side of her eyes. She was waiting for him to pull his equipment out now. She wondered if he would turn around like David.

		"Honey," David said in a desperate voice, "come over here and help me for a second, okay?"

		"Hey, that's cheating!" Tyson said. "We never said anything about using other people."

		David ignored Tyson's complaint. "Kelly, dear, I need your hand for a few seconds. It'll just take a second."

		"My hand?"

		"Yes, please."

		Kelly could hear Tyson snickering off to the side as she walked over to David. He had his little pale-pink penis out now. It was no longer red and full of angry blood like earlier. It seems that David hadn't factored in the crowd element to this contest because he was definitely having a hard time achieving male fullness.

		"What do you want me to do, sweetie?"

		"Yeah sweetie, what do you want her to do?" Tyson mocked several feet away.

		"Ignore him," David said. "Dear, just touch it. Touch him."

		"Yeah sweetie," Tyson said, still mocking his competitor. "Just touch her! Touch that little clit!"

		"Shut up!" David snapped.

		"Alright, alright," Tyson said, holding his hands up in the air. "I'll be quiet. I don't want you backing out of our bet now."

		"Nobody's backing out of anything," David said. "Okay sweetie, just a little?"

		"Like this?" she said, wrapping her small fingers around the shaft.

		"OUCH! NOT SO HARD! ARE YOU TRYING TO HURT ME?"

		Tyson, unable to control his mirth any longer, busted out laughing.

		Then it took a few more minutes of careful adjustment before David's erection had become as full as possible. With a large, triumphant grin on his face, he turned around so that his competitor could stare at the mightiness of his manhood.

		Kelly realized something and soon rushed off to find the tape measure. When she came back David was still hard and full of confidence. She made sure to jam the tape measure into his pelvis as hard as possible. Squinting her eyes at the numbers, she started to read, "Um, five ...and... a... half... no... three quarters... so five and three.. no let's call it a full six inches!"

		David placed both of his hands on his hips and nodded happily to himself. "Damn right! See? I told you. By the way, I'd like my ten thousand dollars in cash. Don't try to fucking pay me in gym coupons."

		When Kelly looked up at her husband's face, she saw him give her a wink. She winked back. She wasn't too pure to admit that she was proud of her man.

		Then Tyson shrugged his massive shoulders. "My turn!"

		Kelly adverted her eyes, not wanting David to see how badly she wanted to see what Tyson had in those Adidas pants.

		He yanked the track pants to his knees, hooked his finger underneath the waistband of his boxer-briefs, and pulled those down too. A second later something big and black and banana-shaped popped out.

		Kelly's jaw hit the floor when she saw it. It was her first real-life black cock. And it was magnificent in every way.

		A pair of big heavy balls was perhaps the blackest thing she'd ever seen. While the shaft was more of a chocolate brown and unbelievably thick, despite not being erect. Instead Tyson's plump cock merely hung between his legs, playfully bobbing up and down whenever he moved in the slightest.

		Kelly started to carefully scrutinize the head of his cock, which wasn't black or chocolate colored, but more of a reddish-purple color. It looked like a giant helmet and Kelly wondered how many times that helmet had led the way into sexual war between some woman's legs. After a beat she almost started to feel self-conscious because the pee slit was so big that it looked like there was a giant eye watching her as she watched it.

		"Holy fuck!"

		It took a second for Kelly to realize that the words had come out of her own mouth. At the sight of Tyson's large, thickly-veined appendage, her bones seemed to liquefy. And she reflexively reached out to grab something with which to support herself and wound up clutching handfuls of her husband's shoulders.

		David was annoyed at his wife's reaction and it showed. He shook her off him and said, "Jesus, dear, get a hold of yourself!"

		"You like that, don't you Kelly?" Tyson said, proudly displaying his oversized member for the married woman's unabashed stare.

		"Uh-huh," she said, nodding.

		"Let me guess," Tyson said. "First black cock?"

