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            A Little Taste…

          

        

      

    

    
      During the five minute elevator ride up to the room, they couldn’t stop tearing at each other’s clothes. Even when other people were in the elevator. An older man, with his wife by his side, couldn’t resist sneaking a peak at them. They were like two wild animals pawing at each other and ready to mate. They scratched and clawed and grunted and moaned.

      By the time the elevator reached our floor, they were both panting and out of breath. As we exited, Lauren’s shoulder strap slid down and her big bare breast popped out. She didn’t seem to notice until Shawn’s big black hand cupped it. He thrummed the hard nipple with his thumb. Lauren threw her head back and I swear she spread her legs right there in the hallway.

      Another couple came around the corner and stopped short, their eyes wide and jaws agape. I was horrified and cleared my throat.

      Shawn smiled and stood my wife back up as he slipped the dress strap back in place. Lauren’s bare breast was concealed once more.

      The couple awkwardly passed and entered the elevator. As the doors closed they started laughing and the guy said, “Get a room.”

      The hotel room keycard flopped out of Lauren’s hand and skidded along the carpet. I scooped it up and led them down the hall to the double doors of the suite, which I unlocked and opened for them like I was a bellhop. I did everything but hold my hand out for my tip.

      Under normal circumstances I would have been ecstatic about the suite. The double doors opened up to an elevated foyer. Then down two steps to a luxurious living room complete with gilded sofas that framed a view of the city at night that was worth the not inconsequential nightly rate. Doors to separate master bedrooms opened on either side.

      Not that they even made it to either one of the bedrooms, though. Once they stumbled over the threshold, they began ripping each other’s clothes off. Lauren fumbled with the buttons on his dress shirt but he had no trouble reaching inside her dress with greedy hands.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            My Wife & The Big Black Rapper Part 1

          

        

      

    

    
      “Are you sure you want to do this?” Amy, my wife of ten years, still looked doe-eyed innocent at 33.

      Was this my last chance to turn back? Probably. I mean, I mean we were pulling up to the hotel. It was pretty swanky, even by South Miami Beach standards. Much more expensive than we could afford on my stagnant salary.

      “Uh, I don’t know. What do you want to do?”

      Amy grimaced. My indecision always drove her crazy. A grown man approaching the big 4-0 should be able to make decisions. Even big ones like this. “Just pull up to the valet station.”

      “The valet? That’s too expensive. Besides what do I tip? You know I hate the whole tipping thing.”

      Amy shook her head and looked away from me out the window. Her fingers clenched at the hem of her mini skirt. The bright yellow fabric had ridden up her tanned, toned thighs. “Just pull up. I’ll handle it. You won’t even have to talk to them.”

      We pulled up to the valet station in front of the hotel and a young, dark skinned Latino guy stepped up to my window. He smiled and I rolled my window down. But I was flustered. The car lurched forward and the kid staggered back.

      “Put the car in park,” Amy said. “Jeez, Francis you make us look like idiots.”

      “Welcome folks,” said the valet, still smiling even after I nearly ran over his toes. No doubt expecting a big tip. “Are you checking in?”

      Amy leaned across the center console towards me. The scent of her perfume was pleasingly familiar. Her low cut top stretched across her chest outlining her hard nipples. The valet had a great view of her cleavage. Quite a tip for him. “No, we’re just visiting a guest.”

      “Oh, that’s cool,” said the valet. “Which room?”

      Amy blushed. It was noticeable even with her tan and makeup. She even shivered a little. “The penthouse suite.”

      “Penthouse?” The valet grinned and raised his dark eyebrows. His eyes darted to me.

      Did he know why we were here?

      “Yes, uh,” Amy started stammering. Her knees were bouncing and she was breathless. “T-Rap’s, uh, I mean, Mr. Jones’ room.”

      “Mr. Jones?” Who the hell was Mr. Jones?

      Amy elbowed me. She hissed at me. “That’s T-Rap’s hotel alias, silly. All the big stars have them.”

      “Big star.” I rolled my eyes. “He’s a rapper.”

      “Mr. Jones, of course.” He nodded like he knew what was up. Like he knew we were there so this famous rapper could bang my wife.

      My unease grew as we got out of the car. The valet opened my door and took my keys. Amy grabbed my wallet. The valet must have noticed because he hustled around to her door and opened it.

      Amy slid out of her seat. Her skirt rode up even higher on her long legs. A group of bellhops and valets stopped to stare at her as she stood up. All I could picture was somebody taking an upskirt photo of her and splashing it all over the internet. Was she even wearing panties? I don’t know. Let me check the internet.

      She tore my wallet open and pulled some bills out. She handed them to the valet who thanked her profusely. How much did she give him? Not only was I letting some famous rich guy fuck my wife I had to pay to park for the privilege. Maybe after he was done using my wife for his pleasure he could validate my valet ticket.

      Amy seemed awestruck as we walked into the grand hotel lobby. But ornate gold statues and shimmering fountains and waterfalls couldn’t distract me from some of the snickers from the onlookers.
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* * *

      There was a time not long ago that my wife and I made a striking couple. But years of stressful office work had sucked the life out of me. It really struck home at the beach. While Amy stripped down to her bikini, I felt so out of place, I wore a swim shirt.

      It was our second day of vacation at South Beach. I’d been the one to push for South Beach. The thought of sitting in a lounge chair while a parade of bare breasted young women marched past for my enjoyment was too much to pass up. Should have known it would come back and bite me in the ass.

      That afternoon we carved out a little space on the crowded sand. Amy was quick to slip off her robe while I set up our chairs and wiped the sweat from my forehead. That’s when my wife caught the attention of one of T-Rap’s entourage. Or posse, I guess. Amy was flattered to be noticed out of a beach filled with topless wannabe models. I was suspicious at the invite to their cabana, which was really just a tent, but Amy dragged me over against my better judgement.

      T-Rap was easy to identify. For one thing the dozen or so hangers-on surrounded him like he was Caesar or something. Plus he was the only one sitting in a full recliner. Like from someone’s living room. Right there on the beach. The rapper grinned at me. All I noticed was his mouth filled with gold. It gave off a menacing vibe.

      T-Rap didn’t bother standing up or shaking my hand or introducing himself. He was too busy eying my wife. He made no attempt to hide it either. He lowered his sunglasses and gazed at her over them. Licking his lips the whole time. Practically eye fucking her.

      He mumbled something but I couldn’t understand a word he said. Next thing I knew I had a drink in my hand. Amy wasted no time in fitting in despite us being the only two white people. She was laughing right along with everybody else. Somehow I suspected I was the butt of most of their jokes.

      Despite the gangster vibe, there was something attractive about T-Rap. Nothing I could put my finger on. He just seemed to have that allure that famous people have. He was a big guy and fit. He was wearing baggy jeans and construction boots but with a tight white tank top. Not exactly my idea of beachwear but it showed off his six pack and his arms were buff like he worked out a lot. Anyway he was somebody I wouldn’t want to cross.

      T-Rap shooed a couple of girls away from the chair next to him. He waved Amy over and patted the empty seat. Without looking at me, Amy giggled and cozied up to him. Within seconds T-Rap had his hand on Amy’s thigh just above the knee. Amy didn’t even pretend to brush him off. She just laughed at everything he mumbled.

      How could he be any good at rapping if no one could understand what the hell he was saying?

      His hands got mighty comfortable on my wife’s thigh. Not that he could feel anything with all of those gaudy rings on. Even with her new tan, Amy’s thighs looked so pale compared to his dark skin. Amy kept gabbing about how she had all his albums and listened to them all day. Which was a lie. The Camry radio was programmed to 101.5 The BOB, which played all the great hits from the 80’s, 90’s and Today. No T-Rap. No rap at all. Except occasionally that Vanilla Ice song.

      After about an hour or so and more than a couple of drinks, T-Rap waved me over to him. He kept his hand on Amy’s thigh as he looked up at me from behind his shades. Since I couldn’t see his eyes all I could make out was my tiny reflections in the lenses.

      He mumbled something and I couldn’t make out a word. We both looked at Amy. Amy stared at me. Then her eyes went big, like she was trying to send me a message. Finally she nodded. It occurred to me that T-Rap might have asked me a question. And for some reason I started nodding.

      My nod caused T-Rap to start laughing. Amy and everyone else joined in. He raised his hand off of Amy’s thigh which I thought was a good sign. Only he brought it back down slapping Amy’s thigh. Amy didn’t seem to mind.

      In hindsight, I probably should have said something. Like, “Hey, get your hip hop hand away from my wife’s vaj, you damn, dirty rapper.” But I didn’t. Instead I kept sucking my beverage through the straw like a puss until Amy stood up.

      T-Rap grabbed her by the hand and pulled it to him. Amy stumbled and twisted, nearly falling backwards and onto T-Rap’s lap. But she caught herself. Everyone but me laughed. T-Rap pulled Amy’s hand to his mouth and kissed it like she was the queen.

      He said something to her that was completely unintelligible to me. And laughed. Amy looked at me and then grinned back at him.

      “We’ll see,” she said to T-Rap. She slurred her words.

      Apparently we were dismissed. Amy and I said our goodbyes and headed back to our beach chairs. The sun was setting behind the hotels and a line of cruise ships was heading out to sea past the breakers. Amy couldn’t stop smiling.

      “Remember that thing we talked about?” She was drunk.

      “What thing?” I was buzzed but even so I should have known something was up.

      “When we talked about being with a celebrity?”

      “Uh, could you refresh my memory?”

      She rolled her eyes. “You know,” she said. “If one of us ever had the chance to, you know, meet a celebrity.” She was squirming in her beach chair. Crossing and uncrossing her legs. Jeez, there was a wet spot on her bikini. Between her legs. And we hadn’t even gone in the water.

      “So you want to go in the water?” The beach crowd was quite a bit thinner. The water looked pretty sweet.

      “No,” she said and stood up. She started gathering our stuff. “Let’s head back up to the room.”

      “Now?”

      “Yes, now.” She reached out and touched my arm. There was a glint in her eye that I hadn’t seen in a long time. Years even.

      Someone was getting lucky.
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* * *

      Amy practically sprinted ahead of me as we were leaving the beach. Every few steps she looked back at me over her shoulder as I staggered behind with the beach chairs. Sweat was pouring down over me but Amy kept urging me on.

      We made it back to the room and Amy practically jumped me. But just as quickly as she jumped on me, she jumped right back off. “Eww, you need a shower.”

      So much for me getting lucky.

      While the water flowed over me, I started thinking about all those girls I saw on the beach. Young and pretty and topless. Their small tits bouncing as they walked past with smiles on their faces. Without a care in the world. Within seconds I was so hard. I closed my eyes and fantasized about them. What would it be like to bring them back to the hotel room and peel their skimpy thongs off?

      Just as I shot my load, Amy came into the bathroom. Oh shit, I turned my back to the clear glass shower door so she wouldn’t see me.

      “Don’t you knock?”

      “Seriously? You’re taking a shower.” Amy stood in front of the mirror and stripped off her bikini top.

      “A little privacy please. I don’t barge in when you’re in the bathroom.” My dick was shrinking back to normal but was still a little sensitive.

      “We’re in a hotel,” Amy said. “There’s only one bathroom.” She grinned in the mirror apparently pleased with her new tan lines. “Besides, in a minute you’re going to be happy I came in.” She pulled down her bikini bottoms and stepped into the shower behind me.

      “What are you doing?”

      “What does it look like I’m doing?” She pressed her body into mine. Her soft breasts against my back. She reached around with both hands and fondled my dick.

      Shit.

      I closed my eyes and tried to think about those hot topless girls again. But no luck. It was too soon.

      Amy kept rubbing but nothing was happening. She lathered up her hands and started massaging my balls. Still zip.

      After a few minutes she gave up. “Is everything okay?”

      “Yeah, sure,” I said like we were back home and talking about whether the mail had come yet.

      “How come you’re not getting, you know, excited?”

      “I don’t know. Just not in the mood, I guess.” Oh man. She knows.

      “You don’t think it’s serious?” Amy angled herself around to look me in the face.

      I pretended to have soap in my eye and ducked under the spray. “Serious? No, it’s nothing.”

      “It’s not nothing. If I can’t get you hard then something’s wrong.”

      All I wanted to do was get off this subject. “What were you talking about earlier? About the celebrities?”

      Amy frowned and shook her head. Then her eyes lit up again. “Oh, yeah.”

      Whew, dodged a bullet.

      “Are you okay if we go over there?” She asked with a sly grin.

      “If we go over where?” What the hell was she talking about?

      “To T-Rap’s hotel.”

      “What?” I turned and faced my wife now. She had my soft cock in her hand. “What are you talking about?”

      “You don’t remember? Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “I’m fine. Why would we go over there? We’re not exactly part of that crowd.”

      “He invited us.” Amy kept stroking me.

      “What? When did that happen?”

      “You were standing right there when he asked.”

      “When he was mumbling? I couldn’t understand a word he said.” I felt like I was on a hidden camera prank show. Except we were naked in the shower.

      We just stared at each other for a few seconds. “I’m getting out,” I said and brushed by her. I grabbed a towel and left the bathroom.

      The cold air on my wet skin had me shivering. I dried off and noticed my dick had shriveled up and was smaller than ever.

      Amy said something from the shower but I couldn’t hear her. I was too busy trying to figure out the controls to the air conditioning. Anything to take the chill out of the room.
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* * *

      Amy came out of the bathroom in a white hotel robe while I sat on the bed and watched CNBC. She climbed onto the bed next to me and gently pulled the remote away from my hands. She turned the TV off.

      “I’m not sure what’s going on between us,” she said. “We came to South Beach to put some spark back in our lives.” That’s not exactly how I thought of it but I was busy working while she made all the arrangements.

      “Well, I don’t know how going to some rapper’s hotel party puts anything back into our marriage.” I crossed my arms over my chest. Sometimes Amy just didn’t get the big picture.

      “Francis, do you remember that marriage counseling we did a few years ago?”

      “Yeah,” I said. It was Amy’s idea. She thought it helped. Me? Not so much.

      “Remember after we got home. We talked all night? Just talked.”

      “Vaguely.”

      “We talked about fantasies we had. Like how you always wanted to sleep with two women?”

      Uh oh. I didn’t see another girl in the room. Where was this headed?

      “Vaguely.”

      “And do you remember what I said?”

      “As a matter of fact I do. You said there was no way in hell.”

      Amy made a frowny face and jokingly punched my arm. “Not that, silly.” She shook her head and ran her fingers through her damp hair. “But if I recall I said if we ever had the opportunity I’d consider it.”

      “So,” I said, “is tonight my lucky night?”

      Amy rolled her eyes. “I was talking about my fantasy of sleeping with a celebrity.”

      Just then everything clicked for me. “Trap? You want to sleep with Trap?”

      “It’s T-Rap.”

      “It might as well be C-Rap for all I care. You can’t be serious.” I jumped out of the bed and started pacing around the room. “He’s not a celebrity. He doesn’t count.”

      “Yes, he does,” Amy said, keeping her voice calm. “He’s the most famous person I’ve ever met.”

      “Not me. I’ve met lot’s of people more famous than Trap.”

      “Like who?”

      “I don’t know. Dan Quayle.”

      “Who?”

      “Dan Quayle. The former Vice President? Ringing any bells?”

      Amy rolled onto her back. The robe opened exposing her tanned legs all the way up. The tan lines from her bikini bottom looked sharp. Her pussy was neatly trimmed. She looked like a living airbrushed Playboy centerfold from the 90’s.

      And I got hard instantly just looking at my wife’s pussy.

      Amy closed the robe and glared at me. “You know Francis, I think we should do it.”

      “It wouldn’t be both of us,” I said but the anger was fading fast.

      “If it was just for me I wouldn’t do it.” Amy sat up and crawled across the bed to me. The robe showed off her cleavage. “I think it will help us. Our marriage.”

      Amy sat on the edge of the bed and shrugged out of the robe. She reached out and hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down.

      “And I’m not doing anything without you.” She grabbed my stiff dick with one hand and rubbed up and down.

      I swallowed hard. “What do you mean?” My voice cracked like I was going through puberty again.

      “You’re coming with me.” She leaned over and took my cock in her mouth. It was warm and wet and felt so good. Even though I’d jerked off less than an hour earlier, she would make me cum again in no time.

      “Why?”

      My wife pulled my dick out of her mouth and raised her eyes to me. “Because you’re my husband and I think you’ll like to watch.”
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* * *

      The quiet insults continued as we walked through the busy lobby. Older men practically dripping with money in light Florida suits escorted pretty young ladies in skimpy, clingy cocktail dresses. Maybe the members of the peanut gallery that were mocking me just couldn’t believe a couple could be relatively close in age.

      The whole South Beach scene just seemed so phony to me. Like nothing was real. Probably just like what Hollywood was like.

      We walked over to the corner of the lobby by the elevators. In the mirrored walls, I got a full length look at my wife and I. The same view others in the lobby were snickering at. Amy looked incredible. Her long blond hair, curvy body in the clingy yellow dress, and long, shapely tanned legs would turn heads anywhere. She could have been on the arm of any other guy in there and no one would have questioned it. But she wasn’t.

      She was with me.

      And I looked like a total schlub.

      Amy leaned into me. “What are you staring at?” She whispered.

      “Nothing,” I said. Not far from the truth.

      There we were, waiting for the special elevator to the penthouse in a hotel so exclusive I couldn’t even afford to park in it. Waiting to hand my gorgeous wife over to some nasty two bit rapper so he could use her body for his pleasure. While I, the limp dicked husband, watched from the corner like a pervert.

      Amy stepped in front of me and held my hands. She looked up at me with her big bright brown eyes. “Do you want to leave?”

      Of course I did. But I had to look away from her. Fucking tears welled in my eyes. What was wrong with me? Ready to bawl like a baby.

      Somehow I managed to blink without tears streaming down my cheeks. We made eye contact again. And I tried to respond but the words choked me. After I cleared my throat I managed a hoarse whisper. “Should I just wait down here?”

      Amy made a face. “No. That’s not what I meant.” She shook her head and her long light fine hair caught some of the gold from the lobby. The thought of T-Rap’s dark fingers getting tangled in my wife’s beautiful mane as he pulled her head back drove me crazy. It made me want to bury my face in those golden locks and cry.

      “I’m not going up without you.”

      Despite my anguish and anxiety, one look at how excited Amy was practically forced me to go through with it. Plus I was getting hard just thinking about them together. Even if it hurt. “Ok, then,” I said.

      She bit her lip and locked her fingers with mine. We kissed and she bounced up and down just enough for me to notice. It was special to see my wife so excited. Even if it was to have sex with another guy.

      The elevator door opened and we stepped in.

      Together.
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* * *

      Wow. So this is how the other half lives.

      The penthouse suite was even more incredible than the lobby. The foyer was dominated by a huge statue of a group of dolphins. Expensive looking paintings of palms and sailboats lined the walls. Amy’s shoes clicked on the immaculate shiny marble floor. The aroma of fresh cut flowers calmed me down a bit.

      The view out to the Atlantic through the open sliders that spanned nearly the entire wall drew me to it. It so mesmerized me that I stumbled down the two steps from the foyer into the living room.

      A strong hand caught me by the upper arm. It was the only thing that prevented me from being sprawled out all over the marble floor. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. With a sheepish grin, I looked up at my savior and stammered a thank you.

      Of course it was T-Rap. He’d emerged from a dim hallway to the side of the stairs.

      “No problem, brother,” he said. The first words from him I understood. He grinned at me with his gold teeth as I tried to collect myself.

      T-Rap quickly turned his attention to my wife. “Miss Amy. A pleasure, as always.” He took her hand and bowed to kiss it.

      Amy batted her eyes and stepped within a suggestive whisper of him. She arched her back which had the added effect of thrusting out her ample chest. Her fingers brushed her exposed neck. Could she throw herself at him more?

      At least T-Rap had the decency to clean up a bit for our visit. The gangster thug get up he wore at the beach was replaced with a loose white button shirt, completely unbuttoned, and sharp looking white pants. He didn’t even have shoes on which bothered me more than anything. He was as comfortable as I was uncomfortable. He looked ready to hit the sack. With my wife.

      Out of nowhere a devastatingly pretty young black woman appeared with a tray. She was dressed in a skimpy maid outfit that caught my eye. Why couldn’t T-Rap bang her instead of my wife?

      On the tray were three flutes of some special champagne that T-Rap referred to by a name I couldn’t even pronounce. Amy smiled at our host as she picked one up. I grabbed one and sniffed it. Maybe alcohol would make me feel better. I took a sip just as T-Rap raised his glass and made a toast to Amy. The taste was nasty and I spit it back in the flute.

      Amy glared at me as she brought the glass to her lips.

      T-Rap escorted Amy to the living room. Amy sat down on the end of the couch and T-Rap slid in next to her. Very close. My choices were to sit next to T-Rap or sit by myself in the easy chair to the side. The way T-Rap was leaning into Amy I’d never see what was going on if I was next to him. So the chair it was.

      While I twiddled my thumbs, they talked like I wasn’t even there.
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* * *

      They spent about twenty minutes getting closer and closer on the couch. T-Rap mumbled to Amy and she ate it up smiling and giggling. They started kissing. My focus was on T-Rap’s big black hand inching up my wife’s thigh. Her yellow dress offered scant protection.

      Just as he was about to reach her pussy she pushed his hand away. Not with any anger or seriousness. Just a “slow it down” type gesture.

      T-Rap wasn’t discouraged. He continued kissing down her neck, taking his time. Amy’s eyes were closed and her head was thrown back giving him easy access. Her breaths became heavier and heavier.

      That’s when T-Rap made his move. His big black tattooed hand cupped her breast. Amy put her hand on top of his. At first I thought she was going to pull it away but no. She held his hand there on her boob, letting him touch her.

      When T-Rap slipped his finger under the edge of the dress, Amy stopped him. “Not here,” she said. “Bedroom.”

      T-Rap licked his lips and wiped his mouth with his hand. He stood up and helped Amy stand too. They held hands like newlyweds as he led her out of the living room and down the hall to the master bedroom.
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* * *

      “What the hell is this? A video camera?”

      “Take it easy big man,” T-Rap said with a broad smile. “It’s just for protection. Security. You know what I’m saying?”

      Security. For break ins, I guess. Like if a large black man broke into my wife’s pussy we’d have excellent footage.

      “I’m not comfortable with this,” I said pleading with Amy.

      Amy pursed her lips. She waved her hands urging me to calm down. She turned to T-Rap. “Help me understand T.” She called him T. “This is for security?”

      He grabbed Amy’s hand and squeezed it. “It’s just a precaution. A man in my position has to protect himself. You understand, right?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Protect yourself from what? Bedbugs?”

      Amy furrowed her brows and grit her teeth as she stared at me.

      “Naw, man. It ain’t like that. It’s protection from allegations, man. Shit.”

      I didn’t hear him. “What are you talking about? Alligators?”

      “Naw, man. Allegations.” He stretched out the word. AL-LE-GAT-IONS. Like I was an idiot. When he was the one with the mouthful of precious metal.

      “Allegations? Of what?”

      T-Rap threw his hands up and glanced at Amy for help. “C’mon man. Allegations of a sexual nature.”

      “Seriously? That’s your reason?” I laughed. Well, wWhat happens to the rec-”

      T-Rap waved his hands at me. “Man, I don’t need this shit.”

      Amy grabbed his hand. “It’s okay T,” she said. “Francis is okay with it too. Right, Francis?” Amy nodded at me. She mouthed the words, Don’t ruin this.

      “Fine,” I said. My hands were up like I was surrendering. Amy stepped over to me and placed her palms on my chest. It sent a jolt through me. Just her touch.

      But it wasn’t for me. Not really.

      She just pushed me backwards and into a big chair in the corner of the room facing the huge bed. I flopped into it and Amy kissed the top of my head. “Just do this for me,” she said.

      Before I could even look up and into her eyes, she turned away and rushed back over to T-Rap. He was pouting and slouching like he was being neglected.

      Amy put her hands on his bare chest just like she did to me. Only she wasn’t pushing him away. She popped up on her tiptoes and kissed him under the jawline.

      His arms enveloped Amy. His hands rested on her back. Her lower back. They kissed and I watched his hands and they slid lower and lower down the bright yellow skirt.

      All I could do was bite my lip as he squeezed my wife’s ass. Amy peppered his neck and jaw with kisses. Not a thought about me anymore.

      He lifted the back of her skirt. Amy’s bare butt was showing. What the hell? She wasn’t even wearing any underwear?

      The skirt went higher and higher. Then I saw it. She was wearing a thong. Didn’t even know she owned a thong. Not like it mattered. T-Rap’s hands roamed all over the bare skin of her butt.

      At least she stopped kissing him. She was looking down. Between their bodies. One hand was still on his chest. But where was the other hand?

      Amy took half a step back and that’s when I saw it. My wife’s hand was sizing up the huge bulge in T-Rap’s pants.

      I slumped back in the chair and sighed. Neither one even glanced in my direction. It was like I wasn’t even there.

      T-Rap shrugged out of his shirt and dropped it behind him. Damn. He was ripped. His chest and abs were sculpted. His arms were muscular. His whole body had a threatening vibe to it. Maybe it was the menacing tattoos on his dark skin. If he wasn’t a rapper I would have pegged him as a gangbanger.

      His whole appearance sent a shiver through me. Maybe I’d better be more careful in how I address him. Last thing I wanted was to get the crap kicked out of me. He could seriously hurt me if he wanted.

      All his attention at the moment was on Amy though. They were kissing again. Mouths open. Tongues out. Pretty sure Amy and I never kissed like that.

      His big black hand was on Amy’s shoulder nearest me. He pulled the yellow spaghetti strap of her dress to the edge and let it slide off. He brought his hand down and Amy’s bare breast popped out.

      The shock of seeing my wife’s exposed nipple caught my breath short.

      He cupped her breast and squeezed. Amy threw her head back and moaned. She leaned into his touch pressing her boob into his palm.

      T-Rap toyed with her hard nipple between his fingers. He was driving her wild. Her knees were shaking.

      He leaned over and kissed down her neck. She leaned away arching her back for him. His mouth trailed down her body leaving a trail to her nipple. His tongue circled it, teasing it. Finally he sucked her nipple into his mouth.

      Amy wrapped her hands around his head and held it to her breast.

      Something was stirring deep inside me. Despite my anguish there was a desire growing within me. My brain wanted them to stop. But something more primal wanted them to continue while I watched. My dick was getting hard forcing me to shift in the chair.

      T-Rap stood up and yanked Amy’s dress down. It slid over Amy’s curves to the floor.

      Amy stepped out of the bright yellow fabric pooled around her feet. She stood nearly naked dwarfed by this huge black stranger. Tiny yellow thong underwear barely covered her most private parts.

      T-Rap’s eyes widened as he took her in. “Damn, girl,” he said as he wiped his mouth. The bulge at his crotch was more pronounced. He made no effort to hide his excitement. In fact he even reached down and rubbed it over his pants.

      Amy watched him and licked her lips. Her eyes darted up to his and she bit her lower lip like she did when she was nervous about something.

      T-Rap grinned and flicked his head back, urging Amy to come for him.

      Amy pushed her long hair back over her ear and sunk to her knees in front of T-Rap. Her head was lined up with his crotch. Just inches away.

      T-Rap looked over at me and said something. It startled me and I hunched over trying to hide my own much smaller bulge. Whatever he said didn’t register with me at first so he repeated it. “Throw me the pillow.”

      Behind me on the chair was a small pillow that was supporting my lumbar area. I grabbed it and tossed it over as he commanded. But not far enough. The pillow flopped a foot short of T-Rap. He shook his head and chuckled at my weak throw.

      Amy grabbed it and handed it up to T-Rap.

      “No, girl,” he said. “It’s for you.”

      Amy smiled and sat back placing the pillow so she could kneel on it. “Much better,” she said. “Thank you.”

      She wasn’t looking at me when she said it either. She was thanking the big black guy she was about to go down on.

      Amy, newly comfortable, reached for T-Rap. She pulled him to her by the waistband of his pants. Her hands ran over his cut six pack, tracing her fingers over every rippled muscle.

      She leaned in and kissed his stomach. And further down. His cock strained against the fabric of his pants. Amy rubbed the outline with her hands and mouth. She undid his pants and pulled them down.

      Amy and I both gasped when T-Rap’s cock was revealed. It was enormous. “Whoa,” Amy said and giggled.

      T-Rap stepped out of his pants and stood naked. His massive cock curved right into Amy’s face.

      Amy rubbed her hands on her thighs before she reached up and circled her fingers around his length. She tried it with her other hand too and I realized her fingers didn’t reach all the way around. Her wedding ring sparkled in the dim light.

      With two hands Amy slowly stroked him up and down. “You’re so big,” she said.

      “Damn right,” T-Rap said. “Put it in your mouth.”

      “Okay. I’ll try.” Amy giggled again.

      She leaned forward and puckered her lips. She kissed the large head of his cock first before kissing down the length of it. When she reached the base she stuck her tongue out and started licking.

      T-Rap smiled. He reached down and pulled his erect dick back. “Suck my balls.”

      “Okay.” More giggles. Amy tilted her head and sucked on his dangling balls.

      T-Rap groaned. “That’s it, baby. You know what I like.”

      My jaw was clenched. How does my wife know what he likes when she doesn’t even know what I like? She never does that for me.

      When T-Rap had enough he stepped back. Amy tugged on his ball sack for a playful moment before letting go. She straightened up and grabbed his cock again. This time there was no hesitation. She pulled his big black cock into her mouth.

      Her lips closed on the shaft just past the head. There was a slurping sound and she pulled her head back. “You’re so big,” she said. Again.

      She took him into her mouth again and sucked on him while she stroked his shaft with her hands. T-Rap placed his hands on her head and watched.

      He was so big her mouth barely made it past the swollen head of it. But it wasn’t for lack of trying. She sucked his cock with more enthusiasm than she ever did mine. To the point of gagging herself.

      T-Rap held her head still and started thrusting himself into her mouth. Like he was fucking her in the face. Amy’s eyes watered but she didn’t push him away. Her hands were wrapped around him, grabbing his ass.

      After a few brutal minutes, he pulled out of her mouth. But he held her face and rubbed his wet cock all over her face. Her nose, her cheeks, her forehead. Like he was marking her.

      He helped her to her feet and guided her over to the bed. He positioned her so she was on her back with her head hanging off the edge of the bed upside down. She opened her mouth and he guided his long cock inside. He pushed his cock deep inside her mouth. Her pale throat bulged as she took so much of him. His balls bounced against her nose.

      While he was throat-fucking my wife his hands were free to fondle her big bare breasts. He squeezed them and smacked them around like they were just for him. Just for his enjoyment.

      When he got bored with my wife’s tits he slid his hand down her flat stomach and under the front of her panties. Helping himself to my wife’s pussy. His fingers were busy down there before he pulled his hand back. He brought his wet fingers to his mouth and tasted her juices.

      Amy’s eyes were watering and she coughed. She pushed back against T-Rap’s long lean thighs and lifted her head. She wiped her mouth and rolled on her side. “Fuck me now,” she said.

      T-Rap stepped to the side and smacked her on the ass.

      “Hey,” Amy said like she loved getting smacked on the ass.

      “You’re a filthy little slut aren’t you?”

      Yes she is, I thought.

      T-Rap had Amy flip around so she was on her back in the center of the bed with her head on the pillows like she was going to take a nap. He crawled on the bed by her legs and peeled the panties off of her, making a show of sniffing them. He tossed them aside and they fell at my feet.

      I scooped them up. They were hardly anything, so little she might as well have been naked the whole time. The little strip that ran between her thighs was drenched. Did I ever get my wife that wet? Pretty sure I didn’t want the answer.

      The tiny landing strip of dark hair stood out against the untanned bikini line. And it aroused me instantly.

      T-Rap reached out and stroked my wife’s pussy with one hand. He stroked his enormous stiff cock with the other.

      T-Rap climbed on top of my wife. Amy looked up at him, eyes wide. The size difference between the two of them was nearly as striking as the contrast between her light skin (even with her tan) and his dark skin.

      She reached between her legs and grasped his stiff cock. She rubbed it with her hand as she pulled him to her.

      Wait. Where was the condom? What the fuck? She was letting him fuck her with no condom?

      “You’re so big,” She said. “Go slow, okay?”

      T-Rap just grunted as he pushed himself into her.

      Amy winced and cried out as he entered her. She clawed at his biceps as he pushed forward. “Oh god. It’s so big. I’ve never been with anyone as big as you.”

      “Damn, girl. You so tight. Is you a virgin?”

      I wanted my wife to say, “No, I isn’t.”

      “No,” my wife said with a nervous laugh. And another wince.

      My own cock was so hard it was hurting me. Nothing I did could make it feel better. Besides the shame of being aroused while my wife gets fucked by another guy kept hanging over me.

      Amy kept whimpering as T-Rap’s huge cock stretched her tiny cunt. Soon he was balls deep and left it there for a moment as he admired my wife’s body. He reached down and started stroking Amy’s clit.

      Amy moaned and writhed underneath his powerful body. I’d never seen her like this in my life. Her cheeks and chest flushed red. Her nipples poked up rock hard.

      When he started to pull out, she clenched, reluctant to let him go.

      Her reaction to him was driving me crazy. What was it about him that drove her wild? Besides a freakishly large cock?

      T-Rap worked up a rhythm. Each time their bodies slapped together Amy’s big breasts bounced around.

      That was it for me. I reached down my pants and started stroking my own dick. The last thing I wanted was to cum in my pants but I had to do something. It was an emergency.

      T-Rap grabbed Amy by the ankles and held her legs as far apart as they could go. He kept thrusting himself into her as she begged for more. He slowed down taunting her.

      When he let her ankles go, he pinned her legs back so her cunt curved up to him. He was really on top of her allowing him to drive down into her. His deepest penetration yet. Amy’s moans echoed around the room. She sounded like a porn star.

      Just when I thought they had to be done, he pulled out of her and flipped her on her stomach. He reached under her and pulled her to her hands and knees. He entered her from behind.

      Doggy-style was always Amy’s favorite position at home. But she looked to be enjoying this on a whole new level.

      T-Rap slammed into her again and again. The sound of their bodies slapping together was shockingly loud. When he wasn’t gripping her ass he was slapping it. Hard. Leaving red handprints on the pale flesh that was inside her tan lines.

      It was about then I realized T-Rap had stopped thrusting into her. Instead it was Amy ramming her ass back into him. She couldn’t get enough.

      T-Rap was obviously enjoying himself. He placed his hands on Amy’s ass. His thumb stroked her asshole, a place I was forbidden to touch. T-Rap was getting more of my wife than I ever did, that was for sure.

      T-Rap pulled out again. Amy looked back at him over her shoulder with a frown. T-Rap flopped down on the bed next to her on his back. “Ride me,” he said.

      Amy lifted her leg and straddled him. Her hand held his stiff cock upright as she lowered herself down on him. His enormous black cock disappeared inside her stretched pink cunt.

      Somehow she made it all the way down. Her little white ass sat in his lap and he was all the way inside her. She wiggled around on him while he reached up and played with her breasts.

      She leaned over him, resting her hands on his chest as she started up and down his shaft. Her big bare breasts danced in front of his face. He reached around and spread her ass cheeks. Every once in a while he probed her asshole with his finger. She didn’t seem to mind at all.

      When she eventually ran out of steam he held her by the hips and thrust up into her, fucking her from below. Then he would lift her up and down so she could ride his shaft. Amy was swaying side to side. Exhausted by this marathon fuck session.

      Then without warning he pulled her close so their bodies were tight. Her breasts pressed against his slick body. He rolled them over while his dick stayed inside her.

      He was back on top. His dark body glistened with sweat. He was getting quite a workout rolling around in the sack with my wife.

      He pinned Amy’s legs back again and pounded her with everything he had. Amy’s eyes were wide and her mouth gaped open but her body was limp. This had to be the end.

      T-Rap’s body quivered. He kept thrusting into her but he was spasming. Finally he groaned and his whole body shuddered. Amy reached around and pulled his ass towards her. He kept pumping inside my wife until he collapsed on top of her.
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* * *

      T-Rap finally pulled out of her. His cock was still semi hard and still dwarfed my own even when I was hard. His dick was slick with my wife’s juices mixed with his own and it left a trail along her upper thigh. He pushed off Amy like she was a toy he was finished using.

      As he stood up and admired his conquest, he said, “She’s all yours, man.” T-Rap grinned at me, his gold teeth sparkling.

      Thanks for giving me my wife back. That’s what I wanted to say but I was afraid T-Rap would beat my ass. So I just nodded instead.

      Then T-Rap said something to me I didn’t expect. “You’re a lucky man, bro.”

      He left the bedroom and I stood up. I was sort of numb. What just happened?

      Amy was sprawled on the bed on her back with her legs still spread wide. Her skin glistened with perspiration, some of it hers. Her cunt gaped open after being ravaged by that huge cock. Whitish fluid drizzled out of it and flowed down over her asshole.

      Despite that I had an irresistible urge to fuck my wife. Right there and then. On the same bed another man just came inside her on. My erection was so painful and I didn’t want to jerk off. Didn’t think that would take care of it.

      I closed the bedroom door and undressed. Amy squinted at me as I climbed on the bed next to her. “Francis, what are you doing?”

      “I want to have sex,” I said. “With you.”

      Amy closed her eyes and her head slumped back down on the bed. “Okay.”

      Great. Just as I was steering around the wet spot on the bed and about to get on top of her she continued.

      “But first I want you to do something you haven’t done in a long time.” Her voice sounded sleepy. Like she was out of it. Her middle of the night voice.

      “What?”

      “Give me an orgasm.”

      I looked down at her spent body. T-Rap’s load was still dripping out of her.

      Oh, man. The only way I’d ever given my wife an orgasm was by going down on her. “Right now?” I asked eying the mess.

      “Yes,” she said. “If you want to fuck me.”

      “But-”

      “Will you just do it, please?”

      In that moment, I wanted it so bad I would have done anything. No matter how humiliating. Even this.

      Despite the size of the bed there wasn’t enough room for me to spread out so I curled up into a ball at the foot of the bed. Just enough room.

      Towards the top of the bed Amy was sprawled out. Her nostrils flared and her chest heaved with every breath. She was playing with herself. Her fingers swirled over her clit. Just below her opening was still gaping wide. Stretched by T-Rap’s big black cock. His cum continued to trickle down coating her asshole.

      While I was somewhat disgusted, I was also turned on beyond belief. Was it possible that I wanted my wife more than ever after seeing her fucked hard by another guy?

      What was wrong with me?

      As I inched closer, I breathed in the steamy aroma of sex. The heat off her body was intense. Nothing else mattered. I had to have her.

      I grabbed her hand and pushed it aside, replacing her fingers with my tongue. I lapped up her juices forcing everything else aside. It was just me pleasuring my wife.

      Laughing erupted behind me. T-Rap was standing at the bedroom doorway with the pretty girl who served us the champagne. T-Rap had a white towel around his waist and he didn’t bother concealing his laughter. The girl at least covered her mouth.

      I wasn’t sure if they were laughing at my pathetic naked body or the sight of me eating my wife out while another man’s jizz dripped out of it. Probably didn’t matter much either way. Fortunately the girl pulled T-Rap out of the room and closed the door.

      My humiliation was complete. I closed my eyes and licked and sucked my wife’s clit until she writhed and gripped the pillows. She shuddered and her hips bucked as I brought her to orgasm.

      When she was satisfied I wiped my face and climbed between her legs. My cock had softened though. Amy reached down and stroked me until I stiffened again. She put me inside her.

      Her cunt felt so loose to me. Like T-Rap had stretched her so far as to ruin it for me. But her cunt was warm and wet. I rocked back and forth on top of her until I came. It didn’t take very long but longer than it usually did.
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* * *

      We cleaned up in the bathroom and got dressed. We didn’t speak or even make eye contact. T-Rap wasn’t to be found as we left the penthouse. Just as well. I hoped never to see him again. My shame would always be with me but I didn’t need anyone else rubbing it in my face.

      Once we were alone in the closed elevator, Amy took my hand. “You know this wasn’t about T-Rap, right?”

      My wife had been a mystery to me since the day we met. Unfortunately I still didn’t have the slightest clue about her or what she really wanted. If this was a painful lesson for me, I was sure there were more lessons ahead for me. So I just nodded and she smiled and kissed me. Her mouth was open just like when she kissed T-Rap.

      “Thank you,” she said. “I love you, Francis.”

      “I love you, too,” I said back to her. Not like all the other times where I just said it out of habit either. This time I really meant it.
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* * *

      We had a couple of more days on Miami Beach. And I noticed a change in Amy. Her confidence soared. She even dared to take her top off at the beach. A little surge of pride rose in me when I noticed men of all ages checking her out. They would never know what it was like to be with Amy. Sucks to be them.

      But something tickled the back of my mind.

      That damn video.

      I should have put my foot down. Someday I knew that video would come back and bite me in the ass.

      [image: ]
* * *
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* * *
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      The doorbell rang and since I wasn’t expecting anyone I proceeded with my usual caution. The front door has a peephole because these days you can never be too cautious. The distorted view was clear enough for me to make out my elderly next door neighbor, Sandra. She had something in her hands.

      Sandra and I weren’t exactly on speaking terms these days. Ever since I caught her walking her little Shitzu on our lawn. The appearance of the little turds on my precious green grass was a mystery to that point. Sometimes they were small enough I could pretend it was from a large squirrel. Or a raccoon. But I always had a suspicion it was Sandra. Or her dog.

      Too bad she was the neighborhood busybody, gossip and president of the homeowners association. Too busy to keep her husband (though he was kind of a dick too). Now she lives with her even more elderly mother.

      “Who is it, Francis?” my wife Amy asked, her voice echoing through the house. She was in the tub in our master bathroom. She’d been taking a lot of baths since we got back from our vacation in South Beach. My suspicion was she was playing with herself in there. Probably fantasizing about getting banged by that big black rapper, T-Rap back in the Miami Beach penthouse.

      “It’s Sandra,” I yelled to her. Then I winced because Sandra could hear me through the door. She wasn’t that elderly.

      “What does she want?”

      “I don’t know.” Fuck. Amy usually answers the door. It’s not my thing. I’m not great with people.

      There was a loud bang on the door again. That’s when I realized Sandra didn’t have a gun in her hands. She had a box about two feet long and maybe six inches across. It was a plain brown shipping box. There wasn’t a logo on it or anything but the flaps were up like it had been opened.

      Against my better judgement, I eased the door open and peeked out, leaving the security chain intact. “Oh, Sandra. Hi.”

      Sandra glared at me. Beady little eyes and a general stoop in her appearance made her look like the evil queen handing Snow White the apple. “Francis, we have a problem.”

      Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

      “We do?” Besides your little rodent dog crapping in my yard? Besides my having to have contact with you?

      “Yes,” she said with a huff that she’d been perfecting for decades. “Are you going to open the door or not?”

      I wasn’t planning on it you old cunt.

      “Sure. Just give me a second.” I closed the door, ostensibly to undo the security chain. But I seriously considered just leaving it closed and letting Sandra go fuck herself on my front step.

      Against my better judgement I opened the door fully. “So what’s the current problem, Sandra?”

      “This box was accidentally delivered to my house,” she said. She was giving me some serious stink eye.

      Immediately I thought of the movie Seven with Morgan Freeman and Brad Pitt. What’s in the box? What’s in the box?

      She shoved the box towards me. Unfortunately I was half in the doorway and only had one hand free. The box was too big and awkwardly shaped. It balanced on my one free forearm. Hanging there for just a moment. Until it flipped over and fell upside down between us. The contents of the box spilled out for all to see.

      A big black erect penis lay at my feet.

      It was at least a foot long and anatomically accurate. Right down to the enormous mushroom shaped head, ribbed veins and an impressive pair of testicles. For a bull.

      My eyes locked with Sandra’s. Eyes wide in horror. Both of us gasped.

      My mind immediately splashed the image of the only big black cock I’d ever seen in person. T-Rap’s. The giant black rapper that banged my wife in South Beach as I sat by and watched.

      It just sat there as neither of us made a move to pick it up. Finally Sandra sputtered, “Aren’t you going to pick it up?”

      “Um, why would I do that?”

      Sandra’s brow furrowed and she grit her teeth. She picked up the empty box and fumbled with it. She turned it over and thrust the box into my chest with the address label showing. “Because it’s yours.”

      Sure enough, it was addressed to me personally.

      Amy.

      With a heavy sigh, I reached down and grabbed the big black dildo. It was so wide around my fingers didn’t reach all the way around it. The monster fake shaft had a spongy, leathery softness that felt a little too good.

      It had some heft to it as I lifted it off the step. Sandra eyes looked like they would pop out of her skull. The thing was bigger than my forearm. If I was a violent person, which I’m not, I could have beaten Sandra to death with this thing.

      A Toyota mini van drove by the front of the house slowly. It was Mandy, a neighbor from down the block. She waved to me and, out of habit, I waved back. With the hand holding the monster fake cock. Mandy squinted at me and stopped the car with a screech. She pointed her phone at me before driving off and laughing hysterically.

      I tried to stuff the dildo back into the box. The packing paper was all scrunched up and the whole thing wouldn’t fit. The mushroom head stuck out. Pointing directly at Sandra’s face. She backed away cringing. Like she was afraid of getting a huge load shot in her craggy face.

      “You’re disgusting,” she said and staggered back down the step.
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* * *

      Back upstairs, I smacked the head of the dildo against the bathroom door. The dull thud was a little too fleshy. “Can I come in please?”

      “Sure,” Amy said from inside.

      I pushed the door open and there was Amy in the large whirlpool bathtub. Only her head was visible above the foam of the bubbly surface. “What’s up?”

      My blood pressure. “We got a delivery.”

      Amy looked up and I pulled the giant dildo out of the box. I held it out in front of me like a sword. Amy laughed and grabbed it out of my hand. “Finally. I’ve been waiting for this.”

      She held it up to her face like she was going to start sucking it. It reminded me of her just before she started sucking T-Rap’s cock. I shuddered even as I felt a twinge of excitement in my pants.

      “You know,” I said, “you could have given me a heads up about this.”

      Amy set the dildo down on the edge of the tub and sat up. The bubbles clung to her big bare breasts. Her nipples were hard. “I wanted to surprise you.”

      “Well, mission accomplished.”

      “What’s wrong?”

      “What’s wrong? I’ll tell you what’s wrong. You just had a giant black penis delivered to the house. I mean how would you feel if the situation was reversed?”

      Amy grinned. “How would I feel if you ordered a big black penis? I don’t know. I guess I’d-”

      I rolled my eyes. “You know what I mean. If I ordered a fake vagina, or something, you’d be pissed.”

      She laughed at me. She had a great laugh but I wasn’t in the mood to appreciate it. “Francis, are you jealous?”

      “Jealous?” I stepped back and crossed my arms across my chest. “It’s a toy.”

      “Exactly,” Amy said. “You have nothing to be jealous of. It’s a toy. So what’s the problem?”

      “I don’t know.” I caught my pathetic reflection in the mirror. Amy was out of my league. It was something I always knew on some level but managed to suppress. But seeing how eagerly Amy took to T-Rap obliterated any illusion of confidence I once had. “I guess I thought you had gotten it out of your system.”

      “Oh, Francis.” Amy tilted her head as she looked at me. She stood up and the bubbles dripped down her naked body. God she was beautiful.

      “Wait for me in the bed,” she said. “And you don’t need your clothes.”
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* * *

      When my wife walked out of the master bathroom naked and scrubbed and shiny and gorgeous, I was already undressed and under the covers. Her damp blond locks couldn’t cover her ample breasts from my view. The fading tan lines over her curves from our South Beach trip sent a shiver of desire through me. A shock of pubic hair at the joining of her thighs had me stroking myself in anticipation.

      Amy smiled at the tented sheets over my excitement. Sure I didn’t have much, especially compared to the frighteningly large black dildo in her hand, but what I did have was ready and willing.

      Amy bounced into bed next to me and nearly cold cocked me with the table leg sized fake cock in her hand. As excited as I was, part of me was nervous about what role another dick would play in our lovemaking.

      “Are you ready?” Amy asked.

      “What have you got in mind?”

      She curled up to me and we started kissing like when we first met. Her body was invitingly warm. She was soft in all the right places and it struck me how lucky I was to have her all to myself again.

      In the heat of the moment I was able to set aside the dark thoughts of my wife with other guys. Specifically that big black rapper, T-Rap.

      At some point every day since they were together, rage and shame would suddenly consume me. T-Rap sliding his huge black dick inside Amy’s tight little cunt. His cock penetrating so deep inside my own wife — reaching places I never would. Making her moan like a whore as he used her body for his own pleasure. And I’ll never forget him laughing at me as I licked Amy’s cunt while his semen seeped out, coating her asshole on the way down.

      “Hey. Are you okay?” Amy asked. She cupped my face with one hand.

      “Yeah. It’s just work.” That was my standard lie. Blame work instead of telling her how jealous I was of T-Rap. Even if they only had a one night stand. Besides it wasn’t completely untrue.

      Work was stressful. This big promotion was coming up and if I didn’t get it I don’t know what I’d do. And my new boss, who happened to be a big black guy, was riding my ass. Fucking me over just like T-Rap did to my wife.

      “Well, maybe I can take your mind off it,” Amy said. She disappeared under the covers and she started stroking my cock with her hand. She planted a kiss on the head with her plump, soft lips. Her tongue teased me until she took my entire length in her mouth. Her warm wet mouth nearly made me cum right then.

      Ever since her night with T-Rap, Amy has been much more enthusiastic when she goes down on me. Her head bobbed up and down on my shaft. Her deft fingers massaged my balls while she sucked my cock. It’s like my reserved wife turned into a porn star overnight.

      Fortunately she stopped before I exploded in her mouth. She slid back up and kissed me with an open mouth. I pulled back out of fear of tasting my own dick. Amy didn’t seem to notice. Instead she handed me the dildo.

      “What am I supposed to do with this?”

      Amy grinned as she rolled onto her back and pushed the sheets away exposing her naked body. She parted her thighs. “I want you to use it on me, silly. What did you think we were going to do with it?”

      I shuddered at the possibilities. The big black dildo felt heavier now. How did those guys walk around with something this big dangling between their legs? It seemed like it might be a disability. Giant Cock Syndrome. No cure. Only treatment is to bang little white women.

      Amy grabbed the dildo with one hand and pulled it (with me holding on down by the balls) between her spread thighs. She rubbed the head against her clit and down over her opening. She was already dripping wet. The air was heavy with her desire.

      She guided me as we teased her pussy, caressing her slick folds with the bulbous head and thick shaft. Amy’s breathing grew heavier as she closed her eyes. Her nipples hardened and she squeezed them with her free hand.

      Finally she opened her eyes. “I’m ready,” she said in a breathless gasp. Together we pressed the head against her opening. For the life of me I couldn’t see how this massive thing was going to fit in her tight hole. Then I remembered T-Rap’s similar sized cock having no problems drilling balls deep into my wife.

      Amy’s cunt resisted the massive head to the point I was ready to give up. But she persisted until the oversized head popped inside her. Amy gasped in pain and her entire body stiffened. She grabbed my wrist and held it still.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      She shushed me even as she winced and nodded, exhaling deeply. She pulled my wrist towards her slowly forcing the dildo deeper.

      I was so hard as I pushed the giant fake dick farther and farther inside my wife. My cock was so hard even though I was basically fucking her with someone else’s dick.

      With her hand on mine, Amy let me know what to do. After it was about halfway in her she had me pull back until just the head was inside. Then she had me push into her again, going a little bit deeper.

      Back and forth we went for I don’t know how long. Somehow her cunt stretched to take the whole freaking thing inside her. To the point that the balls pressed against her asshole.

      “Now fuck me with it, Francis.” Her voice was raw and hoarse. Almost like she was possessed.

      I did as I was told, drilling her with this crazy big dildo. I yanked it all the way out and drove it right back in. Again and again, while she moaned like she did in South Beach.

      It was amazing to see how turned on she was. Her back was arched as her head slipped between the pillows, muffling her cries. A sheen of perspiration appeared on her skin. Even though I was doing all the work.

      Finally she cried out and her hips bucked. She nearly kicked me off the bed. Her body clamped down on the dildo so hard I couldn’t move it. Which was good news because I thought my arm was going to fall off.

      She curled up in a ball with the dildo sticking out of her as waves of pleasure rocked her. I flopped over to the side and stroked my cock as I watched her.

      It gave me a measure of pride to bring my wife to orgasm but I really wished I could have done it with my own dick. But beggars can’t be choosers I guess. As emasculating as it was to have my wife introduce a dildo into our relationship, at least she could get her fill of big black cock without going outside for it. I’d much prefer me banging my wife with a fake big black cock to her getting banged by an actual big black cock attached to an equally big black guy.
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* * *

      That was probably the best Saturday afternoon in my life. My life let me fuck her after she got off. It was a bit anti-climatic. For her, anyway.

      Later that evening, while Amy had a glass of wine and watched an episode of Ellen on the DVR, I got on my computer and saw an email from an unknown sender. Normally I’d avoid opening a suspicious email like that but the topic sucked me in: Is your wife in this video?

      My heart stopped and my mouth went dry.

      I opened the email and the first thing I saw was a still shot from a video. It was high definition and the image was as clear as could be.

      My wife on the beach. Topless.

      Fuck.

      There was a video attached. I clicked on it, for once disregarding all computer safety protocols. In that moment I honestly did not care if the file contained a computer virus planted by some Russian teen hacker that Vladimir Putin was corn-holing between swigs of vodka.

      If the video of Amy getting fucked by T-Rap was out there I needed to know about it.

      The video downloaded and I clicked play. Terribly loud rap music blared out of my computer speakers. I nearly crapped my pants. I smashed the mute button on my keyboard.

      Usually I have my computer’s volume way down so my wife doesn’t hear the moaning and cursing from the porn. But since the South Beach trip my porn viewing has been way down because we’ve been doing it regularly. She was wearing me out.

      The video was really choppy for a couple of seconds. The images were shaky and dark while someone was walking around with it. Maybe someone was testing out the camera or something at a concert. There was an abrupt cut in the video and the image of an expensive hotel bedroom appeared.

      The bedroom was empty but looked familiar. My heart pounded in my chest and my pulse drummed in my ears. “No, no, no. Please don’t be that night. Please, please.” Religion really wasn’t my thing but I was praying right then.

      My half assed prayers went unanswered.

      The hotel suite bedroom door opened and T-Rap stepped into view with my wife at his side. Despite my horror at seeing the video, I instantly got hard. Amy looked so hot that night in her sexy yellow dress.

      T-Rap looked even bigger than I remembered. How could I ever have agreed to let him nail my wife? Then I saw myself on the video slinking in behind them and whining about the presence of the camera. How could I have been such a wimp? I should have put my foot down about the camera. But confrontation was less my thing than religion. And now a high definition recording of my wife’s one night stand with a big black rapper was out in the world.

      In the video, the night played out all over again. T-Rap stripping Amy naked. Amy on her knees sucking his big black cock. The two of them naked on the bed, writhing in passion, fucking like newlyweds.

      Despite my horror, seeing Amy being fucked so hard drove me wild. Before long I couldn’t take any more and I pulled down my pants and jerked off watching the video.

      Just before T-Rap shot his load deep inside my wife’s cunt, I finished up. Spent, I flopped back in the chair and watched the rest of the video.

      With all of my excitement gone, I was left with the horror of it. The video continued as T-Rap left the room, done using my wife as a disposable fuck doll. After a minute or so of Amy spread on the bed with T-Rap’s jizz dripping out of her, I slink back into the frame.

      It was so humiliating to watch myself undress and climb between Amy’s thighs. I wanted to look away as I went down on her just minutes after T-Rap’s big black cock exploded inside her. Even after we were interrupted by T-Rap and his beautiful assistant, I continued. The final shame came when I climbed on top of my own wife for pathetic sloppy seconds.

      There was a knock at the door.

      I panicked and nearly fell out of the chair.

      “Everything okay in there?” Amy never entered my office without knocking. Thank God.

      I scrambled to close the video and pull my pants up. In my hurry I nearly caught myself in the zipper of my pants.

      “Uh, yeah,” I said. “Everything’s okay. Just…” I clicked on an emergency file I set up in case Amy ever walked in on me jerking off. It was photos of her in bikinis from summers past. If she ever caught me, my excuse would be I was looking at photos of her. Not the barely legal girls from Russia and Eastern Europe I usually liked.

      “Ok,” she said through the door. She didn’t sound entirely convinced. “Dinner’s ready. Don’t let it get cold.”

      As I ditched the video in a hidden file, I shivered thinking about the possible consequences. Whoever sent the video knows me and Amy and that wasn’t good. Not at all.
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* * *

      The next week dragged by. Work was stressful as the date for announcing the promotion approached. Being sociable at work was never one of my strong points but things seemed even less friendly than usual. Of course I was extra paranoid. Whoever sent the video to me could literally be anybody.

      Fortunately, my boss stayed in his office with the door closed for most of the week. So much for his “open door” policy. Just as well for me though. The last thing I needed was to see was a large black man stalking around the office all day. If I wanted to see a big black dick I could stay home.

      My boss and I didn’t exactly hit it off at first. But I think I’ve been able to win him over even though I still can’t stand him. What killed me was he had me by the balls over this damn promotion. Amy and I needed the raise that came with it so I swallowed my pride and sucked up to him.

      On Wednesday I came home and found Amy enjoying herself. Naked. And alone. In bed. A glass of red wine sat nearly finished on her nightstand. She was on her knees with her ass up in the air. Furiously she worked the big black dildo in and out of her cunt. The shaft of the monster fake cock was shiny with her juices. She was so into it she didn’t even notice I was home.

      I backed out quietly with a hard on. Maybe some husband out there would have jumped into bed with his wife if he happened upon the same scene. However that husband was not me. Instead I tiptoed back out of the room, gritting my teeth at the very idea a footlong length of plastic or rubber or whatever it was fucking my wife instead of me.

      My home office was where I went whenever I wanted to be alone. So I made my way in there and got on my computer. The first thing I checked was my email. After quickly scanning the dozens of new messages, mostly junk mail, I relaxed a little. No new messages from my mysterious tormentor. A small mercy.

      Almost without thinking, I clicked on the video again. As much as it pained me, I couldn’t stop watching it. Over and over. Each pelvic thrust from T-Rap into my wife’s pussy inflicted a new wound to my heart. His big black cock satisfying her in a way I never would.

      My own dick throbbed painfully in my pants. Normally I would have jerked off but this time I welcomed the pain. The physical pain helped to distract from my deeper hurt.

      Just as T-Rap was filling my wife with his seed, a notification popped up on my screen. A new email. From the same account as the video.

      My fingers trembled over the mouse. A pressure built in my chest when I saw the subject line:

      SECRET’S OUT

      My mind raced with possible implications. Who else knew about the video? How many people knew about my wife’s carnal desire for big black cock? How many have seen a famous big black man

      Inside the email there was no message. Just a link. Without a second thought I clicked on it. My browser popped up and a free porn video site opened up. A thumbnail shot of the video expanded to full screen.

      It was titled CUM EATING CUCKOLD WATCHES BIG BLACK RAPPER FUCK HIS WIFE.

      Oh, fuck no.

      Below the video was a number.

      1,069,034.

      It was the number of times the video had been viewed.

      A pain in my gut exploded. Like I had gotten punched and had the wind knocked out of me.

      Somehow I managed to click the video and it began to play. For the one million sixty-nine thousand and thirty-fifth time.

      Over a million guys had watched my wife being fucked by T-Rap. Over a million guys had jerked off watching my naked wife get banged by a big black guy.

      It was so overwhelming, tears formed in my eyes. Even as I unzipped my pants and started stroking myself. Despite the emotional pain, I was so turned on I came in seconds. Just moments after Amy started sucking T-Rap’s big black cock. Her lips gliding along T-Rap’s massive shaft.

      After I came I stopped the video. Below it was string of comments from viewers.

      Damn she’s hot!

      Takes big black cock like a champ

      If she was my wife I’d never let her out of the house.

      LOL that pussy husband so whipped he lapping up T-Rap’s jizz out of his wife’s cooch!

      On and on it went. I nearly smashed my computer as I read the disparaging words. The video humiliated me and now it was out there for anyone to see.

      There was a noise from the kitchen so I knew Amy was done playing with herself. I cleaned up my own mess and shut down the computer. When I walked out of the office, Amy was startled.

      “Oh Francis, you scared me. I didn’t realize you were home yet.” She bounced over and hugged and kissed me. She was practically glowing. I guess being screwed by big black cocks, even fake ones, had that effect on her.

      “Yeah,” I said. “I just had to check my email.”

      “What’s wrong?” She took my hands in hers.

      “Nothing. Just the usual. Work. My boss. You know.”

      She pulled me into the kitchen and sat me down at the table. “I’m making your favorite dinner.” She grabbed some wine out of the fridge and poured a glass for me. “Try not to let work get to you. You’re going to get that promotion and everything will work out.”

      “I don’t know,” I said and took a swig of the wine.

      “Well, I have some exciting news,” she said. She pulled a chair out and sat right in front of me.

      I nearly spit the wine out.

      Oh my God. She’s pregnant. That’s why she’s glowing. And horny as fuck.

      What if the baby isn’t mine? What if T-Rap impregnated my wife? What if the baby is black?

      “What is it?” My voice was a hoarse croak. The wine went down the wrong pipe and I sputtered.

      “Are you okay? Your face is white,” she said.

      “What’s the news?”

      “We’re invited to a party.”
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* * *

      So my wife’s big news wasn’t to tell me she was pregnant. It was about some party we were invited to. Immediately my anxiety dropped. At least to normal levels. The horrific image of a happily married white couple giving birth to a black baby drifted from my mind.

      A party I could deal with.

      Everybody loves a party, right?

      Well, I should have been more suspicious. Should have asked more questions. Maybe I would have known what this party was going to be about.
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* * *

      Saturday night came around and my first clue that something was up was Amy herself. She was horny all day long.

      It started in the morning when she woke me up by climbing on top of me. She rode me until she had an orgasm. All the while practically threatening to kill me if I came before her.

      But that wasn’t enough. Twice later in the day she slipped into the bedroom and had a solo session. Well, not exactly solo. Her big black penis shaped friend was with her.

      Still as we got dressed she was obviously up to something. She must have changed panties four or five times before settling on a lacy black thong. Then she poured herself into her little black dress that hung in the closet since well before our wedding day. The sheer material incapable of hiding her hard nipples.

      But even that wasn’t as weird as what she handed me.

      A mask.
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* * *

      She insisted on driving leaving me to fumble around with the maps app. Even though I was focussed on the stupid app I couldn’t help but notice Amy’s free hand dropping to her crotch at every red light.

      We arrived at what I could only describe as a mansion. We pulled through the gates and drove up the driveway. We were met by a valet and I noticed what could only be security guards eyeing us from the perimeter.

      Amy handled it all in stride. Like she belonged there. All I could do was follow her. Tagging along like something less than her husband.

      “What kind of party is this?”

      “It’s a special party. Very exclusive.” She answered me without even looking at me. A stern looking doorman who was twice the size of me and impeccably dressed opened the door for us. He was wearing an earpiece like Secret Service agents use. He instructed us to don our masks.

      “What’s so special about it?” The question sounded dumb even as it came out of my mouth. A young masked woman looked us up and down as she walked past. Her cocktail dress clung to her lean body and I fantasized about pulling it off of her.

      “Are you serious? Just look around. Everyone is gorgeous.”

      That I noticed. We were escorted down a hallway and into a large room crowded with gorgeous but masked people. A reception. Sexy waitresses crisscrossed the room with trays of champagne. “So what’s with the masks? Why is everyone hiding? It’s not like it’s Halloween.”

      “Just be quiet and be sociable.”

      “But my mask is uncomfortable.”

      “Shhh.”

      Amy pulled away from me and started mingling leaving me to fend for myself. A waitress offered a drink and I grabbed one and quickly downed it. It burned my throat. I grabbed another drink from a passing waitress. This one had a mask on that matched her French maid outfit. Right down to the black stockings. I was smitten.

      Someone grabbed my arm from behind. Not violently. A lady’s grip. “Is that your wife?” The voice sounded even sexier from behind the mask. Somehow it was more seductive. Evan vaguely feline.

      I spun around and nearly spilled my drink. The woman in front of me was in a revealing black cocktail dress similar to Amy’s. But this woman had a more athletic build and she was taller than me in her heels.

      She gestured towards Amy, who was the center of attention of another group with her back to us.

      “Oh yeah, that’s Amy and I’m-”

      “Shhh. No names. That’s one of the rules.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry. It’s my first time and…”

      “Don’t worry,” she said, placing her hand on my arm again. It sent a surge of desire through me. “I won’t tell. But I have to know-is your wife into threesomes?”

      I nearly fainted. Just the thought of having sex with this woman had my dick throbbing. And with Amy too…”Uh, I don’t know. Maybe. Why don’t you ask her?”

      “Okay,” she said. She pulled her hand away and looked past me over my shoulder. “My husband will be thrilled.”

      My spirits sunk as a big strong guy brushed past me and took the mystery woman’s hand.

      Even with a mask on I could tell he wasn’t Amy’s type.

      For one thing, he wasn’t black.
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* * *

      I shuffled to the outside of the room. Alone. Like I was back at a middle school dance.

      At some point the doors opened to a grand staircase and couples started making their way upstairs. I caught a glimpse of Amy being swept up in the crowd. She didn’t look back for me.

      Then I saw why.

      She was arm and arm with a big black guy.

      Well, that didn’t take long. I made my way after them. Upstairs there was a long hallway with doors open to several large bedrooms. Peeking in the first one, my eyes nearly popped out of my head. There was a huge bed in the center of the room and couches along the walls.

      The room was filled with naked people having sex.

      An orgy.

      I’d seen my fair share on the internet but seeing it happen live right in front of me was something else. It was a mass of men and women, all still wearing their masks but nothing else. It was impossible to tell where one person ended and another began. Women were moaning and men were grunting. Cocks and asses and tits bounced all over the place. It was like something out of Nero’s ancient Rome.

      I was tempted to strip down and try to just slip in. Fear held me back though. A terrible fear that I would be called out as an imposter and dragged outside by security and beaten.

      So I just watched for a minute or so. But I didn’t see my wife anywhere in the writhing mass. So I moved on to the next bedroom. It was much less chaotic. The room was set up the same. But instead of a group sex thing there was five sets of couples. Fucking a lot more intimately.

      But still no sign of Amy.

      In the third room, I finally found my wife. Three couples were fucking in the room. Thankfully Amy wasn’t part of that. Not yet anyway.

      She was sitting on the couch across from the doorway. Well, not exactly on the couch. The big black guy was the one technically sitting on the couch. My wife was sitting on his lap. Giving him a lap dance.
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* * *

      Things looked fairly tame as Amy kept grinding her ass onto the big guys crotch, compared with the fuckfest going on between other couples in the room.

      But then two big black hands slithered under my wife’s arms. The two massive paws cupped her breasts, squeezing them over her flimsy dress. Her nipples were hard and stuck out between the dark fingers. Amy threw her head back and moaned. Loud enough for me to hear across the room and over the sounds of other couples screwing.

      Someone jostled me from behind nearly knocking me onto a couch and into the middle of a couple going at it. I looked back at my assailant and it was another big black guy.

      He looked at me and said, “Hey, sorry man.” He grabbed my arm to help steady me. His grip was powerful and I felt like a total wimp.

      “No problem,” I said. At least he wasn’t groping my wife.

      “You better get in there and get some,” he said. He grinned with a mouthful of brilliant white teeth. “That’s why I was in a rush. I see what I want. The girl from the video.”

      He turned and headed straight for my wife.
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* * *

      What the fuck?

      The girl from the video? Was that what my wife was now? Some whore on the internet taking any big black cock she can get?

      Besides, everyone had masks on. How did he know it was Amy?

      Whatever else was going to happen it was clear that video was becoming a problem. My wife was attracting a lot of attention. Whoever’s party this was knew exactly who Amy was and I had no doubt that she was invited specifically because of the video. For all I knew there was a secret social media app for big black guys with huge dicks so they could share their conquests.

      It was clear my wish that she satisfy herself with her table leg length dildo in the privacy of our home would not be coming true.

      Some part of me wanted these two black studs to fight over my wife. Just come to blows right there and the winner could take her.

      Unfortunately it didn’t turn out that way. The only blows to be delivered were by my wife.

      She stood and greeted the second man with an open mouth kiss. Like they knew each other for years.

      The first guy stood up behind Amy and took his shirt off. He towered over her. His powerful build intimidated me from across the room. His face looked familiar. That chiseled jaw. He was an athlete. A famous one if I could recognize him. His name was Derek something. Or maybe his last name was Derek. He could have been a football player. Tall enough for basketball too.

      Derek put his hands on my wife’s hips and spun her around to face him. They kissed too while the second guy took off his shirt. His broad muscular back had numerous tattoos. One was the name “Xavier” which I immediately associated as his real name, though I never met anyone with their own name tattooed on their backs.

      Amy and Derek quit making out and Amy angled her body so she could run one hand on each powerful bare chest. The men grinned at her in apparent anticipation of what was to come. She looked so out of place. A light skinned beauty between two big black studs.

      Amy didn’t make them wait long. Her hands dropped, running over their ridiculous superhero abs. To their belt buckles. And below.

      Both men had obvious bulges in their trousers which Amy further encouraged by massaging. Her fingers traced the outlines of their constrained cocks. She bit her lower lip in that way that makes her look so irresistible.

      She sunk to her knees between them as they undid their belts and unzipped their flies. Amy couldn’t wait and tugged their pants down. Underwear, too. Two semi hard big black cocks dangled on either side of her face. She smiled and blushed like she’d never seen a dick before.

      “They’re so big,” she said. She grabbed them at the same time and started stroking. Her hands slid along their shafts, delicate white fingers dwarfed by their massive size.

      A stupid thought popped in my head. Which one would she start sucking first? Right side was my guess because she’s right handed. Derek was on the right and she pulled his cock to her mouth. Bingo! Finally I guessed something correctly about my wife.

      Amy planted a kiss on the large mushroom head before she swirled her tongue around it. Meanwhile she kept stroking Xavier.

      She was so sexy going down on that big black cock. The way she pushed her hair back behind her ear as she made eye contact with him. Her plump lips teasing his massive shaft. The long languid strokes of her tongue up and down the full length of him.

      Somehow my wife had become an expert at giving blowjobs. Without practicing on me. She lubricated Derek’s entire cock with her saliva using her mouth and spread it with her hand. Just like the porn stars in the videos I watch online.

      Just when I thought she’d forgotten about the other guy, she took Derek’s cock out of her mouth and turned her attention to Xavier.

      She was warmed up at this point and she went down on Xavier much more aggressively. She deep throated him and gagged. Tears started forming in her eyes but she kept at it. Xavier placed his hand on the back of her head and pushed her down his shaft. My wife took his cock like a champ.

      Derek reached down to Amy’s chest and slid his hand under the edge of her dress. He squeezed her breasts as the strap slipped from her shoulder. He let her go and pulled the strap down so her boob was exposed.

      Xavier followed Derek’s lead and pulled the other strap off her shoulder. The slippery dress flowed down and collected at Amy’s knees. My wife was practically naked. Except for her tiny black thong.

      The guys went for her bare ass cheeks. First fondling them before giving her sharp slaps that turned her skin red. Amy didn’t seem to mind though. She kept sucking their cocks, switching every minute or so from one to the other.

      When she was sucking Derek’s cock, Xavier reached under the thong in the back and stuck his finger between her cheeks, like he was fingering her asshole.

      Amy spun around and looked up at him. For a second, I thought she was going to tell Xavier that her asshole was off limits. But I was wrong again. Instead she rewarded him by sucking his balls while she stroked his shaft.

      Derek took advantage and pulled Amy’s panties down to mid thigh. He stuck his hand down to her pussy and fingered her.

      Amy took a couple more pulls from their cocks and stood up. The guys helped steady her as she stepped out of her clothes. The sight of my wife, completely naked between two black studs in a room full of strangers gave me such a hard on. It pressed against my pants and hurt so much I had to adjust myself.

      Since I was momentarily distracted I missed Xavier picking up my wife. Not only did he pick her up, he turned her so she was upside down. He buried his face in her cunt. Her face was lined up right with his cock so she took it in her mouth. They were in a sixty-nine position, only standing.

      My wife and I sixty-nined exactly once. On our honeymoon. And it was the regular kind too, not this standing bullshit. Amy said she hated it and we never did it again. Now this big black guy she just met, if they even did actually meet, just does some super sixty-nine with her. What the fuck? It wasn’t fair.

      Not only was Amy doing it, she was into it. She wrapped her legs around his head so tight I thought she’d suffocate the fucker. I was afraid he’d drop her.

      When Amy finally came up for air and took Xavier’s cock out of her mouth, she moaned and cried out, “Oh, fuck.”

      Derek had been standing there watching just like me, only he was rubbing his cock. When Amy’s mouth was finally free, he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head back so she could suck his cock even while Xavier ate her out.

      When Xavier had enough, he staggered over to the big bed in the center of the room. Two couples that had been fucking saw him coming with my wife dangling by her pussy from his mouth. They scrambled out of the way and Xavier lowered Amy onto the bed.

      Derek grabbed her and rolled her on her back. He pulled her to the side of the bed and spread her legs apart. He remained standing and guided his cock between her thighs.

      Amy watched him as he rubbed his dick against her cunt lips. She nodded and clutched handfuls of sheets as he entered her. Her head rolled back and she cried out as his massive shaft plunged into her tight pussy.

      Since her mouth was open, Xavier stuck his cock in it. He held her head and fucked her face until she actively started sucking him off.

      So there she was, my wife with two big black dicks in her. One in her cunt and one in her mouth. If a midget porn star with an oversized cock ran in and started fucking her in the ass, I wouldn’t have been the least bit surprised. Shame and desire swirled inside me. All I could do was watch from the sideline.

      Derek may have penetrated her slowly but he ramped up quickly. Lust over my wife’s bare naked body spread wide for him drove him to pound her. It wasn’t lovemaking. It was pure carnal fucking.

      He grabbed her ankles spreading her legs as wide as they would go. Then he leaned over her, pushing her legs back so her foot brushed against Xavier. Derek drove his huge cock down into her gaping cunt.

      Her moans were muffled by Xavier’s cock in her mouth. She wasn’t doing much active sucking so Xavier held her head and fucked her mouth. He fondled her bouncing breasts with his free hand.

      On the couch, another guy, much smaller, a normal sized white guy, pulled his still hard dick out of the petite girl he was fucking doggy-style. He stepped over to the side of the bed and pulled his mask up over his head, revealing his face. He eyed me and seemed to make the connection between me and my fuck doll wife. He snickered and shook his head before grabbing two big handfuls of my wife’s tits.

      All I could do was stare. It was one thing for my wife to crave something I didn’t have. Namely a big black cock. But I sure wasn’t going to stand for a guy like me doing her too.

      Derek and Xavier didn’t seem to care about this other guy. My wife was just a piece of ass to them.

      Amy didn’t notice him at first. At least until he started sucking on her nipple. She cast a lazy glance at this third guy with Xavier’s stiff shaft still in her mouth. Then she looked up at me and our eyes locked.

      She must have thought, (or hoped) the third guy was me. Because when she realized it wasn’t, she pushed him away. The asshole didn’t get the message. He sucked hard on her nipple and rolled it between his teeth. At least he did until Amy grabbed a handful of his hair and yanked his head back.

      He backed away and laughed, stroking his hard on. He pulled his mask back on and turned back to the girl he’d been fucking on the couch. But she pushed him away too and left the room. She brushed up against me and I felt her small firm tits against my chest as she passed. The asshole shrugged and walked out too. Fortunately he didn’t get as close.

      While I was distracted, Derek and Xavier changed places. Amy was on her hands and knees on the bed. Xavier was behind Amy, holding her by the hips as he slammed his cock inside her. The slapping of their bodies together echoed around the room.

      Derek was doing just about the same thing to my wife from the front. His dick was in her mouth, still glistening with her cunt juices.

      Xavier reached around and cupped Amy’s hanging breasts. Amy must have liked how it felt because she pressed one of her hands on top of his, encouraging him. He pulled away though and smacked her across the ass, reddening her skin. Amy spit out Derek’s cock and cried out.

      Xavier held up his hands and stood still. Amy felt him stop and she looked back. His cock was still halfway inside her. She watched him as she slowly slid back on him. He grinned and nodded as my wife started fucking him.

      Derek walked around the far side of the bed to the pile of clothes. He reached down for something I couldn’t see.

      He handed the thing to Xavier and that’s when I saw it. A small bottle of lube. Xavier opened it up and poured half the bottle on my wife’s ass. He massaged the liquid between her cheeks, with his thumb going deeper. He was fingering my wife’s asshole.

      Amy gasped. Xavier’s meaty thumb was bigger than my dick. Amy never let me go anywhere near her ass and now she was going to let some fucking stranger get in there?

      Xavier kept probing her, stretching her. Amy’s upper half slumped down on the mattress. Her hand slipped between her legs and she played with herself. Derek grabbed a pillow and placed it next to Amy’s face.

      “She’s a screamer, I bet,” he said looking at me. She never screamed when we had sex.

      Xavier pulled out, both his cock and his thumb. He poured some more lube on his cock and rubbed it around. He pressed his cock against my wife’s virgin asshole. Amy screamed into the pillow as the massive shaft penetrated her.

      Anger and resentment welled within me. He was hurting my wife. As her husband I should do something. But Amy didn’t seem to mind. Not one bit. When I looked closer I saw that she was pushing her ass back to him.

      “Come on man,” Derek said. “Give me something.” He was talking to Xavier, not me.

      Xavier responded by scooping Amy up while his cock was still in her ass. He picked her up and stepped back from the bed. Derek stepped in front of them between Amy’s spread thighs.

      There was only one thing they could do. Something I’d seen in the porn videos. I couldn’t believe they were going to do it to my wife.

      Xavier raised and lowered Amy up and down his shaft. He paused when he was deep inside her ass and that’s when Derek stepped right in and shoved his cock into Amy’s still gaping cunt. These two big black guys were double penetrating my wife.

      Amy threw her arms around Derek’s broad shoulders. Between the two of them they had no problem pumping my wife up and down on their huge cocks.

      Amy’s face was buried in Derek’s chest. She made noises that sounded like a combination of grunts and moans. Sounds direct from a porn set.

      Xavier started to shake. His powerful legs seemed to weaken but he still thrust himself into her asshole. He cursed and pumped wildly into her as Derek held her steady. Xavier tilted his head back and closed his eyes with the last few spasms. He was coming in my wife’s asshole.

      When he opened his eyes his dark skin was covered in perspiration. He slowly pulled his cock out of my wife’s asshole and gobs of his load dripped out.

      Derek had my wife all to himself. His powerful arms pumped my wife up and down on his long shaft. Amy whimpered as she clung to him. While he fucked her, he stepped over next to a couch and braced Amy against the wall. He pounded Amy against the wall. Her ass slammed against it but she had no complaints.

      “Oh, God.” Her words came out as breathless gasps.

      Derek kept fucking her until his entire body stiffened. “Fuck,” he said as he shot his load deep inside her. His whole body shook as he pumped his cum into her.

      While he was still trembling inside her, he managed to spin them around and stagger back to the bed. They collapsed in a sweaty heap sprawled across the sheets.

      For several minutes they clung to each other, neither one willing or able to move. Finally Derek pushed up off my wife. His cock was softening but still huge as he pulled it out of Amy. His massive load dribbled out of her stretched cunt and down along the curves of her ass.

      Xavier was long gone as Derek gathered his clothes. He smiled at me as he left the room. I turned to face him and saw that a crowd had gathered in the hallway and had watched the whole thing.

      “Francis.”

      I turned back at the sound of my name. Amy’s voice was little more than a whisper.

      Fear gripped me as I ran around to her. “Are you okay?”

      Her eyes were closed and she didn’t answer right away. I started freaking out. Should I call 911? Did she need an ambulance? What would I tell the medics? My wife got double penetrated by two big black men while I stood and watched?

      “I’m okay,” she said. “Would you do something for me?”
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* * *

      If I live to be a hundred years old, I’ll never understand it. I’ll never understand why my wife asks me to eat her out after she’d been fucked by two other guys. I’ll also never understand why I’d agree to do it.

      What the hell? Everyone else in this place was naked. Might as well join the crowd. I stripped off my clothes and positioned myself between her thighs. Her skin glistened with sweat and cum. The sweet scent of her recently used cunt had me rock hard.

      I gently lapped at her swollen folds. She tasted sweet and salty and I soon buried my face in her pussy. In moments her hips started bucking. She grabbed a handful of my hair and pushed my face into her. Her breaths became ragged and when she came she squeezed my head between her thighs.

      As her quivering and trembling died down, she released me. A broad smile greeted me. “That was awesome,” she said.

      “Really?” I wiped my face with my hand.

      “Really,” she said. “Now do you want to fuck me?”

      “Yes.”

      “Well, come on.”

      I climbed on top of my wife. She wrapped her hand around my stiff cock and guided me into her. My dick slid in easily and I started fucking her as hard as I could. There was definitely a difference. Her cunt had been stretched and felt a lot looser. It was hard to get any… well, traction, or friction.

      It didn’t help that I could see the crowd at the doorway still watching. The women were giggling. The men, outright laughing.

      Amy cupped my head in her hands and forced me to look down at her. Her body. Her wonderful naked body that attracted so many men. And I focused as hard as I could.

      But out of the corner of my eye I saw the girl who brushed by me. The feel of her perky bare breasts against me. Even as I was fucking my wife I fantasized about fucking that pretty young thing. And just like that I came in my wife.
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* * *

      On the drive home I’d hoped to get some details about the invite to the party. But she fell asleep as soon as I pulled out of the driveway. I didn’t blame her for being wiped out. Fucking three guys in one night including her husband must be exhausting.

      She still looked beautiful slumped in the passenger seat. Her skirt had ridden all the way up and she wasn’t wearing her panties because they were still soaked.

      Just looking at her gave me another hard on. Part of me was grateful for having such a hot wife. But a growing part of me just knew there would be more drama to come over that fucking video.
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* * *

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            My Wife & The Big Black Rapper Part 3

          

        

      

    

    
      It was the middle of the night when I climbed out of the cozy warm bed. My wife, Amy was sound asleep. She’d fallen right to sleep just minutes after I came inside her.

      Ever since our vacation in South Beach, we’ve been going at it like newlyweds. Unfortunately, my wife’s recent horniness can be traced back to her night with T-Rap, the big black rapper. She let him fuck her while I watched.

      When he was done with her, it was up to me to clean up the mess. Not my proudest moment.

      Among the many bad decisions that night, one stood out. We never should have let T-Rap video the whole thing. We should have known the video wouldn’t stay private.

      Sure enough, some anonymous asshole emailed me a copy of it. Whoever it was knew exactly who we are. Worse they know exactly what happened that night.

      Ever since, I haven’t been able to sleep much. It affects everything. My home life. My job. Somehow I’ve managed to keep it together. My wife is so horny she hasn’t even noticed. But I can’t even keep up with her. She pleasures herself with a big black dildo the size of a table leg. Like every day. Doesn’t even hide it.

      Usually when I can’t sleep I find my way into the den, my home office. I lock the door and get on my computer. First I check to see if I get any more emails from the anonymous jerk. Fortunately I only got the one.

      Next I cruise around the free porn tube sites. Where I once used to go for videos to jerk off to, now I search for video of my wife and a big black guy. Numerous copies of the video are all over the place.

      The thing that bugs me the most is the number of views. The total is in the millions. Millions of lonely horny losers have watched my naked wife get fucked by a famous rapper. They’ve seen her take his big black cock in her mouth and into her formerly tight cunt. There’s probably someone jerking off watching her right now.

      My biggest nightmare now is that someone I know will see the video and recognize her. Besides the anonymous guy. Somehow I just know that the goddamned video is going to blow up in my face. And I don’t know how I’ll deal with the shame and humiliation.

      Just as I started to close the laptop, an email came in. My heart nearly stopped. It was bad news, I just knew it.

      My hands shook as I moved the cursor to check the mail. My mind raced with awful scenarios. Whatever the consequences of my wife’s dalliances with large black men, they were sure to be terrible.

      So at first when I saw who the email was from, I slumped back in my chair and exhaled a deep sigh of relief. It was from a local department store. It was nothing. Junk mail.

      Maybe things wouldn’t be so bad after all.

      I opened the email to unsubscribe.

      And my heart sunk.

      It wasn’t junk mail. My wife had signed up for it.

      She signed up for a baby registry.
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* * *

      Monday morning and I was back at work. With puffy eyes and zero drive. My sleep was non existent. Sunday night blues was the norm for me. More like every night blues these days. Like everyone else, I hated my job but I was usually pretty good at faking it. That’s why I was in line for the biggest promotion of my life.

      The pressure to make more money weighed on me. Even before I suspected my wife was pregnant. With the possibility looming that I would soon be supporting an actual family, the weight was crushing.

      At some point I must have nodded off at my desk because one minute I’m scrolling through a spreadsheet and the next thing I know, my boss, Marcus, is looming over me. Of course, I jerk my head back and blink at him.

      “Rough weekend?” His voice was deep like Barry White or something. Like so manly it was over the top. He was a big black guy though, so he could pull it off, I guess. Aside from being a total asshole, he was a huge dick. Like to his employees.

      “No, no,” I said as I pretended to be entering some data. “Just need some coffee.”

      Why did he have to come over to my desk this morning? Why couldn’t he just let me ease into the work week like a normal person? What could he possibly want?

      “Black?”

      “Huh,” I stared up at him in horror. What did he mean by that? Did he know something? Did he think I was a racist? Because I’m totally not. I mean, I like black people. I don’t have any black friends but that doesn’t mean anything. I don’t really have any white friends either. Besides I let big black guys fuck my wife and her favorite dildo is black so just back off.

      He grinned and his teeth were so blinding white contrasted to his dark skin. It was off-putting. His teeth were whiter than mine.

      “Your coffee,” he said. “The blacker the better. To wake you up.”

      He had this annoying habit of half sitting, half slouching on my desk. He opened his legs and his crotch was eye level with me. The lump in his khakis was so obvious I had to look. Like my eyes were drawn to it.

      There was no way he was aroused. Not just by talking to me. It was just the ridiculous size. And he was oblivious. Or he acted like that. Maybe he used it to intimidate his workers. At least we were out in the main cubicle area. It was much worse when he called you into his office.

      “Let’s go into my office,” he said.

      An avalanche of dread filled me as I followed him through the cubicles. Whatever this was about, it couldn’t be anything good.
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* * *

      He had me sit in one of the two chairs in front of his desk, while he closed the door behind me. Closed door. Not an encouraging sign.

      Instead of circling around to his own imposing chair on his side of the desk, he did his crotch in my face thing right in front of me. “Why do you think I called you in here?”

      Slouching as far back into the chair as possible, I mumbled something about the upcoming promotion. It didn’t help that the chair was so low. It’s like he intentionally put chairs in front of his desk to make people feel smaller. Probably how he got his jollies.

      He nodded and grabbed a folder from the pile on his desk. “Ah, the promotion,” he said. He opened the folder and flipped through it. My name was on a worn little sticker on the outside. “To be honest Frank, it’s not looking great. I mean there’s nothing that really distinguishes you from the other candidates.”

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The lack of sleep and all the worries that had been building inside me threatened to explode in a stream of tears. Not a good look for any guy. “Is there anything I can do?”

      He shook his head. “I’m afraid the die is pretty much cast on that.”

      “Please Marcus, you have to help me. I need this promotion bad. You have no idea.”

      “I’m sorry Frank-”

      “Please Marcus. I’m on my knees begging here. There has to be something you can do.”

      “Look Frank, I can’t really stick my neck out here…”

      “Please, Marcus.”

      “I mean it’s not just your performance. There’s another problem.”

      Another problem? “What is it?”

      He went around his desk, sat down and started typing. His monitor was facing him and I couldn’t see what he was typing. He hit Enter and sat back in the chair. “Maybe you could explain this.”

      He turned his monitor so we could both see it.

      A video was playing.

      The video.
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* * *

      It was so much worse than I expected. It was one thing to know the video was out there and to play it in the privacy of my home. But to see it at work, in my boss’s office… The dread I’d been feeling turned into a tidal wave. It sucked me under and I couldn’t breath.

      The two of us just sat there watching as my wife, clearly identifiable thanks to the high definition footage, had sex with T-Rap.

      “I don’t know Frank. This type of thing can really sabotage you. It’s a higher profile position and, well, you know how people can be.” He shook has head. But he didn’t take his eyes off the screen.

      “Please turn it off,” I said. The idea of denying everything crossed my mind but who was I kidding? There was no way I could pull it off. Marcus didn’t exactly rush to stop the video. His hand slid the mouse in slow motion while his eyes stayed glued to the screen. He even licked his lips. Finally he paused the video. The still image of my naked wife taking a big black cock locked on the screen. He’d probably make it his home screen.

      “So you see the problem,” he said.

      Oh I saw it all right. And now everyone else could too. “Is there anything you can do?”

      Marcus leaned back in his chair and his eyes leveled with mine. “Maybe if your wife came in and, you know, explained this…” He gestured to the video. “Maybe we could work something out.”
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* * *

      Marcus actually sent me home from work to talk to my wife. My knuckles were white as I sped home. The horror of it all hit me. My boss had seen my wife naked. And fucking another guy. A guy that looked just like him. And he could watch it anytime he wanted.

      Plus my one chance at the promotion was shot. Not only would I not get the promotion, I’d probably have to quit my job and look for a new one. And interviews were not an area I was especially strong in.

      Amy was walking along the sidewalk in front of our house when I pulled up. She was wearing skin hugging black yoga pants and an aqua blue tank top. If she wasn’t my wife I would have leered anyway. She looked that hot from behind. She turned as I pulled into the driveway. She was hot from the front too.

      But I couldn’t think about that now. She did this. She fucked this all up. Her terrible decision to fuck another guy.

      Before I even took my seat belt off, she was opening the driver’s side door.

      “Francis, what’s wrong? Why are you home?”

      I couldn’t even look at her. “We need to talk.”
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* * *

      Amy didn’t say a word as I explained the situation. My anger had dissipated when I saw the hurt in her eyes. Suddenly I wasn’t angry so much as frantic about all our plans falling apart.

      Gradually my anger seemed to leave me and jump to her. She just crossed her arms and leaned against the kitchen counter. Her lips were pursed and her jaw was tight.

      “So he wants me to come to his office?”

      “He said it was the only way.” I was glad Amy wasn’t going to fight me on this, though I didn’t exactly relish the idea of Marcus seeing her face to face. The thought of him being able to picture my wife whenever he wanted hurt me deep inside.

      “I’ll bet he did,” she said shaking her head.
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* * *

      After Amy showered and got dressed, we drove in silence back to the office. She just threw on some jeans and a tee shirt. Casual clothes for anybody else but Amy made it look sexy. It didn’t hurt that the jeans were practically painted on and the plain white shirt had a v neck that showed off her cleavage.

      It was lunchtime by the time we made it back. Marcus was alone in his office. He looked up and smiled as we came in. Not a warm welcoming smile either. More like a hungry, toothy grin. Like we’d fallen into his trap.

      Amy brushed past me and entered his office without so much as a knock or a greeting. She closed the door behind us. And locked it.

      She glared at Marcus. “So this is your game?”

      Marcus sat back and winced. “Game? I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re referring to.”

      Amy pursed her lips. God she was gorgeous even though she was pissed. “Blackmailing my husband? Forcing him to drag me down here-”

      Marcus laughed. “Doesn’t look like he had to do too much dragging.” He turned the monitor on his desk so we could see it. “From what I can gather from this video, somebody like me is right up your alley.”

      Amy crossed her arms and shook her head. “So what choice do I have? Let’s get this over with.” She stepped around the desk and pushed Marcus back in his chair.

      “Amy, don’t,” I said.

      “Stay out of this Francis,” she said.

      Marcus grinned at me. “Yeah, Francis. Listen to your wife.”

      Amy’s hand shot to his chin. She snapped his head back to face her. “Don’t disrespect my husband again.”

      “All right. All right. Don’t get upset.” He wasn’t even looking my wife in the face. He was staring at her chest. “So now what?”

      “So now I give you what you want,” she said and knelt down between his legs.

      “No,” I said before they both glared at me. The two people that had the most control over me wanted me to keep quiet. So I did what I was told.

      Amy rubbed the obvious bulge in Marcus’s khakis. The outline of his stiffening dick clear enough to make anyone in Human Resources go into cardiac arrest.

      She unbuckled his belt and undid the button. Then she pressed her face to his crotch. What the fuck? It took a moment before I realized what she was doing. She eased her head back a little and she had her teeth clenched on the pull of his zipper. Slowly she unzipped it back before she tugged his pants down with her hands.

      As she pulled his underwear back, Amy looked him in the eye. “Is this what you want? I assume this is why you wanted me to come down here?”

      Marcus just nodded as my wife grabbed his big black cock.

      The shock of seeing my wife with another guy’s cock in her hand, even a massive black cock, had diminished by now. But for the first time this was someone I knew in my real life. And not just that - Marcus was someone I’d grown to hate.

      He was my boss and never let me forget it for one minute.  Just the idea of my wife pleasuring him caused me more pain than all the other big black guys before him. Seeing it happen right in front of me had me doubled over in agony.

      She stroked his cock slowly with one hand at first. Then she used both hands. Her anger seemed to wither away with each stroke.

      Marcus turned his head and shot me a sly look. Like he enjoyed seeing me in pain. He nodded at Amy and said, “I could give myself a hand job.”

      “Did you jerk off while you watched my video?” Amy talked to him like there was nothing wrong going on. How could she?

      Marcus grinned. “You know I did.”

      “How many times?”

      Marcus grabbed by both wrists. “Enough to know you can do so much better.”

      Amy tried to pull away but he wouldn’t let her at first. He squeezed her wrists just enough to let her know who was in charge. It was just like he treated his employees.

      When Amy finally wriggled free of his grip, she still managed to smile. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll take care of it.” She turned to me and winked. It was so quick I barely noticed it through my watery eyes. She did it so only I could see and not Marcus.

      Maybe she had something up her sleeve after all. Maybe she’d punch him in the nuts instead of sucking his cock.

      My heart sunk when she grabbed his shaft and trailed her tongue down it. She kissed around the head. Her lips were so soft and sexy Marcus moaned. And she had barely even started.

      She took the head into her mouth and sucked on it. Her cheeks hollowed out as she swirled her tongue around the tip.

      Marcus sighed even as he eyed me. The smugness in his grin had me clenching my fists. I wasn’t much of a fighter but just then I was angry enough to take a shot. But I didn’t. Instead I just sat there hunched over as my wife gave my big black boss a sloppy blow job.

      Amy’s head bobbed up and down in his lap. One hand rubbed the lower part of his rod. The saliva trickled down to the base. Amy’s other hand curled under his balls, massaging them. It was something she’s done with me. Pressing behind my balls to make me come faster.

      Marcus reached down her shirt and fondled her breasts. Amy tried to shrug him off but he wouldn’t give up. He was stretching the neck of her shirt. She’d be so pissed when she got home.

      It was like Amy was possessed. She sucked his cock with such enthusiasm I’d rarely seen before. Marcus enjoyed every second of it. He seemed like he couldn’t believe it was really happening. Couldn’t believe she would really do it. Or that she was really into it.

      But I knew the truth. My wife wasn’t into it. Not really. It just looked that way. She was just focussed on getting him off as quickly as possible.

      Marcus pulled his hands out of my wife’s shirt and placed them on the back of Amy’s head. Normally she didn’t like when guys pushed her head down on their cocks. There was no reason to think she’d be any happier with Marcus doing it. But she let him do it for a minute or so. He pulled her head almost all the way down. Until her eyes watered and she started gagging.

      Amy held it as long as she could. Her lips sealed tight around his shaft. Finally Marcus pulled her by the hair until his cock was out of her mouth.

      Amy sat back and wiped a string of saliva that had bridged between her lips and his cock. She caught her breath. “What are you doing?”

      “I didn’t want to come to soon,” Marcus said. “It feels too good. You must have a lot of experience. Little slut.”

      Amy stared right at him. Her lips pursed again. “Are you out of your mind? What the fuck is wrong with you? We’re in your office. What if someone realizes what is going on here? Both of you could be fired.” She shook her head in disbelief. “Just let me finish.”

      Marcus seemed to consider what she’d said. Then he nodded and waved his hands for her to continue. So kind of him to allow my wife to finish giving him a blow job.

      Amy took a deep breath and got right back to it. She took his big black cock into her mouth again. His luscious lips glided up and down his shaft. She tilted her head back and forth as she sucked him as hard as she could.

      After just a minute or so, Marcus was barely holding on. His back arched as he strained against his executive chair. His powerful legs kicked out on either side of my wife. “Oh fuck,” he said as he started shaking.

      Amy pulled his cock out of her mouth just as he shot his load. She flinched as it splattered her in the face. Her nose and cheeks and even her eyebrows were covered.

      “Open your mouth,” Marcus gasped.

      Amy did as she was told. His next spurt splashed on her tongue. He pulled her head back down and she took his cock in her mouth again as he finished.

      “Swallow it,” he said.

      Amy’s eyes were closed as she swallowed his load. Marcus kept pumping his cock in her mouth. “Lick it clean,” he said.

      He pulled it back out and rubbed it all over my wife’s face. Her chin and cheeks. Even her forehead. He grinned at me as he did it. Showing his complete dominance over me. Every time I look at my wife I’ll remember that Marcus, my hated boss, rubbed his big black dick all over her face.

      When he was done humiliating me, he sat back in his chair and stuffed his softening but still huge cock back into his pants. Like a gentleman he offered my wife some tissues to wipe his jizz from her face.

      Amy cleaned herself up before standing up. She fidgeted with the neckline of her shirt but gave up when she realized it was all stretched out.

      She glared down at Marcus. “So we’re done here, right? My husband will get the promotion now?”

      Marcus looked at me and laughed. He twirled in his chair behind his desk. “Not quite,” he said.

      “What?” Amy and I both said at the same time. This fucker was still going to deny me even after getting a blow job from my wife?

      “This is bullshit,” I said.

      Amy glared at me. Her eyes told me to be quiet.

      Amy crossed her arms and stared at Marcus. “What else do you want?”

      Marcus stared right back at her. “I think you know. If you’re desperate enough to suck my cock, I’m sure you’re desperate enough to…” He trailed off but his implication was clear.

      “You want me to sleep with you? And then you’ll give him the promotion?”

      “No, Amy. You can’t.”

      “Francis, be quiet.”

      “Yeah, Francis. Listen to your wife.” Marcus sat back in his chair pleased as could be. He turned to Amy. “So we understand each other?”

      “I think I understand you, all right.” Amy looked down at the big desk. She stared at the photos of Marcus and his family. “It’s a deal,” she said. “My husband gets promoted if I have sex with you.”

      Marcus smiled, a big toothy smile. “When and where?”

      “Friday night at our house,” she said and stormed out of the office with me trailing behind.
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* * *

      Amy drove us home. Her hands were shaking as she clutched the wheel. Her plump lips still glistened from the blow job. I didn’t know what to say so I just sat there quietly as she drove.

      “Do you trust me?” She asked as we pulled up to a red light.

      I avoided meeting her eyes. Afraid I might start bawling in front of her. In the last few weeks she’d been fucked by three different big black guys and sucked off a fourth, my hated boss, with the promise of a full on fuck to come. Plus she may or may not be pregnant already.

      I had no answer for her.

      She just sighed. The saddest sound in our marriage to date. The light turned green and she went ahead.
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* * *

      We didn’t talk about it for the rest of the week. In fact we really didn’t talk at all. It was as though we were having a big argument but I didn’t know what about. Marcus left me alone at work for the most past. When I did see him I just pictured his cock in my wife’s face as he came on her. I spent much of those days imagining him fucking her. It turned me on as much as it disgusted me and I jerked off more times than I cared to remember. Even at work, which I’d never done before.

      Friday afternoon as I was shutting down my computer, Marcus stopped by my cubicle. Most of the other employees had already gone for the weekend. No doubt planning to spend time with their loved ones. My normal Friday afternoon euphoria was absent. In a few hours my loved one was going to spread her legs for my boss.

      He leaned against my desk with his crotch dominating my view. He was visibly hard already. “We still good for tonight?”

      Good? There was nothing good about it. He had all the power over me and all I could do was smile and take it.

      “As far as I know,” I said. How would I know? My wife and I weren’t exactly communicating.

      He leaned down to whisper in my ear. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll be gentle with her.” He patted me on the shoulder with his big black hand. Like he was doing me a favor by fucking my wife. What an asshole.
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* * *

      The silent treatment continued when I came home from work. Unfortunately I didn’t know whether I was giving Amy the silent treatment or she was giving it to me. Either way we weren’t talking.

      As darkness descended on our house, the sense of dread inside me grew. It felt like I was about to go to the electric chair. As the appointed time drew closer, I hid in my home office. The infamous video ran on my screen though I muted the sound. The number of views had tripled since the last time I checked. TV shows had fewer viewers than Amy’s sex tape.

      Headlights flashed through the window blinds. Marcus had arrived to fuck my wife. As I stood up, a framed photo of Amy and I on our wedding day caught my eye. Damn she was beautiful. But my mind wandered. Since Marcus was about to fuck my wife maybe I could somehow fuck his. I thought back to the photos he had of his wife on his desk at work.

      Just as quickly as my revenge fantasy came to me it evaporated. How could I possibly hope to fuck his wife when I couldn’t even satisfy my own wife?

      Then I had another idea. Maybe I should just let his wife know what Marcus was up to. That he was a cheater.

      No, that wouldn’t work either. It would just stir up more trouble in my life. The last thing I wanted was more drama. Realistically I had no options. All I could do was turn the other cheek and take it.

      Amy nearly ran into me when I stepped out of the den. She’d just had a shower and smelled great. She looked even better. She was wearing the yellow sun dress that she wore the night T-Rap fucked her.

      Our eyes met. The awkward silence between us broke my heart. I couldn’t stand it and looked away. Amy put her hand on my arm and forced me to look at her.

      “Francis, I will take care of this. I promise.”

      It didn’t make me feel any better even though I really wished it would.

      The doorbell rang twice in a row. The dickhead didn’t even give us a chance to get the door after the first ring. Like he couldn’t wait to come into my house and fuck my wife.

      Amy took a deep breath before she opened the door. When she exhaled, a gorgeous smile flashed across her face replacing the grim line that had been there. She should have been an actress.

      When she opened the door, Marcus walked in like he owned the place. Like it was his house.

      Amy welcomed him and he just nodded at me when I didn’t say anything.

      Amy lead him into the living room. Marcus took a seat in the middle of the couch. He stretched out like it was his couch and not mine. Amy glided in next to him. Already her skirt rode way up her thighs. I caught a flash of her plain white panties. There was a growing wet spot on the fabric right in the middle.

      My heart sunk. No matter what she may or may not have planned for this encounter, her body doesn’t lie. She was turned on by him. My biggest enemy. He’s taken just about everything from me. Including my wife’s desire. Before long he’d have her body too and there’ll be nothing left for me.

      They started talking. Inane gibberish. Like passing conversations you’d hear bits and pieces of as you make your way through a crowded bar to the restroom. Amy was flirting with him. No doubt part of her plan but it hurt me nevertheless. Marcus and his giant ego just ate it all up. Like my wife was coming on to him for real.

      I covered my eyes at the stupidity of it all and when I opened them they’d mercifully stopped talking. Unfortunately they were kissing instead. It started off slow but within minutes they were making out like horny teenagers. It was hard to watch. Amy’s either a great actor or she was really into it.

      Marcus ran his hands all over her body. He squeezed her tits and gripped her ass. Amy raised her leg and his hand massaged the front of her panties. His long black fingers pressed against the growing wet spot.

      The kissing stopped and Marcus pushed my wife’s thighs apart. Amy’s eyes lit up and she smiled at him. Ignoring me. Like I wasn’t sitting a few feet away with a perfect view of her crotch.

      Amy somehow slid closer to him. She lifted a leg so it draped over his, leaving her spread even more. Marcus reached down over her pubic mound. He hooked a finger under her panties and pushed it aside, exposing her glistening cunt.