		Before Kelly could answer, however, David threw the tape measure at Tyson's face. "Alright man, go ahead and measure. Let's get this over with."

		"Two or three inches over, right?" Tyson said, catching the tape measure and smiling coyly.

		"I believe you said twice as long?" David said, realizing that this was the only way for him to win. So you need to be at least 12 inches."

		"Fair enough, fair enough," Tyson said, looking down as he lined the tape measure along the length of his cock. It wasn't twelve inches, obviously, but it was close.

		"Ah-ha! I told you, motherfucker!" David said, clapping his hands. "I told you! Now it's time to pay up and get the fuck out of my house, forever!"

		"Wait a minute," Tyson said. "No fair. I'm not even hard yet."

		"Do you need a moment?" Kelly said, taking a few steps in Tyson's direction, as if drawn to the black man's physical presence.

		"I need more than that," Tyson said, reaching out and grabbing Kelly by the wrist. A moment later he was pressing her hand to his cock. "It's only fair, right? If we're really going to make this a legitimate bet then he shouldn't get any unfair advantage, right?"

		"Hey, just wait there, motherfucker!" David said, approaching as soon as he saw Tyson force Kelly's hand to his cock.

		All Tyson had to do was merely look up and give David a mean look. David stopped. What else was he supposed to do?

		"Kelly..." David said, the word mostly breaking down in his throat. From where he was standing he looked at his wife with a pleading look. At the sight of the other man, David's penis had shrunk —and was continuing to get smaller and smaller by the moment. Pretty soon it would stop being a penis and start being a pathetic little dicklet that couldn't please a woman if he tried.

		Then he collapsed onto a chair and put his hands in his hair. He kept hoping that this was a nightmare he was having. But it wasn't. Kelly and Tyson were really there, really standing next to each other. At this point David's wife was the only one who could stop what was happening. Hopefully she would do the right thing.

		"It's okay," Kelly said, trying to sound as neutral as possible. "A bet is a bet."

		"Damn right," Tyson said, draping one of his big tattooed arms around Kelly's shoulders, bringing her in close while she wrapped her dainty white fingers around his throbbing black meat.

		David forced himself to look up and see what was going on. He didn't want to. But he felt like he needed to know what was happening. But what he saw next made him regret his decision.

		Kelly's silk robe had come untied at the middle so that now her breasts were visible. Thank God she had kept her bra and panties on! But judging from Tyson's expression, she was showing way too much skin.

		"Touch it. NOW!"

		"I am," she said, "but only for the bet. This isn't personal."

		"Whatever."

		"Don't take this the wrong way."

		"Just grab my cock and get me hard."

		"As soon as it gets hard," Kelly said, "I'm letting go. Just like with David. So don't get any big ideas."

		"I can't wait to see you holding a black cock," the black giant said.

		Right now Kelly and Tyson were looking at each other. Tyson made a quiet pained look as Kelly giggled and started pumping her small hand up and down his big shaft. There was something so bizarre about seeing the contrast of her five milky white digits gripping his chocolate dong. But what bothered David the most was how much she seemed to be enjoying the opportunity. Didn't she realize that she was killing her husband?

		Because at the moment David's insides were revolting. He felt sick. He couldn't decide whether or not to throw up or call the police. Clearly, this 'bet' had gotten way out of control.

		"Oh baby," Tyson said, "like that. Keep doing that."

		"I think I can stop," she said.

		He smiled, brought his hand down, slapping her bubble butt. "You better not stop!"

		"Hey!"

		"What?" he grinned.

		"Who said you could touch my rear?"

		At the sound of her objection, Tyson put his hand back on Kelly's ass, this time leaving it there. He gave one of her butt cheeks a good healthy squeeze and said, "You do realize that I'm the one responsible for how good your ass looks, right? I mean, no offense, but if it wasn't for me forcing you to do squats, you'd have one of those skinny pancake asses that white girls always gots!"