      Amy helped him out by pulling the thin strip of fabric to the side. Marcus rubbed her cunt with four fingers. Amy squirmed with delight. He stroked her clit and she arched her back.

      “My pussy is so wet.”

      A big black finger disappeared between the pink folds. Marcus slid his thick finger into my wife.

      “Oh God,” she cried. “Don’t stop.”

      But Marcus had to be difficult about everything. He pulled his finger out and pressed it against her tight asshole. “I’m ready for more,” he said. He pushed Amy’s leg off him and stood up thrusting his midsection towards my wife. “Suck my cock now.”

      “Okay, but maybe we should take it into the bedroom.” Amy glanced out the oversized picture window over the couch. “No one else needs to see this.”

      “Baby, your video is out there already. You can suck my cock here and we’ll fuck on your bed.” He cast a sideways glance at me. Of course he wanted to fuck my wife in our bed.

      Amy shrugged and slid off the couch and onto her knees. She opened his pants and they fell down his thighs. She reached into his grey boxer briefs and pulled out his massive cock.

      Amy’s eyes widened at the sight. She ran her fingers along the length of it. “Oh my god. It’s even bigger than before.”

      She was right. It did seem bigger somehow. He was as hard as a man could be. His stiff cock was nearly as long as her forearm. And just as wide.

      She held it to her face and gently licked the head. Marcus watched her as she took it into her mouth and began to suck on him. Her enthusiasm made me hard in spite of myself.

      Marcus couldn’t just let her blow him at her own pace. Before long he palmed the back of her head like a basketball and pushed her halfway down his shaft. Amy’s lips pressed around him as saliva drizzled down. Her nostrils flared as she fought for breath. Marcus held her there until she gagged and coughed.

      After he released her, Amy pulled back and gasped for breath, wiping her watery eyes. But she didn’t complain. Without a word she took hold of his cock as she stood up. She literally pulled him out of the living room and down the hall to our master bedroom. Marcus had to take short penguin-like steps with his pants by his ankles. Or maybe he was like a prisoner walking with shackles.

      I had to wait a minute before I followed them into the bedroom. My own erection needed attention. I ducked into the bathroom and was about to jerk off when I caught my reflection in the mirror. The sight of me about to jerk off while my fucking boss did whatever the fuck he wanted with my wife in my own fucking house, in my own fucking bed, was so pathetic I couldn’t go through with it. I slapped the light switch off and went to the bedroom.

      Marcus was already naked. He was splayed out on the center of the bed in all of his glory. The fucker just made himself at home. His cock twitched as he watched Amy slip her dress off at the foot of the bed. A little striptease for him. A lot of pain for me.

      She climbed between his spread legs wearing only a white bra and matching panties. Plain but sexy as hell. The contrast between her light skin and white bra and panties and his deep dark skin was so stark.  It had to be symbolic of something. Good and bad, maybe.

      Amy picked up right where they left off in the living room. She sucked his cock and used her hand to help. The thick shaft was slick with her saliva. Her other hand was deep between his legs, fondling his balls. Or maybe playing with his asshole. Either way, Marcus was digging it.

      The blow job got sloppier and sloppier as Amy continued to pleasure him. I was hoping he’d just shoot his load in her face again and be over with it.

      “Lick my asshole.”

      Amy nearly spit his cock out. “What?”

      “You heard me,” Marcus said. “Do it now.”

      For the first time since they started on the couch Amy looked at me. Our eyes locked. If she was looking for guidance from me, she didn’t get any. What the fuck was I going to tell her? This asshole may have had our future in his hands, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to tell my wife to lick his ass. This was on her. Besides there was no way she’d agree to it.

      Amy turned away without a word. She dove down flat against the sheets and buried her face under his balls. Marcus grabbed her hand and placed it on his cock guiding her to stroke it. He pulled his legs back and I got a clear view of my wife licking his asshole. Amy’s tongue flicked at it at first but then she pressed closer and lapped it with her full tongue.

      Marcus looked at me and laughed.

      I staggered backwards and fell into my reading chair. The sight of my wife’s face in his ass hurt me like nothing else. It was total domination. The pain was so great I couldn’t feel anything else.

      Marcus finally told her to stop. She sat up and wiped her lips with her hand. He sat up on the side of the bed and told her to take off her bra. She did and her big bare breasts bounced in his face. They seemed bigger than ever.

      He had her lay down on her back and he peeled her panties off. Taking his sweet time as he ran his hands down her smooth bare legs. From the thighs and all the way down the calves. He leaned over her and pushed her legs up and back. She reached around and held her thighs as he slid his cock into her cunt.

      As he penetrated her, she placed her hands against his thigh and stomach to slow him down. The look on her face was one I’d seen before. One of endured pain exchanged for impending pleasure.

      Marcus seemed to change his demeanor as he entered my wife. He was so focussed on Amy it was almost as if he was the one committed to her. When his cock was fully inside her he actually kissed her. And to my surprise she kissed him back. Whatever animosity I thought she harbored was against him was gone. She kissed him as hard as he kissed her. No way she was faking it.

      Amy always did see the best in everything. Even in me. So it shouldn’t have surprised me to see her just going with this crazy scheme and deriving the same pleasure she did from having sex with the other big black guys.

      Marcus fucked her slowly, easing his long cock in and out of her. Almost like he was making love to my wife instead of just fucking her. Jealousy tore away my insides even as I was glad my wife wasn’t being abused by this asshole. But some part of me was afraid I could lose her to him. Not a rational fear but a primal one.

      Amy cried out as he thrust himself into her. She clawed at his back and butt, demanding he give it to her. She was in ecstasy and I just wished I could give her that same pleasure.

      They switched positions after a few minutes. Amy turned on all fours with her perfect ass presented to him. He mounted her and she squeezed handfuls of sheets as he pounded her from behind. His big black hands were all over her. First holding her hips, then smacking her ass to her squealed delight. Several times he reached around and cupped her swaying breasts. They were definitely bigger.

      He spread her ass with his hands and stroked her asshole with his thumb. He may even have stuck it into her asshole.

      Marcus was pounding her as hard as he could. Sweat appeared all over his athletic body. He reminded me of Apollo Creed working out in the Rocky movies. Another reminder for me not to tangle with him. Just sit back and let him have his way with my wife. Like a good wimp.

      They finally got tired of fucking doggy-style. He pulled out of her and he flopped onto his back on the bed. Amy was climbing on him when he stopped her. “Reverse,” he said.

      Amy knew what he wanted. Instead of facing him she straddled his body with her back to him, reverse cowgirl style. It gave me a good look at her cunt as she slid up and down his shaft.

      Tiny beads of perspiration appeared on Amy’s chest, between her bouncing breasts. She worked hard squatting up and down on his cock. His big hands cupped her ass as she fucked him.

      After a few minutes, Amy was panting. He had her spin around while his cock was still inside her so she was facing him. He thrust his cock into her while he groped her breasts.

      Amy seemed to get a second wind. She started grinding on him. She arched her back and threw her head back. She was breathing heavily and started moaning. “Oh God.”

      Marcus watched my wife’s orgasm with wide white eyes. Almost like he couldn’t believe it. He kept slamming into her from below.

      Amy shuddered and collapsed into his arms. Marcus held her tight and they rolled over together so he was on top of her. He spread her legs wide and plowed into her. He started shaking and his movements became jerky.

      “Fuck,” he said and his entire body spasmed.

      Amy opened her eyes and watched as Marcus pumped his seed deep inside her. Her chest heaved as she tried to regain her breath.

      Marcus kept fucking her until every last drop was deposited into her. When he finished he slowly pulled out leaving my wife’s overstretched cunt gaping open. He looked down at her, admiring his conquest.

      He sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me. “Hate to fuck and run but I think we’re done here,” he said. He stood up in front of me flaunting his big dick wet with my wife’s cunt juices.

      He picked his clothes up off the floor and turned back to me. “Actually there’s one more thing.”

      “What’s that?” I said. Hadn’t he done enough?

      He nodded at Amy. She was still spread out on the bed, spent. A trickle of white seeped from her cunt. It oozed down over her asshole. “I want you to clean up after me.”

      “You want me to what?”

      “You know what I mean. Clean up after me. With your tongue.”

      “Fuck that,” I said. “That’s not part of the deal.”

      “I just made it part of the deal. Do it or else.”

      “Or else what?”

      He grinned at me. That nasty grin I thought I hated before. But I really hated after what he just did to my wife in my bedroom. And what he was ordering me to do. “Do I really have to tell you?”

      I made eye contact with Amy. Her eyes were slits and she appeared to be out of it. I was on my own.

      What could I do? What choice did I have? My dignity as a man and a husband was already long gone. All I could do was do what he ordered and hope for the best.

      I sighed and climbed on the bed between my wife’s spread thighs. The sheets were damp from their fucking. The aroma of sweaty sex filled my nostrils. I sighed and dipped my head between her thighs. My tongue sticking out like it was a dare.

      Marcus snickered behind me. The anger swelled inside me. Fuck him. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.

      Just as I decided to turn around to finally confront him, it happened. Before I knew what was happening his big hand was against the back of my head shoving my face into my wife’s dripping cunt.

      My face was covered by the time he released me. I sat up only to see him disappear out of the bedroom and down the hall. Laughing all the way.

      I was so pissed I started after him but Amy grabbed my arm. “Don’t,” she said. She pulled me away from the bed and into the master bathroom. She pulled my clothes off and we stumbled into the steaming shower. Fortunately, Amy prevented me from seeing my image in the mirror. From seeing my face covered in his cum.

      I stood under the spray, shoulders down. Defeated. Amy’s gentle fingers lathered my face with soap. Then the rest of me.

      After rinsing me off she knelt down and sucked my cock. I was hard instantly. Images of her being fucked by big black cocks flashed rapid fire across my mind. In seconds I shot my load in her mouth and she swallowed every drop. The first time my wife ever did that for me.

      In that moment she did something for me that I didn’t think was possible. She made me feel like a man again.
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* * *

      First thing Monday morning I stormed into his office without knocking and closed the door behind me. I was done taking his shit. It was time for him to give me what I deserved.

      Marcus was sitting behind his desk working on his computer. The screen was cluttered with different windows and spreadsheets instead of the video of my wife being used as a big black rapper’s fuck doll. It looked like he was actually doing work for once.

      His eyes widened in surprise as he looked up at me. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said. He cowered behind his monitor like he was afraid of me. Like I was barging in to shoot him or something. Although it gave me some satisfaction at seeing him scared for once, I wouldn’t do that. All I wanted was him to live up to his side of the deal. He got to fuck my wife and I get the promotion.

      When I failed to produce a gun, his courage came flooding back to him. His face clouded with anger and he stood up and started towards me around the desk. “You’ve got some nerve coming into my office without knocking.” He got up in my personal space. It was his standard attempt at intimidation. And like always it worked.

      I staggered back and plopped down in one of the chairs. He glared at me and I had to break eye contact. “I just want you to follow through, with, you know, the promotion.” Oh my God. I sounded like such a whiny little bitch.

      Marcus shook his head and laughed. “Are you serious? You really think you’re getting the promotion because your pretty little wife digs big black cocks? That’s not how this works.”

      What the fuck? He was screwing me again. I clenched my fists. Amy warned me about this. I wanted to scream and yell but all that came out was a squeaky little voice. “But you promised.” It sounded pathetic even to me. Tears welled in my eyes, I was so angry.

      Before I could stand up or say anything else, the office door opened behind me. We both turned and saw Amy walk in and slam the door.

      “What the hell?” Marcus backed away from Amy as she stepped right up to him. Marcus bumped into his desk and stumbled backwards around it to his chair. “I don’t know what you want but this is highly inappropriate. If you don’t leave I’m going to call security.”

      Now who was the whiny little bitch?

      Amy smiled and walked up to the front of his desk. She reached into her purse and Marcus flinched again. So did I. We both thought she was going to shoot him.

      When she pulled her hand out, there was something in it. She slapped it down on the desktop. It was a small USB thumb drive.

      “Don’t call anyone just yet,” she said.

      Marcus stared at the thumb drive like it was a bomb. “What is that?”

      “That is your copy,” she said.

      “My copy of what?”

      “Come on Marcus. Don’t play dumb with me. You know what it is. Full high definition footage of us from the other night.” Amy pulled out her phone. “If you want to call someone, you may want to call your wife. Or a divorce attorney.” Amy looked down at me and nodded. “Or you could just make good on the deal and promote my husband. It’s up to you.”

      “You’re blackmailing me?” Marcus crossed his arms over his chest. He may have even stomped his foot.

      “I’m doing the same thing you did to us,” she said. “You have until the end of the day or copies will be sent directly to your wife.”

      Marcus smiled and shook his head. “Bullshit. You won’t do it. You probably don’t even know how to contact…”

      Marcus trailed off as Amy held up her phone and pushed a button to dial. The three of us remained quiet as we heard the ringing on the other line. On the third ring, a woman picked up and said hello.

      Marcus nearly leaped over the desk to get Amy’s phone but Amy pulled it back. Out of his desperate flailing reach. And just like that, all the fight went out of Marcus. He cupped his hands in a praying motion and mouthed the word, “Please.”

      Amy’s face lit up. She held the phone to her mouth and said, “I’m sorry I must have dialed the wrong number.”

      Marcus’s wife said, “Oh, no problem.” They disconnected.

      Marcus slumped in his chair. “I don’t know if I can get it done today,” he said.

      “Oh, you’ll get it done today or I will turn your life to shit.” Amy grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to the door. “Oh and my husband is taking the rest of the day off. He’s spending the day with me.”
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* * *

      Nine months to the day after the big black rapper fucked my wife, she gave birth to a baby boy. It was a day I’ll never forget.

      There I was in the delivery room “assisting” with the delivery of “my” son. Things got a little hairy towards the end and I kind of got shoved to the side. But I’ll never forget the looks in the eyes of the nurses and the doctor. Every last one of them avoided direct eye contact with me. Even as they congratulated me. Even as they handed the baby to me for the first time. This little baby. With the dark skin.

      Every so often, in the couple of days we spent in the hospital, I would hear laughing just outside the room. I didn’t have to hear the specifics of the whispered conversations. I knew they were laughing at the poor schmuck whose pretty white wife just gave birth to a very black baby.

      Even after we took him home I didn’t dare say anything to my wife. It was like this was the most normal situation in the world. Even if I did have the guts to say something, I doubt I would have. Amy was so happy with our new life as a family and I loved her enough that I would never think of ruining that for her.

      But one thing I knew for sure. My humiliation would never end. It was just something I would have to endure for her sake. And my own. I loved my wife more than anything and I had no doubt she loved me at least as much right back. A lifetime of humiliation was a small price to pay. And if I learned anything about myself it was this: I was a strong enough man to bear it.
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* * *
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      Passion led to humiliation.

      Humiliation led to rage.

      Rage led to murder.

      My story was simple as that.

      When I think back on it, I guess the signs of trouble were there. Too bad I just didn’t notice.

      My wedding day should have been the greatest day of my life. Why wouldn’t it have been? I married a beautiful woman way out of my league. Every man’s dream.

      It was only after. When the wedding settled into the honeymoon and the honeymoon settled into ‘til death do us part. That’s when things got out of hand.

      Amy always turned guys’ heads wherever she was. That I was used to. What I never got used to was her head turning too.

      It wasn’t every guy. Not even every handsome one. Or younger one. Amy’s head turned for only a very specific type. Something that I could never hope to be.

      Amy, my beautiful wife, was attracted to big black guys. Or more accurately big black cocks.

      My normal sized (as far as I know — it’s not like I check out other guys or anything) white cock was not sufficient for her. Looking back on it, I realized it wasn’t something that came on all of a sudden. Like so many things these days, it all started with the internet.

      To spice things up in the bedroom, I introduced porn to our relationship. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised if I’d been a more attentive husband all along. But I soon realized Amy didn’t need to be introduced to porn. She had stumbled onto her favorites all on her own. And without any help from me.

      “Look at the size of that thing,” I said, back when we could laugh about it. To soften the blow of needing porn to stimulate our love life, I suggested Amy find something that she liked.

      She found it all right.

      Oh boy, did she find it.

      That night on my iPad, my innocent little wife zeroed in on her favorite porn niche: big black guys fucking pretty little white women.

      That night I remembered thinking what a genius I was as I watched Amy staring wide eyed and getting so into the video. The actress yanked the big black guy’s underwear down and said, “It’s so big.”

      She started sucking his monster cock. She had to use two hands to stroke his ebony shaft since her mouth barely made it past the enormous head.

      Amy licked her lips and her chest rose and fell as she watched her dark fantasy play out on the video. Without so much as a glance in my direction, her fingers slipped under the covers. Between her thighs.

      It should have been clear to me in that moment that she didn’t need me there at all. Between the video and her expert fingers she had everything she needed to get herself off. Maybe I should have been more appreciative when she climbed on top of me and rode me like I was a bucking bronco. Her eyes were closed the whole time. Nothing like your pathetic pale husband to ruin the fantasy.
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* * *

      One thing I really valued in Amy as my wife was her religious fervor to remain a virgin until her wedding night. Sure our dates were always cut short. Sending me home to jerk off alone, desperate to marry her just so I could get laid. Maybe that’s why I ever had a shot with her in the first place. No other guy would have been so patient for four long celibate years.

      But at least I could rest assured that no other man would know what my beautiful wife had to offer. I never had to wonder if I measured up to anyone else. I never had to worry if my wife was remembering someone else when she was with me.

      It was all worth it.

      But after a few years of marriage, something changed in Amy. We started arguing more and more. At first, we followed the old rule about not going to bed angry. That worked well enough except for one thing: I was always the one who gave in. It was always up to me to apologize for whatever the argument was about, whether I was at fault or not. She would never give in.

      We broke our streak over the stupidest thing. It was after the shooting in Ferguson and the riots that followed. I decided we needed a gun because we couldn’t rely on the government to protect us if society broke down. So I went out and bought a little semi automatic Glock handgun. It wasn’t an assault rifle or anything crazy. Just for our protection.

      Well, Amy freaked out when I came home with it. She didn’t want any guns in the house. She got all emotional and refused to give in.

      But I didn’t give in either.

      At least not before we went to bed.

      I spent that night on the couch staring at the brand new gun in its nondescript case. Black and shiny and perfect for personal protection. And I made a decision.

      The next morning I apologized to Amy. As usual.

      And I told her I would return the gun.
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* * *

      The arguments, about so many different things, continued, and worsened, after that night. If not for her religious upbringing, she may have thought about divorce. But since we said the vows, we were stuck with each other so we had to make it work. We decided to try marriage counseling.

      At first we used someone recommended through our church. But we both realized more prayer was probably not going to solve our issues.

      So we found someone through one of Amy’s friends. A female counselor who our church would definitely not suggest. She spoke in such frank terms about sex she had me blushing on the couch. That first visit was enough for me but Amy seemed to really like her. So we kept going.

      Every session it seemed as though it was two against one. Like everything was my fault. Heck everything could have been my fault without paying some foul mouthed “sex-pert.”

      But then came the bombshell.

      It wasn’t my fault.

      It was worse.
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* * *

      Amy felt like she did not experience all that she should have before we got married. When I suggested that the only way to fix that was with a time machine, I got two nasty looks.

      The counselor told us there was no other way to go but forward. The past was the past and could not be changed. The only way Amy could satisfy her curiosity was to act on her impulses.

      And if I was the loving husband I purported to be, I would not stand in her way.

      So the counselor basically gave my wife a prescription for big black cock.
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* * *

      While I stewed for a week after that final session, Amy was busy making plans. Maybe if I didn’t shut down I could have had some input into what she planned to do but, alas, hindsight is 20/20.

      When she told me she had a plan, I demanded some basic information. The how and the why, I already knew. But I didn’t know who, where and when.
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* * *

      His name was Jamel Freeman. His name just oozed blackness.

      And my wife was going to meet this Jamel Freeman at a bar in the lobby of the Midtown Square Hotel on Friday night.

      Apparently, he’s a personal trainer at the gym she frequents. Not her personal trainer, at least. Back when I had some say in what my wife did, I insisted on a female trainer when she first started going to the gym — thank goodness. Though it didn’t really matter in the end.

      His profile on the gym website tore me up inside. His picture confirmed what I already figured. He was a big, and I mean BIG, black guy. There were plenty of photos of him working out, usually with a white woman standing next to him admiring his form. In many of the shots, I could swear the women were staring at the ubiquitous bulge in the crotch of his workout shorts.

      Before he became the jungle fever fantasy for desperate white women in yoga pants, this Jamel Freeman apparently was a former highly recruited college football player would have been drafted by an NFL team if he didn’t wreck his knee in a bowl game.

      I went to Youtube and watched the video of his injury.

      Yikes.

      It was gruesome to watch a human leg bend that way. The announcers groaned, the other players gathered around and the fans cheered when he was finally carted off the field. The entire time Freeman winced and balled his fists in agony. Wouldn’t wish that pain on my worst enemy.

      But Jamel Freeman was soon going to be my worst enemy. Soon he would take away everything from me.

      And the rage was building inside me before he so much as touched my wife.
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* * *

      “I want you to come with me,” Amy said.

      “You’ve got to be kidding,” I said.

      “I’m not.”

      It was Friday morning and we were in the kitchen. The Keurig machine was wheezing with my cup of coffee and Amy was standing next to it waiting with my cream and sugar. I never understood why anyone would take their coffee black.

      “You want me to go with you? While you…” The word I wanted to use rhymed with “duck” and it nearly strangled me from the inside. I spat out the rest of the sentence, “…meet… another guy?”

      The whole thing infuriated me. It was one thing to be cheated on and find out after the fact. But to know about it beforehand and to be guilted into allowing it? It was outrageous.

      But it wasn’t like I could talk to anyone about it. It was so shameful. Just the thought of someone else knowing my wife was going to be fucked by another guy, especially a black guy, scared the crap out of me. There was no way I could go to someone and ask for help. Besides there were only a handful of people I would voluntarily talk to about anything, let alone Amy’s planned infidelity.

      I could just picture it: Oh, and one more thing, Pastor Jim. My wife is getting fucked by another guy Friday night. What are you doing this weekend?

      Besides Pastor Jim’s eyes have always lingered a little too long on Amy’s chest. If he knew Amy was open for auditions, he’s be the first to step up and offer his services.

      Amy’s lips were pursed. One arm was clutched across her waist as she handed me my coffee. “You know this isn’t just for me? It’s for us-”

      “Us? Nobody asked me if I wanted more black dicks in US.”

      Amy shook her head and turned her back to me. “You just don’t get it.”

      “You’re right about that.”

      She spun back around, fists clenched. She took a step forward and I thought she was going to punch me in the face. “You heard the counselor.”

      I backpedaled. “The counselor? Oh, she had great advice. If your wife wants to fuck a some random big black guy you should encourage her. What bullshit.”

      “Do you think this is easy for me?”

      “Easy for you? Of course it is. You’re doing what an easy woman does. Flop back and spread your legs for some random guy. That’s why they call it easy. It’s the very definition of easy.”

      Amy turned her back on me again. “I can’t believe you would say something like that. Maybe you’re right. Maybe it is a bad idea. Maybe we should get a divorce and just go our separate ways.” Her head dipped and her shoulders shook. She started sobbing. “Then we could both do whatever we wanted and never see each other again.”

      The thought of divorce sent a shiver up my spine. The thought of losing her was too terrible to imagine. I wasn’t insane. There was no way I’d get so lucky again. A girl like Amy just doesn’t end up with a guy like me. Besides Amy took care of me.

      Being alone terrified me.

      So I was stuck.

      Lose my wife.

      Or let a big black guy fuck her.

      Either way I was going to lose.
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* * *

      “I’m glad you came,” Amy said as the valet sped off in our car. The hotel was nice, mostly catering to businessmen with expense accounts. My company often put guests up there when they were in town. There were always rumors that senior level management used the hotel for purposes that HR would frown upon.

      And there I was delivering my wife like I was her pimp. Only I wouldn’t get anything out of it.

      Amy held my hand and smiled at me. She was practically shivering with excitement. Despite my pained grimace, I had to admit I was getting excited also. On the surface, I was all negative. But deep down there was something else going on. A sick and twisted part of me was turned on.

      Amy was in full knockout mode. Several of the businessmen we passed turned their heads as we passed. The valets, various shades of brown all of them, were more surreptitious in their glances.

      As we crossed the sidewalk in front of the lobby a gust of wind whipped down the city block and raised the already sky high hemline of her little black cocktail dress. Her shapely, bare thighs beckoned every male eye in range. I was too close to tell if her black lace thong made an appearance but I wouldn’t have doubted it.

      The thought of all those strange men desiring my wife sent a jolt of excitement to my cock. Ever since the idea of Amy sleeping with another man came up, I secretly fantasized about it, even as I hated myself for it.

      And when Amy asked me to tag along, a not so small part of me was elated. The chance to see my own wife starring in a live pornographic act right in front of me turned me on enough to jerk off about it daily. Sometimes more than once. My sad little cock was raw with abuse.

      Day and night, I imagined what it would be like to watch Amy being undressed by a big black stranger. On her knees to take a big cock into her mouth. Splayed open on a bed begging for it. Or crying out as he savagely took her from behind. Impaling her on his dark shaft. Spent and exhausted and alone after he was finished, his seed inside her. And finally her coming back to me, sore and sheepish, so I could take care of her.

      My thoughts got away from me and I had to alter my stride to adjust my trousers lest anyone see how excited I really was.

      But just as I was excited, a tendril of shame looped around my neck. If I was half the man I imagined myself to be I would have taken my wife by the hand and taken her up to the hotel room myself. Thrown her on the bed and ravished her within an inch of her life.

      But I wasn’t that man no matter how much I fancied myself. Instead I would allow myself to be dragged to the pretentious bar and turn my own wife over to a big black guy who was literally twice the man I was.

      Whatever pain was coming for me, it would be fitting. A husband who fails to satisfy his wife deserves the worst of his.
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* * *

      The fucker wasn’t even wearing a suit. He couldn’t even bother to get dressed up to bang my wife. He didn’t deserve to so much as look at her. But I knew that before we even got in the car.

      Jamel Freeman looked presentable enough, if underdressed, in his khakis and golf shirt. He could have passed for a darker, bigger Tiger Woods. But he more resembled the token black guy at some company’s after hour get together.

      He was standing at the crowded bar chatting up a gorgeous Asian girl. She batted her eyes up at him and kept putting her hand on his arm. It wasn’t fair. He could have his choice of women without spoiling mine.

      Amy didn’t seem to care. She walked right up to him, with me tagging along behind, and practically demanded Freeman’s attention.

      And she got it. The pretty Asian girl took the hint with a not-so-subtle glare at Amy. She brushed between us with a scowl so nasty I thought she’d “accidentally” spill her drink on my wife.

      Amy and Freeman hugged and she even kissed him on the cheek. Even that minor display of intimacy ripped my heart out.

      He looked my wife up and down and made no attempt to hide it. The woman I loved and devoted my life to was nothing more than a booty call to him.

      Even so, he obviously liked what he saw. He licked his thick lips and eyed me like I was intruding on him. “Who’s this?”

      “Oh,” said Amy, like she forgot I was there. “Jamel this is Francis.”

      “Your husband?”

      Amy swallowed hard and cleared her throat. She nodded and mumbled, “Yes.”

      Even with the din from the crowded bar, the silence was so awkward, I couldn’t take it. Like a dumbass I stuck my hand out. “Nice to meet you.”

      Freeman pretended he didn’t see my outstretched hand. Amy took it instead and pulled me aside.

      “Could you get us some drinks?”

      Normally I would never splurge on overpriced bar drinks. And part of me was miffed that Jamel wasn’t buying drinks for us. It was literally the least he could do considering I was paying for a hotel room so he could bang my wife. But I swallowed my pride. “What should I get?”

      Amy looked back at Freeman as he fiddled with his phone. “Whatever,” she said, like she was afraid he’d walk out on a sure thing prime piece of ass. “You know what I like.”

      No, I didn’t. Not a clue. Which should have been obvious given the situation.

      But she was giving me the bum’s rush so I let her get back to her “date” while I fumbled around the bar looking for a waitress.

      I couldn’t get anyone’s attention as I circled through the crowd. Always keeping Amy in my line of sight. They were hitting it off so well Amy took a sip from his drink. He even nabbed a cute waitress to take his order while I bumbled around waving a fist full of cash like a loser.
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* * *

      It took forever to get the watered down rum and Coke for me and the Sex on the Beach for Amy. Freeman could buy his own damn drinks. But as I tried to make my way back around the bar it was like I was invisible. People kept bumping into me and I nearly spilled the drinks. When I finally made it over to Amy and Freeman, they finished their drinks started leaving the bar.

      My wife was so infatuated with her big black fuck buddy she didn’t so much as glance in my direction.

      “Hey,” I said. “Here’s your drink.”

      Amy’s hand was in Freeman’s. She seemed surprised to see me come back.

      “Oh, thanks,” she said. A perfunctory courtesy. Like she was speaking to hired help.

      She didn’t even take the drink. Left me hanging there like a schmuck. What did I buy the drinks for if she wasn’t even going to have it?

      Freeman led her through the crowd towards the lobby. I followed them like a sad puppy. The pathetic third wheel. Just as I was about to leave the bar area a big guy in a sport jacket stopped me.

      “Hold up, buddy. Drinks need to stay in the bar area.”

      “Seriously? I just need to catch up to my wife.” I nodded in her direction.

      The bouncer turned his head to see her. “Which one is she?”

      “The blonde,” I said, “with the big…” I trailed off. My face burned and I tried to scratch my forehead even with the drinks in my hand.

      The bouncer sneered. Filling in the rest of my sentence. Seeing Amy leaving with Freeman. “You sure that’s your wife?”

      “Yes. I’m sure.” What a dick.

      He crossed his arms and rose to his full height and glared down at me. “There’s not going to be any trouble, is there?”

      “Trouble?”

      “Violence.”

      “Why would there be trouble?”

      He smiled. Not friendly. Evil. “If my wife left a bar with a brother, there would be trouble.” He shrugged. “Just sayin.”

      “No trouble,” I said.

      The bouncer turned back to Amy and Freeman. They were in a line for the elevators. “You can go but the drinks have to stay.”

      No way I was wasting twenty-five dollars in drinks. I guzzled the rum and Coke.

      The bouncer shook his head.

      “He’s a family friend,” I said while I let the rum settle.

      We looked over as Amy wrapped her arms around Freeman’s thick neck and kissed him. Open mouth and everything. Freeman’s massive paws slid down my wife’s waist and he gripped her ass under the dress.

      “Must be a good friend,” the bouncer said with a knowing smirk.

      My face flared up again. If Amy loved me, how could she do this to me? I pounded the Sex on the Beach and slammed the empty glass on an end table and stormed out.

      The bouncer laughed behind me.
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* * *

      I caught up with my wife and her “friend” just as they were getting into the stuffed elevator, brushing past several people. They muttered something at me but I didn’t care. The alcohol was already giving me a buzz and there was no way I was letting Amy and Jamel out of my sight.

      At least they stopped making out while we were all smushed in the elevator. But Freeman’s hand rested comfortably on Amy’s backside. The casual familiarity annoyed the shit out of me. He had some fucking nerve. Even after being married for years I wouldn’t have dared to put my hand on her butt in public.

      We got to our floor and got off. Another couple also exited and they gave the three of us a suspicious glance. Their eyes told me they knew something sick was going down.
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* * *

      Amy and Jamel ignored me even as we went into the room. The heavy fireproof metal door nearly slammed in my face.

      They stood hand in hand in the center of the room as I slunk along the outside next to an easy chair in the corner facing the bed.

      Jamel finally acknowledged my presence. “What about your husband?”

      “It’s okay.” Amy let her hand slip out of his sight. She secretly gestured for me to have a seat.

      “Really?” He looked me right in the eyes. “He doesn’t look okay. He looks like he wants to kill me.”

      Amy grabbed him under the chin and forced him to focus on her. “Don’t worry about him. He’s just here to watch. He’s okay with it. I swear.” She kissed him with her mouth open. She stuck her tongue between his lips.

      After a brief moment, Jamel started getting into it, opening his mouth and exploring hers with his tongue. His hands were firmly on my wife’s ass under the dress.

      All the energy in my body was flooding to my cock. It was rock hard but I refused to acknowledge it. I resented it. Resented being turned on by another guy feeling up my wife.

      The strap slipped off Amy’s slender shoulder. Jamel pawed at her breast with his massive hand. He pulled the fabric down and my wife’s bare breast, pert and perfect, popped out.

      It was a shock to see it exposed like that. Jamel grinned as he stared at it and Amy giggled like she was embarrassed. Jamel stroked her erect nipple with his thumb, strumming it like it was a musical instrument.

      He tugged her dress down and exposed her other tit. Amy straightened her arms and the silky dress slid to the floor around her feet. Jamel leaned down and sucked on her nipple as Amy threw her head back and moaned. She pulled the back of his head into her. More passion than she ever showed with me.

      Whether it was the dim lighting in the hotel room or seeing her with another man, I was shocked at how incredible my wife’s body looked. All she had on were the sexy black panties. Her back arched as she thrust her hips against Jamel.

      The panties didn’t last long. He hooked his thumb under the lace and yanked them down. They slid down her yoga toned thighs and fell to the floor.

      My breath caught in my chest. My wife was completely naked in his arms.

      He laid her on the end of the bed and pushed her thighs apart. He knelt down between her legs and ducked his head in.

      Amy’s pink cunt was wet even before Jamel planted his mouth right on it. She closed her eyes and writhed as he tasted her. His big black hand pressed against her pale flat belly just above her shock of pubic hair, controlling her.

      She grabbed his forearm as she bucked into him, squeals of delight mixed with curses I’d never heard her say before. “Oh, fuck, oh, shit.” Her entire body shuddered. Her back straightened as she clamped her thighs around his head.

      Jesus, she was having an orgasm already. What the fuck? She never came that fast with me. And even when She finally did I always suspected she was faking just to get it over with. But there was no way she was faking this.

      Her ass lifted off the bed. Her face was plastered with a grimace I might have mistaken for pain if I didn’t see what caused it.

      Jamel gripped her ass with both hands as he kept his face locked with her pussy.

      “Fuck me,” she said.

      He stood up and was more enormous than before, in every way. His shoulders and back and biceps were jacked. Not an ounce of fat on him. Abs tighter than anything I’d ever seen. A jungle of tattoos covered his dark skin, not one decipherable by me.

      His cock was standing erect before him. Bigger than I could even comprehend. Not just length but girth. It was menacing. Like a weapon. A nightstick. Or a club.

      How could I ever compete with that?

      How could that massive thing even fit inside her? Without hurting her and causing permanent harm?

      I should stop it. Before anything really happened.

      But I couldn’t move. I was mesmerized. And my own cock throbbed with desire and pain.

      Amy’s legs were quivering as they hung off the edge of the bed. She stared up at him in anticipation of the main event. Hungry for his cock.

      Jamel took his time. His moment of conquest. Of my wife. Of me. He stepped up to her, bent at the knees and grabbed his cock. He guided it into her.

      “Oh my God!” She dropped her head back and closed her eyes as Jamel pushed deeper. “Oh my God! Your fucking cock is so fucking big!”

      Jamel leaned over her and wrapped his arms under her shoulders, pulling her up into a seated position. They kissed again. A sloppy kiss. He held her there as he started pumping inside her.

      Amy wrapped her arms around his broad neck and hung on as Jamel picked her up. Like she weighed nothing.

      He started sliding her up and down on his shaft. My wife was his fuck doll.

      She stared into his eyes while he fucked her. Her big soft breasts pressed up against his chest. She wouldn’t take her eyes off him.

      My own cock throbbed between my legs. Pressing against my khakis hard enough to hurt. I wanted to pull it out and jerk off but I refused to give him the satisfaction.

      So I just sat there and watched as my wife got the fuck of her life.

      He finally lowered her legs so his cock popped out of her and she was standing in front of him on her tiptoes.

      Was he done with her? That was quick.

      Not so fast.

      He pushed her around in front of him. She grabbed his cock with her hand as she turned. He rubbed his hand on her ass like he owned it. There was that familiarity between them again that scared the shit out of me.

      Then he pulled his hand back and smacked her hard on the ass, leaving a big red hand print.

      Amy giggled.

      Jesus.

      He just hit my wife.

      I’d never hit her even half as hard as that.

      But she was into it.

      “Harder,” she said.

      He clapped her again. The crack of it echoed in the hotel room.

      “Again,” she said. “Harder.”

      He bent her over the bed and spanked her hard. Both sides of her ass. “You’re a little slut aren’t you?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “What do you say?”

      “Please.”

      Like they rehearsed this.

      He smacked her again.

      “What do you say?”

      “Please,” she said.

      But he waited.

      “Please.” More urgent.

      Still he waited.

      Then she said, “Thank you.”

      He smiled and slapped her ass hard again. This time he massaged her red raw ass, sliding his fingers between her cheeks and fingered her. My wife moaned for him.

      He stood her up and led her around the edge of the bed before he threw her down on the pillow soft top and loomed over her.

      She spread her legs and begged for his cock.

      He teased her, stroking the head against her pink cunt lips. Her excited juices lubricated his cock until it glistened.

      “Fuck me,” she said, voice ragged with lust.

      He pinned her legs up and slammed his cock deep into her. His entire cock disappeared inside my wife. His balls slapped against her asshole.

      She cried out which only seemed to excite him more.

      I couldn’t believe she could take the whole thing. All I could picture was him stretching her out and ruining her for me.

      He took his time fucking her, easing in and out while she whimpered.

      She held onto his forearms and kept her eyes locked on his. Their bodies enveloped each other in a writhing mass. All the while he drove his dick into her again and again.

      They switched positions. He lined up behind her. Her spanking-red splotched ass presented to him like a trophy. He entered her while she squealed. He spanked her again while he fucked her like an animal.

      They shifted on the bed so I had a view from behind. His big black balls slapped against her pink cunt. When he wasn’t playing with her asshole, his hands held her hips, controlling her for his maximum pleasure.

      He started slowing down. At one point he slid all the way inside her and they sunk into the sheets. She moaned contentedly as he filled her completely. Prone bone.

      Jamel kept slamming her. “Your husband can’t fuck you like this, can he?”

      “No,” she said. Too fast.

      “Say it.”

      Oh, what the fuck?

      “My husband can’t fuck me like this.”

      I couldn’t make out her face when she said it. Not that it mattered. Everyone in the room knew it was true. If she was testifying in court, a jury would have believed her.

      Jamel glanced over at me. His face lit up in a nasty grin.

      He turned back to my wife and held her down against the mattress as he fucked the shit out of her.

      Amy cried out, begging him to never stop.

      They rolled over and Amy straddled him. Riding his big black shaft hard. He fingered her asshole and she loved it. She rubbed her clit as she bounced up and down on him. The ride of her life.

      She’d only just recently started playing with herself when I was in the room. And yet, there she was, doing it while riding a perfect stranger. All her inhibitions vanished.

      They changed positions again with Amy on her back, legs spread and him on top. Basic missionary, just like we do at home. Except, I don’t choke her.

      But maybe I should because she started thrashing underneath him. But it wasn’t like she was fighting him — just the opposite. Like he was giving her a mind blowing orgasm that I could never hope to match.

      Just as her writhing winds down, his body started to jerk, interrupting his frenzy. He started to come when he suddenly pulled out and shot his load over her belly and breasts. He scurried up over her. “Open your mouth.”

      Amy angled her head towards him and did what she was told. He splattered another load over her face and some went into her mouth.

      She swallowed and smiled up at him. He shoved his wet cock into her face and she took him in her mouth and sucked him clean. Slurping every drop.

      Well, not every drop.

      Between her thighs I saw a trickle of his white seed falling from her stretched pussy lips.

      God damn it. He came inside her too.

      He gave her a satisfied grin and dismounted. He made a point to walk past me with his big black dick, still coated in my wife’s sweet juices, dangling between his legs. Even softening, it dwarfed mine at my hardest.

      He stopped and turned in front of me, his freakish cock right in my face. “You can have your wife back,” he said with snicker, daring me to say something. “I’m done with her.”

      What could I say? Or do? I sat there and took the abuse. Like a good little cuck.

      Hating him.

      And myself.
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* * *

      Amy just stayed splayed out on the bed. Even though I was disgusted, I was still turned on like never before. Watching her get fucked awakened something inside me. Deep down, past the shame and humiliation, there was something primal.

      I never wanted to fuck my wife as much as in that moment. More than I ever wanted anything in my life. Like I couldn’t live without it.

      Jamel dressed and left the room. I dead-bolted the door behind him and stripped off my clothes. Climbing into the bed, I was nauseated by the wet spot they left behind but I shoved it out of my mind. Nothing would deter me from having my wife.

      I rubbed Amy’s wet gaping pussy and her eyes fluttered  open. She was out of it as she looked up at me through sleepy little slits. Completely spent. But she smiled and dutifully opened her thighs for me and I slid my hard cock in.

      I could tell the difference right away. She was loose. Jamel did stretch her out.

      Fuck.

      I pumped as fast as I could but it was barely enough to get off. A minute or two later, I shot my load inside my wife.

      She barely noticed when I climbed off.

      No moaning.

      No begging for more.

      No nothing.

      Disgusted again, I slunk into the bathroom, careful to avoid looking at the loser in the mirror. I scrubbed myself raw in the shower. There wasn’t enough soap and hot water in the world to make me feel like I didn’t have Jamel all over me.

      Sloppy seconds with my own wife.
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* * *

      We spent a restless rest of the night in the hotel. Well, I was restless. Amy, however, slept like a log. Jamel satisfied her more than I ever did.

      So I tossed and turned all night. With no sleep, my mind kept replaying every sordid second of their tryst. Sure, I jerked off twice in the bathroom as the images of them fucking ran a constant loop in my mind, but I wasn’t happy about it.

      The scent of their fucking lingered on the sheets and in the ice cold air of the hotel room. I wiped up as much of Jamel’s load as I could but it didn’t matter.

      Would I ever be able to get past it?

      No.

      For the rest of my life I would relive that night.

      At one point I managed to doze off only to be awakened by Amy. She was moaning in her sleep. It was not far removed from her moaning in the arms of Jamel. With his cock deep inside her.

      No doubt she was dreaming of being fucked by him and his big black cock. “Once you go black, you never go back.” The stupid little phrase taunted me. Now that Amy went black, would I ever get her back?
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* * *

      Amy slept late the next morning. When she finally woke up it was nearly time to check out of the hotel. She gave me a peck on the cheek and bounced into the bathroom. I didn’t want to kiss her on the lips anyway after she wrapped them around Jamel’s big black cock.

      It was too late for her to have a shower. But she didn’t seem to mind. She was perky as ever and that pissed me off even more. Besides without a shower she was going to have that post coital aroma on her for the drive home.

      Her fucking clothes were still strewn around the bed and I had no choice but to pick them up myself. I snatched her up her panties and my jaw clenched. They were still damp with her lust for him. Even so many hours later.

      Just the thought of how much my wife desired another man killed me. But something else stirred too. My pathetic cock stiffened, betraying me once again.

      Amy wasn’t the only one turned on at the prospect of her taking a big black cock.

      I stretched her panties under my nose and inhaled deeply. The scent of her passion sent the blood rushing to my erection.

      The bathroom door opened and Amy stared at me, shocked.

      I got all flustered and turned my back to her to hide my excitement. Even if we wanted to jump back in the bed, we had no time. We had to leave the room. I thrust her dirty clothes into the plastic hotel laundry bag.

      Somehow, I managed to make it downstairs and into the car all the while concealing my hard on with our bags. Amy didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. The grin on her face said it all.

      We drove home in silence. I was pouting but horny too. Amy knew better than to try to talk to me. But she still managed to surprise me anyway.

      When I pulled up to a red light, she reached over to my crotch and started rubbing my dick over my pants.

      Jesus, it felt good.

      When the light turned green she leaned over and undid my pants, gently lowering the zipper. My cock sprang free into her hand. She smiled and lowered her head in my lap.

      I was so shocked I couldn’t say anything. Never before had we had any sexual contact outside the privacy of our home or the occasional hotel room. But there she was giving me a blow job while I drove.

      Fortunately, it was a Saturday and we were on a quiet section of the road. Because I nearly lost control of the vehicle when I came in her mouth. I didn’t give her any warning like I usually do. And I was secretly delighted when she swallowed every drop without complaint. She just sat up and wiped her mouth before she eased my soft dick back into my pants.

      If that was her way to make it up to me, it wasn’t enough. Not even close. She could give me two blow jobs a day for the rest of my life and it still wouldn’t undue the damage.

      But what would?
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* * *

      The next day, Sunday, we went to church, just like normal. As though we didn’t start the weekend by shaming ourselves. Our wedding vows. Our marriage.

      They always told us God could see everything. I sure hoped that wasn’t the case, because if so, God saw a big black man fuck my wife. While I watched. God saw my wife spread her legs eagerly for another man. With a much bigger cock than I had.

      That’s when I thought of the Commandment - Thou shall not covet thy neighbor’s wife. What about coveting your own wife? Coveting her while she banged somebody else? Hard to believe God would have been happy at how we made a mockery of our vows.

      It felt odd, walking in there. Like we weren’t worthy. Like we committed a terrible sin.

      As my eyes darted around the crowd, I wondered if anyone could tell a difference. In my wife. Or in me.

      So many pairs of eyes locked onto my wife. The long glances from the men, who would abruptly turn away when they saw me watching them. Undressing Amy with their eyes. Coveting the shit out of my wife right there in church with their own wives. Singing bullshit hymns.

      What fucking hypocrites. Every last one of them would tear her clothes off and fuck her right there on the altar if they could get away with it.

      Amy always attracted the attention of other guys. But that Sunday in church it seemed worse. Like she was giving off an invisible vibe that told every guy in the place she was open for business. If her husband let her fuck a big black guy maybe he’ll let all of the white guys do it too.

      Even the other women seemed to be watching us more. Their eyes betrayed different emotions. Less lust and more contempt. What was worse, they didn’t avoid eye contact with me as quickly. Like they wanted me to know that they knew what I was guilty of. Like they didn’t approve.

      Pastor Jim droned on about a husband’s duty to his wife. If I hadn’t heard this same bullshit from him before I might have thought he was directing it at me. So instead of listening, I let my mind drift.

      It always drifted to the same thing. Jamel nailing my wife.

      I couldn’t take it.

      Something had to change.
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* * *

      Later that day, after I had a couple of drinks, wallowing in the suck that was my life, I made a decision. I had to let Amy know how I felt. Let her know how much this hurt me.

      Maybe together, we could find a way to fix everything.

      She was upstairs taking a bath with a glass of wine. It was her regular Sunday evening alone time. She said I was always a grouch on Sunday nights. The counselor diagnosed it as “Sunday Night Blues.” What an insight. I could have told her that before we even met.

      I walked into our big master bathroom and couldn’t believe what I saw.

      As expected, Amy was naked, in the big jacuzzi tub. Well, she was half in it, anyway. Her back was ram rod straight and beads of water dripped down over her big soft breasts. Her nipples were rock hard. She rubbed a sudsy palm over them.

      Her pussy was just at the water line. She was stroking herself furiously with her free hand. Breathing heavily, she was really into it.

      “Your big black cock is inside me,” she said.

      What the fuck?

      Who was she talking to?

      Her eyes were closed and she didn’t seem to know I was there. I tiptoed closer and then I saw it. Her iPhone was on the edge of the tub.

      “I can’t wait to fuck you again,” a familiar voice said from the phone.

      Jamel.

      Fuck.

      It was all I could do to stagger back out of the bathroom. I eased the door closed just as Amy’s orgasm started. Water sloshed over the edge of the tub.

      I was in a daze as I stumbled downstairs to my office and shut the door.

      “No, no, no.”

      I shut my eyes and doubled over as pain shot through my stomach. When I opened my eyes the room was spinning and I was dizzy.

      This wasn’t happening. Couldn’t be happening.

      How could I have agreed to let my another guy fuck my wife?

      How did it come to this?

      The shrill, horrible truth echoed around my skull. In my old man’s voice. Just like when I came home and told him I was cut from the baseball team.

      You know exactly how this happened.

      You let it happen.

      You wanted it to happen.

      You even drove her over and handed her off to him.

      Rented the fucking hotel room.

      Slept in the fucking wet spot.

      Stuck your cock in the same cunt.

      You sick fuck.

      My breath came in short, ragged gasps. My chest was being squeezed. Part of me wished it was a heart attack.

      But I knew I wouldn’t be so lucky.

      This was my fucking mess.

      And the only one who could clean it up was me.
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* * *

      Why wasn’t I good enough for her?

      All that wedding vow — ‘til death do us part — was total bullshit. What the fuck good was committing to someone if they need someone else’s cock?

      I should’ve fucking known it was too good to be true. Amy was too good for me and I should have recognized that from the very beginning.

      The only reason she settled for me was because she didn’t know any better. After Jamel fucked her, she knew what was out there. And there was no way I could compete.

      It was just a matter of time before she left me altogether. Maybe she’d hook up with Jamel again. I doubted he would mind.

      What did she see in him anyway? I made more money than him. I provided her with the best of everything. And I’d been faithful to her since the day we met.

      But I still couldn’t compete with him.

      Because he had a big black cock.

      And I don’t. And never would.

      But then it hit me.

      There was one thing I could do. One thing to reestablish my manhood.

      And Jamel wouldn’t like it.
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* * *

      I told Amy I would be working late. Like she would have given a shit. Like she would have even noticed whether I came home or not. She probably just spent the evening playing with herself. Remembering how his cock felt inside her.

      The first thing I did was drive by the gym. It was near closing time but they still had all the lights on. Plus they had those giant windows out front. So everyone could see all the beautiful people working out. They’d probably stick somebody like me in a back room somewhere if I ever tried to join.

      The windows made it easy to see the big black hulking figure of Jamel. The place was nearly empty but he was still there working out with a pretty white woman.

      Not Amy.

      Not as beautiful as Amy. But I would have done her.

      Like that would have ever happened. Like I would ever have had a chance. She was out of my league just like Amy was.

      He was probably banging her too. No doubt he had mostly white female clients looking for extra workouts. My wife was just another conquest for him. Another notch on his headboard. And an easy one at that. He probably thought Amy was easy.

      And she was married to a fucking pussy. The only husband who would sit there and watch him fuck his wife. A dickless little cuck.

      My knuckles were white as I drove around to the back of the gym. Parked in the dark corner just opposite Jamel’s Dodge Charger. Black, of course.

      I reached under the passenger seat and pulled out the Glock. Maybe I should have felt bad about lying to Amy about returning it back when we had the fight over it. But I was glad I still had it.

      It was black too and had some heft to it, despite the plastic feel of the grip. My hands shook as I held it.

      Could I really go through with this?

      The image of him with his hand cupping Amy’s bare ass as they switched positions in the hotel room popped in my head.

      Fuck yeah, I could do it.

      I tied the red bandana over the lower half of my face like a Wild West outlaw and looked in the rear view mirror. It was so dark I barely recognized my own eyes.

      I was going to murder someone.

      The guy who fucked my wife.

      After one last deep breath, like I was going swimming or something, I climbed out of the car and eased the door closed to keep the sound to a minimum. I kept to the shadows and made my way behind the dumpster a few feet from the rear door to the gym. I focused on keeping my breathing under control. My heart pounded so hard and fast I thought Jamel might have heard it when he came outside.

      The heavy metal back door sprung open, nearly smacking me in the face. Almost the exact opposite of the hotel room door.

      The moment had arrived.

      Jamel stepped out with a gym bag in one hand and a huge set of keys in the other. He wore headphones with the music so loud I could hear it thumping.

      He turned his back and closed the door, sticking the key into the lock and turning it. He tried to pull out but the key was stuck. “Piece of shit,” he said.

      I crept up just a few feet behind him and pointed the gun at the center of his back. My finger was on the trigger.

      Boom.

      There was a flash and the gun kicked and nearly flew out of my hand. Jamel stumbled forward, smashed into the door.

      Boom.

      Boom.

      Jamel held on to the key in the lock as he slumped to the ground on top of the gym bag. He never turned around. Part of me wished he did.

      So he would know it was me.
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* * *

      On my way home, my adrenaline still pumped like crazy. When I was about halfway, I drove slowly across the little bridge over the river. When I was sure there was no one nearby, without stopping, I tossed the gun out the window and into the lazy current.

      Several minutes later, when I pulled into my driveway, I saw the flicker of the TV through the master bedroom window. My hands were still shaking.

      But I felt different.

      For the first and only time in my life, I felt like a badass.

      I’d avenged my wife’s honor.

      Amy was in bed watching Netflix. I walked in, grabbed the remote and turned it off.

      “Hey,” Amy said.

      I stripped off my clothes and climbed into bed with my wife. In the total darkness, I fucked my wife with everything I had.

      It was the best sex I’d ever had.

      But one thing pissed me off.

      The whole time all I could think of was Jamel fucking her.

      And that’s when it hit me.

      Even though I killed him it wasn’t over.

      I would never get past it.
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* * *

      The next day, the doorbell rang and my adrenaline kicked in all over again. My first instinct was to grab my gun. But my brain kicked in and I didn’t want to do anything stupid.

      Besides it was at the bottom of the river.

      Standing at my front door was a big black guy. For a second I thought it was Jamel Freeman, alive and well and back for revenge. I nearly pissed myself.

      The view through the glass was distorted so I couldn’t be sure exactly how big he was. He was dressed in a polo shirt. And he filled it out. The sleeves were tight around his freakish jacked biceps. And the fabric pulled tight across his pecs. His shoulders tapered down to his relatively narrow waist.

      And that’s when I saw the gun and the badge at his hip.

      Fuck.

      It wasn’t the biggest surprise that the cops tracked me down so soon. No doubt Jamel’s phone had calls to and from Amy that could have easily been traced back to me. Too bad I wasn’t really thinking straight when I planned my revenge.

      But even though I expected the police to show up eventually, it was still a shock to see them at my door. My heart pounded in my chest and I couldn’t catch my breath. If I was having a heart attack, I would have welcomed it. Less painful than facing the shitstorm my life had become.

      By that point it was too late to run and hide in the house. They could see me, at least a version of me through the frosted glass. All I could do was open the door.

      “Good afternoon, sir,” the big black officer said. “I’m Detective Biggs and I’d like to ask you a couple of questions…”
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* * *
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      I shouldn’t be here.

      Prison.

      Are you fucking kidding me?

      I’m not a criminal.

      Sure, I murdered someone.

      But he fucked my wife. Right in front of me too.

      What was I supposed to do?

      I couldn’t let him walk around bragging to his friends about nailing my wife. Telling everyone what it felt like being inside her.

      How her tits bounced every time he thrust his cock deep into her. How her bare breasts felt in his hands. How her ass shook when he fucked her from behind.

      Fuck.

      Just thinking about it gets me hard. And that’s one thing I don’t want in here. Not only don’t I have my wife to take care of it, I don’t even have enough privacy to take care of it myself.

      My first night in prison was the worst night of my life. Even worse than the night when a big black guy fucked my wife. And much, much worse than the night I killed him.

      The bars on the tiny window seemed thicker from the inside as I watched the weak sun set. My heart pounded and my entire body shook. If my wife, Amy, had seen me she would have thought I was shivering from the cold.

      But I wasn’t cold. Not even close. The cell was brutally hot. And it wasn’t just because of the lack of air conditioning. It was a ten by ten cell I “shared” with three cellmates.

      “Shared” was kind of a joke. It was me, a small, slightly overweight, white guy and three big black felons. Each one towered over me. Their huge tattooed arms glistened with sweat as they took turns doing pushups on the battleship grey painted concrete floor. They were so big they took up nearly the entire floor space between the bunks.

      While one would grunt on the floor the other two glared at me without speaking. Just the weight of their gazes nearly had me wetting my pants.

      The gloom in the cell increased as the sun went down. The dark always made me nervous even before I was locked up with three monsters.

      Before too long the guards came around and announced, “Lights out.” My cellmates ducked into their bunks, the metal frames squealing in protest.

      A guard, a big black guy I later learned was named Washington, nearly as big as my biggest cellmate, stepped in front of our cell door. “Let’s go Francis.” He used my name to mock me. “Into the bunk. Now.”

      Of course, my bunk was up top. Just above the biggest guy in the cell. From below, he stared at me with big bulging bloodshot eyes. His bald head, massive arms and thighs that stretched the orange jumpsuit reminded me of a professional wrestler.

      “Big Mike’s gonna take care of you tonight,” the guard said. “Ain’t that right, Big Mike?”

      Big Mike’s expression didn’t change. He kept staring at me, daring me to move. Unfortunately, I didn’t see any way to climb up to the top bunk. There was no ladder or anything like on the bunkbeds in the furniture catalogs. Amy wanted to have kids. At least she did before I was arrested.

      “Get into the bunk now, Francis,” the guard said. All joviality was gone from his voice. “If I have to come in there, you’re going to be sorry.”

      My mouth wouldn’t open. I wanted to ask the guard how to get up but I my body was frozen. Except for the shaking. My legs felt weak and nausea roiled up inside me. My breaths were coming in desperate gulps.

      “God damn it, Francis. Get up there.” Washington looked like he was coming in after me and I panicked. Without thinking, I raised my leg and placed my foot on the lower bunk. My fingers clawed at the rough sheets and the flimsy pad that passed for a mattress. But I couldn’t climb up.

      A low growl floated up from Big Mike. My feet were on his bunk. I was too frightened to look down. It was like I was swimming in the ocean and afraid a big black shark I couldn’t see was going to attack me from below. But if I didn’t look maybe it would just leave me alone.

      No such luck.

      An iron grip clamped down on my ankle. I grabbed onto the flimsy mattress as I was yanked backwards. All my bedding came with me as I hurtled backwards through the air.

      Time seemed to slow as I was momentarily weightless. It was not a good feeling. The last thing I heard was the guard. “Oh, shit. He’s fucked.”

      And everything went black.
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* * *

      Consciousness came and went. My dreams and memories and nightmares got all mixed up and I couldn’t tell which was which.

      My mind kept flashing back to my wife, Amy getting fucked by big, black Jamel Freeman, while I watched, just feet away. Hating it and loving it at the same time. Disgusted by my own excitement.

      Then my stupid reaction. Killing Jamel. Shooting him in the back. And having the delusion that it wouldn’t get traced back to me.

      The police coming to my house. Detective Biggs, a big black guy himself, interrogating me. “Here’s what I know, Francis. Somehow you manage to trick a beautiful girl, who’s way out of your league, into being your wife. Over the years she gets tired of your sad little prick.”

      The detective looms over me. The shadows in the cramped interview room make his features indistinguishable from Freeman’s. “So far so good, right?”

      Of course, he’s right. But I keep my mouth shut.

      Biggs goes on, “So she goes out and cheats on you with a big black guy. Who has a big black dick twice, maybe three times, the size of yours.”

      I don’t know if I’m more horrified at being arrested for murder or that the cop knows Amy got fucked by another guy. A black guy. He probably thinks he has a shot at her. Like she will be looking for a new big black cock now that I took Jamel’s off the table.

      “So you get pissed and grab your gun and wait for him in the parking lot. He comes out, doesn’t even see you in the dark. You’re invisible. He goes to lock the door and bang!” He slams the table with his first and I jump in the seat.

      He gets in my face. The coffee stench of his breath makes me want to wretch. “You have anything to add?”

      My mouth is so dry I can barely speak. I try to say, I want a lawyer, but all that comes out is “lawyer.”

      Biggs sneers at me. “Yeah, I figured,” he says. “The fact is, we don’t need you to say anything. We got you. Nailed you. Just like Jamel Freeman nailed your pretty little white wife.”

      I clench my jaw and fists and Biggs picks right up on it. “Ooh, you’re angry. Angry enough to kill someone. I can’t imagine how humiliated you must feel. But, sure, get a lawyer. Be my guest. Think how you’ll feel telling your attorney about Amy loves big black cock. Or how you’ll feel when the jury of your peers laughs at you. Francis, the humiliated murderer whose wife loves big black cock.”

      I glare up at Biggs. He picks me apart. Like a surgeon. Knows just what buttons to push.

      “I’ll tell you what though. That wife of yours…mmm, mmm, mmm… I’d love to get a piece of that. Hell, I already know what she’s looking for in a man.” He stands up to his full height, which just so happens to put his bulging crotch right at my eye level. “And let me tell you, Francis, I have just the thing for her.”

      He leers down at me. “Maybe I’ll stop by the house from time to time. See how she’s holding up while you’re paying your debt to society. See if she needs anything.”
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* * *

      Detective Biggs got so far into my mind, I couldn’t even listen to my attorney. The last thing I wanted was a big public trial where every shameful detail of Amy’s sexcapade with Freeman would be exposed. So we worked out a quick plea bargain.

      Unfortunately, there was no way I’d get a deal that didn’t involve a lengthy prison term. My attorney said the evidence was so overwhelming, he couldn’t believe they gave me a deal at all. He said the prosecution’s only fear was the possibility they’d lose a slam dunk trial because a racist jury wouldn’t convict a white man like me from killing a black man like Jamel Freeman.

      So I found myself in prison just weeks after avenging my wife’s honor. Unfortunately it would be at least a decade before I would be free to enjoy her “honor” again.
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* * *

      When I woke up it was daylight. There was a bandage around my head that hovered just above my eyelids. The throbbing headache started right after I opened my eyes.

      At first I had no idea where I was. Someone in a white coat stood with arms folded at the foot of the bed. It hurt every time I blinked.

      Everything flooded back to me all at once. The shooting. My arrest. Prison. The big black guard, Washington. Big Mike.

      At least I was out of the prison. The headache was worth it just to get out of there.

      There were footsteps coming closer. I shut my eyes just as a large figure stepped into the room. As long as I was out they couldn’t send me back.

      “I know you’re awake,” a gruff voice said.

      Fuck.

      Despite being accused of faking it, I kept my eyes closed. My heart started pounding in tune to the throbbing in my head.

      “Open your eyes. We’re sending you home. Just look at what I have for you.”

      I knew it was bullshit but I couldn’t resist. I opened my eyes and realized the figure I saw was actually a woman. A real Nurse Ratched type.

      “You’re sending me home?”

      “Yes,” she said with an evil smile. “Back to your cell.”

      “Where am I?”

      “The infirmary. Where did you think you were?”

      “A hospital. Has my wife been notified?” My head ached a little so I winced for effect.

      “Seriously?”

      “Since I was attacked.”

      She laughed out loud. “Attacked? You fell out of your bunk. Happens all the time.”

      “So my wife wasn’t notified?”

      “What do you think this is? Elementary school? You’re a criminal. You can talk to your wife during visiting hours. On Saturday.”
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* * *

      “My wife is visiting me today,” I said, my voice giddy with excitement. Up to that moment, “giddy” was not a term I associated with any part of my incarceration.

      “I know. You’re a very lucky guy,” said Washington as he led me down the bleak grey hallway.

      No one had called me “lucky” in a long time. I turned to look at Washington but he nudged me to keep walking. He had given me a strange look when he first grabbed me from the cell. Usually he showed me nothing but contempt, like most of the other guards, especially the black ones, so I was used to that from him.

      His new expression wasn’t as clear to me but whatever it was, it was better than I had come to expect. Maybe they treated us differently on visitation days so they didn’t get any complaints. Of course, customer service didn’t seem to be a priority in the prison system.

      The noise in the hall was deafening, between the clanging of metal doors and screaming echoing around the endless concrete. Even though the headache from my bunk-diving incident had finally gone away, the din from the endless noise gave me a constant lower level one. The constant throbbing took my mind off the ever present stench of body odor and bleach.

      But I didn’t care about any of that. It was Saturday and my wife, Amy, was there to visit me. She stuck by me through the arrest and the plea deal. Even as her family and mine had basically stopped talking to me. As long as I had her, none of that mattered.

      Just the thought of her gave me such a hard on. She was always way out of my league. Her family, especially her father, thought she was too good for me. Since I was in prison, I guess I proved him right.

      Every night, after Big Mike and the others were done tormenting me, I’d close my eyes and think back to better times we had together. Especially the first time we slept together.

      They say you never forget your first and I sure hope Amy won’t. I always cherished the fact that Amy was a virgin when we met. Saving herself for marriage. Although she ended up regretting that.

      But since she slept with Jamel Freeman, the thought of her with him always sunk my mood. Well, not always. Sometimes when I was alone, back before prison, I would think about her spreading her legs for him and his big black cock. For a minute or two the shame would be pushed aside. Long enough for me to jerk off. Then the shame would come crashing back down on me.

      And I didn’t just think about it when I was alone either. Sometimes when we made love, I would imagine Jamel fucking her just like I was. Looking down at her bare ass as I fucked her from behind. Or at her big bare breasts bouncing when I was on top.

      Unfortunately, during the long prison days I had to watch my thoughts. The last thing I wanted was an erection in my stupid jail jumpsuit.
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* * *

      Washington led me into a room I’d never been in before. The far side of the wall was set up like mini cubicles that had a chair and small ledge that faced a glass partition. There was an old corded phone hanging on the wall of the cubicle.

      My heart sunk.

      What the fuck?

      Glass?

      It was like being in a zoo.

      Only I was on the wrong side of the partition.

      The glass would prevent me from being as close to Amy as I wanted. Talking to her through the glass and by phone was not what I expected. Not that I anticipated actually touching her. I was just hoping to catch a whiff of her perfume. Maybe brush against her while the guard yelled, “No touching.”

      The big guard led me down the row past other hunched over inmates whispering to sad looking loved ones. If I wasn’t so looking forward to seeing my wife I would have been depressed as hell at the scene.

      He directed me to an empty cubicle and I peered around the divider shaking from nervousness.

      And I was blown away.

      Wow.

      There she was.

      My gorgeous wife sat on the other side of the glass.

      Amy was always a knockout and she stunned everyone with how beautiful she was on our wedding day. But I swear, she never looked better than she did just sitting there in that grimy room in her Sunday best. Her hair and makeup were all done up and she wore a pretty light purple dress that was perfectly respectable in church but which clung to her hourglass figure and offered just the suggestion of cleavage.

      Her hands were folded in her lap and she looked down at them. It gave me a moment to just look at her. And wonder what she must be going through with her husband in prison for murder.

      She glanced up and only saw Washington staring at her, since I was still lurking out of her line of sight. He nodded at her and she nodded back, giving him a polite little smile. Damn, she was perfect.

      I took that as my cue.

      “Amy,” I finally said. But she couldn’t hear me through the glass partition. I stepped out from the side and she looked up.

      Her sparkling blue eyes stopped me in my tracks. A moment of horror seized me. A brutal thought flashed through my head.

      Was this it?

      The end?

      Was she going to tell me she wanted a divorce?

      What reason did she have to stay with a loser like me?

      But her eyes softened and she smiled. And all my fears fell away.

      She put her palm flat against the scratched glass and I matched hers with my own.

      The gesture looks great in movies and on TV but all I felt was the smooth cold glass. We both awkwardly gestured to pick up the nasty old phone handsets.

      “Francis,” she said.

      “Baby, thanks for coming. You look great.”

      “How are you?”

      My jaw quivered and I felt tears well up in my eyes. “Not good,” I croaked and shook my head.

      “Just hang on,” she said. “I’m trying to work out some things that might help.”

      Hope welled inside me. It had been missing for so long it felt weird to know there still was some there. “Can you get me out?”

      She sighed and looked away. “You know I can’t do that.”

      And just as quickly, the spring dried up. “What then?”

      “Maybe I can make things better for you in there.”

      Huh? Better in prison? “How?” I asked.

      “You just have to trust me,” she said. “Do you trust me?”

      Trust her? That’s how I got into this mess in the first place.

      I wiped the tears away, irritated at myself, and crumpled back into the chair. My entire body shook and I crossed my arms trying to stay under control.

      Sometimes I felt like such a pussy.

      What could she possibly do to help me?

      “Francis, just hold it together.” She whispered, “I’ll be back next week for a special visit.”

      A special visit?

      “What are you talking about?” My mind conjured an image of a cake with a file baked inside. And just as quickly I pictured Big Mike smashing my face into the cake and shoving the file up my ass.

      Amy’s eyes darted back and forth as she leaned towards the glass. She cupped her hand over the mouthpiece of the phone and whispered, “A conjugal visit.”

      She bit her lower lip and blushed. In that moment, she was every bit the shy but flirty virgin I married.

      Before that terrible night she fucked a big black guy.

      Oh my God. Her words finally sunk in.

      Conjugal visit!

      Holy shit! I was going to get to have sex with my wife again!
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* * *

      When they say time passes slowly in the joint, they weren’t kidding. The days dragged by. A week felt like a decade, especially that week. Every morning I woke from the awful sleep only to be crushed to realize I had another soul sucking day ahead of me.

      The things I used to look forward too were long gone. Even simple pleasures like food weren’t the same behind bars. The meals sucked, not that I had any appetite anyway. The only good thing was losing weight. But who cared? There was no one in there to impress.

      The only thing that kept me going was the promise of sex with my wife. Amy would undress in front of me. A sexy little striptease that she’d be almost too shy to go through with.

      But who am I kidding? I’d be so crazy with lust I would grab her and tear her clothes off as soon as I saw her. Her big bare breasts with her pink nipples hard. The trim of hair on her mound, darker than the pale skin where her bikini bottoms block the sun. Throw her naked on the bed and push my way between her thighs.

      To think I had taken her for granted all those years. What a dumbass I was. No wonder she nearly divorced me.

      It was kind of ironic. For the first time in our marriage, Amy was at the top of my mind every waking moment.

      But a lot of the time my thoughts turned negative.

      What was she doing without me every day? How was she, you know, satisfying herself? Sure, she’d play with herself occasionally. But what did she do when that didn’t fulfill her? Lord knows, self pleasure can only take a person so far. Trust me, I know. Firsthand experience, if you get my drift.

      I’ll never forget how she was with Jamel. She had the fuck of her life. She worshipped his big black cock.

      I made sure she wouldn’t have access to him any more but there were plenty of other big black cocks ready and willing out there.

      How many would she submit to? How many big black guys was she banging while I was locked away? Out of sight. Out of mind.

      My father always told me an idle mind is the devil’s workshop. My mind was never as idle as it was in prison. It was a special form of torture. Twenty-four hours a day with nothing but my thoughts. And guards to abuse me. And other inmates to torment me.

      A little ember of hope stayed alive deep inside me though. Despite all the hell I went through, part of me believed in Amy. Believed she would stay faithful to me for as long as it took.

      The nasty side of me mocked that flicker of hope. Only a delusional cuckold like me could find anything resembling optimism.
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* * *

      At long last, Saturday finally arrived.

      The big black guard, Washington, once again led me down the deafening corridor. For the first time since I’d seen him, he actually seemed to be in a good mood. Smiling and joking around with the other guards. Even treating me like I was almost a human.

      It was odd.

      I was the one who should have been sky high. It was my wife who was coming to fulfill my needs. Washington could go home to his own wife or whatever and do his thing.

      But something was off and I just couldn’t put my finger on what it was. The feeling left me empty as Washington guided me through the grey maze of identical corridors.

      He finally pushed open a heavy door with big stickers warning of alarms that would be triggered if it was opened. The door popped open and, while no alarms sounded, I was blinded by intense sunlight. Washington had me by the elbow as I stumbled forward out into the courtyard. After a few seconds I was able to make out our destination. A sad looking trailer painted in the same awful grey as everything else.

      For our first few steps, I was struck by the relative quiet compared to the echo chambers in the hallways. Unfortunately, the peace didn’t last long. Hoots and hollers started cascading down from the upper floors. I squinted up and saw barred windows on three sides of the courtyard, with the trailer serving as the fourth side.

      Unlike inside the prison the catcalls could be broken down into individual voices. Each one carried nasty sentiments suggesting various activities I could engage in once I entered the trailer.

      Washington kept pressing me forward, like he was in a hurry to get inside. It just added to my unease. Why wasn’t I looking forward to this? What was wrong with me?

      I stumbled on the first of the three steps up to the trailer. Washington grabbed me by the back of the shirt. He was the only thing that prevented me from taking a header off the stairs and into the cinder blocks that formed the base under the trailer. “Let’s go, ladies man,” Washington said.

      When we finally got inside, I was a little disappointed. The room was very plain, with just a frumpy queen sized bed and two simple chairs. Another door opened to a simple half bathroom. This wasn’t exactly what I imagined.

      As much as I was dying to see my wife, “in the flesh” as it were, this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind. But I told myself everything would be better once Amy got there.

      Washington pulled me out of my stupor. He practically dragged me over to one of the chairs and sat me down. He grabbed my wrists and handcuffed me to the chair.

      “Uh,” I said. “Are you going to take these off when, you know, my wife gets here?”

      Washington didn’t even look at me. Instead he went over to the window and peeked out through the blinds. “Keep quiet,” he said.

      Something was definitely going on. Sure it was my first time in the conjugal visit trailer but still… It suddenly looked like Washington was the one expecting to get laid.

      Was Amy not coming?

      Was I just a decoy so my not-so-favorite guard could get lucky?

      Washington left the blinds alone and clasped his hands together. He licked his lips and stepped over to the door. Like he was eagerly waiting for something.

      Or someone.

      From outside I could hear the catcalls from the prison getting louder. Someone was coming. I shuddered at the thought of Amy walking past all those windows. All those inmates screaming vile things at her. All of their pent up fantasies unleashed on my wife.

      There was a knock at the door. Washington took a deep breath before he opened it. He spoke to the unseen person standing outside. “I wasn’t sure you’d come.” He stepped back and allowed room for the other person.

      The most beautiful woman I’d ever seen stepped inside as Washington’s jaw fell open like a lustful cartoon character’s.

      “Amy,” I said even as my breath caught in my throat.

      She was wearing a tight white dress that barely contained her ample cleavage. And the bottom of it barely covered past her ass. It was something I’d never let her wear.

      “Francis,” she said with a sly grin. And brief. Much too brief.

      Washington quickly shut the door behind her. “We need to get started.”

      “Get what started?” I asked. Clearly I was the last to know what was planned.

      Washington grinned at me. “Your wife really loves you.”

      I didn’t like the way he said that. “Amy, what’s going on?”

      “Just trust me, baby,” she said. She put a hand against the side of Washington’s head and trailed it slowly along his jaw and then down his chest.

      I tried to stand but the handcuffs kept me connected to the heavy chair.

      “Stay in your seat, Francis,” Washington said. “Or you will regret it.”

      I was pretty sure I would regret it either way. But I did what he said.

      Amy’s hand had drifted down to Washington’s crotch. There was a bulge there that wasn’t there before. She started to stroke the outline of his hard cock.

      “Seriously?” I said. “Is this a fucking joke?”

      Washington gave me a stern look that curled my toes. I was afraid of him and he knew it. His guard uniform barely fit over his jacked physique. He could have been a bodybuilder or a professional wrestler on his days off for all I knew.

      So the fear of a beatdown kept me in the chair. But one thing was clear. It wasn’t a joke. Amy wasn’t there to have sex with me. She was there to fuck this big black prison guard.

      My disappointment didn’t reach my cock though. It throbbed painfully as I watched Washington turn my wife around and start making out with her.

      While the fucking handcuffs prevented me from even jerking off, his hands roamed freely all over her body. Amy kept rubbing his crotch as he felt her up.

      He spun her around so her back was to him even as she faced me. Her skirt had ridden up and I could see her white lace panties. My eyes met hers as Washington’s hands groped her big breasts over the sheer fabric.

      There was still something in her eyes as we looked at each other. I missed her so much it really didn’t matter what she was doing so long as I could see her again. She nodded at me and I returned the nod without even thinking. She closed her eyes then and turned her attention back to Washington.

      He pulled her dress or skirt or whatever it was, up and over her head. My wife’s big breasts bounced free for a second while he tossed her clothes aside. He grabbed two big handfuls of her bare breasts and squeezed them. Her hard nipples poked out between his dark fingers.

      Amy wiggled her ass back into his crotch as she shimmied out of her panties. Washington slid a hand down over the swell of her stomach and into the dark batch of pubic hair on her mound.

      She was in great shape, probably the best I’d ever seen her. But something was odd. Her belly seemed bigger than I recalled. Not fat, just protruded or swollen or something.

      She spun around again and they kissed. His hands played with her ass, spreading her cheeks so I could see her asshole and the back of her cunt. She was wet already.

      Together they removed Washington’s uniform. Amy yanked his boxer briefs down and his enormous black cock sprang out. She wrapped her fingers around it and slowly stroked his shaft.

      He looked down and watched as my wife rubbed the head of his cock against her pussy. It glistened with her excitement.

      Amy cooed and said, “Your cock is so much bigger than my husband’s.” She didn’t look over at me. Instead she watched for his reaction.

      He sneered at me, gloating.

      Amy reached under his chin and turned his head back to her. “Will you fuck me harder than he ever could?”

      He grinned at her. “Sure baby,” he said. “But first I want you to suck my cock, okay?”

      Amy smiled and kissed him hard on the mouth. “Of course, I can.” She lowered herself to her knees and took his cock in her mouth. She swirled the head with her tongue and let her saliva run down his length. She stroked his cock with one hand and cupped his balls with the other.

      Washington moaned.

      Amy kept her eyes locked with his. She sucked him with such enthusiasm, there was no way she was faking it.

      My wife loved big black cock. And for the first time I really accepted it. She still loved me even after what I put us through. And I still loved her. So what difference did it make if she fucked other guys on the side? I should have just been happy for her. Besides, being jealous and acting out didn’t exactly work out for me.

      Amy pulled his cock out of her mouth, wiped her mouth and tried to catch her breath. She dropped her hand down to her pussy and began to play with herself.

      Washington smiled down at her. He stepped forward and held the back of her head and pressed his cock to her lips. Amy opened her mouth wide and Washington slid his cock in. It went in maybe halfway before she gagged.

      He pulled it back and then thrust forward again, fucking her face. My wife took it like a champ and the trailer was filled with the sounds of her slurping.

      Saliva dripped down on her chest and her eyes started tearing up. She tried to cough but it was muffled by the mouthful of big black cock.

      Washington finally stepped back and sat down on the edge of the bed. He pulled Amy towards him on her knees. “Put it between your tits,” he said.

      A memory of me trying to tit fuck Amy flashed across my mind. It seemed kind of silly back then because her breasts made my cock look impossibly small.

      Washington didn’t have that problem. Amy held her breasts together as she slid them up and down Washington’s monster cock. She even dipped her head to take him in her mouth. Amy made it look fun. I guess she had more to work with.

      When Washington had enough he stood up and threw Amy onto her back on the bed. She giggled and spread her legs wide giving him a view of everything. Inviting him to do anything he wanted.

      He grabbed her ankles and pulled her ass to the edge of the bed. The guard kneeled down and buried his face in her pussy. His tongue penetrated her, probably deeper than my cock ever did.

      Amy moaned with pleasure I could never give her.

      His lower jaw worked up and down as he massaged her folds with his thick lips. His nostrils flared in the trim tangle of dark pubic hair. Like he was inhaling her.

      I would have done anything to trade places with him, if just for that moment. The scent of her excitement thrilled me even from where I sat.

      My wife seemed to be delighted with the ways things were going. Her latest big black lover brought her to orgasm so easily. The whole thing seemed unfair.

      My jealousy was rising again. Already.

      I strained against the unforgiving handcuffs. It would have been so much better if I could only have moved my hands. Just to relieve the pressure that was building inside me.

      Washington stood up to his full height, his own cock rose stiff and straining, over my panting and aroused wife.

      She was no longer looking at his face. Her focus was consumed by his massive shaft. She propped herself up on her elbows and said, “I want your giant cock inside me.”

      Washington wiped his mouth. This was what he’d been waiting for. He grabbed Amy’s ankles and pulled her legs apart.

      Amy reached between her spread legs. Her hands were shaking, probably more from anticipation than fear. She pulled his big black cock to her pussy.

      His cock was too big to fit. At least not easily. He let go of her ankles and tried to help. It was almost comical watching her tiny white hands and his big black ones fumbling around to stuff his ridiculously large cock inside her. Finally, she spread her pussy apart with her fingers while he held his cock steady.

      When he slid his cock into her, she inhaled deeply, letting out a little whimper. “Goddamn, you are so tight,” he said.

      Her head was tilted back so far she could have seen the opposite wall. She was so ready for him. After the initial difficulty, her pussy lips stretched easily, enveloping his shaft as he penetrated her.

      My pretty little virgin bride was no longer so innocent. Her cunt had been stretched by who knows how many big black cocks. She may still have been tight for monster cocks but would never be the same for me.

      She raised her legs and he grabbed her by the ankles again, relishing his dominance over her. He took his time. Each thrust penetrated her deeper than the last.

      His muscles rippled under his dark skin. His skin glistened from perspiration like he was oiled up at a bodybuilding competition. Like he was using my wife’s body as his favorite workout equipment.

      He positioned her on all fours. Her body craved him during the temporary absence of his massive shaft. Her gaped cunt quivered. He wasted no time entering her from behind, thrusting his full length deep inside her. Her torso collapsed to the bed and a muffled cry got lost in the pillows.

      When Amy’s face reemerged from under the pillows, her hair and eyes were wild, mouth open. She was being fucked like an animal. And she loved it.

      This was no lovemaking to be savored. This was a brutal and desperate, illicit fuck. Both of them knew it. It was in their eyes. All I could do was watch.

      “Hit me,” she said. Her voice was a feline growl.

      The guard grinned down at her, more than happy to oblige. He raised his hand and smacked her across the ass.

      “Yes.” Amy’s white ass cheek shook and reddened at the blow. “Again. Harder.”

      He spanked her again, the clap frighteningly loud in the nearly empty trailer. Her ass was raw with his mark. A red and white handprint.

      “Again,” she said. “Like you mean it.”

      The guard shook his head but accepted the challenge. He reared back and caught Amy’s ass just as he was mid shaft.

      Amy cried out and flopped over on her side. The guard’s cock dangled over her, wet with her juices.

      He shoved her onto her back and plowed back inside her.

      Amy hooked her hands under her knees and pulled her legs back allowing him maximum penetration. The guard pumped her wildly as the bed springs shrieked in protest.

      He drilled her like a wild man until he couldn’t last any longer. His entire body spasmed as he exploded deep inside my wife.

      He pulled out at the end and climbed over Amy’s body dripping his cum over her belly and breasts. He stuck his wet cock in Amy’s face.

      She caught his eye as she took him into her mouth again. Drops of his seed coated her chin as she sucked him clean.
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* * *

      “Ok, fun’s over. Let’s go,” the guard said. He finished buttoning his uniform shirt and tucked it into his pants.

      “But what about me?” I asked.

      He flashed me an incredulous look. “What about you?”

      “Don’t I get to…” I nodded towards Amy, still spread naked on the bed. “You know — get to be with my wife?”

      The guard eyed me again. “Are you serious?” He practically doubled over with laughter. “You want sloppy seconds?”

      “Sloppy seconds? I’m in fucking prison!”

      Washington stopped laughing real quick. He tensed up, fists clenched. Ready to tune me up for disrespecting him.

      For the first time I didn’t really give a shit. If he’d beaten the shit out of me at least I would have felt something. Something besides the emptiness I would have felt if I’d not been able to touch my wife.

      Once again, Amy stood up for me.

      Amy propped herself up on her elbows. The guard’s load drizzled out of her gaped cunt. Her skin still gleaned with perspiration. “Please,” she said to the angry guard.

      Washington looked at Amy and it was like a switch went off in his head. Just by looking at her, naked there on the bed, all his anger seemed to drain out of him. The guard covered his mouth and chuckled. He shook his head and looked at his watch. “I guess it’s all right. But you only have a couple of minutes.”

      “Not a problem,” I said. I rarely lasted that long to begin with and after spending a few weeks in prison I was ready to explode.

      Washington undid my handcuffs and I had to shake them to get some feeling back into them.

      Amy smiled at me as I undressed.

      The guard laughed when I whipped off my underwear. My pathetic little white cock was fully erect and literally less than half the size of his.

      “Oh, but there’s one thing you have to do first,” he said.

      Oh, man. He wasn’t done fucking with me. “What?”

      “You have to clean up my mess,” he said, eyes wide with glee.

      “Your mess?”

      He pointed to the growing slick between Amy’s thighs. The wet spot. More of his load oozed down over my wife’s asshole.

      “Clean it up with what?”

      “Your tongue, dumbass. What do you think?” He couldn’t stop laughing at me.

      That sick fuck. Why was he tormenting me? Wasn’t it enough to bang my wife right in front of me?

      “Come on, Francis,” Amy said. “Just do it. Who knows when we’ll get another chance?”

      I really, really, really wanted to fuck my wife. The fact that she wanted me even after the guard fucked her meant she still loved me.

      “Look, you’re running out of time,” the guard said. “Do it now or forget it.”

      There was no way I was leaving that trailer without having sex with my wife. I literally would have done anything.

      Amy beckoned me with her eyes. Her naked body was right there waiting for me. It was like I was seeing her again for the first time. My cock was so hard it hurt.

      So I climbed on the bed between her legs. Heat radiated from her core. My heart pounded in my chest. So nervous. Like I was a virgin again.

      Amy picked up on my anxiety. “Touch me,” she said. “It’s okay.”

      I placed a hand on her thigh and she smiled. It seemed to break my stupor.

      I crawled up and kissed her hard on the lips. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me close. All my fears melted away.

      “Let’s go,” the guard said. “The clock’s ticking. Start cleaning up.”

      Reluctantly, we ended our kiss. It was time to get to work. “Make me feel good,” she said.

      That was all I needed. I dove down between her thighs and trailed my tongue from her asshole to her cunt, lapping up the all evidence of the guard. Amy spread her legs wide and ran both hands through my hair. “Just like that, baby.”

      With her encouragement, I licked her pussy clean. Watching her writhe to an another orgasm, this one from me, made me feel like a man again.

      Her hips bucked and she squeezed my head between her thighs. I kept going, afraid to stop.

      When her spasms subsided, she released my head from her grip and said, “Fuck me, Francis.”

      Hell, yeah. I pushed myself up and rubbed my cock against her cunt. Amy reached for me, like she did him, and pulled me into her. It felt so good. Looser, but good. Warm and wet and perfect.

      My wife’s incredible body, warmed up for me and everything, finally available for my pleasure. She smiled at my goofy grin, pulled me full body into her and wrapped her legs around me as I fucked her.

      Everything dropped away from us. The nasty trailer. My hellish prison life. The leering guard. And his “mess.”

      It was just my wife and I enjoying the passion that we had lost. When did it disappear? After the honeymoon? After our wedding night when she gave me her virginity?

      All too quickly I felt the rush coming on. If I had any control over my body I would have tried to ease up. Prolong the pleasure.

      But that was never my strong suit. Especially not under stress. Even the good kind.

      Involuntarily my body spasmed as I exploded inside my wife. Months, maybe years, of pressure shot out of me.

      And that’s when I noticed the damnedest thing.

      Amy’s back was arched, pressing herself up into me. Her nipples were hard and her eyes were closed. She dug her nails into my back and moaned into my ear.

      The most wonderful sound I’d ever heard.

      Somehow, in spite of myself, I’d managed to give my wife an orgasm. Through real sex for the first time. Not like those other times when I got her off with my mouth.

      When our bodies finally calmed down I had half a mind to turn to the guard and be a wiseass. But I didn’t get the chance.

      The guard said, “Okay, Romeo, you had your fun. Now you’ve got to move.”

      Amy pulled me tight. The heat of her body was something I wanted to cling to forever. She whispered, “I did this for you.”

      What did she do for me?

      Everything came flooding back to me. Jamel, the murder, the trial, prison, Big Mike and the other inmates, the guard she just fucked. Tears started welling up again. The thought of leaving her and going back to that cell with the other inmates was crushing.

      I didn’t want to budge. But Amy slid out from under me.

      My glow faded fast. The insecurities built up again. My own wife couldn’t wait to get away from me.

      Amy sat on the edge of the bed. She picked her panties up from the floor. “What about our deal?” Amy asked the guard.

      Deal?

      I sat up as renewed hope flooded through me. What was Amy up too?

      “Keep your pants on,” the guard said and laughed because my wife didn’t have any pants on. “Actually keep them off for a second.” He pulled out his phone.

      “What are you doing?” She asked.

      “Lay back down,” the guard said. “Let me take a couple of pictures of you.”

      Amy frowned and covered up as best she could. She ran an arm across her breasts to hide her nipples and the balled up panties covered her pussy. “No way. That’s not part of the deal.”

      The guard shrugged. “My memory has been a little faulty lately. It comes. And it goes. Some pictures might help me remember things. Like the deal we had.”

      Amy rolled her eyes and sighed. She dropped her panties and flopped back on the bed making no effort to cover up.

      “What deal?” I asked.

      The guard snapped some shots, ignoring me.

      I raised my voice, “What deal?”

      I instantly regretted it.

      The guard glared at me, balled his fist and took a menacing step towards me. “Talk like that to me again and you’ll wish you didn’t.”

      Amy scrambled between us. “I made a deal to get you solitary confinement,” she said. “So you won’t get beat up any more.”

      Solitary. Damn. That’s the best I could ever hope for in here.

      “Oh my God. Baby, thank you.” The shock of the change in my situation stunned me. “You let this guy fuck you to get me into solitary?” On the one hand I was horrified. The last thing I wanted was my wife whoring herself out to assholes like this guy for any reason.

      But on the other hand, solitary was the best possible place I could be in prison. And the one thing I had a high appreciation for these days was self preservation.

      “Get dressed,” the guard said. It didn’t exactly sound like he was on some post-coital high. I sure didn’t want to push my luck with him.

      But I couldn’t help it. “So that’s it?”

      “What’s it?” he asked.

      “You bang my wife and somehow I get solitary for the rest of my sentence?”

      He snorted. “The rest of your sentence? Are you fucking with me?”

      Terror shot down my spine. “For how long then?” I looked at my wife. She turned away as she pulled her panties on.

      “Your wife agreed to make herself ‘available’ each month, if you know what I mean. If she don’t show up and, well, put out, then you get put out. Back into the general population.”

      Amy stood up with her back to me. The thong framed the red handprints, still glowing, on her ass.

      “Is that true?”

      Amy avoided looking at me.

      The guard saw me staring at her and stepped next to her. He locked his eyes on me as he cupped her ass. Daring me to do something about it.

      That was all the answer I needed.

      My wife turned her head halfway towards me and said, “That’s the best I can do for now, Francis. There may be something else brewing but I don’t want to get your hopes up.” She pulled her dress on and stood up, brushing wrinkles out of the sheer white fabric. She stepped around the bed and kissed me on the lips.

      “Stay strong,” she said before she turned away. “I’ll see you next month,” she said as she headed for the door. I wasn’t sure if she was talking to me or Washington.

      Either way, I didn’t want her to go. It wasn’t fair that I loved her so much more now that I couldn’t be with her.

      “Thank you,” I said, hating the desperation, the neediness, in my voice. “And I’m sorry for all of this. I love you.”

      She opened the door and turned back to me with a sad smile. “I know. I love you, too.”

      And just like that she was gone.
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* * *
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      The concrete wall was cold to my touch. It ruined my fantasy as I drifted in and out of restless sleep. How far had my life sunk that I fantasized about my own wife?

      Since I went to prison for murdering a big black guy who slept with my wife, my life had spiraled into the abyss.

      The worst thing was I wasn’t even dreaming of being with my wife myself. I was obsessing over her with other men. Big black men.

      Jamel, a physical trainer, was her first big black cock, at least as far as I know. It shocked me so much, it made me crazy. Crazy enough to honestly think I could get away with murder.

      That didn’t turn out so well.

      So I ended up in prison.

      I’d heard all the nightmares about prison life. They scared the shit out of me. So my first day I was so freaked out I couldn’t even get to my top bunk without an incident.

      After I spent some time in the infirmary, my wife Amy came to visit. She told me she had a plan to help me out.

      Little did I know that her plan entailed fucking a big black prison guard during a supposed conjugal visit with me. Fortunately, I didn’t get completely shut out. The guard let me have sloppy seconds with my wife after I cleaned up his mess.

      Since that visit, nearly a month ago, I’ve been in solitary confinement and the prison guards have gone pretty easy on me. For most of the inmates, solitary was a punishment. Not for me though.

      For me it was like a vacation. Especially from Big Mike, a big black inmate that sent me to the infirmary in the first place. Big Mike was always backed up by another big black guy named Jerome. Whatever Big Mike did you could be sure Jerome would be in on it too.

      But I no longer had to worry about any of that. Big Mike and Jerome were no longer my problem.

      All thanks to my amazing wife, Amy.
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* * *

      Somehow, my wife had gotten even hotter since the previous month. She hadn’t been coming to the regular weekly visitations and I was okay with that. The drive was too long. Plus seeing her through the thick safety glass was too much of a tease. If I couldn’t touch her, it was probably best that I didn’t see her. Plus, I didn’t want to be frustrated all week thinking about it.

      So I hadn’t seen her since her first conjugal visit. That one hadn’t started off too well. The big black prison guard handcuffed me to a chair across from the bed. Put me in a perfect position to watch as he fucked my wife right in front of me.

      Seeing her sucking his cock and spreading her legs, for the guard I hated the most, drove me crazy.

      Just as I thought I was going to explode from frustration and shame and hatred, he allowed me to get sloppy seconds with my own wife. After he made me lick up his cum as it drizzled out of her stretched cunt.

      It happened to be the best sex I ever had, something I tried not to dwell on. It hurt too much to realize how much pleasure I got from watching my wife fuck big black cocks.

      When it was over I learned that Amy made a deal with the guard: she would fuck him in exchange for getting me out of the general prison population. Sex for solitary.

      The solitary was supposed to last for one month, until the next visit. Then Amy would have to “perform” again to keep me in solitary.

      It occurred to me during the long nights since then that I was basically pimping my wife out for my own benefit. She was paying the rent for my solitary confinement with her body. Sure, it made me feel a little guilty. But it was better than being caged with the animals. Especially, Big Mike and Jerome.

      Those two guys tormented me from the moment I walked in. They were two monstrous black guys covered in scary tattoos. They had it out for me since day one. And they told me why: They were pissed because I shot and killed a black guy.

      That would be Jamel, a big black physical trainer, who was the first big black cockholder who fucked my pretty little white wife. Sure she practically begged for it, but I couldn’t take it. Couldn’t stand the thought of him walking around knowing what my wife felt like, how she tasted, how big her nipples were, how she sounded when she moaned for him, what her orgasm face looked like and on and on. Plus I just knew he was bragging to all his black buddies about this easy white woman he fucked. While her pussy of a husband watched.

      Sure I regret it. I let my jealousy and humiliation consume me. Let it destroy my life. Mostly I regret being caught and sent to prison. Taking him out was the least of it.

      But one thing was for sure: If I ever got out of prison, things would be different. If I ever got out I would appreciate my wife so much more than I ever did. And I sure wouldn’t let little things like jealousy ruin my life again.
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* * *

      I was already hard when Washington, the big black prison guard, came to get me from my cell. He didn’t look as happy as I expected, since we were both going to get laid, courtesy of my wife.

      He shoved me along, extra nasty. “That grin won’t last long,” he said. I wasn’t sure what he meant but I assumed he was going to fuck her extra roughly. Amy probably wouldn’t mind one bit.

      But something was wrong. I could feel it.

      Panic seized me.

      Was the deal off?

      Did someone find out about it?

      Was Amy still coming? Or was he taking me back to the general population instead of the conjugal trailer?

      The prison was suddenly extra loud to me. Solitary had spoiled me. The relative quiet I enjoyed by myself was just one of the perks. The yelling and the screaming echoed around the concrete walls and it was hard to pick up what each individual was saying.

      How did I manage before?

      How could I go back?

      The reality was - I couldn’t. There was no way I’d last. It would be a death sentence.
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* * *

      Washington led me down some different hallways than we took last time. And my anxiety increased with each step. At one point we passed the cafeteria. I could smell it before we reached it.

      There was a closed gate at the entrance and some inmates were standing there facing us. As soon as I realized it, I lowered my head to avoid making eye contact with anyone. The last thing I wanted to do was piss off anyone, especially if I was going to be joining them soon.

      “Hey, Francis,” one of the inmates yelled.

      The voice was familiar and sent a chill down my spine.

      Big Mike.

      In spite of my fear, I looked up and saw him standing there with Jerome by his side, as always. They were jacked. Their biceps filled the sleeves of their orange jumpsuits. Even their thighs bulged. Like they spent the last month doing nothing but lifting weights.

      “Hey Francis,” Big Mike said again. “Miss us?”

      Even if I wanted to answer I doubt I could have. My throat was tight with terror. So I kept walking.

      Big Mike made a gesture with both hands. At first I thought it was a gang sign or something. But then I realized what it was. He made a circle with the fingers of one hand and poked the opening with the pointer finger of the other.

      He was making a sexual gesture.

      Why would he do that?

      Were they threatening to fuck me in the ass when they got a hold of me again?

      Jerome cackled hideous laughter as we walked by.
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* * *

      My mood turned sour. Each day in prison was hard enough without the added misery of dashed conjugal dreams. Washington led me through the maze of ugly grey hallways and at that point I didn’t care where he was taking me.

      The next thing I knew, he pushed open the outside door and we entered the courtyard that housed the conjugal trailer. The trailer I thought was sad-looking the first time I laid eyes on it was a welcome surprise.

      Washington must have seen me perk up because he said, “Settle down, Francis.” His voice still didn’t strike me as the voice of a man about to get laid courtesy of another man’s sexy wife. But I was, literally, just happy to be there, and delighted the deal between Amy and Washington was still alive.
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* * *

      He opened the door to the trailer and the normally dingy room seemed extra bright. Almost immediately, an intoxicating flowery aroma overcame me. I inhaled deeply and savored it for just a moment. I’d know that fragrance anywhere.

      Amy’s perfume.

      We stepped inside and there she was, sitting on the edge of the bed, in a pretty yellow summer dress. Her face lit up when she saw me. Never in my life did I see such an angel.

      And a little devil too.

      Her slender shoulders were each split with two straps, a yellow one from the dress and a contrasting black one from her bra underneath. Just the hint of her lingerie quickened my pulse.

      She stood to greet me but the guard yanked me back away from her. He dragged me sideways and sat me down in the same chair as last time. He cuffed me to it again. And he didn’t even pretend to be gentle.

      “Don’t hurt him,” Amy said.

      Washington glared at her, warning her not to interfere with just a look.

      Amy’s eyebrows narrowed. “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing,” said the guard. The tone of his voice suggested the opposite.

      Amy looked at me. All I could do was shrug. Washington didn’t exactly confide in me.

      Amy turned to the guard. “Do we still have a deal?”

      Washington finished locking my handcuffs. He stood up and wiped his brow with his uniform sleeve. “We still have a deal,” he said, “but we’re going to mix it up a little this time.”

      What the fuck did that mean?

      “I don’t understand,” she said.

      “You will,” he said with an evil little grin. “Ever since your last visit, word got around-”

      “You told someone?”

      He shook his head. “It ain’t like that-”

      Amy got in Washington’s face. No fear in her. “What is it like then?”

      Washington, who never backed down from anyone that I ever saw, actually took a step back from my wife, who was half his size. “I had a problem I needed handled and now I owe somebody.”

      “So what does that have to do with us?”

      Washington shook his head and looked up like the his answer was written on the water stained ceiling. “So you’re the payback.”

      Amy covered her mouth. She appeared to be deep in thought as she turned away from the guard and started pacing.

      Solitary for a month left me a little slow mentally. “What does that mean?”

      Amy snapped at me. Impatient with me like in the bad old days when divorce seemed like our best option. “He traded me to somebody else.”

      It took a second for it to sink in. Washington traded my wife like a pack of cigarettes. Like something to be used and thrown away.

      And another guy was going to fuck my wife.

      I ran through a list of the other guards. There were a few black guys that would probably be right up her alley. But most were white guys — guys that I doubted she’d be interested in at all. And where did that leave me?

      “Who?” I finally managed to ask.

      The trailer door suddenly sprang open and my heart stopped.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Big Mike burst into the room, with Jerome right behind.

      I tried to stand, to get away, but the handcuffs kept me attached to the fucking chair. So I plopped back down and cringed.

      But neither Big Mike nor Jerome so much as looked at me. All of their attention was focussed on my wife. They circled Amy like sharks, predators ready to tear her apart. Or at least her clothes off.

      “Damn,” Big Mike said and wiped the drool from his mouth with the back of his hand. “You weren’t kidding,” he said, presumably to Washington.

      “Damn,” Jerome said, mimicking his idol. He was like Big Mike’s big, black ventriloquist dummy.

      “Oh, hell no,” Amy said, like she was reading my mind. “I didn’t agree to this. It was just between me and you.”

      Big Mike looked at Washington. “We had a deal too, bro. Don’t forget, you owe me.”

      Whatever Big Mike had on Washington was important enough to stiffen Washington’s spine. His jaw tightened and he said to Amy, “Here’s the new deal. Instead of me, you take care of these guys-”

      Amy put her hand up. “Wait! Both of them? That’s bullshit! What do you think I am?”

      Washington clenched his fists and stepped towards Amy like he was going to beat her into submission. If he hit her I swore to myself that I would find a way to kill him. Even if it meant I never got out of there. I already knew I had it in me. That’s how I ended up in there in the first place.

      But Washington wasn’t a hothead. He was a dick but he never lost his cool. He didn’t raise his fist. He just tried to intimidate her, like I’d seen him do to inmates.

      “You don’t have to do anything,” he said. “But that’s the new deal,” Washington said. “Next month, it might be something else, but this month it’s this. Now you’ll either do it or you won’t. It’s up to you.”

      Amy stood in the center of everybody and looked down at the floor. While every guy in the room waited with bated breath, some of us had more on the line than others.

      Washington didn’t seem to like her indecision. Maybe he was worried about whatever Big Mike had over him. “How long do you think your boy is going to last on his own in there? He didn’t even make it through the first night.”

      “I’m getting some ass today one way or another,” Big Mike said. He redirected his lust filled eyes from my wife to me just long enough to get his message across.

      Amy looked at me. Unfortunately I had no idea what she wanted from me. The two options sucked as far as I was concerned. Either she was going to get fucked by the two big black guys I hated the most or I was getting dumped back into the general population again. Either my wife was getting fucked or I was.
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* * *

      Amy walked over to me. She stepped past Big Mike like he didn’t exist.

      He watched her every step except when he closed his eyes and inhaled her scent as she passed. He didn’t even deserve that much of her.

      Amy stood next to me and bent at the waist to whisper in my ear. She made sure her dress rode up to give the three guys a perfect view of the back of her bare thighs.

      “What do you think, baby?”

      “I think you’re the most beautiful woman in the world.”

      She smiled and kissed me. “Thank you. But what should I do?”

      “I hate that I put you in this position but I can’t tell you what to do,” I said. “And I trust you, so whatever you decide is okay with me.”

      “I want to protect you,” she said.

      “But I don’t want you to do something you’ll regret.”

      “I won’t.” Her hand dropped to my crotch and my cock stiffened under the jumpsuit. “Would you like to watch me with two guys?”

      My mouth dried up. Every ounce of energy in my body was surging to my cock. Lust clouded my judgement. “Yes, but-”

      “I always wanted to fuck two big, black cocks.” She stroked the outline of my erection. “But you can’t hate me after.”

      Somehow, despite my carnal desires, tears formed and dripped down my cheeks. My fucking handcuffed hands were useless to wipe them away. So I sat there bawling like a fucking baby. “I could never hate you.”

      Amy’s eyes lit up. “I love you,” she said. “Always remember that.” Another kiss.

      “Okay. Love you, too.”

      Either she’s been taking acting lessons instead of visiting me or the prospect of adding two more big black cocks to her trophy case was the greatest thing that ever happened to her.

      She stood up, turned around and walked back to the luckiest fucking inmates in the entire fucking history of inmates. Whatever crimes these two assholes committed, I’m sure as shit their victims never envisioned “punishment” like this.

      “Damn shorty,” Big Mike said as he looked my wife up and down. He circled around her again, flicking her dress up in the back, revealing her lean thighs and her shapely ass.

      Jerome joined in the leering. He glanced over at me like he couldn’t believe she was my wife. Hell, most of the time I couldn’t believe it myself.

      Big Mike was about to say something but Amy put a finger up to his lips, shushing him. He seemed mesmerized by her. As well he should have been.