		He started laughing.

		It was obvious that Tyson had triggered Kelly's competitive spirit because she turned around, lifted her robe, presenting her thonged ass for display. "Pancake ass? Does this look like a pancake ass to you?"

		Tyson kept laughing. While looking over at David, he reached for Kelly's ass and started rubbing both of her butt cheeks now. He was still looking at David's miserable face when he said, "You are one lucky man! I bet you must be hitting this sexy little thing five times a day!"

		After allowing herself to be pawed for a while, Kelly finally turned, adjusted her robe with an air of formality. "Excuse me, sir. But I don't believe the bet you guys had entitles you to grabbing me all over. You better watch out, my husband will kick your ass!"

		This caused Tyson to roar with laughter.

		Infuriated, David stood up from the chair. He clenched his jaw, balled up both of his fists. Kelly had only seen her husband loose his cool two times in their relationship. And it was never a pretty sight: David could be pretty scary. That's why she gulped when she saw how pissed he looked now.

		But as David took his first step forward Tyson started laughing so hard that he had tears in his eyes.

		"What's so funny?" Kelly said, turning.

		Tyson was bent forward, bracing himself on his knees. His Adidas pants were pulled down to his ankles, and every time he shook with laughter, his long hard cock jerked up and down.

		"What? What's so funny?" Kelly said.

		"Look at it? Where did it go?" Tyson said, wiping the tears out of his eyes.

		David looked down and felt his heart sink. In his great rage, he'd made the fatal error of forgetting to pull up his boxers. Now, for everyone to see, his penis had shrunken and contracted like he'd just jumped into a pool full of icy cold water. Even his balls were tiny. And his penis was about the size and shape of a mini-sausage. Only it was slightly more pink.

		Kelly saw her husband's face turn red with embarrassment. She couldn’t help feeling bad for him too. The last thing in the world she wanted to see was her husband get humiliated. And the way Tyson was laughing, she knew that David had to be humiliated.

		Finally she decided to stick up for her husband. She turned and punched Tyson in the arm, her small fist hitting the middle of his upper left arm.

		"Ow! What was that for?" Tyson said.

		At least he stopped laughing, Kelly thought.

		"Why did you hit me, you crazy white girl?" Tyson said, rubbing his arm still.

		"Stop bullying my husband!" she said, looking over at David again.

		For some reason, her husband didn't look as pleased by her reaction as she would have liked. In fact, he looked even more miserable than before. She took a second to take him in: average height, with gray in his temples, a little paunch around the waist, skinny legs, average arms. She'd married a good man. She'd never doubted that David was husband material. She'd seen some of her friends' husbands get old overnight: losing their hair, gaining big bellies and fat faces. David wasn't like this. He was good and good-looking. She was lucky.

		But seeing him standing there in their living room, looking weak and embarrassed, while his perfectly average penis continued to shrink, did cast him in an unflattering light. And Kelly started to resent the way he made her feel right now. She didn't like that she had to feel embarrassed for her husband. She didn't like that he'd put her in this ridiculous situation to begin with. Had it been her decision, they would literally be in the bedroom right now fucking like rabbits.

		"Use both hands."

		In her daze, Kelly turned and realized that Tyson was looking down at her now. He was watching her. There was a very serious expression in his eyes. "What?"

		"You need both hands for the job."

		Kelly glanced over at David, who looked merely resigned to the situation. "Um, I think this needs to stop. You boys have had your fun. This has gone on for far too long."

		"A bet is a bet," he said.

		Then Tyson sat down on the couch, spreading his large black legs. His cock was sticking straight up now, going all the way past his bellybutton. Kelly couldn't believe it. His body was amazing. She remembered the first time she saw Tyson's face —and how she thought that he was ugly. But now that he was sitting semi-naked on her couch, she couldn't help but to admire the amazing package of his body. It was so different from what she was accustomed to. It was like they needed two guys to make one Tyson. His muscles were twice as big and his cock was twice as big. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him.