      Washington looked dejected. He probably thought whatever he traded for sex with my wife probably wasn’t worth it. He shuffled across the room and took up a position standing behind me.

      Amy stood between Big Mike and Jerome and put a hand on both of their chests. “I know we don’t have a lot of time so let’s get started.”

      She slipped the straps of the dress off her shoulders and shrugged the dress to her feet. Her black bra and panties made her skin look even more fair and accentuated her hips and large breasts.

      And that’s when I realized her boobs seemed bigger than before. And her stomach protruded too but overall she looked to be in better shape than ever.

      Whoever she was working out with knew what they were doing. I wondered if Amy was especially conscious of her body now that she was sharing it with more than just her dumpy husband. With these two gangsters she was nearly up to a full basketball team’s worth of guys who banged her.

      Big Mike and Jerome stood slack jawed as the fabric slid over her curves. They looked at each other for a moment before they whipped off their orange jumpsuits.

      Amy eyed them as they stood ready and waiting there in their boxer briefs. With painfully obvious oversized bulges in the crotches. She rubbed her hands over their tattoo covered pecs and even bit her lip like she used to do for me.

      She turned to Big Mike, the alpha dog of the two, and stood on her tiptoes. She leaned into him, rubbing her breasts against his ribs. His cock strained against his underwear at her belly. She felt it and ran her fingers along the outline.

      Jerome stepped up behind her and slid his hands over her ass. The thong left her practically naked back there. He bumped his crotch up against her bare buttocks, aligning his cock between them.

      She spun around and kissed Jerome just like she did Big Mike. They easily assumed the other’s position and their hands roamed all over her. Like they’d never seen a woman before. Or at least none in a while.

      Amy broke off the kiss and stood between them again, facing me. She even caught my eye and flashed me a little grin. Like she was giving me my own show.

      Only Amy could make me feel special while she serviced two other guys.
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* * *

      She was tiny compared to them. Fear mixed with lust inside me. They were going to tear her apart and some sick part of me wanted to see it.

      Her hands dropped from their chests to their bulging underwear. She stroked the hard outline of their cocks over the thin fabric.

      Jerome squeezed her breasts and Big Mike rubbed her crotch over her panties.

      She faced Big Mike and slowly lowered herself down to her knees. She pulled his underwear down and, holy fuck, he was huge. Maybe that’s why he was called Big Mike. His cock wasn’t even fully hard yet but it still sprung up and hit Amy under the chin. It surprised her and she nearly toppled back against Jerome.

      She giggled as she recovered her balance. She gently took hold of his cock and ran her tongue along its length. Teasing him.

      Jealousy surged inside me. He stood there looking down at my wife on her knees for him. The whole thing was so unfair. It triggered horrible memories of my father lecturing me to stop whining about things being unfair.

      Jerome, still lurking behind her, pulled his boxer briefs down, and his cock was already fully hard. It burst out of his grasp and got tangled in Amy’s thick hair. He was undeterred and pushed it forward over her shoulder.

      Amy reached up next to her ear with her free hand and corralled Jerome’s cock. She pulled it to her mouth and caressed the head with her lips.

      “You guys have the biggest cocks I’ve ever seen,” she said. Washington huffed behind me. Good. Fuck him anyway.

      Amy seemed to instinctively know who to take care of first between the two of them. She opened her mouth wide and stuffed the head of Big Mike’s cock into her mouth. She took a few pulls on it and rubbed his shaft, slick with her saliva, with her hand.

      Jerome wasn’t left out for long. Amy turned to him and sucked his cock while she kept jerking Big Mike. It was a little distressing to see that my wife seemed quite at home servicing two cocks at the same time.

      She was in total control of those two monsters. All they could do was stand there and admire her as she shared her mouth with both of them, giving them each just the right amount of attention.

      While she sucked Jerome’s cock, Big Mike took advantage by unclasping her bra. He tugged at it and the straps fell off her shoulders as Amy’s large breasts swung free. Jerome greedily grabbed two big handfuls. Like his life depended on it.

      Amy stood but kept stroking their cocks. She turned and kissed each one again as they played with her bare breasts. They started getting rougher with her too.

      Big mike squeezed her tit hard, leaving red splotches on her immaculate white skin, and Amy made the slightest wince that only I caught.

      Jerome leaned in and sucked her nipple into his mouth just as Big Mike smacked her across the ass. My wife just cooed and smiled and took it, as though there was nothing she liked more than getting spanked by big black strangers. And convicted felons, at that.

      All three worked together to help pull her panties down. Amy started when both of them tried to wriggle their hands into the front of her underwear. Amy turned towards Big Mike and bent over to pull them all the way down. Her face was right in front of his cock and she put it in her mouth for a quick suck.

      Jerome didn’t seem to notice since Amy’s bare ass was, conveniently, right in front of him. He stepped closer and let his cock slide down between her butt cheeks.

      She stood back up and stepped out of the discarded panties. She pulled them by their cocks over to the bed. There she climbed on the bed alone and turned herself around, face down, while they lined up at the edge so she could suck their cocks some more.

      Jerome got first shot this time. He held Amy’s head while he stuffed his cock deep into her mouth. It had to be going down her throat. She gagged and her eyes watered but she stuck with it.

      Big Mike took his turn and seemed to want to outdo Jerome. He gripped the back of Amy’s head and rammed his cock in and out of her mouth, fucking her face. Amy took it like a champ but the more she gagged and teared up the rougher he got.

      But they were done with the preliminaries. They came there to fuck a white woman, not for foreplay.

      Big Mike took charge by positioning Amy on all fours, with her ass perfectly positioned over the edge of the bed. He pointed for Jerome to get in front of her. Jerome climbed onto the bed resting on his back with his legs spread so Amy could suck his cock while Big Mike fucked her from behind.

      Even though it wasn’t the first time I’d seen my wife take a big, black cock, I still couldn’t believe it when Big Mike slid his entire shaft between the glistening pink lips of her cunt.

      Amy grunted as her face pressed into Jerome’s cock. She pulled her head back up and stroked Jerome’s cock with her hand. Big Mike eased in and out of her, enjoying the buildup. He gripped her ass so that his thumb could play with her asshole.

      Amy lowered her mouth onto Jerome’s stiff cock. She locked her eyes with his while her body rocked back and forth. Her bare breasts swayed over Jerome’s lean athletic thighs.

      Jerome pulled his cock out of Amy’s mouth so he could pull his legs up and back towards his torso. “Lick my asshole, baby,” he said.

      “Okay,” Amy said. She lowered her face to Jerome’s asshole and started licking up from his asshole to his balls. Back and forth, up and down. With enthusiasm.

      Jerome moaned and stroked himself.

      Big Mike started banging her harder, like he was as turned on as me and Jerome. Her bare breasts swayed wildly under her.

      My cock was so hard it throbbed painfully. But there was nothing I could do about it.

      Big Mike and Jerome switched places. Amy made eye contact with me but she turned away before I could tell if it meant anything. I thought back to the marriage counselor who encouraged Amy to seek out black dicks. If she only knew how well Amy took that advice.

      Jerome’s shaft was the fourth big black cock I’d seen enter my wife’s cunt. He didn’t start slow with her either. He plowed into her already gaping hole as hard as he could and fucked her fast and furious. Like he was trying to get away with something.

      Big Mike allowed Amy to suck his cock until he ordered her to lick his asshole too. Amy dove right in and buried her face in his big black ass. It disgusted me almost as much as it drove me wild. Knowing I was married to a woman who could be that dirty nearly had me shooting my load right there without even touching myself.

      What had my wife become? It was like she was a completely different person from the young virgin I married. She was completely unleashed now. A total cock crazy nymphomaniac. Who knows how many guys she was banging on the side, with me locked up.

      Jerome pulled out just as it looked like he would come inside her. He staggered back and nearly fell in my lap. His big black sweaty ass nearly planted in my face.

      Big Mike pulled Amy up and over his thick, muscular thighs so she straddled him. He held his cock up straight as she lowered herself all the way down his shaft. Big Mike reached around and spread her ass with his big black fingers.

      Amy moaned as she rode up and down. Her cunt stretched over very inch of him. She was enjoying her wild ride.

      Jerome had calmed down by that point — no longer in imminent danger of shooting his load. He was still hard as he strut past me to the other side of the bed. He lingered in front of me showing off the thick, long and dark cock that he stuck in my wife. Taunting me with it. I closed my eyes for a moment and I swore I could smell her scent on him.

      When he was done parading for me, he climbed onto the bed so Amy could suck his cock while she rode Big Mike. She didn’t miss a beat, eagerly massaging Jerome’s cock with her lips and tongue.

      Jerome grinned as he watched her. I couldn’t make out Big Mike’s face but he had two big handfuls of my wife’s heavy breasts. He moaned and groaned as he played with her tits.

      Big Mike pulled out of Amy before he lost control. Jerome took his place underneath my wife and Amy guided his cock inside her. Big Mike held his dick in her face and she sucked all her juices off him.

      Amy bounced on Jerome’s cock just as furiously as she had on Big Mike’s. As far as I knew this was her first time with two guys but she was clearly in her element. She gave both of them her best efforts. But my heart sunk when it occurred to me that she wouldn’t have anything left for my turn. If I even got one.

      Jerome stopped short of coming. He pulled out and closed his eyes, willing himself to prolong his pleasure.

      Big Mike pulled Amy off of Jerome and positioned her on her back at the end of the bed. He held her by the ankles and spread her legs wide, so he could steer his cock into her.

      It was as close to missionary as they’d been. It brought memories flooding back to me. Missionary was the only position we had sex in for about the first three years of our marriage. I couldn’t help but remember our wedding night. When I was on top of her and entering her for the first time. She even told me to slow down because I was “too big.”

      How far she’d come since then. Now she was taking on two cocks, each one at least twice the size of mine. And eager for more.

      Big Mike worked himself into a frenzy as Amy urged him on. Jerome was right behind her, angling his cock over her shoulder. Amy would lick and suck it every few seconds but she was focussed on Big Mike drilling her.

      “Oh my God,” she cried. “Fuck me with that big cock.”

      “Oh fuck,” Big Mike moaned.

      “This is so fucking good,” Amy moaned. Her lips were parted and her eyes were closed. She was having an orgasm with my most hated enemy.

      Jerome was rubbing his cock against her cheek while Amy was crying out. Her breasts rocked wildly with every thrust from Big Mike.

      Suddenly Big mike shuddered. A deep, primal groan escaped him.  His motion started getting jerky and he kept slamming into her as he came. But he pulled out and shot his load all up her body from her pussy, over her breasts and onto her chin.

      Somehow he was still hard and stuck his cock back inside her. He was still coming. Like all the pressure from being locked up was finally being released.

      When he was finally done he staggered out from between her trembling thighs. Jerome wasted no time taking his place. He didn’t even seem to mind the sloppy seconds as a trickle of white started dripping out of my wife’s cunt.

      He slammed his shaft into her and started pounding away. He leaned into her and pulled her legs up to him, placing her ankles against his shoulders.

      Amy’s knuckles were white as she grabbed onto the edge of the bed. Her breasts shook with each slap of their bodies together.

      Big Mike was back on the bed and rubbing his wet cock against Amy’s lips. She closed her eyes and licked his cock clean.

      Jerome’s rhythm broke down. His body jerked in spasms as he exploded deep inside my wife. But he wasn’t finished either. He pulled out and desperately climbed over Amy so he could shoot some of his load all over her face. Like he had to match his buddy and leave his own mark.

      Amy looked up at him and opened her mouth, swallowing the drops that made it past her lips.

      Jerome finally finished and he flopped back on the bed admiring his work. My wife was covered in cum. Every inch of her face from her forehead, down her nose to her cheeks and chin was shiny and wet. Glistening drops splattered her breasts and belly. White droplets sprinkled her pussy. And rivulets of white ran from her gaped cunt over her asshole and onto the sheets.

      Amy looked at me through lazy half closed eyes. She was spent. They’d taken all she had to give. There was nothing left for me.
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* * *

      “I hear you clean up real good,” Big Mike said.

      Washington had just taken off my handcuffs and I was standing at the foot of the bed, looking at the cum soaked wreckage that was my wife.

      So I didn’t realize it when Big Mike walked up behind me. He grabbed me by the back of the head and shoved me onto the bed between Amy’s spread thighs. The top of my head bumped up against her dripping cunt. My face planted right into the massive, sticky wet spot on the sheets.

      They were all laughing behind me as I raised myself up. The gooey mess was all sticky on my hair and it was all over my face too.

      “Lick it up,” Big Mike said. “And maybe we’ll even let you bang your old lady.”

      Amy looked up at me, saw that I was getting angry. She knew as well as anybody that my anger never ended well. “Just do it,” she said.

      “Listen to her, man,” Jerome said. “Be a good little cuck.”

      “How do we taste?” Big Mike was doubled over laughing.

      I glared at them but they just laughed louder when they saw their jizz on my face.

      Amy sat up and grabbed me under my chin. She pulled my head back to face her. She was so beautiful even with droplets of other guys’ semen all over her face. “Forget about them. It’s just you and me. You know what I like better than anyone.”

      She ran her finger along my jawline, scooping up the cum with her long pink polished fingernail. “Fuck them,” she whispered to me and smiled. She made a show of putting it in her mouth and swallowing. She did it again but this time offered her finger to me. I closed my eyes and sucked her finger clean and swallowed.

      “See,” she said, “not so bad.” She kissed me like she kissed them earlier and for a moment I forgot about my miserable existence. She slowly turned her head and before I knew it I was kissing and licking her face clean.

      She leaned back and I worked my way down her naked body, lapping up any evidence that she’s been with two other guys. It was like her naked body was brand new to me. I was even able to tune out the sound of those assholes laughing.

      Her body radiated heat. She got hotter and hotter as I made my way down to her core. And she was ready and willing to go again when I nuzzled the trim batch of pubic hair on her mound.

      She tasted sweeter than ever when I finally buried my face between her thighs. Whatever I was doing, Amy seemed to enjoy it. Her hands pressed against the back of my head, forcing my face and tongue into her. Before long she was bucking into my face, arching her back and moaning. It was a hell of a show. Enough to shut up the prison gang behind me.

      When she began to calm down she told me to fuck her in a desperate gasp. It didn’t matter a bit to me at that moment that I would be the third guy to fuck her inside of an hour. Or that my sad little white cock at full mast came in a distant third in the size department.

      I wrestled off the scratchy orange jumpsuit and my underwear and plunged my cock into her gaping cunt. She was warm and wet and looser than ever but I didn’t care. All that mattered was I was getting a chance to have sex with my wife, the most beautiful woman in the world. Nothing else mattered.

      Besides, by loosening her up for me it just prolonged my pleasure. The less friction, the more pushing it took.

      Amy encouraged every thrust. Her facial expressions made me feel like the world’s greatest lover. Even if she was faking it, at least she loved me enough to make the effort.

      As hard as I tried to extend the moment, it felt so good I couldn’t control myself. Amy held me tight as I came inside her.

      If I could have stayed in her arms like that forever, I would have taken it. It was just the two of us, alone in the world, even if just for a moment. It could never last.

      “Okay, loverboy. Time’s up,” Washington said. “Get your shit and let’s go.”

      I pushed myself up off Amy but she pulled me back down and kissed me by my ear. She whispered, “This is the last time I’m coming here.”
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* * *

      The news hit me out of nowhere.

      For weeks after Amy left, I was devastated. What had gone wrong? Did I do something to piss her off? I mean, besides murdering her first big black fuck buddy?

      I was back in solitary, which was exactly what I was hoping for. But if she wasn’t coming back then Washington would get me dumped back into the general population.

      Besides, solitary was no longer the comfort it had been. Being all alone with my thoughts was preferable to getting tortured by big Mike and the other inmates. But losing Amy just made me feel lonely.

      Just when I was most depressed, I was ordered to attend a meeting with one of the supervisors at the jail. As I was led to the meeting, I assumed the worst. The deal between Amy and Washington had been discovered. So no more solitary. And maybe worst of all, my wife would be publicly exposed as a slut in a jailhouse scandal.

      As I entered the meeting, it felt like I was being escorted to the electric chair.
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* * *

      There was already a bunch of guys in suits waiting for me. Oh, fuck. This was bad. Very bad.

      From the back of the group I noticed someone trying to jostle their way through.

      My attorney squeezed his way to the front. He had a big manila folder in his hand. He looked up at me and said, “Francis.” Then he turned his back to me and addressed the suits. “May I have a moment to confer with my client?”

      Fuck, fuck, fuck. The only reason my attorney would be here was because the state was bringing more criminal charges. Probably for bribing a guard. With sex.
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* * *

      My attorney met with me and I nearly fainted.

      He let me know what was going on. A court uncovered dozens of cases where there was prosecutorial misconduct. My deal was thrown out and I was supposed to be retried.

      Truth be told, I didn’t understand half the details, let alone all of them. At least not until he dropped the bombshell on me. Instead of a new trial, the prosecutor’s office offered a plea deal where I would plead guilty to manslaughter, instead of murder, due to my “emotional instability.” The kicker was I would only be sentenced to time served.

      Bottom line: I was getting out of prison. I was going home.
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* * *

      Walking out of the prison was just about the greatest moment of my life. From that moment on, my life would be different. Better.

      Each day I would appreciate what I had. It would all be about the future. The past was the past and there was nothing I could do about it.

      I even had a chance to speak with Amy over the phone. She knew what was going on during her last visit. But she was advised not to tell me so as not to get my hopes up since things weren’t official at that time.

      She knew I’d be home before her next conjugal visit that’s why she said she wouldn’t be back. Of course, I misunderstood the whole situation and thought she was finally leaving me.

      Somehow, while I was stewing alone in prison, my whole life got pieced back together. Everything was good again and I had nothing to do with it.

      Even the scorching hot parking lot at the prison felt like paradise to me. Especially when I saw Amy driving up in our old SUV. Through the shimmering heat, it was like a moving mirage — that wasn’t going to disappear.

      Her smiling face through the windshield nearly broke me after all we’d been through. She waved out the window as she rolled to a stop. The driver’s door opened and she climbed out.

      And I couldn’t believe what I saw.

      Amy’s belly was extended. No doubt about it.

      She was pregnant.

      What the fuck?

      She was beaming as she wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me. It wasn’t easy with her oversized baby bump between us. “Surprise,” she said, like it was a good thing.

      I could barely blink as I patted her on the back.

      “Can you believe it? We’re pregnant. We’re having a baby.” I’d never seen her so excited.

      My mind couldn’t function. Couldn’t come up with the most innocuous response.

      By any measure, I should have been ecstatic. Being released from prison decades earlier than I had any right to expect. Being picked up by the most beautiful woman in the world, one who loved me despite all my many faults. A woman who stayed with me even when I committed the most awful crime a man could commit. The woman who beamed as she just told me she was expecting a child for us to raise as loving parents.

      But I didn’t feel any of that.

      All I felt was dread. From the very pit of my stomach.

      So my mind stumbled. Locked on one despicable thought.

      Who was the father?
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* * *

      At least five men could have been the father. All but one of them, me, was black.

      What the fuck would I do if she had a black baby?

      My life would be fucked all over again. I might as well still be in prison. There was no way I could take the day to day humiliation of raising another guy’s kid. And every single person would know Amy fucked a black guy.

      Maybe I could pretend the baby was adopted, with strangers and acquaintances who didn’t know Amy was pregnant, but how long could I keep that up?
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* * *

      A few months later, my wife, Amy, gave birth to a bouncing baby boy. She cried when she saw him for the first time.

      So did I.

      The baby was black.

      And minutes after birth he already resembled his father.

      Jamel.

      The first big black guy who fucked my wife.

      The man I murdered.

      I did the math. Nine months, literally to the day.

      Amy took the baby in her arms. She looked at me without a shred of irony, shame or anything but love. The doctor and nurses made sure to do their jobs and ducked out before the giggles and guffaws started.

      My face burned. The humiliation surely turned my face red. But that wasn’t all I felt.

      Rage and hate. Both directed at someone beyond my reach. If I hadn’t already killed him, I would have run out of the hospital and done it right then.

      But he was gone now. And this was his ultimate revenge.

      As for all of the pain and humiliation I avoided by taking the plea deal and skipping the trial? None of that mattered anymore. It would all come out in drips and drabs for as long as I lived.

      Perfect revenge. There was nothing else I could do to him. But he would ruin the rest of my life. Force me to raise his child. Make me watch as my wife looked at his son with nothing but love. While everyone in our lives would know my wife was unfaithful. That she had sex with someone else. That she had a big black cock inside her.

      And that she was married to the pathetic schmuck who was left holding the bag.
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* * *

      Somehow we made it out of the hospital before my parents were able to come by and see the new addition to our family. Every time my mom and dad called I was able to put them off with one excuse or another. But they weren’t stupid. They knew something was up.

      So when we finally got home I was scared to death every minute that they would stop by and my secret would be out. My mother wouldn’t be so bad. It was my father I was worried about. He had zero filter and he would definitely make everyone uncomfortable. Especially me.

      When the baby was settled in for a nap, Amy slept too. Everything should have been perfect. My wife was home safe and healthy and everything should have been right in my world. The house was quiet and I was alone with my thoughts.

      Perfect torture.

      The doorbell rang and I nearly jumped out of my skin. A new father might be expected to get angry when an unexpected guest interferes with much needed rest for his exhausted wife and newborn.

      But that issue didn’t even cross my mind.

      My parents.

      Fuck.

      This was it. The moment I dreaded. My father would take one look at the little black baby and let me have it.

      I could just picture exactly what he’d say even before I dared to take a step towards the front door.

      A disgrace to the family.

      Shame on our whole family heritage.

      Then it occurred to me. Don’t answer the door. Hide. Just pretend we weren’t home yet. Or maybe we were all napping. A new baby is hard on the dad too, right?

      I was so delusional I actually thought I could hide from my parents for the rest of my life. Like I was a teenager thinking about running away.

      But I wasn’t a teenager. I was a grown man. Married. A murderer. Former inmate. How could I still be afraid of my father?

      I was so irritated for being such a pussy that I stomped to the front door and flung it open without peeking through the frosted glass.

      Oh fuck.

      It wasn’t my parents.

      “Francis.”

      “Detective Biggs.”

      Detective Biggs was the big black cop who arrested me for murder. He stepped forward. Right into my personal space. Just like he always does. Using his size to intimate perps. Like me.

      I stepped back in spite of myself. “What can I do for you?” Ugh. Such a pussy. Being polite to the asshole that arrested me.

      “I just wanted to congratulate you.”

      “For what?”

      He smiled, flashing his crazy white teeth. “I heard you’re a father now.”

      He was trolling me. Somehow he knew I wasn’t the father and he was just rubbing it in my face.

      “Uh, yeah,” I said. “Thanks.”

      “So how does it feel?”

      “Excuse me?”

      “How does it feel?”

      “How does what feel?”

      “Being a dad.” He was such a dick. “It changes things, doesn’t it?”

      “What does it change?”

      “You know, raising a child. It’s a big commitment. A lifetime.”

      “Look, I appreciate you coming by, but-”

      “So what is it?”

      “Huh?” I really didn’t want anything to do with this conversation.

      “Is it a boy or a girl?”

      “Boy.”

      “Oooh, a boy. That’s great. It really is. You’re going to have to teach him everything. You know, like, how to be a man.” He was such an asshole.

      “I’m looking forward to it,” I said and started closing the door. But he blocked it with his foot.

      “What’s his name?”

      “Look detective, I’m afraid I can’t talk right now.”

      “Let me guess. It starts with a J.”

      “I really have to go.”

      “J-A-M-E-”

      I felt lightheaded. He was spelling the name.

      “S.”

      James. It bothered me that the name Amy wanted was as close to Jamel as she could get without having me go off the deep end again.

      “How do you know?”

      “Birth certificate. Public record.”

      “Good for you. Have a good day.” I tried to close the door again but he blocked it. With his foot. Again. He kept the door open in the perfect passive aggressive way, without any apparent effort, but totally preventing me from shutting him out.

      “Say hi to your wife for me.” He removed his foot and turned away.

      I almost shut the door but why would he say that? Just mindfucking me? “Why would I do that?”

      He looked at me over his shoulder. “Oh, I just miss, you know, being with her.”

      “What the fuck does that mean?”

      He squared up with me and I shrank back from him. “Easy there, big man,” he said with an evil smile. “She didn’t tell you?”

      “Tell me what?”

      “Amy and I were kind of seeing each other. While you were away.”

      A gut punch.

      Knocked the wind out of me.

      Worse than if he actually socked me.

      “Get the fuck out of here.”

      “No, really, man. I guess she was lonely. Or something.”

      When I told him to get the fuck out of there, it was not a euphemism for calling him a liar. I knew deep down he wasn’t lying. I just wanted him to get the fuck out of my sight. And my life. And my wife’s vagina.

      I closed the door and slumped to the floor against it. The humiliation I’d been carrying in my core for months finally boiled over. Tears ran down my cheeks.

      I sat there shaking and crying like a baby, wishing I was back in prison.

      I have no idea how long I was there before the doorbell rang again. I peeked through the frosted glass and saw my parents standing out there. My father had his arms crossed like he was pissed and wanted to leave before the door even opened.

      Fuck.

      I turned my back and slumped back down to the floor.

      The doorbell rang again.

      And then the baby, who pretty fucking clearly wasn’t mine, started crying.

      My life was hell.
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* * *
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      Francis hated being called Francis. He much preferred Frank. Everyone at work called him Frank, at least to his face. You see Frank was the CEO of Guerin & Calhoun, a picture frame supply company. Basically he was the boss. The company was not public ally traded so frank really answered to no one but himself.Frank was the master of his domain in the headquarters in suburban Atlanta.

      “First I’d like to thank the folks from Worldwide Hotel for visiting us today. I especially want to thank Eddy Quigley for personally coming down and seeing us today.”

      There was a murmur through the boardroom. Frank started to feel as if something he said was not right. He began to stammer. A glance down at his iPad where his assistant, Mandy, had uploaded a bullet list of topics to discuss. He latched on to Eddy Quigley’s bullet. - Interact with Eddy Quigley, CEO of Worldwide Hotels, Inc.

      “So Eddy, what did you think of our facility? He laughed at the levity of the direct question and expected everyone else in the room to join him.

      There was dead silence in the boardroom. Even Frank, never really a people person, knew something was terribly wrong.

      Mr. Quigley finally sat up in his seat and cleared his throat. “Well, my name isn’t Eddy. It’s Ted, or Teddy, for starters.”

      Frank felt the tension shoot up between his shoulders. His neck became stiff, and he felt as though he could barely turn his head. His hands started to shake, and his throat tightened. He attempted to speak, to laugh it off as nothing. But, Frank was not a laugh it off type of guy. The dryness in his mouth muffled his excuse and apology.

      Then, he saw a few smirks.  A few laughs. They were laughing at him. He felt his face burning. Shame. He was being humiliated.

      Without uttering another word, he stormed out of the room and down the hall.

      Everyone in the office could hear him coming. A few brave heads popped up over the maze of beige cubicles. Somebody was in deep shit.

      Frank locked in on one particular cubicle. The corner one directly outside his office. His assistant Mandy had been with the company for a year. She’d been a CPA years ago before taking time off to raise her kids. All that was about to end.

      She looked up with wide eyes when Frank turned the corner and glared at her.

      “His name,” he sputtered, his mouth a froth of rage. “His name is Ted.” His voice was low.  Then, he screamed,  “Teddy!” He spiked the iPad on the carpeted floor with the faint crackling of broken glass as the screen spider webbed. “Not fucking Eddy!”

      His voice rang around the office. It had a high pitched, almost little-girl quality to it. A newcomer to the office would have sworn it was a woman screaming.

      Mandy sat back in her chair with an arm up to protect herself. She’d seen him flip out like that several times. But, she’d never been the target.  That’s how she lasted as long as she had.

      He stood there with his chest heaving. The skin around his neck was so red it approached purple. His eyes looked as though they would explode out of his head at her.

      “I’m sorry,” she said in a tiny voice. “It auto corrected Teddy to Eddy, and I forgot to change it.”

      He stood there gasping for breath. The only sound in the entire office was the rasp of his breathing. His voice lowered to an unnatural depth. “You forgot to change it?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      He stepped over to her desk and made a show of admiring the photos of young children with soccer balls and baseball bats on Mandy’s desk behind binders and folders stuffed with reports. Suddenly, he lashed out with his arm, sweeping everything off Mandy’s desk in an avalanche of crap.

      “You can forget you work here!” He screamed in his girly high pitch with spittle flying out of his mouth. “You’re fired!”

      Mandy let out an awful cry that was part sob and part anguish. She slipped off the chair to pick up the photos and hurriedly stuffed them in her oversized bag. She stepped past Frank with a whimper and scurried for the exit. Her hands covered her face in apparent shame.

      The office remained still after she was gone. Finally, a phone started ringing in the background.

      Frank stalked back and forth, kicking the mess from Mandy’s desk. “Will someone get that goddamn phone!”
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* * *

      “How was your day, baby?”

      Frank looked up at the former swimsuit model in standing in his kitchen. His wife. Stephanie.

      Being rich and successful had its perks.

      “It sucked,” he said. “We managed to fuck away the hotel account.”

      “Oh,” said Stephanie. “Please don’t bring the negativity home.”

      He just stared at her.She was beautiful, and he loved her but she could be such a bitch sometimes. Two could play that game. “The negativity built this house,” he said. But, his lame comeback didn’t even make sense to him as he said it.

      Stephanie just rolled her eyes and walked past him out to the foyer. He noticed she was wearing her best cocktail dress. A little red number that used to mean he was getting some that night.

      But things had changed. He had trouble in the performance department. And when he tried the popular erectile disfunction meds, he was the guy who ended up in the emergency room with the four hour erection. That had been by far the worst moment of his life. The most humiliating.

      He still remembered the pretty nurses giggling outside his room. He was so embarrassed. They were laughing at him. At his problem. At his little erection.

      The humiliation consumed him as he watched Stephanie leave for a “night out with her friends.” She was still in her twenties and liked to hang out with her girlfriends for a girls night out. Several times he suspected Stephanie had cheated on him. Especially since the emergency room visit.

      But what could he do? He loved her too much to leave her. Even if he could divorce her, he wouldn’t. He’d been raised by loving parents who didn’t “believe” in divorce, as if it were a fantastic supernatural being, like the Tooth Fairy or a unicorn.

      Besides, divorcing Stephanie would be a shameful admission that he had made a mistake marrying her in the first place. Many of his friends and family warned him both subtlety and overtly, that Stephanie was bad news. That she was a gold digger and a whore.

      Frank’s hands balled into fists as he remembered those uncomfortable conversations. How had he got himself in this mess? He was good at financial reports and designing stuff, but sucked at dealing with and reading other people. Even his own wife.

      His phone buzzed as he was deep in his self immolation of pity and regret. The number on the phone just read “Private number.”

      His brain quickly considered who might send him a message from a private number. Scammers were the most likely. But, police detectives did it too, to avoid giving out their personal cell phone numbers.

      Frank’s mind flashed back to a recent case where he fired a guy from the company’s warehouse. Frank remembered the guy, Rick something, staring at him when he went down to talk to his warehouse manager about an order that got sent out wrong.

      It turned out Rick had been the one responsible. The warehouse manager called Rick into the office. Frank recalled that Rick was a big guy who was into weightlifting. During the uncomfortable meeting Rick tried to intimidate him. Frank was embarrassed to be scared of Rick, a lowly warehouse worker. After the meeting, Frank told the warehouse manager to fire Rick that very day.

      Unfortunately, Rick didn’t take it too well and waited around to scream at Frank in the parking lot. He threatened to “get” Frank. Frank nearly wet his pants at the threat and called 911. The police came out and took a report, but Rick was never charged despite much pressure from Frank.

      Frank shook his head. So many unpleasant memories. He was rich and successful beyond the dreams of most men. So why did he make himself miserable with all these negative memories?

      Finally, he picked up the phone and read the message. WATCH YOUR WIFE WITH ANOTHER MAN AT 2700 43RD ST #862 KEY UNDER MAT NOW.

      Frank blinked at the message. Then, he read it again. It seemed threatening. It felt like a ransom note. But, there was no money mentioned.

      Was it a trap to lure him? Why kidnap him? He was the one with access to the money.

      Aside from disgruntled former, and maybe current, employees, he had no real enemies. He kept a low profile, and picture framing supplies wasn’t exactly a high profile business.

      My wife with another man? It seemed an odd thing to send to him. Was the sender trying to help him with proof of Stephanie’s infidelity? Or trying to punish him by rubbing his nose in it?

      Frank quickly ruled out calling the police. If he called them, they would be intruding in his private life. After his previous interaction with the police, he didn’t want them scrutinizing any more aspects of his home life. It would just add to the humiliation. The little rich guy who can’t keep his own wife satisfied.

      There was no doubt he would go to the apartment as instructed. He would take a chance and go alone, mainly because he didn’t trust anyone else to be discreet. Whatever shame came of this would be his own to bear in private.
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* * *

      The apartment building was nothing special. No doorman and the door to the lobby wasn’t even locked. No sign of any security cameras. Anyone could come and go without scrutiny. Exactly the type of building one would use for illicit affairs.

      Frank looked at the rows of mailboxes in the lobby. #862 had no name assigned.

      An elderly woman walked into the lobby from the street. Frank looked away to avoid eye contact but that only raised the woman’s curiosity further. She stared at him as she pushed the button for the elevator.

      Frank felt the shame growing in him. His wife was being fucked by another man in this very building. His humiliation was great and growing by the second. Even a perfect stranger, like this old woman, could sense how pathetic he was. He wanted to hide.

      Frank walked quickly and very nearly broke out onto a full sprint into the stairwell. He raced upstairs, bounding two steps at a time. His legs were noticeably weaker by the fourth floor. The bounding stopped completely by the sixth and he was lightheaded by the eighth where he exited the stairwell and emerged in the hallway.

      Mercifully the hallway was empty as he staggered down the dark corridor. The closer he got to the scene of his wife’s infidelity the greater his shame grew. Each door he passed on the way to #862 housed a neighbor that knew another man was having sex with his wife. They probably heard her moaning as the stranger’s cock pumped semen into her cunt.

      Images of her with a stranger flooded his mind. He pictured her giving the stranger a blow job. And then, kissing Frank with those same lips that encircled someone else’s cock. His wife riding some stud’s shaft while he squeezed her breasts. “My husband is so stupid. He’ll never find out about us,” she would say with a laugh as the strangers’s cum splattered all over her naked body.

      Suddenly, Frank was at #862. Just as he leaned in to listen, the door to another apartment just down the hall opened. A teenaged boy was taking out the garbage.

      Frank panicked. He didn’t want to be seen outside the door. He bent down and reached under the doormat for the key. There it was, brass and shiny new.

      He stood up and jammed it into the keyhole. He turned the knob. But the door didn’t open. It was stuck. He jimmied the key and turned the knob again.

      Finally, it turned loose and the door opened. It was dark inside so he stepped in and closed the door quietly behind him. He re engaged the lock and peered down the dark hallway.

      Right away he knew something wasn’t right. The hallway walls were bare. Not a thing hung on them. The floor was empty also. There was no rug in the entry way or table for keys or anything.

      He stepped forward in the dim light and saw that the kitchen was empty. No table or chairs, or plates. No electricity either. The refrigerator and freezer were open and empty.

      “What the hell?” He said to himself. His shaking had stopped. There was no one here. Someone was playing a joke on him. Relief washed over him.

      He walked past the empty living room to what appeared to be a door to the bedroom. The door was closed but unlocked. He took a deep breath and opened it.

      He sighed in relief when it was obvious there was no bed inside. And no naked Stephanie being fucked doggy style on the bare floor.

      The room was empty, except…

      Something was by the window. A tripod. There was a telescope pointed out the window. Frank stepped to it softly. He had a telescope as a kid and knew how to use it.

      The window was bare. No shades or curtains. The lights from the city glowed outside. Thousands of people in thousands of apartments going about their little lives.  Across the street was an older and taller apartment building. Not even as pleasant as this building, he thought at a glance. He could see through dozens of windows. Mostly people watching TV or on computers, smartphones, or tablets, their faces lit up by the electronic entertainment devices. He pitied their pathetic lives.

      Just as he was about to turn and go back to his privileged life, something in one of the apartments across the street caught his eye. The flash of skin. A woman undressing.

      “What the hell?” he said to no one. “Might as well take a look.” He peered into the telescope. He blinked and tried to adjust his eye. Sure enough, the telescope was pointed directly at the window that had caught his eye. Probably a regular show for the super of the building, he thought.

      Before he even finished his thought, he knew how wrong he was.

      Stephanie, his beautiful wife, the love of his life was in the center of his view. He saw her cocktail dress too. But it wasn’t on her. It was pooled around her feet. She stood in her thong panties and high heels with her arms crossed in front of her covering her breasts. Her mouth was moving, as if she were having a conversation with someone out of his view.

      Frank felt like all his bodily functions had stopped. No heartbeat. No breathing. No blinking. Except for one function. All his nerves seemed to shut down except for those in his dick. He was intensely aware that he was becoming hard.

      Over in the apartment, two hands entered his view. Male hands. They grabbed Stephanie’s wrists and pulled her arms away from her chest. Her large breasts were revealed.

      Rage rose inside Frank as he watched another man’s hands fondle his wife’s bare breasts. The tingling in his crotch distracted him though.

      He wanted to stop it, and he wanted to keep watching simultaneously.

      Who is he? Although he was aroused, Frank needed to know who it was that dared touch his wife and humiliate him like this. I’ll destroy him, he thought.

      Then, the large man stepped into view. He towered over Stephanie and some of the rage immediately drained away from Frank. Even from across the street and viewed through a telescope, Frank knew he was no match for this guy physically.

      Frank had enough self realization to know and admit that deep down inside, when it came to physical confrontation, he was a sissy. He was already afraid of the man who was, even then, pinching Stephanie’s nipples.

      Suddenly, the man turned to the window. His gaze rose until he was looking right at the window Frank was spying from.  It was as if he were looking right back through the telescope at Frank.

      At the sight of the face, Frank instantly recognized the other man. It was a face he’d never forget.  A face that haunted his nightmares for weeks, though he’d never admit that. The face belonged to Rick, the very same guy that Frank had ordered to be fired.

      Frank remembered Rick’s vague threat to “get” him. And there he was, “getting” Stephanie, and by “getting” his wife, Rick finally managed to “get” Frank.

      Rick’s face broke out in a broad grin as he looked up at pathetic Frank. Then, he turned away from the window and focussed his attention on Stephanie.

      And all Frank, the millionaire CEO of Guerin & Calhoun Picture Frames, could do was watch as a former underling used his wife’s body for his own pleasure.
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* * *

      Stephanie was only wearing a black lace thong. When she turned her back, Rick reached out after her and his finger caught her by the thong. It stretched as he pulled her back to him.

      Frank set his jaw as he watched them.

      Rick was behind Stephanie and pulled her to him. His hands roamed over her body from her breasts down.

      Stephanie was smiling as she wiggled her ass against his crotch.

      Even without the telescope, Frank could have seen the bulge straining the fabric of Rick’s suit pants.

      But with the aid of the telescope, Frank could watch every excruciating and intimate detail. He had been set up perfectly.

      Rick’s hands slid down Stephanie’s perfectly smooth skin and under the waistband of her panties. He was able to slide the panties down from her hips and over her thighs before dropping them at her feet. And just like that, Frank’s wife was completely naked with a strange man.

      Frank felt sick to his stomach as he watched her grind against the bigger man. She never, ever did that for the man who married her.

      Rick’s fingers followed the curve of her abdomen from her belly button and all the way down to her trimmed batch of silky pubic hair. He stroked her pussy like a new pet before easing a finger down even further.

      Stephanie spread her thighs slightly as Rick’s finger probed the outer edge of her glistening cunt.  She threw her head back, and her lips parted and Frank could practically hear her soft moan from across the street.

      Frank’s hard-on was becoming painful. But, he resisted doing anything about it. In the back of his mind, he knew exactly what he was going to do to relieve himself but just the thought of it was so humiliating he tried to block it out of his mind.

      Stephanie suddenly tightened her thighs and pulled Rick’s hands away from her.

      Frank’s heart leaped at the prospect of Stephanie realizing the error of her ways, getting dressed and walking out of there. Unfucked.

      But, even he knew that wasn’t a likely end to this scenario.

      Stephanie pushed off Rick and walked to the bed. She was completely naked, and he didn’t have a thong to grab on to pull her back like before. So he followed her. She rewarded him with a wicked grin over her shoulder.

      Frank had never seen that wicked expression on his wife’s face before.
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* * *

      Much to her husband’s dismay, Stephanie climbed on the bed and went wild. She pulled Rick to her and tore his shirt open and ripped it off him. She fondled his muscles through his skin-tight white tee shirt. Then she yanked the shirt up from his midsection but didn’t even get it over his head before she had to brush her fingers over his six pack abs. Rick was left to finish removing the shirt as Stephanie kissed his chest and licked his nipples.

      Her hand slid up his leg, along his thigh to his crotch. The bulge in his pants had grown substantially since she began touching him.

      Frank watched his wife stroke Rick’s hard cock through his pants.  At that point Frank unzipped his own fly and opened his pants. He reached in and grabbed his five inches of manhood and pulled it out. Just releasing it from his pants was a relief that nearly caused him to shoot his load right there.

      Stephanie got down on her knees so that she was eye level  with the bulge in Rick’s pants. She looked up at him as she pressed her red lips to the shape of his shaft. Then, she let her lips trace the outline of his hidden cock.

      She only teased Rick for a few seconds before she undid his belt and opened his pants. The pants slid down to his ankles, and he stepped out of them.

      Stephanie pulled the waistband of his Calvin Klein (Frank could easily read the label) boxer briefs out and reached inside. She bit her lower lip as she grabbed his massive cock and pulled it out.

      Frank started stroking his own dick at the sight of his wife holding another man’s. Jesus, he thought. Her hand doesn’t even reach all the way around.

      He remembered Stephanie’s halfhearted attempts to blow him on their honeymoon. At the time, she complained that Frank’s dick was too big and stopped. Back then he didn’t mind because he really thought she was being truthful. Frank thought his dick was too big for his wife.

      “Boy, are you in for a disappointment,” Frank said to Rick, though there was no way he could be heard. If I was too big there’s no way he’s even going to fit in her mouth, he told himself.

      Stephanie held Rick’s giant cock in front of her face. She appeared to admire the head for a few seconds before kissing it gently. Then, she swirled her tongue around the mushroom shape. She slanted her head down and trailed her tongue down the underside of his shaft to his balls. Once there, she gently sucked on each one before coming back up to the head.

      To Frank’s depressing amazement, his wife opened her mouth wider than he had ever seen it.  She lowered her head onto Rick’s cock, and her lips tightened around the shaft.

      Frank stopped jerking off when he saw his wife perform this “miracle.” “She fucking lied on our honeymoon,” he said out loud. He considered the fresh humiliation that his wife just gave a stranger more of a blowjob than she ever gave her husband during their entire marriage.

      Rick turned to the window and smiled at Frank as Frank’s wife went down on him. His lips made an “Ooh” shape as Stephanie gobbled nearly half of Rick’s length.

      Frank stared in disbelief. Anger and despair mixed inside him. His beautiful wife had a mouthful of another man’s penis. He felt tears welling in his eyes which made him feel even more pathetic.

      One of Stephanie’s hands squeezed Rick’s firm ass. Her other hand gripped the base of his cock by his balls. Her head bobbed up and down as she eagerly sucked his long cock.

      His hands were in her hair helping to guide her, not pushing her. She didn’t need to be pushed anyway. She was happy to do it on her own.

      As disgusted as he was, Frank was turned on like never before.  He hated himself for doing it, but he really had no choice. He pulled his dick out and started stroking it. Wallowing in his humiliation, he began masturbating while watching his wife service another guy.

      Stephanie stopped and pulled Rick’s cock out of her mouth. A string of saliva trailed from her lips to his shaft. It glistened in the light so even Frank could see it.

      She took deep breaths while she stroked Rick with two hands. With both hands wrapped around his length, she seemed to realize how big he really was.

      Frank could read her lips as she said, “It’s so big.” He thought back to the times she said that to her husband.  All lies.

      She climbed on the bed and pulled Rick with her. She was on her back on the bed. Rick climbed and straddled her face, guiding his dick back into her mouth. She grabbed his ass and pulled him to her. Rick began thrusting into Stephanie’s mouth. He was fucking her face.

      Frank could read her lips as she said, “It’s so big.” He thought back to the times she said that to her husband.  All lies.

      Then, they switched positions again. This time she was on her back sideways across the bed. Her head hung off the side upside down. He stood on the floor in front of her and guided his cock all the way into the back of her mouth again. His balls bounced against her nose.

      Frank watched in despair as his wife deep throated a much bigger guy when she wouldn’t do anything for her own husband.

      Rick looked back at Frank as if he could read Frank’s thoughts.  Then, he turned back and looked down at her naked body in front of him, laid out for his enjoyment.

      He rubbed her bare breasts. Then, he pulled out of her to let her catch her breath and he leaned forward and buried his face between her thighs.

      He kissed her thighs before focusing on her dripping cunt. He kissed around it before sticking his tongue in and swirling around. She reached down and spread her lips for him.

      Frank couldn’t believe his wife was doing all these things.  They never did any kind of sixty nine things together. But, he was turned on watching her do it anyway.  He stopped jerking off though because he would shoot his load, and he didn’t want to. Not yet anyway.

      Frank wasn’t sure, but he thought Stephanie had an orgasm from Rick eating her out for a minute, at most. At this point, Frank figured Stephanie had faked the few orgasms she had with him. Most of the time she didn’t even bother faking it.

      After her apparent orgasm, they moved around the bedroom for a few minutes.  To Frank, it almost looked as though they were having an intermission. Or a half-time.

      As much as he dreaded what would happen next, he was excited too. Stephanie was so beautiful and sexy, deep down a part of him wanted to see her fuck this guy, no matter the humiliating circumstances.
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* * *

      They were soon back at it. Stephanie reclined back on the bed with her long legs spread.  Rick joined her and  she guided his cock to her dripping, wet cunt. She rubbed the large mushroom head of his dick in her slick folds before pulling him inside her. She stroked the lower part of his shaft with her hand as he penetrated her.

      Frank was so hard; he started jerking off again.

      She soon turned things over to Rick. He started slow. Her legs were in the air, and he pushed her thighs back, nearly bending her in half.

      Rick looked down as if he were watching his cock slide in and out if her cunt. Relishing his conquest of Frank’s wife.

      Stephanie bit her lower lip watching him fuck her, her tight hole stretching for the large shaft.

      Rick thrust faster and faster, pounding Frank’s wife for all he was worth. Stephanie’s mouth was open in a silent scream.  Her breasts bounced wildly.

      Then, they abruptly switched positions. Rick took Stephanie’s place on his back on the bed. She kneeled between his legs and sucked his wet cock.

      Frank imagined her tasting herself on Rick’s dick.

      After she sucked him clean, she squatted over him, giving Rick a perfect view of her cunt. She steadied herself with one hand on his muscled chest. Her other hand corralled his throbbing cock.

      She got control and positioned it under her. Then, she slowly lowered herself onto his shaft. She slid all the way down, taking every hard inch inside her.

      Then, she bounced on him and watched the greedy smile on Rick’s face as he played with her bouncing tits. Occasionally he would reach around and slap her ass as though she was a domesticated animal.

      Frank stroked himself into a frenzy. His breath was heavy as he watched a man treat his wife like a fuck doll. Humiliating or not, he would explode.

      After a bit of that, Rick helped her spin around on his cock. She was fucking him reverse cowgirl style. Rick’s hands explored Stephanie’s backside as it bounced for his pleasure in his lap.

      Frank’s last cognizant thought before he ejaculated was imagining Rick probing Stephanie’s asshole with a finger while she fucked him. Her asshole was forbidden for Frank to even look at, let alone penetrate.

      Stephanie dismounted, and Rick kneeled up behind her. She was on all fours on the bed. Rick spread her ass wide and plunged his cock deep into her gaping cunt. He pounded her again and again, his pelvis smashing against her ass.

      Rick’s motions started getting erratic. He held Stephanie’s hips and pulled her back onto him. Then, he held her still as he started pumping wildly into her.

      Stephanie turned her head and watched him over her shoulder as he came inside her. Finally, they collapsed together face first on the bed.

      Frank finished playing with himself. He made a mess on the floor that he wouldn’t clean up. All the desire had been drained out of him. Only anger at his humiliation was left.
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* * *

      Frank raced home. Rage and shame burned inside him. His mind tried to conceive a way to confront Stephanie. To let his wife know, that he saw what she had done. What she was.

      But, each time his thoughts drifted to her in the arms of Rick. His anger morphed into an intense desire to see her with another man. His excitement made him angrier, and a vicious cycle was born.

      When he finally got home, he grabbed some whiskey, and drank it down, straight from the bottle. He undressed and began to put on his pajamas. But he stopped himself. He had another plan.

      About an hour of his brooding went by before he heard Stephanie come home. He waited for her in the bedroom.

      “Stephanie,” he said from the dark.

      She jumped at the sound of his voice. “Oh, Frank, you startled me. I didn’t think you’d still be up.”

      He walked up to his wife, completely naked. “I was waiting for you.”

      He pulled her close and kissed her hard on the lips. He thought he could taste Rick on her. He could definitely smell the musty heated aroma of their lovemaking.

      His hard cock pressed against Stephanie’s body. He took her hand and put it on his shaft.

      “Whoa,” she said. “What’s gotten into you?”

      “I found something better than Viagra,” he said.

      “Oh,” said Stephanie. “Okay, I guess.” She tried to pull away from him. “Just let me take a shower.”

      “No,” he said. “Right now.”

      “Um.” She hesitated.

      “Is there a problem?”

      She looked him in the eye for a second before turning away. “No. I just…” Her voice trailed off.

      He pulled the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and the dress dropped to the floor. He reached his hand down the front of her panties.

      “Hey,” she said and tried to push him away.

      “You’re dripping wet,” he said. “You’ve never been this wet before. What a treat.” He thought of her juices mixed with Rick’s.

      Stephanie’s eyes turned to slits as she stared at him. But, she let him pull her panties down. “What a treat,” she repeated without any enthusiasm.

      He guided her to their bed. She flopped down on her back. Frank climbed on top of her eager to begin.

      “Eat my pussy first,” she said, daring him.

      “Not tonight.”

      Stephanie glared at him. “Eat my pussy or we’re done.”

      Husband and wife stared at each other for a long moment. So much was unsaid between them.

      Finally Frank relented. He slid down her body and positioned his face between her spread thighs. He stared at her glistening cunt in the dim light.

      His cock was right here, he thought. He shot his load deep inside her right here. He was sure he could smell Rick on her pussy. There was a trickle of fluid oozing out of her stretched hole.

      Frank was repulsed. And he felt himself get harder.

      Stephanie was impatient. She reached down and pushed her husband’s face into her wet cunt.

      His face was covered with a sticky wetness. Her juices mixed with Rick’s coated his lips and tongue. He tasted the salty metallic mixture and was disgusted. Disgusted by his unfaithful wife. Disgusted by his sick excitement.

      His humiliation grew so much he stopped caring about anything. He pulled away from her pussy and pushed himself up on her.

      He slid his small dick inside her easily. Her cunt was wet and stretched, but he didn’t care. He began pumping inside her as hard as he could while she closed her eyes and let him do it. The room echoed with damp squishy sounds as he fucked his cheating wife.

      He imagined Rick’s massive cock inside Stephanie and felt himself nearing his release. So this was sloppy seconds, he thought as he began to cum.  He imagined Stephanie filled with Rick’s seed, and it made him want to fill her too.

      When he was done, his shrinking cock slipped out of her followed by a stream of white goo. Stephanie got up quickly and tiptoed to the bathroom. She closed and locked the door.

      Frank remained in bed staring at the ceiling. The hum of the shower running was the only sound. He thought of his wife washing the semen of two men out of her. He wished his humiliation could be washed away as easily.
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* * *

      When she was finished with her shower, she opened the bathroom door and stood in the doorway wearing only a towel. “What are you thinking about?” she asked her husband.

      “Us,” he said.

      Stephanie nodded and leaned against the doorway. “Is there something you want to ask me?”