		He patted the cushion next to him and smiled wickedly. "Sit down, I won't bite."

		Kelly could feel a warm and powerful sensation flutter in her stomach. Tyson was looking up at her, one hand on his massive cock. He looked so comfortable, so at ease. This man had never felt a second of shame when it came to his body.

		"Take that robe off."

		Kelly realized it was Tyson, talking to her. She tried to sound as indignant as possible, "Excuse me?"

		He sat his jaw, his dark eyes boring a hole through her sternum. "Take that fucking robe off and sit down next to me. NOW!"

		Kelly gulped, looked over at her husband, expecting him to come to her aid.

		But David was just sitting there, his face drained of all emotion.

		"I ...can't," she said.

		"Why not? Stop playing, girl. I know you like me. I know you're curious."

		"My ...husband."

		Tyson laughed, grabbed her hand, and yanked Kelly down onto the couch next to him. Once her butt was properly planted in the couch cushions, he pointed at her husband and said, "See?"

		"What?" Kelly said.

		"I'm not the only one who thinks we make a cute couple," Tyson said.

		It took Kelly a moment to realize what he was talking about. But then she saw that David's erection had returned —and returned with a vengeance. Though a tiny little Vienna sausage moments ago, his few inches were engorged with lustful blood. But what did that mean?

		As improbable as it sounded, Kelly suddenly realized that David was getting aroused by the sight of her and Tyson together.

		She tried to catch his eye before quietly mouthing the words, "Is this OK? Is this what you want?"

		If he was upset, it was certainly difficult to tell. Because David just kept sitting there, his stare vacant, his mouth slightly ajar. He kept his hand on his shaft, slowly stroking his weenie.

		"Don't worry, lots of guys are into this stuff," explained Tyson, using the opportunity to place one of his big dark palms on the inside of Kelly's trembling thigh.

		"We can't though," she said, biting her lip seductively.

		The black man brushed some of the strands of blonde hair off her shoulders. Kelly was the paragon of upper class white woman: blonde, pretty, well-educated, rich, friendly, and deeply submissive. The first time they talked Tyson could tell that Kelly liked taking orders in the bedroom. He could tell that she liked projecting this super confident persona in public —but in the bedroom she could only cum when she was being completely dominated.

		"Kelly," Tyson said in a low, firm voice. He was holding her eyes with his heavy stare. "I'm going to fuck you tonight. You're going to get fucked. That's going to happen. Do you understand?"

		Kelly looked over at David, saw his lack of response, and turned back to Tyson. "Are you sure that's a good idea?"

		He didn't answer her question, choosing instead to ask his own question. "Have you ever been fucked by a black man?"

		She shook her head, causing some of her blonde hair to whip across her shoulders. Her eyes were so big and blue and pure. "No, never."

		Tyson started to pull her robe off so that she was just sitting there in her bra and panties and stockings. As he slid his hands down her slender arms he could feel the goose bumps. He could see the trepidation in her eyes. And he could see the bottom of her lip start quiver with expectation.

		"No black cock?" he said. "I'm going to change that, Kelly. And you're going to take it. You're not going to take half of my cock either. You're not going to take most of my cock. You're going to take all of my cock, my big black cock. Every inch is going inside that white pussy tonight. Do you understand?"

		She nodded, looking more nervous than excited as the black man continued to paw her body. It was so weird to feel sexually excited and sick in her stomach at the same time. She was looking down, unable to take her eyes off his enormous cock, when she felt him rip her bra off.

		"Hey!" she said, automatically putting her hands up in a bizarre show of modesty.

		"Now take that thong off. And do it sexy. Take yo' panties off and give them to me. I'm taking them as a trophy."

		Kelly had never felt more vulnerable than she did now, standing up and dropping her hands so that both of her perky white breasts were on display. David was sitting behind her. He still hadn't said anything or tried in the least to stop her. Obviously he was enjoying what he saw too since his penis was hard as rock now. At the moment, however, Kelly was too overwhelmed with strong emotions to figure out why her husband was enjoying this.