      Frank sighed and looked his beautiful young wife in the eye. “No,” he said at first. Then, he reconsidered and said, “Thank you and I love you.”

      Stephanie nodded again, but she also smiled this time. “I love you too.” She dropped the towel and got into bed with her husband.
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* * *
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* * *
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      Rage swirled inside me every time. No matter where I was or what I was doing. The thought of him. Him touching her. My wife.

      The rage seemed to always be waiting to ambush me. And regardless of how many times it did so, I was never prepared.

      When I stood on the altar, looking down the aisle at her, with everyone we knew crowded into the cathedral with us, I only could think of one thing.

      “Let it go,” he said.

      The spiteful laughter flowed out of me. “Let it go? That’s what I pay you a thousand dollars an hour for? A Disney cartoon platitude?” Standing up, I glared around the therapist’s flashy office with the degrees hanging from the walls boasting of his accomplishments. Accomplishments of what? Just for getting through this or that school?

      Big fucking deal.

      By the time he was studying for midterms, I’d quit Harvard and started my own software company. It was so easy for me. It was accounting software! Fucking math! A child could do it.

      As I paced across the room, I wanted so much to lash out at him. Just punch him in his bearded face and end him. But I didn’t. No matter how much money I made, I was still the little nerdy kid that everyone picked on. Money and success was supposed to be my revenge. But it was so hollow.

      My money no doubt helped me land my trophy wife, Hannah. She wouldn’t have looked twice at me if it were not for my success. She never would have gone to bed with me, that’s for damn sure.

      Unfortunately, I wasn’t her first. She’d been with others before me. Three I was sure about. Plus three others I suspected. None since we met and certainly none since we married. She would never cheat on me and I would never cheat on her. I truly love her and I believe deep inside that she loves me.

      Everyone I knew and plenty who didn’t made it clear that I was a fool to marry her without a prenuptial agreement. Why would I do that? I would reply to them. Why would I trust her with my entire life and not my money?

      By all outward accounts, we lived a perfect life. And we did. Except for one thing that I could never get over. My overwhelming jealousy. Jealous of those who had sex with Hannah before me.

      My jealousy was so great I wanted to kill my therapist just because he knew about her past. He knew about Hannah’s past because I told him and it still enraged me. I wanted to punch him just so he wouldn’t remember it. So he wouldn’t be able to snicker with his friends about my wife behind my back. About how many men had been with her. Before her nerdy little husband.

      “You’ve tried everything else to get past this issue, haven’t you?”

      I glared out the window at the growing city skyline. “Just about.” I said.

      “Have you tried doing the exact opposite?”
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* * *

      Hannah was a beautiful blonde, swimsuit model. She was passed over by Sports Illustrated because of her douchebag photographer. I suspect he came on to Hannah during a topless shoot. When his advances were rejected he took it out on her through the photos. Hannah never told me anything about it. She even insisted I not attend her photo shoots because of my rage issues.

      When I returned home from the therapist, I saw that she had just gotten home from a workout. Even all sweaty, she looked incredible. Her skin tight yoga pants tempted me almost as much as her large rounded breasts in her tank top.

      She lead me through the house as she headed for the shower. For an instant, I thought of her as the Pied Piper. But then I realized he was leading rats. To their death.

      Inside her huge bathroom (it was bigger than our old living room growing up), she lifted the white tank top over her head, exposing her blue sports bra. She glanced at me because she knew I like to watch.

      She unnecessarily pressed her boobs through the bra fabric just for my benefit. Much appreciated. Then she slowly peeled the yoga pants down.

      While I watched her strip for me, I thought about the therapist’s cockamamie plan. Hannah was so beautiful and I loved her so much, but something needed to change. My jealousy was ruining my life.

      Hannah bent over in front of me to take her socks off. Her pretty, perfect ass was divided by her mouth watering and cock stiffening slit.

      That beautiful butt was all mine but the anger started creeping in. Six guys stuck their rock hard dicks inside Hannah. Right there. Right in her tight little cunt.

      I reached out and my fingertips grazed her bare bottom. She spun around and slapped my hand away playfully. “I know you like to watch,” she told me. “Watch me shower and then we’ll play.”

      She smiled at me and the anger melted away. The relief that she was mine felt wonderful after the anger. If only I could keep that feeling going all of the time.

      The therapist was right, nothing had worked. Time to try something new. Even if I was disgusted by the thought of it.
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* * *

      Hannah let the steaming water spray down on her. The rivulets cascaded down her naked body. Down from her shoulders, over and between her full breasts, across her flat tummy and over her mound only to be filtered through her tiny little batch of dark pubic hair.

      She was right. I did like to watch. Watching her was like having my very own Playboy Channel. Standing outside the shower with my pants down, I stroked my hard dick. Of course I never got laid as a teenager. Jerking off to beautiful women was one of my favorite pastimes. Only now I had my very own.
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* * *

      She had barely toweled off when we made it to the bed. Her skin and hair were still damp but she smelled so clean and fresh.

      She laid down on her back, while I got between her legs. Missionary style was my favorite. I could see everything and I was in control.

      Unfortunately, my control wasn’t great.

      I rubbed my cock against her wetness before she reached down and guided me inside her. She hummed with pleasure as I entered her. I started thrusting back and forth and she was so beautiful and I kept pumping and she closed her eyes and moaned and…

      I lost control and came inside her. When I finished pumping my last bit, I collapsed in her arms. Like always she held me close and asked if I was okay. I sure was.

      “Was it good for you?” I asked her, just like always.

      She smiled and nodded while she bit her lower lip. “It was awesome,” she said. “Do you mind if I finish up?”

      “Of course not,” I said taking my cue to get out of her way. “Go ahead. Do your thing.”

      She reached into the drawer on the nightstand and pulled out her new toy.
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* * *

      Even though I was spent, I eagerly watched as Hannah pulled out a massive black cylinder. It was a new one and much bigger than any of the others.

      She grinned at me as she ran it along her body.

      Jesus Christ, I thought. Look at the size of that thing. It looked a goddamn table leg.

      She stroked it against her pussy and clit. Then she closed her eyes and inserted it between her thighs.

      Watching her pleasure herself stirred a desire in me again. My dick was starting to get hard again. It was a pretty remarkable recovery.

      Hannah’s lips were pursed as a light moan escaped. She eased the cylinder back and forth inside her with one hand. She massaged her clit with the fingers of the other hand.

      Deep inside I felt satisfaction in seeing my beautiful wife enjoying such pleasure.

      I began stroking myself. As I looked down at myself. I suddenly felt stupid. My dick looked insignificant. It was ridiculously small compared to her new toy. I was pathetic.

      A burning sensation rose in my face and I recognized it instantly. Shame. Humiliation.

      There I was naked in bed with my gorgeous wife playing with myself while she masturbated. Why couldn’t I pleasure her like that?

      My hard on dissipated in my hand just as quickly as it arrived.

      Hannah was rocking the whole bed as she started ramming herself with the dildo. She was no longer able to contain her moans. They echoed around the bedroom, mocking me.

      A fucking piece of plastic was fucking my wife better than I ever could!

      Her hips bucked as her fingers swirled around her swollen clit. Arching her back, she started encroaching on my side of the bed.

      I felt like I didn’t belong there. Like I was an intruder. In my own bed. With my own wife.

      As she frolicked, I saw the small wet spot on the sheets she left behind. My sad little wet spot. It looked pathetic. Just like me.

      I climbed off the bed and left the room. My wife’s cries of passion continued without me. Like I was never there.
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* * *

      About an hour later, she finally joined me in the kitchen. She was wearing a white robe. Her face had a glow that brightened the whole room. Her long blonde hair was unruly in a just-got-fucked way. She was stunning. Like always.

      But even as she padded over to me and kissed me, I felt the rage building up. But it was even more irrational this time. I thought about the dildo and realized it had gone deeper into Hannah than I ever would.

      I was jealous of a dildo.

      What the fuck was wrong with me?

      “What’s wrong?” Hannah’s eyes were so innocent.

      I hated myself for being mad at her. Why did she have to have sex with those other guys? Why couldn’t she wait for me? Even though she didn’t know me back then, she had to know I was out there in her future somehow.

      “What’s wrong?” She asked again. “Please talk to me.”

      I looked in her beautiful eyes as I felt tears welling in my own. I was going to cry in front of her like a little sissy.

      Her eyes morphed to sadness to match mine as she pulled my head to her chest in a hug.

      Of course, I could never tell her the truth. It was so shameful, I’d be so embarrassed in front of her. But the current situation couldn’t continue.

      As she held me, I was able to avoid her eyes. And I was able to tell her what I wanted to try.
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* * *

      “You want to let other men have sex with me?”

      She was no longer holding me. She was alone on the couch, curled up in her robe holding a throw pillow in front of her. Like a shield. To protect her from me.

      “No,” I said but it sounded hollow even to me.

      “You’re supposed to be my husband. Not my pimp!” Now she was crying.

      I rushed to her side and held her hand. “No sweetie, it’s not like that at all.”

      She looked at me through watery eyes. “Then what is it like?”

      Rarely did I have trouble explaining a concept. That’s how I became so rich. But I struggled to explain why I wanted my wife to sleep with other guys.

      “I want you to feel good. Satisfied, I mean. During sex. I saw you in there and realized that I can’t give you that kind of pleasure.”

      “I don’t care about that,” she said. “I love you And I thought you liked watching me.”

      “I do. I do. I love watching you.”

      Hannah sat silently for a minute or so as her sobs lessened. She looked like she was thinking things over.

      Finally, she reached out and grasped my hand in hers. “You’re the only man I’ve ever loved,” she said with her eyes locked on mine. “I love you and trust you. And I want you to be happy. If you think this is something we should do, then I am okay with it.”

      My heart felt like it was breaking. When she finished speaking, I had to hold her close. She trembled at my touch but she hugged me back. She was putting all her trust in me. I only wished I knew for sure that we were doing the right thing.
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* * *

      Later that night we discussed some of the details. The ground rules, as it were. Number one, she would choose who she slept with. In her mind this reduced some of the “pimpish” qualities of the arrangement. Fine. I had enough trouble with women. I’d probably be even worse at picking men for sex.

      Number two, I would always be present during the…encounter. Through the whole thing. From the initial meeting through the…consummation.

      This one really bugged me. Already, I had trouble dealing  with her past liaisons. How the hell was I going to react when one was occurring right in front of me?

      Number three, anything goes as far as the sex was concerned. If Hannah was okay engaging in some act in the heat of the moment, it was her prerogative.

      Number four, there would be no complaints from me. As far as Hannah was concerned, this whole thing was my idea and I had to deal with the consequences, “Like a man,” she said. I found that to be ironic, since my inability to pleasure my wife like a man was part of the problem.

      There were a number of other issues that we left unaddressed. This was obviously new territory for both of us. And we were uncomfortable consulting anyone else about our plan (Hannah was unaware that it was suggested by my therapist).

      In every other facet of my life, I scrutinized the data and reviewed my options before making a decision. And as a result, I had very few regrets. Since I wasn’t able to properly do that in this instance, it scared the hell out of me. I was taking a huge risk and I hoped I wouldn’t regret it.
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* * *

      My anxiety grew as the first “encounter” approached. Hannah handled all the details.  And she refused to divulge any of them to me. I had to give her credit, she really knows who she is married to.

      But when she walked out of our bedroom in a new, dark red cocktail dress that clung to her incredible body in all the right places, I nearly called the whole thing off.

      She twirled in front of me like we were going on our own date. Unfortunately, I was just going to hand her off to some lucky stranger. I wanted to rip the dress off her and throw her on the bed. Let me enjoy her first and let the other guy have the sloppy seconds.

      The red (“Scarlett” according to Hannah) dress was made of some fabric that was nearly as smooth as Hannah’s skin. The dress highlighted her lack of a bra. And it sure didn’t look like she had panties on either.

      We climbed in the car downstairs and the driver took off, apparently already aware of the destination. Even the driver knew more than me. He was a big handsome guy and for a minute I entertained the thought that he was Hannah’s date(?). But he drove us to The Chateau Hotel downtown and dropped us off.

      Hannah led the way and I followed her into the hotel bar off the main lobby. We sat at the end of the crowded bar. My eyes darted around the room afraid that any guy there might be the one who would be fucking my wife, shortly.

      One problem with sitting at the end of the bar was that it was near the men’s room. So for every guy that came past us and stared or smiled at Hannah, I imagined him thrusting his cock into Hannah. The images pained me but also made me hard. How fucked up am I?

      I caught our reflection in the mirror behind the bar. Hannah was by far the most beautiful woman in there. Too bad she was sitting with a guy who looked for all the world like he had just been sentenced to the electric chair.

      “Are you sure you want to do this?”

      My eyes met Hannah’s and I wanted to say, “No,” so badly. But I couldn’t, the status quo was making me miserable. So I said, “Yes.”

      The rational part of my brain, that was still working, advised me that I wasn’t risking all that much. She’s already been with three, or six, other guys. Figure each guy had a nine inch cock — that’s 4.5 feet of other guys’ cocks inside my wife. 1.5 yards of cock. What’s one more?

      My self pity and self hatred was ratcheting up when I became aware of his presence. It was weird. Like I sensed him approaching.

      He was the tallest guy in the place. 6’5” easy, dwarfing me. He had longer hair that looked unruly in a staged way. Just like his unshaven face. He even wore jeans and a tee shirt that showed off his abs and whatever the hell muscles were in his upper arms. And he was handsome too, which fucking killed me. It was like he was responding to a Hollywood casting call for a rugged good looking bad boy.

      Just watching him scan the room for my wife, pissed me off. This was a guy that could get any woman in the world. Why did he have to show up for mine?

      Hannah invited him!

      Hannah saw him too. She looked past me to him and gave him a wave. She crossed and uncrossed her legs. She was squirming at just the sight of him. I was sure that she was wet with excitement too.

      “Hey,” he said as he stepped up to my wife. “You must be Hannah.”

      Hannah remained seated. He and Hannah both looked at me as I stood up and was only a few inches shorter than him. Then I stepped off the rung on my barstool. Like a damn fool, I looked up at him like a little kid looking up at his father.

      Hannah stood up and introduced herself, but not me. Just as well. He knew I was her husband. It was easy to tell from the sneer of contempt he showed me. It was clear he had zero respect for me, a guy who couldn’t satisfy his own wife. And who was going to tag along to watch an expert do it for him.

      They shook hands. His massive paw enveloped hers. I hoped there was no correlation between the size of his hand and the size of his dick.

      His name was Derek. Hannah asked if he wanted a drink but he said no. It felt so uncomfortable with the three of us standing there, I was sure someone would just say they wanted to forget the whole thing. But no one did.

      “So are you ready?” Asked Derek, like he had somewhere better to be.

      Hannah looked at me as she nodded. “I think so,” she said. She pulled a hotel key card out of her purse. “Let’s go upstairs.”

      They walked together like a couple. I followed behind like a creepy third wheel. Even from behind I saw how other people looked at them as we passed the hotel lobby. They looked like they belonged together. I wanted to scream out, “She’s my wife! She’s only going to fuck this guy but I’m the one married to her!”

      We entered a waiting elevator and were about to go up when an elderly guy stopped the doors from closing and stepped in with us. He apologized as he gazed at Hannah. He must have liked what he saw. The old pervert was clearly eye fucking her. It made me angry for a second. Then I remembered I was escorting another guy up to fuck her for real.
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* * *

      We got off on the fourteenth floor, which was really the unlucky thirteenth, but nobody wanted to acknowledge it.

      The room was nice but I entered it with trepidation. There was a gigantic king sized bed in the center of the room. And a chair in the far corner by the window for the pathetic husband to sit and watch another guy use his wife as a fuck doll.

      “So,” said Hannah. Her voice seemed a little shaky. But she was excited too. She grabbed my hand and pulled me close. “Last chance,” she whispered.

      She looked me in the eye and I could tell she wanted to do it. How could I tell her no after dragging her that far? My opportunity to say no had long since passed.

      I kissed her hard on the lips. My best effort. When it was done, I said, “Don’t forget me.”

      “Of course not,” she said. She gestured to the chair. “Watch me from there. And enjoy it.”

      She kissed me and escorted me to my seat. The show was about to begin.
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* * *

      Hannah left me behind and walked over to Derek. She kissed him on the lips and slipped the straps of her dress off of her shoulders. Then she tugged on the dress and her big soft breasts popped out. She pulled his head to her chest and he began kissing and fondling her. Her licked and sucked on her hard nipples even as he had two huge greedy handfuls.

      And already I was hard as a rock. Rage and desire and humiliation twisted all around inside me. I was afraid he was hurting her by squeezing her tits so hard but Hannah didn’t seem to mind at all. Her eyes were closed and her head was thrown back but her hands were around Derek’s head pulling him into her chest.

      She stood back up and let her dress fall to her feet. She stood before him in her little red thong panties and black pumps. He leaned forward and kissed her stomach. She ran her hands through his thick muffled hair. His giant hands soon found their way to my wife’s smooth ass. He squeezed her buttocks and pulled them apart far enough that I could see Hannah’s puckered asshole beyond the thong.

      His mouth moved down between her legs kissing the panties covering her pussy. He hooked a finger on each side of her panties and pulled them down. The red panties hung up a little between her thighs and she spread her legs a little farther to release them. That allowed him to slip his tongue against her cunt. He rubbed it with his hand and felt her wetness. She stepped out of the panties that had fallen to her ankles.

      So there was Hannah my wife completely naked with another man. His fingers and tongue ran wild between her thighs, tasting her sweet juices.

      He laughed as she pulled his white t-shirt over his head. Then her hands dropped to the bulge in his jeans. She stroked the outline of his hard cock in his pants. It seemed huge to me and all I thought of was her huge dildo at home.

      If his cock is as large as that fucking thing, I’m jumping out the goddamn window, I thought.

      She continued to rub it through the fabric of his jeans. Then she kissed him again before turning her attention to undoing his pants. He helped her by unbuttoning them. She then unzipped his fly and pulled his pants down. His boxer briefs strained to contain his huge erection.

      This was it, I thought. My last chance before his cock actually comes out and goes in her mouth. We can leave right now and just pretend this never happened. I can still stop this…

      Hannah pulled his underwear down and his giant cock sprung free. She dropped to her knees on the floor in front of him and leaned in to kiss the side of his cock. She went slowly. At first. Or maybe I was just seeing it in slow motion.

      Then she took the head in her mouth and glanced up at him. I collapsed back in my seat, crushed. She really did it. She was really sucking another guy’s cock.

      Derek closed his eyes as her lips went all the way down his shaft. His long cock had to have entered her throat but she didn’t gag. His huge hands were on her shoulders as her pretty blonde head bobbed up and down. Derek moaned and I saw that Hannah was cupping his balls in her hand. And then she moved her mouth to them and sucked them too.

      It hurt watching my wife suck this man’s cock. Even though I was hard, I didn’t like it at all. It was much too personal. His dick was in her face. The face that I saw every day. And kissed every day. I should have at least banned blow jobs.

      Suddenly, Derek pushed her head away and helped Hannah to her feet. Hannah looked down and wiped the saliva from her lips.

      Naked and without Hannah wearing her pumps, he towered over her. His hard cock looked to be nearly the size of her forearm. I was suddenly afraid he was going to hurt her.

      He lifted Hannah with relative ease. For a moment, I thought he was going to lower her down onto his cock and fuck her standing there in the middle of the room.

      And then he started doing just that.

      Hannah spread her legs and wrapped them around him. He lowered her down onto his stiff cock. She was really wet and his cock slid easily into her. Halfway down at first then all the way.

      Wow, I thought. I was actually admiring how this giant fucked my wife. My own dick was so hard watching it, I couldn’t take it any more. I opened my pants and pulled down my underwear and started stroking my own cock. As humiliating as it was to be masturbating in the corner as another man used my wife for his own pleasure, I had to do it.

      He lifted her up and down. Hannah whimpered as he penetrated her. Her head rested against his chest as every inch of him entered her.

      Then he raised and lowered her one final time. She slid all the way down his shaft with her mouth open in a silent scream. Then he started walking with her to the bed. Hannah’s arms wrapped around his powerful neck as he stepped and he gently lowered her back onto the bed.

      My own cock throbbed as I watched him do something I’d never be able to do with Hannah. I was so humiliated, I must have sobbed or something, because Derek looked over at me even as he was balls deep in my wife.

      He must have seen me, the pathetic sissy wimp of a husband who jerks off in a chair not five feet from his wife and her lover. The scorn and derision in his face mocked me. He would reach deeper inside Hannah than I ever would and we both knew it.

      After belittling me with his gaze, he turned his attention to back to my wife. Now that Hannah was on her back safely on the bed he pulled his long cock out. As he withdrew it, it seemed to go on and on forever. I was reminded of a sword swallower I saw at a carnival when I was a kid. Only now a guy was pulling his giant meat sword out of my wife.

      Derek surprised me and Hannah when went down on his knees and put his face between her spread thighs. She cried out when his tongue went inside her. She moaned and he pulled it out. He began to lick and suck on her clit. He would lick for several seconds and then his lips would purse into a suck for several more. Hannah’s entire body twitched. He was like a puppeteer pulling her strings.

      I knew she couldn’t take much more. She held his head as her hips bucked. He reached up and pinched her erect nipples. She shuddered for what seemed like an hour and I was pretty sure she experienced the greatest orgasm she ever had.

      But he wasn’t finished with my wife yet.

      He stood up and slid his cock back inside her. Hannah was spent but he rammed it inside her again and again. Everything he had. As if he were determined to pound her right into the bed.

      On and on he went, plunging himself into her time and again. Then seemingly out of nowhere, he started breathing hard and his body began to shake. He shuddered and had trouble keeping his rhythm. I expected him to pull out and cover my wife in his cum.

      But that didn’t happen. Instead he continued to pump inside Hannah. I felt myself go numb as I watched this big man pump every drop of his seed deep inside Hannah.

      At that point I could only assume, Derek came inside Hannah at her direction. I wasn’t sure why it bothered me after everything else he did to her. All I knew was that it just did.

      When he was finished fucking my wife, he pulled his long shaft out of her, making sure every drop  of his stayed inside her.

      He stepped away from the bed and right in front of me. His massive swollen cock was still hard and it was directly at my eye level. I don’t know why he stood there like that except to humiliate me further. His cock glistened with my wife’s juices coating every inch.

      He sneered down at me as if he were challenging me to do something about it. All I could do was look away in shame.

      Derek got dressed and left without a word, leaving me and Hannah to clean up the mess.
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* * *

      Hannah was still spread naked on the bed.  She hadn’t moved since Derek pulled out of her. If she weren’t breathing I would have thought he killed her there.

      Seeing her there and thinking of what Derek had just done with her gave me such a hard on. I looked down at Hannah’s normally pretty pussy. Her perfect porcelain skin had blotches of red where Derek had been too forceful, especially her breasts and inner thighs. But it was her cunt that most attracted my attention.

      Her cunt was still gaping open from Derek’s massive shaft. It looked like he stretched her way beyond anything she had before. Also a steady stream of Derek’s cum oozed out of her.

      It was gross. Disgusting. But something inside me kept churning. It was exciting to me and I had no idea why.

      I climbed into position between Hannah’s spread legs. The aroma of sex and sweaty bodies seemed oddly out of place. Unnatural to me. Those scents were normally present after my participation, not before.

      I rubbed the tip of my cock against Hannah’s dripping cunt. I tried to block out the thought of another man’s cum dripping out of my wife but I couldn’t. It made me even hotter.

      I plunged my cock into her gaping hole. She felt so lose to me. The tight canal that I’d come to know had been stretched way beyond anything I could do. But it still felt great.

      I thrust in and out of Hannah as fast as I could. Her breasts rocked back and forth wildly. But she wasn’t even looking at me. Her face was pointed at the ceiling. And her eyes might have been closed.

      All too soon, I felt my release approach. I tried to delay it but couldn’t. I started pumping my load into her.

      Normally I would have collapsed into her arms. But I didn’t this time. She didn’t acknowledge me when I finished. No “Are you okay?” Or “How was that?”

      Panic filled me. She was unconscious! The thought that the rough fuck by Derek had actually killed her, frightened me beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

      I pulled out of her and scrambled to her side. I pressed my fingers to her throat and felt a pulse. She was alive. I sighed in relief.

      Her eyes fluttered open and I realized what happened. She had fallen asleep. While I was fucking her!

      “Hey,” she said. She blinked and looked around. Then she must have realized what happened. “Sorry.”

      “It’s okay,” I said. But it wasn’t. Not even close.

      She sat up slowly. “Uh. I’m so sore,” she said.

      I rolled my eyes behind her back.

      She stood up and was shaky on her feet. “I need to use the bathroom.” Her steps looked awkward. She was either really sore or just had two loads of semen dripping out of her and didn’t want them oozing down her thighs. Probably a little of both.

      When she closed the bathroom door, I stared at the bed. Right below where her butt was on the bed was a huge glob of cum. The sight of it humiliated me. My cum and another guy’s mixed together. And dripping out of my wife’s cunt.

      With a handful of tissues, I tried to wipe it up. The sticky liquid got all over my fingers and I shuddered. It was so nasty I wanted to cut my hand off rather than wash it.

      The shower was on when I opened the bathroom door. I could see the obscured figure of my wife behind the translucent glass. I scrubbed my hand in the sink with a new bar of soap and scalding hot water.

      “Hey,” called Hannah. “Get in here.”

      Looking at my reflection in the rapidly fogging mirror, I tried to push the bad feelings down. Letting another man fuck my wife, while I watched, and cleaning up his cum after he was done with her was the most humiliating thing that had ever happened to me. I was pathetic.

      Hannah stuck her head out. She had a big smile on her face and she waved me over to her. Her wet arms surrounded me and pulled me into her warm, wet naked body.

      She dragged me under the hot water and kissed me. “I love you, you know.” She took a bar of soap and started lathering my body. “And I hope you got what you wanted out of it.”

      Her hands roamed down to my dick and balls. Her soapy fingers massaged all around and I started getting hard again. “And if nothing else, just know that I would do anything for you.”

      At that moment, alone with my beautiful loving wife in the shower, I finally felt better. Lighter. A weight had been lifted off my shoulders. All the humiliation was gone, at least temporarily. I knew it would return at some point, but I was happy. For now.
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      One of the reasons I became a college professor was my love for the energy and excitement young people have. Heck, I loved it so much I married one of my former students.

      Two years ago, we got married. Madison was twenty-four, sixteen years younger than I was. She was a former cheerleader and very athletic. Her body was tight and perfect, and I could barely keep up with her.

      Sometimes I couldn’t keep up with her at all though.

      It had been a relatively long time since we had been intimate. Like most couples we started out hot and heavy and gradually over time things had calmed down. But things had gotten extremely calm lately, almost nonexistent, and I couldn’t even remember the last time we had sex.

      The whole winter it seemed as though the most exciting thing we did was go to the school’s basketball games. Fortunately, the team was very good and made it into the big season-ending tournament in March. Madness they called it.

      Watching basketball was fun and all but Madison was really into it. She knew each player by name. For months, I just assumed she was just reliving her college cheerleading days as we watched. But then something happened after one close game.

      It was a bitterly cold night, and a blizzard was expected to drop over a foot of snow on the campus overnight. Classes were already canceled for the next day, and there was a real exciting feel to the air in the arena.

      When our team finally won the game in overtime, many of the students rushed the court to celebrate. I figured Madison would want to hang around and soak it all in for awhile. But I was way off.

      She wanted to leave immediately.

      So Madison dragged me by the hand up the stairs through the crowd and out into the cold night air. We practically ran home while the snow flurries fell from the sky around us.

      My lungs screamed for air as we reached the front step of our townhouse. With my hands on my knees, I gasped for breath. “What are we doing?”

      Madison grabbed my hand and tugged me up the stairs. “I want you to ravage me.”

      Ravage?

      I was good at a lot of things. But “ravaging” someone wasn’t one of them.

      Suddenly we were in our bedroom and Madison quickly stripped out of her clothes. She was wearing sexy lingerie underneath. That told me she had planned this all along.

      All of a sudden, Madison bit her lower lip and eyed me like a wild animal ready for a meal. She pounced on me and threw me down on the bed. She started tearing at my jacket and tie and then she ripped off my pants. My good pants!

      It was pretty clear to me that she was excited, and so was I. But there was one small problem. I wasn’t getting hard.

      Madison frowned when she yanked my boxers down. My limp little pecker was obviously not what she was expecting to see. She started to pull and tug on it, but it seemed lifeless between her fingers. Almost as if it fainted.

      Madison shook her head like she couldn’t understand what the problem was. She seemed confused. Like how could this be happening?

      I closed my eyes and willed myself to stiffen, but it was no use.

      Madison sighed and seemed to regroup. She furiously stroked me, but there wasn’t much for her to grab on to. My entire dick disappeared in her grip.

      I was so embarrassed. I’d long since accepted the fact that I wasn’t well endowed. But this particular problem had never occurred before. So not only did I have a tiny dick, but I also couldn’t even get it up when my beautiful young cheerleader wife played with it.

      As a last ditch effort, Madison pulled my limpness into her mouth and sucked. I looked down and watched as her lips slid over my  soft member. The warm wetness of her mouth felt so good. She even played with my balls.

      But even that didn’t work. It never got more than semi hard.

      “I’m really sorry, baby,” I said. “It must be the stress from work. Or the cold.”

      Madison finally gave up and rested her head on my chest. Her disappointment was evident. What was she supposed to feel? Her own husband didn’t seem to have much desire for her.

      How long had it really been since we last had sex? I just stared up at the ceiling in the dark, wondering what we should do next.

      “Are you still attracted to me?” Madison asked.

      “Of course, honey. Why would you ask me that?” I stroked her long silky hair.

      “Because we haven’t had sex in so long.”

      “Has it been that long?”

      “Yes, it has.”

      “I guess you’re right. It has been a long time.” My mind raced for a solution, but nothing came to me. “What should we do?”
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* * *

      It just so happened that Madison had a suggestion of her own. It shocked me when she first mentioned it. I was so angry and upset that I couldn’t even talk about it for nearly a week. I avoided Madison every chance I could during that time. It was lonely, but it gave me time to think things through. To think about what I really wanted.

      And then it became clear to me.

      What I wanted most in the world was to make my wife, the woman I love more than anything, happy. It made things pretty simple.
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* * *

      Pacing around our living room in front of the couch and the big picture window, I felt sick to my stomach. I coughed several times. They were those deep coughs that you get right before you throw up. In fact twice I had to make a run for the bathroom because I thought I really was going to vomit. But nothing came. Just dry heaves. From my nerves.

      This was such a bad idea that I couldn’t believe I actually agreed to it. Come to think of it, I didn’t verbally agree to it. I just sat silently in our dark bedroom when Madison told me what she wanted to do.

      It was so ghastly I couldn’t respond. So she took my silence as consent. I was too ashamed and too much of a wimp to stand up to my own wife.

      Pussy.

      You’re a pussy. I remember hearing those words when I was growing up. The bigger kid next door bullied me for years. Finally, I went crying to my dad. I told him what was going on. He told me to go punch the bully in the mouth.

      I told him I couldn’t do that.

      “You’re a pussy,” my father said to me. Of all the things he said to me over the years, that’s what I remember the most.

      I stopped pacing when I heard a group of voices outside. I stepped behind the couch and peeked through the shades out the window. Just like I did as a kid when I looked out for the bully next door neighbor.

      Madison walked up the stairs to the townhouse trailed by a pack of giant guys with hoodies and broad shoulders. Their voices were deep and guttural. Even without actually seeing them, I knew they were black. And since there were very few African American students at our expensive private university, I knew they were members of the school basketball team.

      She stopped on the top step and turned back to the gang. Even standing on the top step she wasn’t as tall as they were. She smiled, flirted, petted, whipped the hair out of her face and smoothed it behind her ear.

      All the things she used to do when she saw me.

      Madison tried to get them all to shush before she invited them inside. The men’s voices were loud and playful. And horny. The giddiness of a group of college guys about to get laid.

      For a second, I wondered how she approached them about this opportunity. “Hey, guys! After practice do you want to come back to my house and gangbang me? My professor husband won’t mind at all!”

      I wanted to hide when the front door opened, but I was too scared to move. So I ended up just standing there behind the curtain as my wife led a group of huge basketball players up the stairs to our bedroom.

      As the players walked by, I recognized a few of their faces. Fortunately, I never had any of them in my classes. That would have been too much to take. I made a note to myself to make sure none of these guys took any of my classes in the future. There was just no way I’d be able to get through a lecture while looking out and knowing that one of the students had been with my wife. Saw her naked. Touched her body. Her breasts and ass and pussy. Stuck his massive black cock deeper inside her than I ever would.

      Anger rose inside me even as I thought about it.

      But there was something else too. Pain. A painful ache as my rock hard cock strained in my pants.

      Visions of my wife being fucked by another man, a big black man, a group of big black men, turned me on like nothing else. What a pathetic disgrace I was. I wasn’t a man. I was a pussy. Just like Dad said.

      As the last of the team disappeared upstairs, I slunk up behind them. I didn’t want to miss a thing.

      Inside our large master bedroom, Madison took off her shirt, undid her bra, stepped out of her pants, and kicked off her socks. Her body was amazing. She was the center of attention. The pack of men, sweaty and swarming, circled around surrounding her.

      I realized something that I should have picked up on years ago. My wife loved being the center of attention. That’s why she loved being a cheerleader. That’s why she loved going to the games. She was an attention junkie.

      It must have killed her to be stuck with a boring old guy like me. The final straw must have been when I couldn’t even get it up after she sucked my dick.

      Already I could tell that none of the guys watching her now had that problem.

      Some of them were already naked. I couldn’t help but gaze at their huge dangling hard and semi hard cocks. Even semi-hard they were at least twice the size of mine when I was fully erect. Jesus, one looked nearly as big as Madison’s forearm.

      Others were still undressing, taking off their practice uniforms and sweatpants. They had come straight from the gym, from practice. Their arms and legs were probably tired from shooting and dribbling and diving for loose balls.

      Loose balls. Not only did these young black studs have the stereotypical huge black dicks, but they also had balls that hung down like bulls at the county fair.

      And each one of these lucky bastards was going to get a shot at my wife.

      One of them opened our bathroom door and started the shower. He was already naked, and he stepped into the shower, but he was so tall he couldn’t even fit under the shower head.

      When he was done, he got out and toweled off. But he left the water running and another one climbed in. With the steam and the naked black men milling around, they turned my master suite into a locker room.

      I thought about them using our shower. It was the shower where I used to watch the water cascade down Madison’s firm backside. Where we used to lather each other’s hair, and she used to run her fingers along my chest and I squeezed her perky rounded tits, sucked and licked her hard pink nipples.

      The first guy strolled out of the bathroom with his chest gleaming and a towel wrapped around his waist. He had a chiseled, tattooed chest and arms. He looked so confident as he stepped across my bedroom to my nearly naked wife. Like he owned the place instead of me!

      He stood in front of Madison and let the towel drop to his feet. The massive table leg of a cock bounced to attention between his powerful thighs. He sure wasn’t shy being naked in front of all of us. He didn’t have to be.

      Madison’s eyes widened, and she gasped as she saw the enormity of him. Madison had been with a few guys before we started dating, but I doubt any of the ones I knew about we hung like this guy. Or any of his teammates.

      He grinned as if that was the exact reaction he expected from my pretty little white wife. With a quick swipe of his hands like he was stealing a basketball on the court, he swatted Madison’s unhooked bra off her. The straps and cups spiraled across the room and skid to a stop at my feet.

      I picked it up and looked up just in time to watch as several sets of hands reached, grabbed, clutched, and finally tossed Madison onto our queen sized bed. They threw her onto the satin sheets where we used to fuck and squirm and trade breathless morning kisses. Before I took my beautiful Madison for granted.

      I watched as large black hands descended on my wife’s fair skin. Madison looked up at them. Her wide eyes gave her an innocent look that I loved. She was biting her lower lip again as different guys cupped her bare breasts. They fondled and squeezed them like she was a piece of meat.

      Then Madison’s eyes darted to mine. She smiled and nodded at me.

      My eyes locked on hers, and I found myself nodding back. It was like she hypnotized me. I didn’t want this to happen. I didn’t want all these big black athletes to gangbang my beautiful young wife. Yet there I was giving my wife the okay. Go ahead, let the whole basketball team fuck you senseless on our bed.

      But right then, I slid into the big comfy chair in the corner. The chair I would sit in and read while Madison fell asleep every night. Only this time my belt was unbuckled, and my pants and boxers were pulled down to my knees. And my shamefully small but stiff cock was in my hand.

      On the bright side, I found a cure to my impotence or ED, erectile dysfunction if you’re scoring at home. All it takes to get me hard is a team full of elite athletes screwing my wife. Maybe I could get my doctor to write a prescription for a basketball team.

      It was around our first anniversary when Madison and I accidentally stumbled into this sexual discovery when we were watching porn on my iPad together one night. That night we watched a video of a cheerleader fucking five basketball players in a locker room. Ever since we’d joke about it. But I should have realized there was a nugget of truth behind the joke. For Madison, of course, but if I were being honest, it turned me on too. I just never imagined it was a fantasy we would experience first hand.

      At least until that fateful night when I couldn’t get it up.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I tried to push the negative thoughts out of my mind, at least for the moment. Whether I liked it or not, Madison was going to fuck these guys, so I might as well sit back and enjoy watching it happen.

      The last member of the team came out of the steam filled master bathroom. Like the others, he was tall and lean, and his dark skin glistened with moisture.

      As he stepped from the bathroom, he glanced over at me and sneered. He was the first one to acknowledge my presence in the room.

      I must have looked pathetic to him, huddled in the corner of my own bedroom with my pants around my ankles. The nerdy, white professor was playing with his tiny dick while he watched five big black studs fuck the shit out of his pretty little wife.

      Suddenly, he yanked the towel from his waist. His long semi hard cock dangled between his muscular thighs. My eyes were drawn to it. I couldn’t help myself. I wasn’t gay, but I was morbidly curious. I had to see what was going deep into my wife’s cunt.

      Just as I was noticing that his cock was darker than the rest of his skin, he must have caught me staring.

      He turned and whipped the wet towel right at me. It caught me right in the face. For a brief but brutal moment, I inhaled his musky, sweaty, ballplayer scent only slightly masked by my Irish Spring soap.

      Disgusted, I pulled the towel away from my face and noticed something in my mouth. I knew what it was the second I felt it. I stuck out my tongue and pulled a long coarse, curly pubic hair away from my lips.

      The basketball player laughed at me, and I was humiliated again.

      I slumped back into my chair and turned my attention back to Madison on the bed. They had already started using her body for their own pleasure. My beautiful wife.

      Monstrously large black hands were everywhere grasping and clawing at her bared flesh. There was so much going on that it took a few seconds for me to realize that she was already on top of one of them.

      Madison was basically sitting backward on the guy’s lap. His foot long dick was standing erect between her thighs. It was angled back against her, the shaft leaning against her glistening wet pussy. His huge hands cupped her ample breasts from behind.

      A sickening feeling rose inside me. The bile of hatred and jealousy swelled up through my chest. Who were these guys to just walk into my house and have their way with my wife? It wasn’t fair. They could have any other women, so why should they take mine.

      But I was hard as a rock too, and one look at Madison’s face told me she was in heaven. This was her biggest taboo fantasy come to life. She had a wide smile across her face. At least she did until the first massive ebony cock punched through her eager, pink lips. Her face was filled as her cheek expanded with the engorged head.

      I averted my eyes, but they just darted down between her legs. Madison’s hand looked petite and delicate as she stroked the lengthy monster cock against her dripping pussy lips. Then a massive hand covered hers, and together they guided the huge mushroom head into her tiny opening. I watched in horror as the monster plowed into her.

      Madison spit out the other cock and cried out in pain. A trail of her saliva crossed her cheek following the other dick. She turned her head away only to have another cock right in her face.

      And so it began. The school basketball team gangbang of my wife. Maybe they’d make it an annual event.

      So there was one long muscular black body under her, two behind, and two in front. There were long cocks of various girth and angles and shapes. Each one of them was stiff and jabbing greedily at her, demanding her attention. After a few minutes, they were all wet with her juices and saliva. In out in out with wet sucking sounds. Sucks and thrusts and smacks and more thrusts.

      They took turns in her mouth and again in her cunt. It was like a team drill at practice, and I wondered how many other pretty white college girls had been ravaged by this group before.

      Madison had another mouthful of cock. But this time two black hands held her head still as the giant ballplayer thrust into her face. His dick was so big Madison gagged as he fucked her reddening face.

      Madison’s fingers clawed into a thick brown bicep. The hands let go of her hair. Then another hand jerked her head back, and she screamed.

      I wanted to step in and stop it. I was her husband, and I couldn’t stand it anymore. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. Fear and shame overwhelmed me. I wasn’t man enough to intervene. All I could do was watch as they used my wife as a fuck doll.

      Then I realized Madison didn’t want to stop anything. Somehow she was on her back with her legs spread. Another guy was plowing into her with everything he had. Her thighs jiggled, and her body rocked with each powerful thrust.

      The image was so vivid in my mind. His big black balls bounced against her puckered asshole each time he slammed into her. But the other end concerned me more. With his cock buried balls deep inside my wife, he kissed her hard on the lips. To my jealous eye, it looked like a real passionate kiss and not just a throwaway one.

      Madison was grinding her hips into him. As she gyrated back and forth, her breathing became ragged. She clutched him close as her orgasm overcame her. She screamed out and bucked her hips as he continued to fuck her hard.

      Her climax seemed to excite the entire team.

      As I watched, all the dark skinned guys blurred together. They were one sweaty, swarming black mass—a hard, wet, glistening black mass. With a flash of Madison’s pale skin now and then.

      And that was when the first guy came inside her. He kept pumping wildly into her, filling her deeply with his seed.

      He pulled out of her and was replaced by another pulsing cock.

      Madison was spread wide on the bed as the second guy fucked her violently. Madison’s bare breasts bounced in crazy circles as he pounded her again and again. Then he too exploded deep inside her.

      Another guy straddled Madison’s head and lowered his ball sack onto my wife’s face. He dragged his sack over her nose until she sucked a ball between her lips. He pulled her hand to his cock, and he helped her stroke him.

      Just as he was about to cum he pulled back and shot his load into Madison’s face. The thick whitish fluid splattered on her cheek and across her nose. At first Madison’s lips were pursed but he reached down and eased her mouth open just in time for another spurt to splash on her tongue. She swallowed involuntarily and giggled.

      Several players switched positions around Madison. A hand tugged her hair. Her neck jerked back. She bit her bottom lip, stared with wide open eyes and dilated pupils. And yet another massive cock filled her. Big muscular, athletic legs and thighs pounded and pounded.

      “Ahhhhhhh.” I wasn’t even sure who made the sound. The slapping of their bodies echoed around the room. The savage force frightened me a little. How could he not be hurting her?

      But her hands weren’t pushing him away. They were clutching his lean buttocks begging him for more.

      The pumping and thrusting gradually slowed down. One guy gave his last dying thrusts. He grunted, closed his eyes, contorted his face. His body twitched, then he fell on top of her. A hand tapped him on the shoulder. Someone else wanted in.

      “My turn, man.”

      No sooner did one pull out, another took his place.

      Another two guys finished fucking Madison missionary style, which was always Madison’s favorite. I was pretty sure one or both of them was fucking her for the second time, but I’d lost track. They both came deep inside Madison’s gaping cunt.

      The whole time I stroked my own pathetic little dick in the corner while I watched them use my wife for their pleasure. Large spent black bodies sprawled all over our bedroom. And my panting naked Madison was right in the center of it all.

      What have we done? How did we get here?

      But I couldn’t deceive myself. I knew exactly how we got there.

      It’s what we both wanted for so long. It’s exactly what we had fantasized about. When we watched porn together, it was always the same. Every time. A cuckold video. With the same characters every time. A group of big, black bulls ravishing a sexy, slutty, cock hungry white woman.

      We were fascinated by the contrasts in skin tone. We were seduced by the taboo, the forbidden, the undeniable feeling of transgression that oozed from those scenes.

      And I craved watching the submissive white husband looking on, taking in the whole sordid spectacle with wide eyes and a hard cock in his hand. Shamed and humiliated as his wife was taken right in front of him. I took perverse pleasure in my own sense of superiority over that pathetic husband in every video. How could he let them do that to his wife?

      But my favorite part was always the cleanup at the end. The husband being called over to eat all that black seed out of his wife’s dripping pussy. The ultimate humiliation. They made the mess in his wife; then they make him clean it up. Force him to taste every one of them mixed with the excited juices of the woman he loved.

      Suddenly I snapped out of my daze.

      One of the big black bulls in my own bed waved for me to come over.

      I looked around like I wasn’t sure who he was waving over. “Me?”

      “Yeah, man,” he snickered. “Come over here and get some of this.”

      I swallowed hard and stepped tentatively forward.

      “Look at her, man,” he said to me. “Why would you ever share that?”

      I looked at Madison as I thought of an answer. I wouldn’t share her, I thought. But I wasn’t the one making the decision. Madison did whatever she wanted whether I liked it or not.

      Amy wiped beads of perspiration from her forehead and cheeks. Her skin had a sheen of moisture. Sweaty hair was matted to her face. She smoothed it behind an ear. “Hold on,” she said. She looked at me, then to the circle of guys. She pointed towards me. “I want him to lick it out,” she said.

      “Damn. This bitch is freaky,” one of them said. They all laughed wildly. Everyone but Madison and I.

      “Nasty.”

      It was nasty, but I still couldn’t wait to get in there. Part of me was so ashamed by everything that happened but even more so by this. This disgusting act I was about to do turned me on more than anything. My cock felt like it was going to explode. There was no way I’d be able to hold back much longer. It was so damn sensitive and hard, it hurt.

      They all backed away and cleared a path for me. It was such a weird moment to be in the center naked with Madison beckoning me. As I drew close to Madison, I realized they were all hard and getting harder.

      Madison was smiling at me in that special way. That smile told me everything I needed to know. No matter how many big black bulls plowed their cocks into her, she still loved me.

      She looked like a mess, a hot mess, lying on her back. She wiped cum off her chest, off her lips and cheeks. She rubbed it into the bed sheets. She dragged a pillow under her head and spread her legs for me and closed her eyes. Then she slid her hand down her chest and between her thighs and started rubbing her clit.

      “Come on, man. Get in there.”

      “Yeah, man. Eat that shit.”

      She opened her eyes and grinned at me. A final nod told me it’s what she wanted. I climbed on the bed between her legs. As I moved closer, I saw the river of cum oozing out of her stretched cunt. And I chickened out.

      I grabbed my dick and began angling it into her.

      “No,” she said. Her tone was demanding and angry. She pushed my cock away with her hand. She kicked her heel into my thigh. “You know what to do,” she said.

      I felt weak, but I nodded.

      “Eat me,” she said. “I want you to lick me clean.”

      I felt a surge of new energy through my cock as it got even harder. I leaned my face to her dripping pussy.

      She reached out and put her hand on top of my head. She pushed my face into her gaping, oozing cunt. The warm liquid squished against my chin and pursed lips.

      “Damn.”

      “Keep licking that shit!”

      “This dude is nasty.”

      Madison kept the pressure on my head, but she also raised her pelvis to my face.

      “Stick out your tongue,” she demanded. “Lick it.”

      I did what I was told. I tasted the sticky warmth on my tongue. I gagged. Once and then a second time.

      “Lap it up,” she told me. “And swallow it.”

      I tried not to think about it, but I did as she said. I forced my tongue to lap her folds and even down to her cum coated asshole. And I finally managed to swallow.

      “Eat that shit, man. Eat that pussy.” The basketball team was laughing and hollering, but I didn’t care anymore.

      As I slurped between my thighs, I reached under me and stroked my cock. I had too. It was just too painful to ignore.

      As my head bobbed between her thighs, I caught a glimpse of the circle around me. I couldn’t believe my eyes. The naked, sweaty athletic bodies encircled us. But the laughter and chatter died down. They were staring at us and stroking themselves. They were jerking off.

      For some reason, I derived some satisfaction from the fact that they were getting off on it. But I sure didn’t want to be on the receiving end of their cumshots.

      It was time, I decided. I backed off from my wife, and she looked at me in surprise. She might have been close to her own orgasm and didn’t want to be interrupted. But I couldn’t wait anymore.

      I guided my small but stiff cock inside her quivering cunt. I leaned into her and pushed as deep inside as I could. She felt much looser than usual, and I hoped it wasn’t permanent.

      Anyway, I grabbed her hand and pulled it to her clit. She could play with herself while I fucked her. As I thrust in and out, one of the players staggered to Madison’s side. He was stroking fast and furious, and his load exploded across Madison’s bouncing tits.

      She smiled and spread the drops of cum across her skin with her free hand.

      Another player stepped in when the first was done, and he shot his load up under Madison’s chin and it pooled in the hollow just above her collar bone.

      It was so exciting to watch each player cum on my wife. I was quickly reaching my own climax when Madison started to shudder under me. Her cunt squeezed around my cock and her back arched. Her mouth opened as she moaned.

      Suddenly a huge black cock appeared at her lips. A wad of hot sperm shot from the mushroom head and disappeared into Madison’s mouth. She closed her mouth and swallowed as another spurt splashed across her pursed lips and cheek.

      That was all I could take. My whole body spasmed as I came deep inside Madison. My release was such a relief as all my built up tension just left my body. I was certain it had never felt as good before.

      I pumped everything I had inside my wife and immediately after, I felt dizzy and collapsed on top of Madison. The last thing I remembered was her arms around me. One gentle hand ran through my hair. I was so relaxed I just let myself go.
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* * *

      It was still dark when I woke up. I was alone in the soggy bed, and my entire body was sore. I heard the shower going so I got up and headed for the bathroom.

      The memory of what went on that night came rushing back to me. A whole new sense of humiliation took hold. If word got out, my life would be ruined. I would be fired, and we’d be run out of town.

      But I tried to calm myself, secure in the knowledge that Madison loved me no matter what. I took a deep breath before I opened the bathroom door. I was just going to jump into the shower with her, and we’d clean off our bodies together.

      With a grin on my face, I opened the bathroom door and was met by a dense wall of steam. I stepped towards the shower and pulled the curtains back.

      Madison was in there just as I expected.

      What I didn’t expect were the two naked, big, black basketball players in there with her. Madison was bent over between them the spray of hot water danced on her back. She was sucking the cock of the guy in front of her. The other guy behind her had his huge hands on her ass spreading her cheeks apart. His thumb was knuckle deep in her virgin asshole. His foot long cock was buried in her cunt.

      Instantly, I became hard again.

      They were pushing and pulling her back and forth like a perverted x-rated tug of war. When the players saw me, they just grinned big toothy grins. And continued enjoying my wife.

      At that humiliating moment, I realized something. I loved my wife, and I wanted her to be happy. If keeping Madison happy meant standing by while groups of large black men fucked her silly, then that is what I had to do.

      Even though I was in my own house, my own master bedroom, I tiptoed away. Eventually, I made my way to the guest bedroom. I climbed into bed and stared at the ceiling listening for Madison.

      After about an hour, the bedroom door eased open. I saw the silhouette of my beautiful wife in the doorway. She was naked. My hard on immediately returned. A good sign.

      I pretended I was asleep. Just because I wasn’t ready to talk about what happened. So when she padded over to the bed, I remained still.

      She climbed in under the blankets next to me. She whispered, “I love you, Frank.”

      I didn’t respond, but I was relieved to hear her say it anyway.

      Her hand eased over to my side of the bed and didn’t stop when she reached me. She found my hard dick and pushed the blankets back.

      My heart started pounding in my chest.

      She pulled my pajama bottoms down and slid halfway down the bed. Her hand wrapped around my small stiff cock and stroked it gently.

      Then my shaft was engulfed in a warm wetness that could only be her mouth. I closed my eyes in the darkness. All I could picture was all of those big black cocks inside her.

      I came in seconds and Madison swallowed every drop.

      Despite my humiliation, I was happy as I drifted off to sleep with my pretty wife in my arms. I knew I’d be sharing my wife with big black men for a long time. And there was nothing I could do to stop it, even if I wanted to. I wasn’t sure I wanted to. It made her happy, and it just turned me on too much. It was crazy.