		"Sexy," the black man said. "Make it sexy when you take those panties off."

		She smiled, turned around so that he could finally see her thonged ass.

		"Goddamn! Fuck! That ass is fucking perfect!" Tyson said, grabbing his crotch. "I can't wait to see my big black meat sliding in and out of those cheeks!"

		Kelly made a point of not looking at her husband now. It was easier to keep her eyes on the ceiling. Even though there was no music, she started to sway her hips rhythmically, slowly gyrating her pelvis as sexily as she could. From the way Tyson was responding, she felt like she must be doing something right. Then she bent down to touch her toes, her tits almost falling into her face, allowing the black man to get a very close look at her butt. She was still staring at him when she reached up and started to slowly pull her thong down her legs.

		"Give me that," the black man demanded. "That's mine!"

		Tyson's Adidas pants were on the floor. Kelly watched as Tyson placed her panties in one of his pockets.

		His eyes were lit up with excitement as he pulled her onto his lap.

		She looked at the black man and said, "Please, be gentle. You're a lot bigger than what I'm used to."

		This brought an even bigger smile to Tyson's African features. Giving an exultant little chuckle, he glanced over at David and said, "Hear that, buddy? Your wife is nervous about getting some real cock for the first time! Don't worry though, I'll be real gentle. I appreciate you letting me borrow this fine white pussy! Just sit back and enjoy the show. I think you're going to really enjoy seeing your wife get fucked by a real man! First time for everything, right?"

		It was hard for Kelly to hear all the humiliation Tyson was giving her husband because at the moment so much blood was rushing in her ears. Just then Tyson reached out and started to stroke one of her nipples with his slightly damp hand. Kelly wasn't sure what to do so she reached down and touched his manhood. It was so big, so warm. She wrapped her fingers around the velvety skin, and felt his life pulse in her little hand. On the couch, intimately touching each other, their bodies were a study of contrasts. Kelly looked even whiter and more feminine standing next to such a hulking black man.

		"You look good holding that black cock in your hands," Tyson said, trying to encourage her.

		While he started using both hands to massage her breasts, Kelly grew a little braver and started working her little hand down to the base of his shaft, then cupping those huge semen-filled balls.

		"Come here," he said.

		"What?"

		"I want to taste you again."

		Kelly felt his hand on her neck, pulling her. Then their lips were smashed together, locked in a long sensuous kiss. The longer he held her and kissed her, the more she could feel the tension leaving her body. He pulled her onto his big lap, making her straddle his legs. He started grabbing her ass, smacking her cheeks loudly as if he owned her now. He still had his tongue in her mouth when she felt him probe the space between her legs, then slip a large finger into her wet slit.

		Kelly let out a moan, causing Tyson to push his finger deeper inside her. Without realizing it, Kelly started to rock her hips back and forth against his hand. As her thrusting got stronger his fingers got deeper inside her sacred treasure.

		Then Tyson changed positions so that Kelly was flat on her back. This meant that the black man could climb between her legs, his eyes locked on the sight of her swollen pink pussy lips.

		All of the sudden she could feel the massive head of his black cock rub against her womanhood. He was so big, so black, so very different from what she was accustomed to. She still couldn't believe that she was about to have sex with a black guy who played college football. It had been a long time since she was so nervous about accommodating a man. But Tyson was no ordinary man. He made all of her past lovers, David included, seem like little boys.

		"Do you want me to?" he said.

		Oh God, did she ever! Of course she wanted his cock inside her! Couldn't he see that? Kelly knew that she would go literally insane if she didn't get fucked right now. It didn't matter that he was black. It didn't matter that he was a virtual stranger and her husband was sitting a few feet away. "Yes, yes, yes!"

		"Tell me. Tell me to fuck that sweet white pussy," Tyson said, resting the unbelievably thick meat against her crotch, causing her juices to run freely down into the couch.

		"Fuck me, please," Kelly said, sounding more defeated than aroused. "Oh baby, please put it in. I need it. I really need it."

		This seemed to please the black man. He kept watching her eyes as he lined the end of his cock up with her slit. Then there was a gasp and Kelly's big blue eyes widened even further as the black man started to push himself into her, spreading her, forcing her body to accommodate the beastly dimensions of his tool.

		The beginning wasn't easy at all. At first the black man could only get four of five inches in as Kelly moaned and cursed with passion. Several times her legs had wrapped and unwrapped themselves around his lower back as she struggled to fit him inside her. It wasn't just his incredible length, but also his great width that was making her as uncomfortable as aroused.

		As the end of Tyson's cock gained entry he dipped his head and locked onto Kelly's lips again, giving her a long passionate kiss. It was a mixture of fucking and making love. Kelly had never been so overwhelmed by a lover. She felt crushed by his weight, scared of his size, excited by the prospect of cumming, which wasn't too far away. Already she could feel that deep, wonderful pressure building up at the core of her body.

		"Oh fuck, fuck me! That feels so good! Don't stop!"

		"Goddamn this pussy, this fucking tight-ass white pussy! I swear you're so fucking tight. You must be a fucking virgin!"

		"Only for you!" Kelly said, half out of her mind.

		Tyson looked over at David, who had his hand on his penis while his wife was getting drilled with some black dick.

		"You like that, whiteboy?"

		David was like a man in a trance. He gave a barely visible nod, not daring to exchange eye contact right now. David looked guilty and excited at the same time.

		Tyson turned his attention back to Kelly.

		He began thrusting harder and harder, stretching her out until his balls were finally rubbing against her wet slippery asshole. She screamed out and so he stayed like that for several seconds, relishing in the feel of her tight warm cunt wrapped around his meat.

		"Trying to milk my cock with your pussy, huh?" he said with a teasing smile.

		Kelly's eyes were rolled all the way back in her head. Her legs were tightly locked around his waist and her lacquered nails were digging into his granite-hard back muscles which continued to flex under the living room's track lighting.

		"Oh baby, oh Tyson! I can't believe it! It feels so good!"

		"Get that cock," he encouraged her. "Get that big black cock. Milk that fucking cock. Show me you want my goddamn fucking seed in your sweet white pussy!"

		The deepness of his voice was triggering something deep and primal in Kelly. She could barely understand what he was actually saying. But the combination of his rough-sounding voice and the extraordinary sensations shooting through all four limbs had Kelly in hysterics. She knew that she couldn't hold back much longer. She reached up, grabbed his neck, and brought his mouth down to her.

		It was a greedy, desperate kiss as the two lovers freely exchanged fluids.

		By now Kelly had got the hang of Tyson thrusting in and out of her. As the tempo rose so did her moans and oaths. She even managed to field some of his more off-synch thrust like a natural. They were fucking together, kissing together, like they'd been in love their whole lives.

		"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Tyson growled.

		"What? What's wrong?" Kelly said.

		"This pussy, it's almost too good."

		"Are you going to cum?"

		"You want me to?" he said.

		Kelly knew that she was almost at the finish line herself. "Oh, yes baby. Cum! Shoot it inside me! Let's cum together!"

		Tyson moved his hands underneath both of her legs, spreading her even further while her pussy was angled up, offering the perfect bulls-eye for the big load that was powerfully churning in his balls. Just as he was about to blow his load into her, she rolled her head to the side and started to gasp and pant like an animal.

		"I’m cumming! I'm fucking cumming, baby! Fuck me, give me that black cock! It feels so good! I need that fucking black cock inside me now!"

		"You love me, baby?" Tyson said, increasing his tempo while Kelly started to go into full convulsions. He could feel her pussy muscles spasm around his meat. She looked so pretty, so sexy, so fucking beautiful with a big black cock inside her. "You love cumming on my black cock?"