      And the madness had only just begun.
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* * *
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      Just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse, the doorbell rang. Keep in mind we just blew our big rivalry game and the fans and alumni wanted my head on a platter. Maybe I should consider myself lucky that it wasn’t some crazy guy who lost his life savings betting on the game.

      Instead it was Jermaine Truman, the first black quarterback the University ever had. I peeked out the front door window and saw him standing out there. His head was bowed and that wasn’t a good sign at all.

      Jermaine Truman is probably the cockiest son of a bitch I’ve ever coached. The guy just turned 20 and he’s by far the best player I’ve ever recruited. I had to promise him the world just to sign with us. If any of that shit got out the team would be on probation for decades. We gave the kid everything. Money, a car and all the sexy little white coeds we could muster. Jesus Christ the guy was an animal. We started out setting him up with willing students but those little white girls couldn’t keep up with him. Hell he got at least three of them pregnant. Like the fucking guy was allergic to condoms.

      Pretty soon we had to bring in some pros. We lined up a baker’s dozen of escorts who posed as students. Thank god Jermaine’s brilliance doesn’t extend beyond the gridiron and I doubt he figured it out.

      Anyway it goes without saying that Jermaine Truman had my balls in a vice. If he said or did the wrong thing the University would fire me in a heartbeat. If he was a vindictive son of a bitch he could fuck me over every day of the week and twice on Saturdays. Maybe during halftime of our game on the fifty yard line.

      Besides The University just hired a new Athletic Director and word is that the new guy wants me gone.

      So with all that shit hanging over my head, I opened the door and put on my happy face. “Hey Jermaine. What brings you by this late at night?” Usually he’d be balls deep in some hottie by now.

      “Hey Coach,” he said without making eye contact with me. “May I come in for a minute?”

      “Sure buddy. Mi casa is your casa.” Oh Christ. What now? Did he accidentally kill one of the girls? Stabbed her with the table leg he calls his cock? Better go grab a shovel and some garbage bags. And bleach. “Come on in.”

      Jermaine stepped inside the foyer and towered over me. It was rare for a player to visit my home. Usually they just talked to one of my assistants or met me in my office. It’s a little awkward for these guys from disadvantaged backgrounds who don’t make any money to come to my house and see how much I’m making off coaching them. Sure it’s not fair but that’s the system. Besides life isn’t fair.

      “Who is it honey?” My wife Christine called out from the kitchen.

      “It’s Jermaine Truman, baby.”

      I heard a plate crash. “Is everything okay in there?”

      Christine was in her flannel nightshirt and just about to go to bed but she darts across the hall in the dark from the kitchen to our bedroom without answering me. Without saying a word to Jermaine. It looked like she kept her head down as she passed. Like she didn’t want us to see her. That was weird.

      The stress of my high profile coaching job has put on strain on my marriage to Christine. She’s fifteen years younger than me and still looks hot. She’s my trophy wife. Blonde hair, perfect skin and an hourglass figure like a grown up Barbie doll. Like the old Barbie dolls. Not the new politically correct ones either. Unfortunately, I’m like her older Ken doll. You know how you pull Ken’s pants down and (spoiler alert!) there are no genitals.

      I might as well have no genitals since my friend ED, Erectile Dysfunction, moved in. Christine says she still loves me but our sex life is horrible and now she wears flannel shit to bed.

      I lead Jermaine into the living room. “How about a beer?”

      “Uh…”

      “Baby would you grab us a couple of beers?” I call to my wife.

      “Just a minute.” It sounded like Christine was in the master bathroom.

      “So what’s on your mind Jermaine? You’re not transferring on me are you?” I say with a laugh and a playful jab to his rock hard bicep. But Jermaine doesn’t laugh with me.

      Instead he smiles at me in that ‘aw shucks’ way he does. Like we’re buddies. As if he doesn’t have me by the short and curlies. “How’d you know coach?”

      FUUUUUUCCCCCKKKK!!!!!!!

      My heart skips a beat and I feel lightheaded. I stagger a step back like I was physically knocked back.

      “Jermaine, you can’t do this to me. You’re the leader on this team! Fuck you are the team.”

      Jermaine flopped back into the sofa. “Come on Coach. You know I don’t like that kind of language.”

      I turn my head and roll my eyes. Jermaine pretends to be some big religious guy. Hell I’d pray too if I got all the ass and pussy he gets.

      “Oh yeah right I forgot. It’s just that this is kind of a shock is all. You’re killing me here.” I go into my recruiting spiel about family and football and a bunch of other horseshit. But I realize Jermaine isn’t even listening to me. He gazes past me with a grin on his face.

      Before I can even turn around to see what the fuck has him so transfixed, I hear the breathless, throaty voice that my wife has been withholding from me for years.

      “Hi, Jermaine.”

      Damn! I look up to see Christine, my beautiful wife standing in the archway. She’s seductively leaning up against the doorway with two ice cold beers in one hand and another beer in the other. And the good beers too - not the shit ones I offer to the neighbors.

      But that’s not what shocks me. Her frumpy flannel nightshirt is gone. The Little House On The Prairie nightshirt has been replaced by a sheer black teddy with matching black panties. The same outfit she hasn’t worn since our honeymoon seven years ago. Oh, and by sheer I mean her hard nipples are clearly visible through the flimsy fabric. And so’s her neatly trimmed pussy.

      It’s fucking like Jermaine and I are wearing x-ray glasses.

      Oh and she fixed her hair and put her makeup back on.

      What the fuck?

      I leap up out of the chair and grab the beers and set them on the coffee table. “Christine, may I see you in the kitchen please?”

      “In a minute. I just wanted to say hi to Jermaine.” She’s staring at Jermaine with a hungry look in her eyes that I’ve never seen before. What the fuck is going on here?

      Jermaine’s eyes are wide and his mouth opens. He licks his lips as he leers at my wife. I know all about that look. It’s the same one I give to the cheerleaders when they’re finishing up their practices and heading for the lockers in their tank tops and yoga pants. Time to get my wife out of Jermaine’s line of sight.

      “Now,” I say escorting her by the arm. My voice comes out in a mousy squeak.

      “What the hell?” She pulls away from me but goes with me anyway.

      We round the corner and out of Jermaine’s sight. “What the fuck are you doing?”

      “I just wanted to say hi. You know I like Jermaine.” She blushes when she says it too which really pisses me off.

      “So you come out practically naked? What are you thinking?”

      Christine rolls her eyes. “So why is he here?”

      “He just told me he’s transferring.” I wipe the sweat from my brow. How did it get so hot in here? “If he transfers I’m fucked. We’re fucked.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean they’re going to fire me. If the best player we’ve ever had leaves, I’m going to be fired. And all this…” I gesture around our magnificent home. The custom made furniture, the high end appliances, all the Apple shit, the BMW, the Mercedes, the whole fucking mansion we live in. “All this will be gone too.”

      “So all we need to do is persuade him to stay, right?”

      I stare at her for a second. She makes it sound so simple but she doesn’t have a fucking clue as to how to talk to these young guys like Jermaine Truman. “Yes, that’s all we need to do for now but…” I start to pace around. My mind is a jumble. It’s crunch time and I’m freaking out. “What can I say to him to change his mind?”

      Christine looks at me and shakes her head. It’s one of those pitiful head shakes like she can’t believe she married such a loser. “You’re going to fuck this up. I just know it.”

      “Thanks for the shot of confidence. You’re my wife for fuck’s sake. You’re supposed to support me.”

      Christine sighs and then she pokes me in the chest. “Look I’m not moving again. I like this town and I want to stay here. And you have a bad habit of…” She trails off and turns away from me.

      “I have a bad habit of what?”

      Christine crosses her arms across her ample chest. “Nevermind.”

      “No. Say it. I want to know what I have a bad habit of.”

      Christine’s jaw tightens. “You really don’t know? You really want me to say it?”

      “Yes, I do.”

      “Fine. Just remember you asked for it.” She turns her back to me and covers her face with her hands. “You have a bad habit of not performing.”

      It’s a shot below the belt. We both know what she’s talking about. ED. My ego shrinks like my shriveled pecker after a cold swim - into a microscopic speck of dust.

      “I can’t believe you just said that. I’ve been under a lot of stress lately.” I pace back and forth. The humiliation just adds to my panic. All I can do is lash out. “And I hate, hate, hate flannel. It’s like you wear a picnic blanket to bed every night.”

      “At least the picnic blanket touches me.” She turns her back to me again.

      We just stand there in silence, seething. But I’m staring at her back and seeing her in the teddy with her great ass clearly visible under the panties. Holy God she looks hot. Part of me just wants to fuck her right here on the kitchen floor.

      “Uh, Coach?” Jermaine calls from the living room. Shit I almost forgot he was still in the house. Fuck he probably heard every word we said. Just what I need now - to be humiliated.

      “Just a minute, Jermaine.” I look to Christine for some help. At least she turns who back to face me. “So what do you think I should do now?”

      Christine sighs and stares at me. “Just stay here and let me take care of it,” she whispers. “I think I know how to get through to Jermaine Truman.”

      So I just stand there in my kitchen, numb, as my beautiful wife grabs more beer from the fridge and bounces out to the couch with Jermaine.

      I am such a pussy.
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      So this is what it comes to. I find myself cowering in the kitchen while my young wife settles into the sofa with a young big black stud in my own home. All the while my job, my livelihood, my family’s whole life hangs in the balance.

      Christine snuggles right up to Jermaine and puts her hand on his knee. “Oooh,” I say to myself. “She’s going to lead him on.” And for like a minute I feel bad that my wife is going to tease and trick poor Jermaine into staying.

      They both take long pulls from their beers. Christine squeezes Jermaine’s thigh just above his knee and a chill goes down my spine. All of a sudden, it’s clear I’m not going to like how this plays out.

      “So Jermaine, you know I’ve always been your biggest fan.” Christine leans in so close to him they nearly kiss. Jermaine’s huge hand is on her back corralling my wife closer to him.

      And then her delicate hand is no longer on Jermaine’s knee. It’s on his crotch, rubbing the suddenly tight denim. And I see her wedding ring. The public sign of our union is on a finger that caresses the outline of another guy’s hard dick.

      Her eyes are locked onto Jermaine’s and it’s clear he is totally into her. And why wouldn’t he be? Not so long ago, Christine was a cheerleader herself back in high school and college. She even did some modeling back in the day. And even though she agreed to marry me she never once came onto me as strongly as she’s doing to Jermaine right now.

      Christine and I never talked much about our sexual histories. For one thing, my past is pathetically short and I was always afraid hers wasn’t. She wasn’t a virgin when we met and sometimes I have nightmares of her with other guys. I’d rather not know and wonder than know for sure she was with a hundred other guys.

      “I’ve always noticed you watching me,” says Jermaine as he sits back in the couch. He’s slouching back in that way guys do when they expect a blowjob.

      My hands ball into fists. My knuckles whiten and my heart pounds as they start kissing. Making out like teenagers. In my fucking house. On my fucking couch. It’s sickening to watch his tongue in Christine’s mouth.

      And then he goes even farther. He drops his hand to her bare thigh. He rubs her lightly tanned thigh back and forth with his huge dark hand. Then his massive paw leaves her thigh and finds her breast. He squeezes hard like he’s checking out melons in the supermarket. The thin material hides nothing from him.

      Instead of pushing his hand away, my wife rears up on her knees and practically mounts him. I can’t watch but I can’t turn away. His hands are all over her body. She pulls the teddy over her head and it floats down to the floor. My wife is topless in Jermaine’s lap like a stripper at the Pink Pony.

      Her breasts are in his face and his hands squeeze her ass cheeks. He continues to grope her and Christine just lets him do whatever he wants. His hands seem to roam over every inch of her perfect skin.

      Suddenly she climbs back over to the side and I calm down a little. I take a deep breath. The worst is over.

      But she reaches for his pants and undoes the top button. Then she slowly unzips his fly and I’m horrified all over again.

      She reaches into his underwear and pulls out his giant black cock. It’s so shocking to me, all I can do is gasp.

      My eyes are glued to the scene even as I can’t believe what is happening. Her porcelain hand is tiny compared to his giant black cock. It’s already twice the size of mine and then to my horror I realize he isn’t even hard yet.

      Christine lowers her head and flicks the tip of him with her tongue. Then she opens her mouth and takes in his massive head. As I watch his cock swells even larger in her hand and mouth.

      My wife’s pink lips, the ones she kisses me with,  surround his thick shaft as she bobs up and down. Barely a fraction of him fits but she drools her spit down the length of him and strokes him with two hands. Jermaine watches my wife suck his cock with a satisfied grin.

      Jermaine takes his shirt off revealing his muscled torso covered in tattoos. He also shrugs his pants off with Christine’s help. His bare ass is on my expensive leather couch.

      Christine sucks Jermaine’s cock with enthusiastic determination. Jermaine, ever helpful, places his huge palm on the back of Christine’s head, his fingers tangled in her dark hair. He pushes my wife’s head down so she can deep-throat him.

      Christine’s eyes water and she starts to gag. Jermaine’s cock is way too big for her but she keeps trying to please him. She hasn’t gone down on me in years, saying I was “too big” for her. Now I realize that was total bullshit.

      Jermaine apparently is bored by my wife’s cocksucking. So he stands Christine up and pulls her to the end of the couch. She leans back with her butt on the arm of the sofa and strokes his big, black swollen cock with her pale delicate fingers. My wedding ring is touching his dick.

      Standing up I notice Jermaine’s cock is darker than the rest of his skin. It’s so huge it almost looks fake, like a giant veiny dildo. But either way, Christine is clearly enjoying herself. While she strokes Jermaine with one hand she slips her fingers down her panties and plays with herself. Somehow I doubt she’s thinking about me.

      Several times over the years, I’ve caught Christine masturbating. She never really seems embarrassed so I guess she doesn’t mind doing it in front of our guest either. She’s never caught me doing it because I’ve never done it. Ever.

      Jermaine allows her to continue but it’s clear he’s interested in more than a hand job. He spins Christine around and bends her over the arm of the couch. He slowly slides his erect dick between my wife’s cheeks over her see through panties.

      Christine watches him over her shoulder as he eases her black lace panties from her hips and down her toned thighs. He sticks his face in between her butt cheeks and she giggles. He smiles at her and smacks her hard across the butt.

      He stands back up and Christine steps out of the panties kicking them aside. And just like that my wife is totally naked with a big black football player. In my living room right in front of me.

      She doesn’t need coaxing to spread her legs. In fact, she reaches between them and slips her finger against her slick folds, playing with herself even now.

      Jermaine’s huge rock-hard cock stands at attention. He places his hands against Christine’s ass like he’s taking a snap from the center. He strokes her and his fingers become wet with her juices.

      Christine coos at his touch. She reaches around with both hands and spreads her ass for him.

      On the field, Jermaine has always been great at spotting an opening. However, our offensive line never gives him an opening as inviting as my wife’s. He steps up to her and takes his dick in his hand. He rubs the head of his dick against her dripping snatch.

      “Fuck me, Jermaine.” The slutty, porn star voice doesn’t even sound like my wife. “Don’t tease me.”

      Jermaine obliges. He guides his throbbing cock into my wife’s cunt and thrusts halfway in.

      Christine grunts into the sofa cushions. She claws handfuls of the dark leather. Her ass bounces from the force.

      “Damn, you’re so tight.” Jermaine pulls his cock slowly out of her. “Doesn’t Coach take care of you?”

      Christine turns her head and sneers at me. “No he doesn’t. He’s not half the man you are, Jermaine.”

      Jermaine plows into her again, all the way this time. His hanging balls slap against her. Christine winces and her mouth is wide open but she doesn’t make a sound. She balls her hands into fists.

      He looks down at her ass, watching as he withdraws every inch of his cock from deep inside my wife. He pulls it all the way out, shiny and slick with her juices. The big mushroom head clears her quivering opening and he teases her for a second before driving back inside her with a loud smack of his pelvis into her spread ass.

      My wife emits a guttural grunt. She claws the sofa cushions again and closes her eyes.

      Jermaine smacks her ass and watches her bare flesh reverberate. He spanks her again on the other cheek leaving white and red patterns. “You like that, baby?”

      “Oh yeah.”

      Fury seethes through me. This thug, this punk that I dragged out of some backwater, swamp town is in my house spanking my wife! Fucking her! Right in front of me!

      And the worst part is I’m hard as a rock. My pathetic five inch dick is painfully hard in my pants. Jermaine’s cock is deeper into Christine than I’ll ever get. She’s mine and he’s using her body for his temporary pleasure.

      He fucks her doggystyle for what feels like an eternity. Punishing my wife with each powerful thrust. And just when I can’t believe he can keep it up, he stops.

      Both of their bodies glisten with perspiration. Hell, I don’t think Jermaine sweats this much during summer practices.

      He pulls out leaving Christine limp over the arm of the sofa.

      Thank God that’s over with.

      Jermaine pulls Christine up and guides her around the arm of the couch. He lays her on her back on the couch and climbs on top of her between her spread thighs.

      He’s not done with her yet I realize in horror.

      He angles his cock and enters her gaping cunt again. Christine winces. So do I.

      They’re face to face on the couch and it looks so much more intimate between them. Christine stares into Jermaine’s eyes as he pumps into her again and again. He paws at her bare breasts.

      This is even worse than when he was fucking her from behind. At least that seemed a little less personal. This missionary style shit tears my heart out.

      He pushes Christine’s legs back so he can drive down into her with his full weight. He’s penetrating her more deeply than ever. All Christine can do is gasp. And all I can do is watch.

      He’s pounding Christine into the sofa. His full weight drives into her and his massive shaft disappears deep into her. She’s crying out like she’s being murdered and I just know the neighbors can hear her. But she doesn’t want him to stop. She’s pulling him into her begging him to go faster and deeper.

      Finally her back arches and she moans. Her whole body quivering. I’ve never seen her have an orgasm like this one. She claws at Jermaine’s muscular back and ass.

      Finally he grunts and his rhythm is broken. He keeps pumping into her but he’s erratic as he cums deep inside her.

      Fuck, I just realized he isn’t wearing a condom, either. All the girls he’s impregnated flash through my mind. My wife is now just another notch on Jermaine’s list of conquests.

      He buries his cock balls deep into Christine and holds it spurting his seed so far inside her I didn’t even think it was possible.

      His sweat mingles with Christine’s perspiration as they remain on the dark brown leather couch in a naked pretzel. Christine’s white flesh starkly contrasting with Jermaine’s dark skin.

      It sickens me to watch them kiss. Finally, mercifully, he pushes off her and his softening but still ridiculously huge cock slips out of Christine’s cunt. The size of it is so shocking and I can’t believe my wife took every inch of him.

      Christine just lays there spent as a trickle of Jermaine’s load dribbles out of her and puddles on our $5000 leather couch.

      But Jermaine still isn’t done humiliating me. He stands and stretches, his powerful nude body on shameless display in my living room. He steps over next to Christine’s head and lowers himself to press his cum soaked cock against Christine’s lips.

      Her eyes open and she takes him into her mouth again, cleaning his cock and balls with her lips and tongue. When she’s done, she swallows part of his load and smiles up at Jermaine as he trails his dick across her cheek.

      How can I ever look at her again after this? How can I kiss those lips after seeing them on Jermaine’s penis? How can I have sex with her knowing Jermaine’s cock has been deeper inside her than I’ll ever be?

      Christine leans up on her elbows and watches Jermaine dress. He pulls out his phone and takes a picture of my wife spread naked for him. And Christine actually smiles for the picture with her mouth glazed over with cum and her freshly used gaping cunt on display.

      Christine grabs her torn teddy as Jermaine stands to leave. “So Jermaine, are you still going to transfer?”

      Jermaine smiles, suddenly shy. “I don’t know. You’ve given me a lot to think about.”

      That’s it. I can’t take it any more. “Jermaine, are you fucking kidding me?” I step out of the shadows and into the foyer as Jermaine steps to the front door.

      “What Coach?”

      I stare at him and then turn to my freshly fucked wife. “Jermaine you just fucked my wife.” I’m so flustered and frustrated and angry. “You just fucked my wife in my house and you still might transfer?”

      “I’m sorry coach. I gotta do what’s best for me. You know what I’m saying?” He opens the front door and steps outside.

      I look at Christine before I follow Jermaine out onto the porch. A small crowd of neighbors collect in the street in front of my house. They stare in shock as Jermaine walks to his car. A couple of kids ask him for an autograph and then Jermaine gets in his car drives away with the memory of fucking my wife fresh on his mind.

      Once he’s gone I slam the front door closed on my gawking neighbors. I stagger back inside and sit next to my wife on the ruined couch, careful to avoid the wet spot Jermaine and my wife made.

      Christine’s hair is messed up and I can feel the heat emanating from her body. She’s got that “just fucked” look going on. I realize she still doesn’t have any panties on. She looks so fucking sexy sitting there.

      As disgusted as I am, I’m also incredibly horny. My hard on throbs painfully in my pants. I put my hand on Christine’s warm bare thigh and lean over to kiss her.

      To my surprise, she kisses me back. I strip my clothes off and I’m on top of Christine in seconds. She lays back on the couch and my knee goes right into the puddle of Jermaine’s semen. It’s disgusting but I don’t care. I need to fuck my wife. I need to fuck her right now.

      My pathetic cock easily slips into my wife’s stretched and messy cunt. Sloppy seconds with my own wife. She’s so much looser now. I silently curse Jermaine and his monster black dick. But even as I’m fucking her I can’t stop thinking about her and Jermaine.

      Like a minute later, I cum inside Christine too. As soon as I shoot my load, I start worrying about how badly Jermaine Truman fucked my entire life.

      It just isn’t fair.
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      I don’t know what’s come over my wife, Amanda. Amanda and I left her office party early at her request. I was barely even buzzed yet but she insisted. It was her idea to go to the party in the first place. She used to bitch about working there until about three months ago. That’s when her new boss, Steve, started, replacing that other douchebag who sexually harassed the handful of attractive women that worked in the office, including Amanda.

      Just before the old boss was fired Amanda came home early one day really upset. She said the boss groped her and demanded that I as her husband go down there and confront him.

      Well, confrontation was never my strong suit. When I suggested a strongly worded letter instead, Amanda nearly ripped my head off. She didn’t talk to me for a week. Called me a pussy. Or a sissy. I couldn’t exactly make out which. All I know is that she was more angry than I’ve ever seen her.

      A few weeks later the old boss was replaced by Steve. He seems like a good guy. He’s a big African American guy who kind of looks that black actor that Amanda likes. Whatever his name is.

      So I was a little surprised that Amanda wanted to leave the party. It was the first one we’d been to in years. It actually felt like a party for a change and not work according to Amanda.

      Amanda spent a good chunk of the time at the party hanging around Steve. She needs to suck up to the new boss, I guess. That’s why she’s always working late these days.

      Despite Amanda working late so often, our whole life is better since Steve took over. Even our sex life. Amanda often comes home from work and just drags me into the bedroom. She never did that before. I joked with Amanda that I wanted to thank Steve personally but Amanda never bothered to introduce me to him.

      Whenever we have sex now though, Amanda insists on turning the lights off. Every single time. She says she’s self conscious about her body but she’s in better shape than when we met. Her body is great. I sometimes even notice other guys checking her out. She has nothing to be ashamed of. I guess I just don’t understand women.

      Either way I owe Steve more than he’ll ever know.
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      So I’m driving home from the party and Amanda suggests  we take a little detour down a lonely country road. It’s a dark road and there’s no streetlights. It makes me a little nervous going this way but Amanda insists.

      When she’s got that hungry look in her eyes I do what she tells me. Her eyes look the same as when she jumps me after work. So I know she’s got something planned.

      We slow down because I don’t like seeing the deer crossing sign in the dark. It makes me a little nervous that one might jump out and I’ll drive right into it. Frankly, it’s just too dangerous to drive the speed limit.

      Just when I least expect it, as we near the darkest part of the road, Amanda reaches over and puts her hand in my lap. I can’t even look over at her because I’m focusing on the road ahead.

      Then she unbuckles my belt and I glance at her in the shadows. What the hell is she doing? As she undoes my pants, I feel myself getting hard. I can’t believe she’s doing this while I’m driving. If we crash, our insurance rates are going to go through the roof.

      Then she takes off her seatbelt. Just as I’m about to say something she reaches into my underwear and pulls out my hard on. She leans over the center console and takes me in her mouth. The warm wetness of her mouth feels incredible. But she shouldn’t be doing this. Much too dangerous.

      This was something she’d never done before and, despite being nervous, I was terribly excited.

      And then it happened. My worst nightmare.

      “Oh crap,” I say and tap Amanda on the shoulder.

      Her head pops up. “What?” She sounded kind of irritated. Like when I ask her something when she’s watching Scandal. Or Grey’s Anatomy. Or The Bachelor.

      Then she sees the flashing red and blue lights behind us. She slides back into her seat.

      “Oh man,” I say. “I can’t get a ticket. Our insurance rates are going to skyrocket.”

      “What did you do?” Amanda is reaching under her skirt. Her panties are pulled down mid thigh and she’s trying to pull them up. Was she playing with herself?

      “Put you seatbelt on,” I hiss as I try to fix my pants with one hand. Fortunately my hard on has shriveled up like a frightened turtle. But I can’t button and zip my pants with one hand.

      Quickly I let go of the steering wheel and zip up. I grab the wheel again and the car swerves just a little. The police car speeds up and closes so close to my back bumper I’m afraid he’s going to crash into us. I jerk the car to the shoulder, hit the brakes and roll to a stop.

      The flashing red and blue lights behind us make the whole scene look surreal. I can’t believe this is happening. A spotlight from the police car blinds me when I look at the mirror. I sit up in my seat and try to get myself together. “Oh man. I can’t get a ticket. I can’t get a ticket.”

      Part of me feels like crying. My perfect driving record ruined.

      “Get your shit together,” Amanda growls at me. “Act like a man for once.”
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      The officer walks up to my window and shines his flashlight in my face. He’s a huge black man. The sleeves of his uniform can barely contain his bulging biceps. He taps my window and I roll it down. Unfortunately My shirt is untucked and my belt is still open.

      My heart pounds in my chest. Somehow he knows what we were doing. What Amanda was doing, I mean.

      With my window down, the officer towers over me. His bulging crotch is like level with my face making me very uncomfortable. Of course the first thing I think of is the stereotype about black men and their, you known, endowment. It’s right in my face like he’s doing it on purpose.

      He shines his flashlight on my crotch first, noting the open belt. Then he shines the light on Amanda. The beam trails from her feet, up her calves, over her knees and to her bare thighs exposed by her skirt riding up.

      After lingering on my wife’s crotch, the light rides up her torso to her ample cleavage. Amanda doesn’t make any effort to cover up. But she does wipe her mouth.

      The officer introduces himself. His voice is deep and menacing. He says, “I pulled you over for erratic driving.  Can you please hand me your license, registration and proof of insurance?”

      I fumble with my wallet. My hands are shaking like a leaf. My throat is tight and I can feel the stress in my shoulders and neck. I want to ask him for a break, maybe a warning or something. But he is so intimidating. The last thing I want to do is piss him off. He could drag me out of the car and fuck me up.

      “Have you been drinking tonight?”

      I nearly wet myself. He already knows the answer. He’s just trying to catch me in a lie. “J-j-just one,” I say lying anyway. Hoping he doesn’t yank me out of the car and fuck me up.

      My trembling hand passes my license to him. His big dark hand is massive compared to mine. I can just picture this huge guy playing football. Or professional wrestling. He could pick me up and snap me in half over his knee.

      Amanda is searching the glove compartment for the registration and the insurance card.

      “Where are you folks heading to tonight?”

      I’m paralyzed with fear. “H-h-home,” I say. My voice sounds pathetic. Like I was going through puberty.

      The officer frowns at me. “What kind of work do you do?”

      Amanda reaches across my body and hands the officer the documents. She places her hand in his giant one and their fingers touch for a long moment right in front of my face.

      Why does he want to know that? “I’m an accountant. For an insurance company.” I shift in my seat.

      “An insurance company?”  said the officer. “So you know that a ticket and the points on your license would be very serious. Your insurance rates would probably go up.”

      I wince at the thought of it. “I know. I know,” and shake my head. Why me? I glare over at Amanda. It’s her fault we took this road. For her stupid party. This couldn’t be going any worse.

      Amanda ignores me. She’s staring past me. Right at the officer. Maybe if she says something to him we can get out of this mess.

      Bit Amanda just sits there staring with her mouth open.

      The officer looks over the documents and says, “Go ahead and fix your pants. I’ll be right back.” He backs away from my window and back to his car.

      “Damn it!” I punch the steering wheel. “He’s writing a fucking ticket! I knew it!” I turn to my wife. “Why did you make me go this way?”

      Amanda is watching the cop in the rearview mirror. She’s not even listening to me. She straightens her skirt (but doesn’t pull it down any). Then she fixes her hair in the mirror and even pulls out her lipstick to touch up.

      “Are you even listening to me? Do you even care that I’m getting a ticket.”

      Without even looking at me she says, “Will you stop whining like a baby?” She puts her lipstick away and takes a deep breath. “I’ll take care of this.” She opens her door and climbs out of our car.

      The officer yells at her. “What are you doing? Get back in the car!”

      I’m so stunned all I can do is watch through the rear view mirror. What is she doing? She’s going to fuck it all up!

      Amanda’s hands are up as she slowly approaches the officer. “I need to speak to you.”

      “Getting out of the car on a traffic stop is a good way to get yourself shot.” He shines the flashlight over my wife’s body. As he looks her over, he must realize it would be hard to conceal a weapon in her little black cocktail dress.

      Amanda stops at the back of our car. “Please don’t give my husband a ticket,” Amanda pleads.

      The cop is standing behind his open driver side door watching her. “It’s just a ticket, ma’am. It’s not the end of the world.”

      “You don’t understand. My husband is a fragile little man. A ticket would devastate him. And he would make my life miserable.”

      I can’t believe what I’m hearing. My own wife calls me fragile? And little man? What the hell? My hands grip the steering wheel. My wife is humiliating me here.

      The cop doesn’t say anything. He just stands there staring at Amanda.

      Finally Amanda speaks again. “I would do anything to avoid a ticket.”

      The cop doesn’t do anything at first. I was afraid he was going to call for backup even though he was big enough to back himself up. Then I was afraid he was going to make things worse for me. Just the thought of being on the wrong end of his nightstick sent a chill through me.

      Suddenly he turns the spotlight off and he’s in motion. His car door slams shut and with just a couple of giant strides he grabs Amanda by the arm and pulls her to the driver’s side of our car next to my open window. He peers down at me.

      I shrink into my seat and close my eyes, wishing him away and for the whole thing to be over.

      “Open your eyes!” he orders.

      I blink up at him. Crippling fear washes over me.

      “Did you know your wife offered to do anything to get you out of a ticket?”

      I can’t even look him in the eye. Shame consumes me as I shake my head. Just do what you’re going to do and leave me alone.

      “What kind of man would have his wife offer herself up like that?”

      He pauses waiting for me to answer. But I won’t. I can’t.

      “You are the most pathetic excuse for a man I’ve ever seen. You should be ashamed of yourself.” He turns his withering glare to my wife. “Why would you marry a wimp like this?”

      I sneak a peek at my side view mirror and see Amanda, my beautiful wife of nearly eight years, shrug her shoulders in response.

      The cop continues. “You deserve better, you know. A pretty little thing like you? Damn! You deserve a real man.”

      This is too much. No way is this acceptable! He’s staring at my wife. Leering at her. Undressing her with his eyes. His animal urges evident, even to me. The lust in his eyes makes me sick!

      I can’t allow this! He can’t get away with this! I have to do something!

      “May I have your badge number, please?” I’m going to report this to his supervisor and we’ll see who the real wimp is then.
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* * *

      He doesn’t stop staring at Amanda. It’s like he didn’t even hear me. That’s totally going in my official complaint!

      Amanda stares up at the officer. “The offer still stands,” she says.

      My jaw drops and I can’t believe what I’m seeing.

      Amanda crouches down in front of the officer. She looks up at him and reaches for his bulging crotch. She bites her lower lip and unzips his fly.

      She looks over at me and we make eye contact. But I’m too stunned to say or do anything. So I just sit there and watch.

      Amanda’s jaw tightens like it does when she’s mad at me. She closes her eyes and shakes her head.

      Maybe she was expecting me to do something or say something but things are so out of control I don’t know what to do. I’m paralyzed with fear.

      I can’t even turn away or close my eyes. I’m forced to watch as my worst nightmare plays out on the roadside right in front of me.

      Amanda reaches inside the huge cop’s uniform pants. She pulls out his massive cock. He’s not even hard and he’s so much bigger than mine ever was. My wife’s pale fingers barely reach around his dark shaft.

      At first, she strokes it with one hand and then with both hands. One on the top half of his stiffening cock and the other on the bottom half.

      My wife’s wedding ring sparkles in the faint light. Never in my life would I ever have expected this sight. My wife’s wedding ring rubbing against another man’s cock. A big black cock.

      There’s a pain growing deep inside my chest as I watch her.

      Amanda looks up at the towering cop. He does nothing to stop her. He just lets her touch him.

      Amanda is on her knees now next to the road. I pray for another car to come along and stop this. But my prayer isn’t answered.

      She gives him a wicked smile, ignoring me completely. Then she leans in and kisses the giant head of his cock. Her lips touch his cock!

      The pain surges in my chest. No, no, no! I scream inside my head but nothing escapes. Every time I look at her for the rest of our lives I will remember that moment when her lips were on his big black cock. And it will hurt just this bad every time.

      Amanda opens wide and takes him into her mouth, sealing her pink lips around his dark shaft. She sucks him greedily. Her saliva drips down his shaft to her pumping fist.

      A pathetic sob escapes my lips. My heart breaks as I watch her service this dark stranger. I want to kill him. But I’m powerless to do anything but watch.

      The cop apparently isn’t satisfied with my wife’s cocksucking skills. He places his huge hand against the back of her head and forces her farther down his shaft. Only when she gags does he relent. Amanda would never let me do that to her even if I was as big as him.

      Any second I expect her to stop and tell the cop off. But she does the opposite. She doesn’t pull back. Instead she voluntarily deep-throats him to the point of gagging again. The prick rewards her with a pat on the head.

      She does this twice more before he takes her head in his hands. He holds her head still and thrusts into her face. He’s fucking my wife’s face on the side of the road.

      Nausea overcomes me. I close my eyes but it only gets worse. The sounds of her slurping and coughing and him moaning are too much to take.

      He finally pulls out of her mouth and looks down at her while he strokes his own cock inches in front of her face. I expect him to shoot his massive load all over my wife’s pretty face. Like she’s a rookie porn star.

      But he surprises me again instead.

      He stares down at Amanda who wipes her mouth and rubs her chin. He says something to her. Just one word and it took me a second to recognize it. A question. “Anything?”

      Amanda looks up at him, wide eyed and breathless. She nods.
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* * *

      He helps Amanda to her feet and turns her around so she’s facing the hood of the car. He pushes her torso down onto the hood, bending my wife over for him. Amanda turns her head towards me and stares at me through the windshield.

      As she stares at me I realize there are tears rolling down my cheeks. I’m crying as I watch her. And him.

      My wife was about to be fucked by a stranger on the hood of my car right in front of me. I wanted to stop him. But I couldn’t. I’m too afraid.

      The cop lifts up the back of her dress revealing her black panties. His huge hands explore her perfect porcelain skin. He squeezes her ass and slides up her upper thighs. He rubs her cunt through her panties.

      Amanda arches her back and moans for him.

      He puts his fingers to his face and sniffs. He grins and licks his middle finger. “You’re dripping wet for me,” he says. “You taste so sweet.” Somehow his voice is even deeper than before. Just the sound of it makes me tremble.

      The cop slides his hands back up to Amanda’s hips. He slips his fingers inside her panties and peels them off her skin, letting them slide down her smooth legs to the ground.

      The cop moves deliberately now. Like he’s following a standard operating procedure. His hands grip her ass and  then he smacks her across one cheek. Amanda cries out but doesn’t resist. Even in the dark I can practically see his handprint on her ass.

      Amanda flinches when he slides an oversized finger between her ass cheeks, down over her asshole and along her wet cunt.

      “You’re going to enjoy this,” he says to her. But he looks at me through the windshield. He grins at me with his bright white teeth. He knows I won’t stop him. That I can’t stop him. And he’s taking full advantage.

      My wife groans when he inserts his finger inside her. He pulls it out and slides it back in forcing Amanda to squirm.

      “You are so tight.”

      “Don’t tease me,” she gasps.

      He nods and guides his cock against her cunt. Rubbing the tip against her and driving her wild. He pushes forward penetrating my wife with his big, black cock.

      Amanda screams out. Her normally delicate hands claw the hood of my car looking for anything to grasp on to. Finally she grabs a windshield wiper.

      Even as I’m crying I notice another reaction. There’s a bulge in my pants. Another wave of shame overcomes me when I realize the truth. I’m turned on watching a big black man fuck my wife.

      The cop grabs Amanda by the hips and thrusts deeply into her. His body slaps into the back of her ass and thighs. The car rocks with his power.

      Amanda’s mouth opens like she wants to scream but only a guttural grunt emerges. Part of the windshield wiper snaps in her grip.

      The cop starts pounding himself into my wife’s cunt. The whole car rocks back and forth wildly as he fucks her with all he’s got.

      I feel like a little boy on one of those kiddie rides for a quarter outside an old grocery store.

      Somehow Amanda takes everything he has. Her breath comes in throaty gasps as he fucks her recklessly. It’s ferocious. He’s like a mighty beast fucking his mate in the wild.

      Unfortunately he’s fucking my mate. My wife.

      Suddenly he pulls out of her. My heart leaps. He’s done! Finally!

      But once again I’m completely wrong.

      He pulls Amanda back up straight and turns her around to face him.

      Oh no. Amanda lets him lift her dress up and over her head. He tosses the dress aside and there’s my wife standing before him completely naked.

      He ogles her bare body. Taking her naked image into his memory so he can relive this moment for the rest of his life.

      Amanda just stands there letting him drink her in. She makes no effort to cover up.

      After he commits her body to memory, he moves in. His hands go right for her bare breasts. The contrast of her white skin with his dark skin is stark. Her nipples are stiff in his palm.

      He kisses her hard on the mouth and she opens hers so their tongues mingle. Then he kisses down her neck and to her breasts. He hungrily sucks on each nipple in turn leaving a trail of his saliva across her flawless skin.

      His fingers slide down across her flat belly to her small trimmed batch of pubic hair. He rubs her pussy and Amanda purrs.

      I’m startled to hear Amanda speak. “I want you inside me.”

      Her words stab me in the heart. Up until now I was able to pretend that maybe she didn’t want this. Like maybe things just spiraled out of her control. But now after hearing her say that to him, I can’t trick myself into believing that illusion.

      It’s a total betrayal. My wife wants this giant black man to fuck her. While I watch.

      The cop breaks into a wide grin with his broad white teeth. He lifts my wife into a sitting position on the hood of the car right in front of me. She lays back and spreads her legs wide for him. Practically inviting his big black cock into her.

      He doesn’t bother teasing her this time. This time he  just thrusts his entire length inside into her. Amanda cries out. A sound of pain and pleasure.

      I go numb watching him rock the car with his powerful thrusts. He fucks her faster and faster. Probably fucking her harder than she’d ever been fucked in her life. Certainly harder than me.

      Part of me dies when Amanda starts bucking on the hood of the car. Her eyes roll back in her head and she arches her back. I can’t believe she’s having an orgasm on the hood of our car.

      Just as she’s convulsing on the hood, the cop grunts and pulls out of her. He strokes his cock and his massive load explodes across my wife’s thighs and belly. A second spurt clears her body and splatters against the windshield. Right in front of me.

      Through the nasty oozing mess on my windshield, I see Amanda curled in a ball quivering through her orgasm.

      Meanwhile my own cock throbs, neglected in my pants.

      Out of the corner of my eye I see the officer backing off and adjusting his uniform.

      He walks past my open window and says, “You can thank your wife for your verbal warning. You’re free to go.”

      I’m so surprised that he talked to me I actually respond with a “Thank you, officer.”

      What the fuck! Am I so pathetic I actually thank the guy for fucking my wife? I’m so angry I pound the steering wheel and accidentally beep the horn.

      Amanda sits up naked on the hood. She glares at me and crosses her arms over her chest. She shivers and I can’t tell if she has a chill or if she’s still enjoying Officer Friendly’s orgasm.

      Amanda finally slides off the hood. She wipes off some of the officer’s cum that’s all over her. I watch her bare ass as she walks in front of the car to retrieve her cocktail dress. She slips it on over her head.

      The cop climbs into his police car. He turns off his flashing lights and pulls back onto the road. He pulls up alongside me and stops.

      I try to avoid looking at him but I can’t. We make eye contact. He shakes his head at me and pulls away.

      Rage consumes me. But I’m so flustered I can’t think of anything to yell at him. So I yell the first thing that pops in my head. “Fuck the police!”

      The brake lights flare red on the police car. My heart nearly stops as his police car screeches to a stop. Oh fuck! He’s coming back! I nearly piss my pants. I think about running away when I see him roll down his passenger window.

      Amanda walks up to the open window. She has the nerve to smile at him and they talk for a few seconds. Probably making plans to meet up again. So he can fuck her with his giant black cock. Amanda glances back at me a couple of times. She waves at him as he drives away.

      Amanda stays in front of our car. She’s obviously looking for something. Then I realize what she’s looking for. She can’t find her black panties in the dark.

      After looking for a few minutes, leaving me steaming mad in the driver’s seat, she gives up and walks back to the car. Great, I think. Some homeless hitchhiker will find her wet panties in the morning and spend the rest of his life jerking off into them.

      Amanda climbs back into the car without saying a word. I don’t even want to look at her. She’s a goddamn slut! I can’t believe she did hat!

      I wait until she puts her seatbelt on and I start the car. The driver’s side of the windshield is covered in the officer’s semen. I can’t even see the fucking road through it.

      I angrily flip on the windshield wipers and put the car in drive. But, of course, the wipers make a terrible screeching sound. Part of it is digging into the windshield glass. It just smears the sticky mess around making it worse. Amanda must have fucked it all up when she grabbed it when the cop slammed his cock deep inside her.

      “Fuck!” I scream in the car. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

      I smash the button for the windshield wiper fluid. All that does is just spread the cop’s nasty jizz across the whole fucking windshield. It’s just a streaky, sticky mess.

      Without any better options I grab a tissue and climb out of the car slamming the door behind me. I try to wipe the officer’s semen off the windshield but it gets on my hand and I start to gag.

      Through the streaky windshield I see my wife covering her mouth. She’s trying, unsuccessfully, to conceal a laugh.

      I just stare at her.  She’s framed perfectly through the cum covered windshield. It occurs to me that I don’t even know who she is after all these years of marriage. Tonight changes everything. Maybe she’s fucking her new big black boss too.

      As I look at her I think back to all the snickering at the party. Amanda’s coworkers laughing at me. The only person who didn’t know his wife was fucking the big black boss.

      I’m totally, utterly humiliated. My wife is fucking big black men right under my nose. I finally realize what’s come over my wife lately.
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      “I want you to investigate my wife.”

      The private investigator’s office was located in a dilapidated strip mall. The original grocery store, apparently an A&P from the faded bricks where the letters were removed years ago, was currently a flea market.

      He told me he picked this location for his office specifically because his clientele, people with money like me, had no reason to venture into this part of town. Unless they were looking to solve a particular problem.

      “You think she’s cheating on you? Right?” His voice was deep. Just what I’d expect from a big black guy, with a black name like Marcus Jackson, who used to play college football. He even had a few tryouts up in Canada for the CFL, he told me. Like I cared about any of that. I wasn’t looking for him to do anything physical.

      “I don’t think she’s cheating on me. I know she is.” I slide a recent photo of my wife across the old scratched desktop. “All I want from you is proof that she’s been intimate with another man.”

      The big black guy picks up the photo and holds it at eye level. He stares at it like he’s committing it to memory. “I see why you’re concerned,” he says. “She’s a knockout.”

      “She was in Playboy when she was in college,” I proudly told him. “Fully clothed,” I added. Also proudly. You know she was attractive if Playboy wanted her in the magazine with clothes on back then.

      Of course, if she had been photographed nude I never would have married her in the first place. It would have been too disgraceful. Too humiliating. My wife’s body was for my own pleasure. Not for the pleasure of any slob who scraped together a couple of bucks for a magazine.

      “What other evidence do you have so far?” He slid the photo into a new Manila folder.

      I shift in my seat. This chair is so uncomfortable. “Well, nothing yet. That’s why I’m coming to you.”

      Jackson just stares at me from across his desk. He doesn’t say anything and the silence is excruciating.

      “A husband just knows sometimes. I’m sure you understand. Especially in your line of work.”

      He inhaled deeply and sat back in his chair. He’s such a big guy the chair wheezes in protest. “So you don’t have any texts or secret phones. Late night phone calls. New friends. Staying late for work. That sort of…”

      “Oh Amy doesn’t work.” No wife of mine would have to stoop to that level. “She gets a weekly allowance.”

      “Your wife gets an allowance?”

      “She cannot be trusted,” I say as he stares at me. I don’t like being questioned. Especially by someone I’m looking to hire. But his size and his blackness intimidate me even when he’s sitting across the desk from me. “With money.”
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* * *

      It turned out money was also an issue with Marcus Jackson. As a private investigator, he probably saw me as a desperate rich white guy that he could take advantage of. He was correct insofar as I am a rich white guy. But he was mistaken if he thought he would take advantage of me.

      Jackson insisted on more money up front but he didn’t know he was dealing with a master negotiator. My main source of wealth was in real estate. I bought cheap apartment buildings in low income areas and rented them out to desperate lowlives. I’ve been called a slumlord and as far as I’m concerned that’s not an insult

      So Jackson and I went back and forth over the money issue. No doubt he was probably used to getting his way. So he thought he could intimidate me with his size and his blackness. But once the negotiations started, I suppressed any fear I had. This was money and I didn’t get where I am today by giving away money unnecessarily.

      He finally became exasperated, as I knew he would. When you negotiate with blacks it is important to dig into your position. Wear them down. Stick to your guns as it were. Ultimately he agreed to accept only $1000 up front. The rest I would pay upon the conclusion of the investigation. To my complete satisfaction, of course.

      There was some hard feelings on his part at the conclusion of the negotiation. We declined to shake hands like gentlemen. As I stood to leave his miserable little office he addressed me one last time.

      “What if she’s not cheating on you? What if you’re wrong?”

      “If you do your job right, I have no doubt my wife and her dark desires will be uncovered.” I turn to leave. “And I will not stand by, watching and be humiliated.”
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* * *

      So a week goes by and Jackson produces nothing. I allowed him access to my home for the placement of hidden cameras. I am convinced that my wife has been unfaithful to me in our own home. Since I don’t trust Jackson, I insist on having my own direct access to the camera feeds so I can see real time and recorded footage. As expected, Jackson is not happy to give me direct access. Likely he would hold the footage hostage until I overpaid him. I am not a fool.

      Each day I push and prod Jackson, staying on him, hounding him to extract the best efforts from a lazy black man. Despite calling him daily and demanding his best work, he is unable to provide what I need.

      “She hasn’t done anything indicating she’s having an affair,” he says. “Your wife is not cheating on you.”

      “You are not investigating properly,” I counter.

      Another week goes by and Jackson continues to disappoint. He again produces nothing.

      “Two weeks is more than enough time to show results,” I tell Jackson over the phone.

      He hesitates before responding, showing unusual restraint for a black man. I know I’m pushing his buttons. It’s something I feel more comfortable doing by phone than in person in his office. On his turf. “I don’t know what to tell you,” he finally says. “Anna is not cheating on you.”

      “The only reason you have been unable to provide me proof of her infidelity is your incompetence.”

      Unwilling to waste any more of my time, I fire Jackson. “Consider my $1000 as final payment.”

      “What about the rest of the money you owe me?”

      “Our agreement was based on my satisfaction with your investigation. It’s ironic that you hold yourself out as a private detective and yet you can’t even detect my dissatisfaction.”
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* * *

      It’s been a few hours since I dismissed the incompetent black private investigator. Maybe next time I’ll go with my gut like I usually do and hire a white private investigator. Blacks are inferior when it comes to dealing with matters so personal as this.

      Jackson made several attempts to contact me but I’ve ignored him. He even came down to my office but the door was locked. I was afraid he was going to wait for me in the parking lot but he didn’t. He gave up after about fifteen minutes.

      Hiring Jackson was not a total waste however. At least I still have the hidden cameras around the house. At a minimum, I can access them while I look for a new PI. Plus the new PI won’t have to waste time setting up new cameras.

      While I’m thinking about it, I pull one of my home cameras up on my computer monitor. Everything looks quiet as I rotate through each of the dozen or so cameras around the house.

      Then I come back to the camera in the foyer.

      Anna is standing in the foyer. She’s wearing her skin tight black yoga pants and a loose tank top over a fashionable sports bra. Long ago I lost the argument to Anna about wearing clothes that left nothing to the imagination. Anna has always been proud of her body and rightly so. She has a stunning figure. I just don’t like other men leering at her.

      What is she doing there, in the foyer? She doesn’t appear to headed out. In fact, her workouts should be over for the day. And she knows better than to run around doing errands in her yoga pants. She was disciplined for that not so long ago.

      So what is she up to? She’s not going out. It looks like she’s waiting for something. Or someone.

      This could be it. The moment I’ve been waiting for. Even though it would break my heart to discover proof that my beloved Anna is being unfaithful to me, I have to know. The only thing worse than having my wife cheat on me would be to have her cheat on me and be the last one to know. To be humiliated that another man uses my wife’s body for pleasure and for others to know about it.

      The doorbell rings and Anna rushes to open the door. My mouth goes dry as I watch the door swing open. Anna has a big smile on her face as she greets the person on the other side. She steps out of the way and ushers the person in closing the door quickly behind.

      At first it doesn’t register who the guy is. My mind is swirling and my heart pounds in my chest. It is someone I never suspected. Someone who wasn’t even in my life. Until two weeks ago. When I went to his office and hired him.

      The incompetent private investigator, Marcus Jackson, looks even more imposing as he stands speaking with my petite wife in the foyer of my home. He hands her a manila folder. The image from the hidden camera is so detailed I can even read Anna’s name on the folder.

      Anna takes the file and briefly flips through it. She closes it and steps to the small table in the hallway dropping the file on top.

      When her back is turned, Jackson looks directly at the hidden camera. He smiles and flips his long black middle finger. A vulgar display from a vulgar specimen.

      So he’s ratted me out to Anna. She knows I’m checking up on her. Big deal. I’ll deal with Anna when I get home. An apology, and a new diamond necklace ought to pacify her. Maybe I’ll have to increase her allowance. Temporarily.

      Anna turns back to face Jackson. They chat back and forth. Anna is laughing and smiling. She’s flirting with him like a cheap slut. Then she steps up to him and hugs him.

      Jackson doesn’t shy away. He embraces my wife. His massive hands are at her waist as she hugs and kisses him.

      When the hug is over Anna steps back but doesn’t completely let go. She pulls Jackson by the hand. She leads him down the hallway. And out of view of the camera.

      Where are they going? I scramble to bring up the next camera but I’m too slow. I finally catch them leaving the kitchen. They’re still together. Anna’s still leading him through the house.

      I lose track of them again. Panic rises inside me as I smash my keyboard trying to bring up cameras in different rooms. I’m in such a frenzy I almost miss my master bedroom door opening. But I pass it and have to rotate back through all the cameras again.

      Breathlessly I come back around. The room looks familiar but the angle, from up on the wall diagonally from the king size bed makes it look like someone else’s house. That and the large black man standing in it.

      Anna is standing in front of him pulling Jackson towards our bed with both hands now. Jackson is a big powerful bull of a man. If he didn’t want to go with her he could easily physically resist. He glances up directly at the camera, at me, and my heart sinks. He knows exactly what he’s doing. I’m afraid he’s going to be ‘doing’ my wife.

      Anna steps up to him, reaches around the neck and hugs him. They kiss passionately. Like we used to kiss. Her mouth is open for him.

      Her hands massage his head while his powerfully large hands ease from her lower back to her ass. The balls on this fucking guy. Making out with my wife in my own fucking house. How dare him! I’m going to fuck him up so bad he’ll wish he never was born!