		Kelly had never felt so much intense pleasure. Her pussy was soaked and was completely lost in the feeling of the moment. "Ye —-yeeeaahhzzzz. Oooohhhh, Baaabbby. Fffuuuuuccck meeee! I'm cummmmmmiiiinnggg!"

		Tyson couldn't hold back any longer. He lunged into her twice, hard, and then held her womanly hips tight as he pushed once more, exploding his load deep inside her fertile womb. They were huge pent-up, frustrated spurts.

		Kelly's orgasm was still ongoing and the feeling of his hot sticky cum seemed to trigger a second after-shock orgasm. She threw her head back onto the couch and wailed in ecstasy.

		Then the couple was sweating and panting for minutes after, just lying in each other's arms, whispering words of love and lust in each other's ears.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		David left the room momentarily; then returned with a towel which he used to clean up the mess he'd made by the chair. Already he felt a little sad. As he bent down on the white carpet, patting the towel, he tried not to focus on all of the confusing thoughts racing through his head. What had just happened? How was this possible? Was his marriage over? Was Kelly still in love with him? Did she love Tyson instead? Why had he enjoyed watching his wife and a black man together?

		Scrubbing the carpet, he heard Kelly giggle. His back was to the couple on the couch. Just as David looked over his shoulder he saw Tyson's limp cock plop out of Kelly's pussy, causing a great river of sperm to run down to her asshole, then the couch. David knew that his couch was ruined but that was the least of his problems.

		"Damn you!" she said, kissing his shoulders. "You better have not got me pregnant!"

		"Don't worry about it," Tyson said. "It's all good."

		When David went into the bathroom this time he just sat there and waited for what seemed like a very long time. He wasn't sure, but it must have been over an hour. He wanted to make sure that he'd given Tyson plenty of time to get out of the house.

		Finally, David came out and was relieved to see most of the lights off and no sign of the black man. With a heavy heart, David tip-toed his way to the bedroom door. He still wasn't sure what he was going to say. His heart was beating in his chest. But when he turned the door handle he found it was locked. That's when he heard the voices inside. Tyson and Kelly were already at it again.

		Suddenly David realized that his cock was hard and pressing against the door.

		He knocked lightly. "Hey guys, can I come in?"

		There was no response.

		He knocked again, a little harder. "Hey guys? Guys? It's me, can I please come in and watch again?"

		A second later the door flew open and Tyson stood there, naked with a raging hard-on pointed straight at David. David couldn't help bit to notice that Tyson's cock was coated in his wife's juices.

		"What do you want?" the black man said, not looking happy.

		"I was thinking... um... um..."

		"Spit it out!"

		"Can I please come in? It's my bedroom too. It's my wife!"

		"Stop whining!"

		"Please..."

		Then Kelly was standing there too. She looked a little rough, like she'd been in a fight. Her make-up was smeared, her hair was mussed, and her eyes were wild and full of life. She wasn't wearing any clothes and there was dried cum in the insides of both of her thighs. After she heard David's request, she gently took him by the hand and led him back to the living room. She told him that she still loved him and she still wanted to be his wife. But it was obvious that if their marriage was going to work then they needed to 'explore other options.' In the morning, she said, they could talk about the details.

		"So where am I going to sleep then?" he said.

		"On the couch, silly. It's okay. Tyson and I just want to spend a little alone time."

		"Why can't I watch?" he said. "I'm your husband, Kelly!"

		"Tomorrow," she said, pulling a blanket from the hallway closet. "If you're a good boy!"

		She went back into the bedroom and locked the door.

		The couch was still soaked and David decided to just sleep on the floor. For the next couple of hours he could hear his wife and the black man moaning and fucking and laughing. And every time he jerked off, just thinking about them together, he told himself that it was the last time. But five minutes later he was singing a different tune.

		

		THE END.
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