      The fucking yoga pants offer no protection from him. He pulls her into his midsection. They keep kissing like goddamn teenagers and her hand slips down to his crotch. There’s a huge bulge in his pants and my goddamn wife is rubbing it. That fucking bitch!

      Anna drops to her knees on the soft beige carpet. I paid a fucking fortune for that carpet because she insisted on it. Now I’m going to have to tear it all out again because I won’t even be able to look at it.

      She opens and unzips his pants while he stands there like it’s his fucking wife and his fucking house! She pulls his pants and underwear down and his gigantic circus freak black cock bounces in her face. She doesn’t even think twice before she opens her mouth and takes him inside.

      His cock is so big just the head of it fits in her mouth. But I see her tongue twirling around it. And she strokes him with her hand. The wedding ring I gave her sparkles nearly blinding me through the camera.

      Suddenly Anna’s face is underneath his cock, licking it from head to his dangling hairy balls. She sucks them too after they brush along her cheek.

      How can I ever kiss her again? The thought of her lips and tongue and face on another man’s cock and balls, a black man’s cock and balls, make me sick to my stomach.

      I’m going to have to divorce her, there’s no doubt about it. But she’s got me by the balls if I do that. I loved her so much when we married, like a jackass, I didn’t have her sign a prenup. And I already know in this state, infidelity doesn’t mean shit in divorces. The whole reason I moved here was to take advantage of no state income tax but if I get divorced I’m still going to pay out the ass.

      So I watch as my wife is on her knees in our bedroom sucking a black man’s cock. And to make matters worse, Anna is into it. She’s sucking his cock like she’s getting a commission. Even though her lips barely reach a third of the way down his rock hard shaft, she’s blowing him with more enthusiasm than she ever showed me even on our three week honeymoon in Bora Bora. She even lets him push her head down so she gags. I hope she chokes on it.

      He’s taken his shirt off and stepped out of his pants and underwear. His dark athletic body is lean and muscular. Even as I watch the disgusting scene play out, I wish I had a body sculpted like his. Just one more thing to be jealous about. He’s the one that should be jealous of me!

      Anna slobbers all over herself. Saliva and who knows what else drips from her chin and his balls onto her ample chest. The drool oozes down between her cleavage soaking her tank top and bra.

      How long can she keep this up? With me she barely bothers with a blowjob for more than a minute or so. She’s giving him the blowjob of the century while she rarely bothers to give her own husband (literally) lip service.

      There’s no way he can last much longer. Any second I expect he will explode and shoot his load all over her face. Maybe in her mouth too. She’ll probably even swallow it. I hope he doesn’t shoot it all over the room or the bed. I’ll have to move.

      When he does finally stop her, I feel a brief moment of relief. But it is short lived. He stands her up and pulls her tank top over her head. She even unclips her bra for him. Half the time when she’s with me, she lets me fumble with it until my hard on disappears.

      She tosses her bra aside and he peels her yoga pants from her skin. She’s not even wearing any panties. No wonder I never see a panty line in those things. All this time, I assumed she was fucking her personal trainer. And now that I know she doesn’t wear underwear under her yoga pants, my suspicions have grown stronger.

      She holds onto Jackson as she steps out of her yoga pants. That’s when I notice the crotch of the yoga pants is darker than the rest. The crotch is wet. My fucking wife is dripping wet in anticipation of being fucked by this guy.

      He wastes no time. His hand is on her pussy. His long black fingers stroke her slick cunt. She moans as he rubs her clit, hanging onto him for her life. His huge black cock is pressed against her flat stomach, leaving a trail of her saliva and his pre-cum on her skin.

      Suddenly, Anna’s feet leave the floor. He picks her up and carries her to our bed. He lowers her across the end of the bed (on my side, of course) and pushes her legs apart. Not that he had to push very hard. Anna’s thighs are spread and ready for him.

      Jackson stands on the side of the bed between her legs. He slaps the head of his monster cock against Anna’s wet pussy. Anna grabs handfuls of sheets as she watches him, bracing herself.

      He lines his cock up and pushes into my wife. Anna throws her head back, crying out. She clenches around his invading shaft. He plunges into her all the way, burying his cock deep into her pussy. Amy’s back arches. He’s got her by the hips watching her body react to him.

      Anna looks him in the eye. She lets go of the now rumpled bedsheets and grabs hold of his forearms. Jackson takes it as an invitation to pump her hard and fast.

      Anna’s heavy breasts bounce with each thrust from him. He grabs her tits in massive handfuls. The rugged dark skin of his powerful hands so alien to the silky smooth whiteness of her skin. They really are from two different worlds. Never supposed to interact.

      Well, they sure as hell were interacting now. And it’s all my fault.

      My wife’s legs are spread wider than I have ever seen. He’s got hold of her ankles and straightening his arms out to his sides as far as possible, while thrusting himself into her.

      Between moans and groans, Anna urges him on. “Fuck me harder,” and “oh, baby.” That sort of thing. Like he needs any encouragement. A black guy fucking a white woman doesn’t need any more encouragement.

      Anna has slid further into the center of our bed. So Jackson climbs up himself on top of her. They kiss and it’s almost as painful to watch as the fucking is. He pushes Anna’s knees up to her chest and drives his cock down into her. She reaches between her thighs and starts playing with herself. Her delicate white fingers toying with her clit as he continues banging her into the bed.

      The force he’s using to pound her shakes the whole bed. I can actually see the legs of the bed shifting on the carpet. He’s going to break our goddamn bed! Part of me wonders how Anna is going to explain how that happened to me. Lying bitch.

      With his cock inside her, he stops thrusting and they kiss again. Her pink lips press against his big dark ones. Their eyes are locked like they’re making some connection deeper than a physical one.

      He pulls out and backs off her. Anna rolls over with her back to the camera. Jackson grins at the camera and flashes a thumb’s up sign while her back is turned. The fucking prick is taunting me. Fucking my wife on my bed in my house and he knows I’ll be watching. I want to fucking kill him.

      Anna gets on her hands and knees, presenting this fucking animal with her white ass for him to do what he wants. She’s face down on the sheets with her ass in the air. He slaps his palms on her like he just grabbed a rebound on some ghetto basketball court. Looking down at her like he owns her, he takes his time, savoring the moment.

      His stiff cock looks even longer somehow as he drives it into my wife’s gaping cunt. She cries out into the sheets. He’s got her by the hips and starts pumping into her.

      Anna turns to watch him over her shoulder. She’s loving it. And I hate her for it. Soon it’s not just him fucking her but she’s also slamming her ass back into him. Their bodies slap violently together.

      A giant black thumb slides between her ass cheeks. Not once has Anna shown any interest in anal. So I’m shocked when he sticks his thumb into her tight asshole and her only reaction is to throw her head back with an “oooh.”

      He grabs her by the hair and pulls it back while he fucks her. Like he’s riding her in some fucked up rodeo. He even smacks her ass again to her apparent delight.

      He slides out of her again and collapses onto his back on my side of the bed. His dark body is covered in sweat and he’s getting it all over my sheets. He looks like he just finished a workout.

      Anna is quickly on her knees at his midsection. She grabs his wet cock and stuffs it into her mouth. She sucks all of her own juices of his giant dick. Then she climbs on top of him, guiding him back inside her.

      Who knows where she got the energy but now she’s bouncing up and down on his huge shaft. His hands are so busy. First they’re fondling her tits and then they’re squeezing her ass like he’s lifting her up and down on his cock.

      She keeps fucking him like that when he starts moaning and groaning himself. His legs spasm and straighten out and his toes curl and I just know he’s shooting his load inside my wife. I half expect Anna to shoot up to the ceiling on his geyser of semen. Anna doesn’t stop fucking him. When he breathlessly gasps, “I’m coming,” she rides him even harder.

      I can practically see his cock pulsing. Pumping his seed deep inside my wife. Anna doesn’t care. In fact she seems intent to draw every drop out of him.

      When even Jackson can’t take it anymore, Anna rises up. His still-hard cock flops out of her stretched cunt. She stays on top of him and they kiss some more. From my point of view I’ve got a perfect shot of his white load start to dribble out of my wife’s (suddenly, not-so) ‘special place.’

      Right then, a new horror dawns on me. Like I didn’t have enough shame and humiliation for one day. There’s a bulge in my own pants. I’ve got an erection from watching Jackson bang my wife.

      So not only does my wife cheat on me with a goddamn black guy, who taunts me while I watch it, but I also get turned on by it. At this moment I feel so small and pathetic. All my money and accomplishments mean nothing to me now. My dignity, my manhood has been stripped away from me.

      I can’t divorce her. I’ll lose everything. Well, half of everything. So I’m trapped. Trapped in my marriage.

      Every time I look at my unfaithful wife, I’m going to see his black cock on her lips. His big black balls on her cheeks and forehead. His big black hands on her bare breasts. The red handprint marks on her ass. His thumb in her asshole. Her cunt stretched by his massive cock that dwarfs my pale, pathetic one. He pumped his seed so deep inside her. In a place I’ll never reach.

      And she will always know what it feels like to be fucked by him. He will always know what my wife looks like naked. How tight she is. What her face looks like when he penetrates her.

      He will always have that over me. He will always know my humiliation.

      I want to kill him but even then she’ll still remember it. She let him do it to her. She wanted it. She wanted him. More than she wanted me.

      She didn’t even make him wear a condom. The bare skin of his cock touched the inside of her cunt. What if she’s pregnant? What if she tells everyone that we’re expecting our first child? What happens when she gives birth to a black baby?

      My heart aches. I feel like crying. I haven’t cried since I was seven years old. I’ve lost so much. So much That I’ll never get back. My entire life is ruined.

      Tears roll down my cheeks. I hear my father’s voice yelling at me to stop crying. Stop being a goddamn sissy!

      You have a problem. So find a solution.

      My jaw tightens and I wipe my face. What would I normally do if a black guy was in my house without my permission?

      Then it hits me. It’s not perfect. But it’s a start. My father would approve.

      I grab my cellphone and dial 911.

      “What’s the nature of the emergency?”

      “There’s a black man in my home that’s not supposed to be there. He’s a burglar. I can see him in my security camera feed.”

      “Ok, sir. We’re sending units out right now.”
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* * *

      There’s three police cars on the street near my house when I pull up. Jackson is standing there with two police officers. He’s not smiling now.

      “I got you now, you motherfucker.” A smile forms on my face. At least I’ll get some revenge. I jump out of my car and run up to the house.

      Jackson has no shirt or shoes on. But something isn’t right. He’s not in handcuffs. The officers are just talking to him. Politely.

      Anna is standing with a female officer. My wife has her yoga pants on and the slut has the nerve to be wearing Jackson’s shirt. She’s giving the officer some information and the officer is taking notes in a notepad.

      When Anna sees me, she stops talking and glares at me. The officers turn around and watch me approach.

      “I demand to know what’s going on.” I start yelling at the female officer. “Why isn’t he under arrest?”

      “Calm down,” says one of the male officers, a big black guy. He looks like Marcus Jackson but they all look alike to me. He walks over and asks me, “Did you call 911?”

      “I sure as hell did!” I point at Jackson. “That fucking animal broke into my house and tried to rape my wife. I want him arrested!”

      The big black officer frowns. “Stop yelling. That’s not what happened at all. Your wife said Mr. Jackson was invited in. He is her guest.”

      I look at Anna. “That’s bullshit. Why would my wife invite him in?”

      The cops, all three of them shrug. I glare at Jackson and he’s grinning again. Just like he did when he was balls deep in my wife.

      The black cop says, “They said you have surveillance cameras inside the house. Is that true?”

      I know better than to talk to the police without an attorney but my rage gets the better of me. “Yes. So what?” I say and point at Jackson again. “That motherfucker installed it.”

      “Are you able to monitor the cameras remotely? Like at your office?”

      What is he getting at? “Yes, that’s why I called you. I watched the whole thing. I saw a black man inside my house.”

      “What did you see him doing in your house?”

      What the fuck? “What difference does it make? He’s not supposed to be in there in the first place.”

      The female cop whispers to me. “He was having sex with your wife wasn’t he?”

      My heart starts pounding in my chest. “This is bullshit. I demand to speak to your supervisor.”

      “Consensual sex,” says the female officer. “You knew he wasn’t committing a crime. Didn’t you?”

      The third officer somehow slides behind me. He grabs my hand and slaps a handcuff on my wrist. I try to pull away but he’s too strong. He twists my arm and pulls my other hand behind my back.

      “What are you doing? This is bullshit!”

      The black cop speaks in a low tone. “Sir, what’s bullshit is a guy calling 911 when he knows it’s not an emergency. So you’re under arrest for abusing 911.”

      “Are you fucking kidding me?”

      The black cop pulls me past Anna. The hatred in her eyes probably matches my own. And then we walk past Marcus Motherfucking Jackson. That motherfucker is grinning from ear to ear. The fucking cat that had sex with my fucking canary.

      Jackson has the nerve to speak to me as the black cop puts me in the back of his patrol car. “I’ll send you a bill for the rest of the money you owe me.”

      As the patrol car pulls away from my house, I look back and see Jackson going into my house with my wife. His big black hand is comfortably on Anna’s ass.
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* * *

      I posted bail the next morning. I was given a copy of my arrest report. It’s a public record, so anybody can see what’s in it. Sure enough it says right inside that my wife invited a big black man into my house so they could have sex.

      As I walk out of the police station I can feel the looks from people passing by. There’s even a local TV news crew. It seems my humiliation is going viral.

      I duck into the Escalade and my driver wisely keeps his mouth shut. I take my phone out of the evidence bag and check my emails.

      There’s an invoice from Jackson’s PI firm. Beneath the itemized bill is a still frame from a video of him having sex with my wife. It’s different from the one I watched.

      They must have had another fuck session while I was in jail. In this shot, he’s naked with my wife. They’re in a 69 position. Anna’s eyes are closed. She’s got a mouthful of Jackson’s black cock. Jackson’s face is in my wife’s ass. His hands spread her cheeks wide and he’s looking at the camera with a broad smile.

      Below the picture is a handwritten message.

      Pleasure doing business with you! MJ
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* * *
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* * *
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      Being hit by a bus was the second worst thing that happened to me on that trip.

      Watching my wife bang a giant black guy right in front of me while I was in the hospital was the worst.

      The first time I realized my wife was addicted to big black cock was quite an eye opener. In retrospect, I probably should have noticed the signs earlier.
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* * *

      It all started when I made the decision to move the manufacturing part of my business to China. It was a solid business move so I have no regrets about that part of it.

      One of the final steps I had to take before the move was complete was to personally go to China to meet my new manufacturing team, get a tour of the facility and negotiate with some local suppliers. I decided to take my wife, Amy, along with me.

      She wasn’t crazy about it. She pushed back saying she wanted to stay at home so I could conduct my business. But I insisted she come along. She’s my damn wife and she should support my decisions. Besides I wanted to show her off to my new Chinese team. And unleash her as my secret weapon. As Amy was a former model, I expected they would be dazzled by her looks. And allow me to use her looks to my advantage in face to face negotiations.
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* * *

      The week before our trip to China, I took the afternoon off, which I never did. Well, not really off. Even though I was sitting poolside, I was going over the paperwork for the move to China. But I kept getting distracted by Amy.

      She was a sight to see. Sunbathing on a lounge chair nearby. She was face down on the chair, possibly sleeping. She was topless and her bikini bottom didn’t exactly leave a lot to the imagination. Just knowing such a beautiful woman was all mine always brought a smile to my face.

      So, I kept glancing over at her, hoping for a little afternoon delight, if you know what I mean. Amy is gorgeous, a former Miss Wilmington, Delaware contestant. Of course she was later disqualified when a certain illicit video became public.

      We met after that when she applied for a secretary job at my company. She was 19 then and the video spoiled her fledgling modeling career.  Well, I took one look at her and decided to interview her personally. During the interview, her illicit interview came up. She wasn’t really ashamed of it at the time but she was desperate.

      After the interview, I found the video on the internet. It was taken by an ex boyfriend and the quality was crap, grainy and shaky hand held footage. It was basically her sucking the ex boyfriend’s cock before she rode him cowgirl style.

      As much as it pisses me off to have that video of my wife out there available to any loser to jerk off to (and at last count 257,631 perverts had), part of me was so turned on by it. I hired her just after I watched it the first time (and jerked off myself). Six months later I married her. And even though she’s my wife and theoretically I could fuck her at will, I jerk off to her video at least once a week.

      Fortunately, she’s kept her model figure. Whenever we go out, I catch other guys eyeing her. They look at me and I’m sure they can’t believe she’s with a nerdy guy like me. I’m not delusional. If I didn’t have money and the power that goes with it, Amy wouldn’t have given me the time of day.

      Anyway, we’re out by the pool when a big young black guy emerges from the bushes. My heart skips a beat. There aren’t any blacks in our whole neighborhood. So my first thought is that he’s a burglar. I grab my phone to dial 911. But before I punch the numbers in I realize he’s wearing the green tee shirt of the landscaping company that takes care of my property. I’m not usually home when they come to the house. It’s something I let Amy handle. He’s got a leaf blower in his hands but it’s not turned on.

      Even as I’m watching watch him, he doesn’t seem to notice me. Instead he’s staring at something else. It only takes me a second to realize what that is. He’s staring at my wife. Sunbathing.

      “Hey,” I call to him, ready to fire the whole landscaping company. He’s startled to see me.

      Amy wakes up and pushes herself up to a sitting position on the lounge chair. Her big bare breasts bounce as she does.

      The black guy refocusses his attention on Amy, staring at her in all of her topless glory. She looks like a centerfold with her perfect skin glistening with lotion and her big soft nipples just begging to be sucked on.

      Amy waves to the landscaper and takes her time getting her bikini top back on. Before I can tear the black guy a new asshole, he disappears back into the bushes.

      “What the fuck was that?” I turn to Amy pointing at the bushes. “You know him?”

      “Don’t worry about it,” she says to me. Like her peep show for the landscapers is a regular thing.

      “Well, I am worried about it. He just barges back here and sees your tits? That’s fucking bullshit.”

      Amy rolls her eyes at me. “Take it easy. It’s not that big a deal. It was an accident.” Something about her whole demeanor makes me doubt it really was an accident. In fact, that was the moment I start to wonder what would have happened if I wasn’t unexpectedly home that day. And worse, what has gone on here all those other days when I wasn’t home?

      Before I can respond, Amy changes the subject. “How’s the trip planning going? Wasn’t there something you wanted to tell me?”

      I stare at her. She made it pretty clear she didn’t have any interest in going on the trip. Now she’s all interested in talking about it.

      It’s like she can read my mind. She takes my hand and leads me inside the house. Her body looks fine in her bikini. She gave me that look that promised me it would be worth my while to follow her into the house.

      “Oh yeah,” I say. “I just wanted to make sure you know to contact the US Consulate in case of emergency when we’re in over there.”

      Amy frowns. “What kind of emergency?”

      “I don’t know. Anything. Like if I get run over by a rickshaw or something.”
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* * *

      Anyway the trip went well. The negotiations turned out better than I expected. My wife’s long legs and daring cleavage were just the advantage I needed. The small Chinese men across from me at the negotiating table could barely concentrate with Amy pouting at my side.

      Even though Amy reluctantly came along, she didn’t let me forget it for a second. She gave me the cold shoulder most of the time and refused to provide me with any of the physical benefits a husband usually enjoys after marrying a former model. She can be so vindictive sometimes. To make up for it, I spent a lot of time alone in the bathroom watching the video of my wife and her ex.

      Even as it turned me on it made me so angry. There I was married to her and I couldn’t even get any. But the guy in the video didn’t have to marry her and she fucked him. Plus any guy with a fucking internet connection could enjoy my wife as much as me, her goddamn husband.

      So we stopped in Hong kong on the last day of our trip. We were in Kowloon because Amy insisted on getting a burger at the Hard Rock Cafe there She was so fucking spoiled after I treated her to the best authentic Chinese food.

      We were still fighting as we ate. Actually we were giving each other the silent treatment, so we sat there chewing without talking. I finished eating before she did and didn’t feel like sitting there. So I left some cash on the table and left the restaurant.

      There I was standing on the corner waiting for Amy to catch up. Stewing in anger at her. For being such a bitch. For not having sex with me. For having sex with another guy. And letting him record it.

      Wallowing in so much self pity, I didn’t even see the tourist bus.
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* * *

      Fortunately I didn’t feel a thing, either. It must have been like a week later and I wake up in a Chinese hospital. Apparently not only was I hit by a bus but somehow I’d contracted some awful virus. The double whammy had me in and out of consciousness.

      Apparently I would sometimes open my eyes for a little while before I would drift off again. That’s why I have such sporadic memories of my hospital stay. Besides who knows what drugs they gave me. I obtained my hospital records after I recovered but I couldn’t read them and nobody else could either. Not only were they all written in Chinese, they were scribbled by doctors.

      For a while there I thought I hallucinated some of the things I remembered. Unfortunately I didn’t hallucinate everything.
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* * *

      Karma’s a bitch.

      That was one of my first fleeting thoughts I recalled when I woke up in the hospital.

      It was probably my subconscious at work. Since that was a message I’d been hearing from my former employees in the US ever since I announced the move to China. That was the message that flooded my email box every day. And was spray painted on my BMW one day at work, along with the drawing of a gigantic wiener on the hood. And on a paper wrapped around a brick with rubber bands that smashed through my living room window.

      Many of my former employees badly wanted me know Karma would catch up with me sooner or later. Maybe they were right but I doubted it. As far as I was concerned it was just a coincidence.
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* * *

      Who knows how much time passed since I first woke up. While I drifted in and out of consciousness time had lost all meaning to me.

      Mostly I remember, Chinese doctors and nurses peering over me, speaking words I couldn’t even begin to understand.

      Amy was there too but not at my bedside. She always seemed to be standing at the foot of the bed with her arms crossed. Like she was just an uninterested observer who happened to be passing by. And she didn’t seem at all happy to see me wake up.

      There was someone else in the room too. Standing next to my wife. A stranger. A big black guy. There was no way I knew this guy. Since we were still in Hong Kong, I would have noticed a big black guy in the sea of short Chinese people.
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* * *

      The next time I wake, I hear laughing. A female voice. I recognize it. It had been a long time since I heard my wife laughing but the sound of it brought back memories of better times.

      So I open my eyes expecting a pleasant surprise. Instead the brightness of the room is blinding. My eyes are just slits.

      There’s Amy across the room. There’s a dark shadow next to her and it takes me a moment to realize it’s the big black guy again.

      Amy giggles at something the big black guy says. His voice was deep even though I couldn’t make out what he was saying. Glad he’s able to keep Amy’s spirits up while her husband lies in a virtual coma.

      The room goes dark again. There’s no telling how much time passes before my eyes flutter open again and I see them across the room. They’re standing close together. Much too close. This big black stranger was in my wife’s personal space. Like they are a couple.

      Unable to say anything I just lie there and watch. Whatever he’s saying, Amy thinks it’s hilarious. For the life of me, she looks like she’s flirting with a guy in a bar or something and not in her husband’s hospital room.

      Amy puts her hand on his arm. She’s touching him and I know enough about women in general, and my wife in particular, to recognize it as a bad sign. Next she’ll be on her knees sucking his big black dick.

      Amy tosses her head back and lets her long hair flow. Even though it’s impossible, I can almost smell the springlike fragrance of her beautiful golden mane. I always loved it when she rode me like a cowgirl with her thick tresses of hair hanging down over her bare breasts.

      It’s hard to focus on the scene playing out in my hospital room. The big guy leans towards Amy. Instead of backing away to leave respectful distance between them, Amy stands up into him on her tiptoes. She kisses him hard on the lips. The wicked smile on her face, the one she I thought she reserved for me, tells me it was no accident.

      The scream that was building deep in my chest never makes it past my lips. Unable to speak or even move, I  take in the developing horror with half swollen shut eyes

      The big black hands leave my wife’s hips. But he’s not going anywhere. Amy takes a step back. She bites her lower lip, a look that drives me wild, and her fingers float to her waist. She looks the dark stranger in the eye and unbuttons the top of her tight blue jeans.

      She unzips her fly and turns away from him, pulling her jeans down from her hips. She’s not even wearing fucking underwear. Her perfect ass is in full view. For me. And for him.

      Despite the stranger’s presence, the sight of Amy’s toned ass and the faint bikini lines stir something deep within me. My inability to do anything about it doesn’t dampen my desire for her one bit. In my line of sight I see a stirring in the bedsheets covering my midsection.

      If I get a hard on, there’s no way for me to hide it. They’ll both know I can see them. Who knows what would happen then? Hell, if my wife is pulling this shit maybe she’ll have her gigantic new black boyfriend smother me with a fucking pillow.

      For now neither one is paying me any attention. The guy grins with a mouthful of blinding white teeth. Then he rubs his chin as he admires my wife’s bare backside. Examining it like he’s doing his master’s thesis on it.

      Depending on how long this fucker’s been in China, there’s a decent chance he hasn’t seen any white women in a long time. Just my luck I bring him my pretty wife to fulfill his fantasies.

      So he hasn’t really touched her yet.  That’s the good news. In my cloudy mind I’m running through the various scenarios I can imagine being in play here. Worst case scenario: he strips naked and fucks my wife right here while I watch, totally humiliated. The likely best case scenario: he freaks out because the whole situation is so fucked up and leaves the room before anything else goes on. He runs home and jerks off with the memory of my wife’s cute ass. If I were a betting man wagering on this situation I’d bet on the worst case.

      Amy’s pushes her jeans down to her knees. Her entire bare ass is on display. Fuck, I can even see her slit from behind. She smiles up at him like a total slut and a chill goes down my spine.

      The guy looks away for a second. Back towards the door to the hallway. He’s obviously not too concerned about someone walking in. Where are the fucking nurses anyway?

      My eyes dart around the room looking for one of those nurse calling emergency thingies. But I don’t see one. And even if I did I couldn’t use it since I’m not a fucking Jedi with the Force at my disposal.

      Then he looks over at me in the bed. I stare back at him but he doesn’t seem to notice. My eyes must look like slits to him since I can’t really open them any wider than they are. So I try blinking. Come on man. I’m blinking twice for NO! DON’T FUCK MY WIFE!

      “Don’t worry about him,” says Amy. “He’s out.”

      I’m not out! I’m in! Amy please don’t do this!

      The guy apparently is satisfied that I’m not a concern. He’s back admiring my wife’s bare ass. It’s irresistible to any man.

      Amy knows what she has and she wiggles it back and forth. Her ass is so smooth and the skin is flawless. Her thighs part just so over the top of the jeans. My excitement at the mere sight of her is growing by the second.

      He reaches out and grabs Amy by the back of the neck with one massive hand. He bends her roughly over the table. All she does is moan in response. Her ass sticks out right in my direction.

      Rage overwhelms me. No one touches my wife like that. I try to get up but I have no control of my body. My arms. My legs. Nothing responds to my commands. Helplessly I lay there. Helpless and worthless. I can’t even protect my wife.

      Anger boils inside me. I need to strike back. To stop this from getting any worse. But something is not right. My wife is not fighting back.

      The big black motherfucker doesn’t hold Amy down. He places his hand on her lower back but she’s not resisting him at all. She stays bent over the table without any force from him. She wants to.

      “You’re a bad girl,” he says. His deep voice drips with lust.

      “So what are you going to do about it?” Amy’s voice is breathless and I barely recognize it. She stares up at him in what I can only describe as anticipation. “Punish me.”

      I don’t like the sound of that.

      He places his hand on my wife’s bare ass. He massages and squeezes her cheek, relishing the firmness. Then he pulls his hand back and smacks her with a sharp clap.

      The sound echoes around the sterile room. Amy grunts as her ass shakes momentarily from the blow. It was a hard smack. Amy’s buttock flares red where he spanked her.

      Fuck! He does it again. Even harder this time. On the same side. Her light skin explodes with red splotches and she stifles a cry with her arm.

      She looks back over her shoulder, daring him to smack her again. He massages her other cheek making her wait for it. Then without warning smacks her hard again. Amy jolts on top of the table. Her cry is louder this time. Someone had to hear something. The spanking. Her grunts or cries. Something. Someone has to stop this.

      Now he’s got both his huge paws on her ass, each with its own side. He massages her and she sighs over her shoulder. He pulls her ass cheeks apart and inspects her asshole and cunt. Her slit is glistening in the room’s harsh lighting. Even from across the room, I can tell my wife is wet with excitement.

      He slides his fingers down and into her ass crack, pressing against her virgin asshole. Then he slips it over her pink cunt lips. “You’re nice and wet,” he tells her. I already fucking knew that.

      He grabs her arms and stands her up, pulling her back into him. Her bare ass is pressed against him. His hand glides over her chest to her throat. Fingers close around her neck and suddenly I’m afraid he’s going to choke her. But she throws her head back letting her hair fall wildly over her face.

      He presses his thick lips against her ear. “Do you know what I want you to do now?” His tongue flicks her ear.

      “No,” Amy gasps.

      “I want you to get on your knees and suck my cock. Right fucking now.”

      Amy’s chest heaves. She swallows hard as she eyes him. “Ok,” she gasps.

      He releases her and she takes a half step with her jeans tugged down. She turns around to face him and kneels down, her head level with his crotch and a wicked smile on her face.

      At this point, I’m too stunned. My mind refuses to grasp the reality of the situation. I’m just a spectator watching my wife about to blow another guy. A fucking big black guy.

      The big guy unbuttons his pants and undoes his zipper. He pulls his pants and boxer briefs down. My mouth goes dry when I see the size of his big black cock.

      The fucking thing is not even hard and it’s the size of a fucking table leg. Jesus Christ. It just hangs nearly straight down in front of his dangling balls.

      His soft cock is easily twice the size of my hard one.

      Amy’s eyes widen at the sight of it. “It’s so big.” She reaches for it without hesitating. Her white hand is tiny compared to his giant black dick.

      She makes a fist around his stiffening shaft but her fingers are too small to encircle it. She starts to stroke his cock with one hand using the other to balance herself against his muscular thigh.

      “It’s getting bigger,” says Amy with a wicked smile. She helps him step out of his pants and underwear and he takes his shirt off. With his pants taken care of, she wraps both hands around his shaft and pumps up and down.

      I don’t want to watch but I can’t even turn my head away. My eyes refuse to close, forcing me to watch. Even my own dick betrays me by getting hard at the sight of my wife stroking this monster black dick.

      Amy then opens wide and pulls the head of the cock into her mouth. My wife’s pink lips close around the powerful shaft as she goes down on him. The same lips I kissed at our wedding. The same lips that whispered she loved me not so long ago.

      Stop it! Just stop it! Please Amy! No more! I want to cry but I’m physically incapable of even doing that it seems. I’m just a pathetic, invisible little fly on the wall. Only able to observe while the worst thing that could ever happen to me unfolds just feet away.

      The guy stands there watching my wife’s head bob up and down servicing his cock with her lips and tongue. Her eyes are open and she maintains eye contact with him the whole time. Amy sucks him off as enthusiastically as I’ve ever seen her. Like a porn star. He’s so big her lips don’t even reach halfway down his shaft. One hand strokes the base of his cock, coated with her saliva. Her other hand cups his hanging balls.

      He grabs the back of her head and pushes her down on his cock. He keeps pushing even when she gags and her spit drools down his shaft. Amy’s eyes tear up but she keeps sucking. Every few seconds he rewards her deep-throat attempts with a “good girl.”

      After Amy breaks off for a moment to catch her breath, the guy holds her head in both hands and starts thrusting into her moth. He’s fucking my wife’s face. Tears roll down Amy’s cheeks but I have no illusion that they are the result of anything but gagging on his giant black cock.

      When Amy can’t take any more, he pulls his cock out of her mouth. Strings of saliva drip down from his shaft to her lips. He takes my wife’s head and pulls it to his balls which Amy sucks eagerly.

      Then he pulls her by the hair and has her face up to him. He guides his cock all over her face. Her chin. Her cheeks, her nose and forehead. Every inch of her face touches his cock. Every time I see my wife’s face from now on I’ll always remember that big black cock was all over it.

      Finally he pulls Amy to her feet. Her jeans are still around her knees. He bends her over the table again and positions himself behind her. “You want me to fuck you?”

      “Yes,” Amy replies with a throaty gasp. Her ass is still red with his fucking hand prints.

      He slides his cock between her ass cheeks and leans over her. He reaches under her tee shirt and cups her breasts. Amy pulls the tee shirt over her head. Her bra unclips and she shrugs out of it. He grabs two handfuls of my wife’s tits and squeezes them.

      He stands up straight and grabs hold of his rock hard cock, still wet from my wife’s mouth. He guides the massive head down between her ass cheeks and over her asshole. Then it slips in between her slick folds.

      “Go slow,” Amy begs. “You’re so much bigger than my husband.”

      My heart breaks when my wife cries out, muffled by her arm, as this big black stranger’s cock penetrates her tight pussy. He takes his time enjoying every inch of my wife’s cunt.

      To my horror, I realize he’s not wearing a condom. He’s fucking my wife bareback. He’s maximizing his pleasure in my wife and I’ll be stuck with the consequences.

      He smacks Amy’s ass again and she groans with pleasure herself. Her passionate moans won’t even allow me to pretend she’s not enjoying this.

      Soon he’s balls deep into my wife. Reaching parts of her cunt that I’ll never experience. Fucking her so deeply that she’ll never forget.

      He thrusts himself into her again and again. Amy’s moans match his intensity. “I’m coming,” she gasps. He slows down to tease her and I realize she’s slamming back into him now. She’s fucking him.

      His hands hold her hips as he guides her back into him. I can just imagine his massive cock spreading her tight cunt. He’s breaking her in more than I ever could.

      Amy finally slows down. He keeps pumping into her though. He places his hand on her ass. Pressing his oversized thumb against her asshole. Amy reaches back with both hands and spreads her butt cheeks for him. She flinches when his thumb enters her virgin asshole.

      If I ever tried to do that, she’d shoot me down. But she let’s this big black stranger do it to her. It’s so fucked up.

      Suddenly he pulls out and takes a step back. Amy is still slumped over the table. I can see her gaping cunt stretched open from him.

      He pulls her straight up and steadies her. She looks weak kneed as he helps her step out of her jeans.

      As I wonder what next, he guides her to the bed. My bed!

      Oh fuck no! He’s going to fuck her on my bed.

      He has her lie down on her back sideways across the bed, just below my feet. She lays back looking up at him with her legs spread wide in the air for him. Her big breasts flatten out and her hard pink nipples point to the ceiling.

      They’re so much closer now. I could almost reach out and touch them. If I had any control of my body.

      This is like a threesome out of my worst nightmare.

      He leans over her and they kiss with open mouths. It’s clear my wife is as into it as he is. Their tongues mingle with open mouths and it makes me sick to watch.

      But the kissing lasts only a few seconds. He kisses down her body, spending an extra moment to take each nipple into his mouth. He crosses her flat belly and into her trim box of dark pussy. Then his mouth settles on her cunt. His big lips and tongue massage her clit. It takes barely a minute before my wife is crying out and grabbing handfuls of my bedsheets.

      Her orgasm shakes the entire bed. He can barely hold onto her as her back arches and she bucks wildly, grinding her mound into his face. Then she collapses and shudders for what feels like an eternity. Even before the spasms stop and she stops moaning, he’s on top of her.

      His cock is huge up close. It looks like a fucking baseball bat that he’s going to use to smash a piñata. It seems impossible that it would even fit inside Amy, even though I witnessed it.

      He guides his cock between her spread thighs. Presses it to her dripping cunt. Amy grabs handfuls of sheets as he penetrates her. Pushing himself deep into my wife. He pumps her missionary style and she tries to pull him deeper into her.

      He pushes her knees back and drills down into her, his full weight behind him. The bed shakes even more violently than it did during Amy’s writhing orgasm. The hospital bed squeaks and creaks, threatening to collapse.

      He pummels my wife with everything he has. His body has the coiled muscles of an athlete and he works out my wife with a vengeance.

      Before he finishes he wants to fuck my wife in another position. They trade places with him on his back at the foot of my bed, his enormous cock standing at attention coated in my wife’s juices.

      Amy seems as if she’s in a daze. Exhausted by the punishment her body’s taken from this huge guy and her own thundering orgasm. She wearily climbs up onto him.

      She straddles him and reaches between her legs to guide into her. When the head enters her, she lowers herself down. Her ass comes to rest in his lap as his entire cock disappears into her.

      She slowly starts bouncing up and down on his shaft. At first he holds her hips urging her to fuck faster and faster. The sound of their bodies slapping together echoes around the room.

      He reaches up with both hands and cups her bouncing breasts. She covers his hands with her own holding him to her.

      Their bodies rock together. He pulls her into an embrace and thrusts himself up into her. “I’m cumming,” he gasps.

      Amy’s eyes light up. She starts up again, slamming herself down onto him with renewed vigor. She always was a good closer.

      He grabs her by the hips and smashes her body up and  down onto his. Then he groans and he reaches around her back and pulls her flat down onto him.

      His rock hard cock slips out of her just as he shoots his load. It is like watching in slow motion as a jet spray of his seed rockets into the air above the bed. It shoots so high it’s out of my range of vision. A fraction of a second later I feel the splatter of his warm, sticky cum on my face.

      It happened so fast that my clouded mind is unable to process what actually happened.

      Somehow his cock is back inside Amy. He thrusts and thrusts pumping his massive load deep inside her. They both moan as he plants his seed into my wife.

      It’s only when his thrusts slow and the two of them melt into each other at the end of my bed, that the revulsion registers in my mind. I can feel his semen on my face. Nausea builds inside me. It begins dripping down towards my open mouth.

      Never in my life did I want something more than to wipe it off and take a shower. Or burn my face in scalding water. Dump a bucket of hand sanitizer over my head. I’ll never be able to get clean again.

      They breath heavily with their sweaty bodies mashed into each other. After a few minutes, Amy ships on top of him and his softening but still ridiculous cock slips out of her.  My wife giggles as his white load drizzle out of her stretched used cunt.

      She climbs off of him and kneels next to him on the bed. Some strands of hair are matted to her moist skin but she has a wide grin on her face. Then she grabs his cock and leans over. She licks his shaft up and down as he watches her. She opens her mouth and sucks his cum and her juices off his big black cock.

      The guy looks over at me. He squints and laughs. Amy looks at him and he points to me. She sees it too and busts out laughing.

      The nasty load on my face trickles over my upper lip. It drips into my mouth. It tastes salty and nasty. I want to spit it out but I can’t. I can’t even close my mouth but I can feel it oozing down my throat. I’m swallowing his load.

      I can’t take it any more.  The helplessness. The humiliation. My eyelids suddenly feel heavy and I drift off.

      The last thing I see is my wife and her big black fuck buddy laughing at me.
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* * *

      I startle awake fresh from the nightmare I had. My wife fucking a black guy. I’m still in the hospital room. A nurse is speaking to me in Chinese. I look past her and see Amy standing there. Thank god. She’s even got a smile on her face.

      But she’s not smiling at me.

      There’s someone next to her.

      The big black guy.

      The nurse helps me sit up. Pain wracks my body. My mouth is so dry.

      Then it all comes back to me. I frantically wipe my face with both hands. I need to get the sticky shit off my face.

      The nurse grabs my arms and pulls them away from my face. The stuff is no longer drizzling down my face. Then I remember it oozing down my throat and I start hacking and dry heaving. The nurse holds a cup of water for me to sip. Instead I take a mouthful, swish it around like mouthwash and spit it back in the cup. The nurse shakes her head.

      When I finish I look at Amy. “How long have I been out?” I gasp.

      “Nearly a month,” she says.

      Fuck! I’ve been here for an entire month? What did I miss? “What happened?” I leave it open ended. See if Amy wants to confess anything.

      Amy rolls her eyes. “What happened? You were hit by a bus.”

      I have no recollection of it. Then I remember why we were in China and Hong Kong. “What about the deal?”

      Amy laughs and looks at the big black guy. “The deal? It fell through. Nobody thought you were going to make it.”

      I slump in the bed, trying to comprehend the scope of the disaster. I look up at the black guy. “Who are you?” Besides the guy who fucked my wife.

      Amy answers for him. “He’s with the US Consulate. He’s been helping me through this.” They both giggle. It looks silly for a big black guy to be giggling.

      “I’ll bet.” It kills me to know these two think I don’t know what they did. I would love to confront them but I can’t. If I acknowledge what they did, the humiliation from taking a cum shot to the face would be out in the open. Better to just keep everything hidden.

      My stare shifts from Amy to the black guy.  “I guess I should thank for taking such good care of my wife. It seems I owe you one.”

      The black guy has the fucking nerve to smile at my wife and say, “It was my pleasure.”

      I start laughing but it quickly turns into a deep, disgusting cough. They look at me like I’ve gone crazy.

      “What’s so funny?” Amy glares at me.

      “Karma’s a bitch,” I say. Just like my slutty wife.
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* * *
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* * *
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      There goes the neighborhood.

      I’m only slightly ashamed to say that was my first thought when the moving truck pulled up across the street and I first saw Marcus Jackson. Easily 6’4” and 240 pounds, he looked every bit the linebacker he was back in college. Undoubtedly he terrorized many a white quarterback who got in his way.

      So my second thought was to make sure I didn’t do anything to get on his bad side. “Honey, can you put a little ‘Welcome to the Neighborhood’ thing together?”

      Standing next to me, my wife, Katie stared out the living room window, too. When she didn’t respond immediately I glanced at her. She obviously wasn’t listening to a word I said, something she always accused me of doing. Her eyes were wide open and trained on the menacing new presence in our lives. She was biting down on her bottom lip. Deep in thought about something. Probably the same thing I was. What to do with this new black neighbor.

      I just left her there staring out the window. She hadn’t made my lunch yet and I was kind of irritated about that too. It was not turning into my favorite Saturday.

      After noisily messing around in the kitchen, which Katie didn’t seem to notice either, and just as I sat down to eat, I see Katie run past the kitchen and upstairs to our bedroom. Without a saying a word.

      What now?

      From upstairs, I hear the master bedroom closet door slam shut and something fall over in the adjoining bathroom. “Is everything ok?”

      No response.

      Since the latest interruption, I couldn’t start eating. Might as well go up there and find out what is going on. About halfway up the stairs, the doorbell rang.

      “I’ll get it,” cried Katie from our bathroom. Since I never answer the doorbell, that wasn’t all that unusual. So I turned and walked back down to the kitchen, even though I wouldn’t be able to eat until this latest distraction was cleared up.

      There was a knock on the door now. A heavy knock. A jolt of terror hit me out of nowhere. It occurred to me that it could be our new black neighbor. From the kitchen, I tried to peek out to the front door to see who it was.

      Thankfully, Katie came rushing down the stairs. She stops in front of the mirror in the foyer and that’s when I noticed she’d put on makeup. And fixed her hair. And changed into her workout clothes. Her skin-tight, sexy workout clothes.

      What the hell?

      Katie didn’t even look my way as she preened in the mirror. Like she was a teenager going out on a date.

      “How do I look?”

      “Great,” I said, when I meant to say, “what the hell are you doing?”

      Katie stepped over to the front door and took a deep breath before she opened it. “Hi,” she said. “I’m Katie. Welcome to the neighborhood.”
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* * *

      While I quivered, peeking around the corner from the kitchen, Katie steps aside and the true size of our new neighbor became immediately apparent in our foyer. He stood nearly a foot taller than my petite young wife. His dark massive biceps stretched out the arms of his bright white tee shirt.

      There were tattoos partially visible below his sleeves. I couldn’t make out what they were but I was pretty sure he was the first homeowner in the neighborhood I’d ever seen with a tattoo.

      The plain white tee shirt was tucked in tight to a tight but relaxed looking pair of jeans. He’d also be one of the first homeowners without a “dad body.” I sucked in my gut in spite of myself. Why did I have a dad body when I wasn’t even a dad?

      “My name’s Marcus,” he said. His deep voice rumbled like distant thunder in our tiled foyer. “Marcus Jackson.”

      He took Katie’s tiny extended hand in his huge one.

      Katie stared up at him wide eyed. A wide broad smile on her face. She reminded me of the young college cheerleader she was when I met her.

      “Is that your husband hiding back there?” Marcus nodded in my direction. Oh crap. My first instinct was to duck and hide. I even backed out of his line of sight in a panic before stepping out. Pretending I wasn’t there before.

      I tried to but on my distracted businessman act. “Oh, hi there. I mustn’t have heard the doorbell.” We shook hands and I was dismayed when my hand was dwarfed by his too. Just like my wife’s.

      I forced a smile and introduced myself. But my mind was racing and I had trouble making eye contact. He was, quite frankly, kind of intimidating.

      It was hard to look up at him. My gaze kept drifting down. To Marcus’s crotch. Which seemed about chest high to me. Even though it definitely wasn’t.

      It felt like our handshake went on a bit too long. And when I withdrew my hand from his, the size difference seemed to hang in the air between the three of us.

      It was at that moment the old canard about hand size being related to, well, you know, penis size popped into my head. I smiled nervously at Katie. She was still biting her lower lip and I wondered if she was thinking the same thing.
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* * *

      Marcus didn’t skip a beat. He started talking about the moving van or something and Katie kept up with him in the conversation. I just stood there feeling like a jackass, with my gut and my thinning hair in my khakis and sweater. Who the fuck wears khakis and a sweater on a Saturday morning?

      At some point the conversation turned back to me. Unfortunately I was so wrapped up in my own neurosis I didn’t know what we were talking about.

      “Look, if it’s a problem borrowing your tools it’s no big deal,” said Marcus. “I’m sorry to impose on you like this. Especially when I haven’t even moved in yet. It’s just that my tools got lost somewhere along the way and I really wanted to knock out a couple of small projects before I get settled in.”

      Apparently I just stood there staring up at him. My brain was so rattled I could barely comprehend what he was saying.

      Finally Katie nudged me with her elbow. “Of course it won’t be a problem, Marcus,” she said and nodded at me. “Right honey?”

      By then, I snapped out of it. “Oh sure, Marcus.” I smiled like it was no big deal. But it was so awkward I couldn’t just leave it at that. I had to go too far. “You can borrow anything you want. You don’t even have to ask. We’re neighbors now. You need something, you want something, just take it.  Mi casa es su casa. What’s mine is yours.”

      To top it off, I waved my hands in a grand gesture offering him anything of mine.

      Katie’s entire body seemed to quiver. Like a sudden chill overcame her.

      Marcus Jackson, my new big black neighbor just grinned a great big mouthful of white teeth.
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* * *

      “She married you for your money!”

      My mother’s words haunt me in the weeks after Marcus Jackson moved in. Katie seems more distant than ever. Except when she tells me about what Marcus was doing across the street. “He mowed today even though it was so hot. I brought him some lemonade and he said it was a good workout.”

      I just wondered why he didn’t have a lawn service like a normal person in the neighborhood.

      “He put new shudders on the house. I told him it was just the right color.”

      They’re decorative. God. We don’t live on an island where we need to batten down when a storm comes. Who cares about the fake shutters?

      “He was up on the roof today. Replacing some shingles. I told him he might get a sunburn, what with no shirt on and all. But he didn’t seem to mind. Maybe his dark skin…”

      I couldn’t fucking listen to it any more. The only reason I don’t do all those things is because I can afford to pay someone like Marcus Jackson to do them for me.
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* * *

      “Think about it, son. Katie was a cheerleader. Why else would she be interested in you? I mean, look at you!”

      My own mother actually said that to me. She was mad because I wouldn’t ask Katie about a prenuptial agreement. But now I started to wonder whether Mom was right.

      My wife’s ongoing infatuation with Marcus Jackson was really starting to burn my ass. I used to love quiet Saturday’s. Katie and I would just hang out all day.

      Now she waits until Saturday to do all her errands. She doesn’t work. Why can’t she do those things during the week while I was at the office?

      She’s avoiding me.

      The realization hurts. Bad.

      So I just stand there like a dumbass as my wife heads out for grocery shopping or a manicure or a goddamn shoe shine or whatever.

      After she leaves, I just sulk for a while. Wallowing in self pity. Like I always do.

      But then something changes inside me. I’m not going to sit here and take it. I’m going to win my wife back. If she wants a man’s man, some DIY handyman then hell. I can start being that guy right now.

      Or at least pretend to be.
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* * *

      So I dig around in my closet and find some old shorts. Sure they’re khaki but they’re old. And they have a lot of pockets. Ideal for holding handyman stuff. Like nails. And, uh, hammers.

      And an old tee shirt from some yachting competition my mother dragged me to. Maui to Vancouver. Not exactly a Budweiser shirt but it’s all I got. Unfortunately it stretches over my belly. Even I think it looks ridiculous.

      If we own the right tools for the job, I wouldn’t even know where to find them. But I do know where I can get what I need.

      So, for the first time, I go over to borrow some tools from my big black neighbor. No big deal, right? He borrows my stuff and I borrow his. We’re good neighbors and good neighbor’s share things.

      So I walk over there and his garage door is open to his workshop. “Hello,” I call out but not very loudly. There’s no answer. Just what I wanted.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Just before ascending the ladder and climbing onto my roof, I take a deep breath. I decide to show my wife that I can fix any shingles that need fixing in an attempt to save my marriage. My wife wants a handy guy, a physical guy. Today, I’m going to show her that guy.

      Of course, I have no idea how to fix a shingle. But I’m also certain my wife has no idea either. My plan is to just go up there, wait for Katie to return, take my shirt off and start hammering away. Katie will see me up there, realize there’s a whole side of me she’s never known about and offer me a lemonade. And if I play my cards right maybe my first blow job since our honeymoon.

      Grabbing my tools, it occurs to me that I’ve never climbed a ladder before. Suddenly, two stories seems like a lot more.

      She could return at any time so I decide to get moving. Setting aside my insecurities. I man up and go for it.

      The far side of the house is not as high off the ground and, since I have no idea how to extend the ladder, I head over there. The metal ladder seems sturdy enough as I angle it over the thick evergreen bushes.

      What could go wrong?
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* * *

      Just as I wobble up the ladder, I hear a car pull up. It must be Katie though I can’t see the driveway from over here.  The front door slams shut as her voice echoes throughout the inside of my house. I quietly place the tools to the side and listen to her call for me.

      The heat on the roof is brutal. The air shimmers and I’m sweating already. I wipe my brow on the tee shirt sleeve as Katie calls for me inside. A grin spreads across my face. Time to execute the plan.

      I tiptoe over to the tools. The slanted roof makes it hard to walk. And the roof looks a lot higher from up here. For some reason my fear of heights hasn’t kicked in.

      Until now.

      The hammer is hanging out of Marcus’s big black tool belt near the edge of the roof to the side of the ladder. I sit down and try to scoot to reach for it. Things start to move in slow motion. One moment the hammer is in my hand and then it’s not. It tumbles Matrix style over the edge of the roof and out of sight.

      Part of me wants to scream. But that would blow up my whole stupid plan. I decide to climb down. Once on the ground I’ll either grab the hammer and climb back up. Or, much more likely, forget the whole damn thing and live the rest of my life in misery.

      I scoot towards the ladder. My foot kicks out like I have no control of it. It knocks into the ladder leaning against the gutter. The ladder turns and starts to slide against the gutter. Then it drops away and out of sight. There’s barely a sound. I stand up and peer over the edge to see the ladder resting in the bushes. Stranding me on the roof.

      Just great.

      Seconds later, I hear the patio door slide open. I drop down to the rough shingles. Thankfully I’m in an area that is still cool from the shade of our big oak tree. Sticking my head over the roofline, I see my wife walk out in a skimpy, red bikini. Must be new because I’ve never seen it before. Damn she looks good. All that time she spends at the gym is really paying off.

      I sigh as I watch my beautiful, long-legged wife sit on a lawn chair by the pool. Smiling at her, though I’m pretty sure she can’t see me, I think about how cool it would be to grab my bathing suit and jump in the pool with her. Something we haven’t done in a long time.

      That’s when I hear the patio door open again.

      Someone is with her.

      My first thought is that it’s one of her hot friends. Maybe Amanda. Yeah, Amanda. Coming over to sunbathe with Katie. She looks awesome in a bikini too. If I ever were to cheat, it would be with Amanda. Of course she’s never so much as given me the time of day.

      Amanda’s married to some former race car guy. And she is gorgeous too. Hell if it’s Amanda I just may stay up here and watch them. And if I jerked off who would know? Sure it’s a sin to covet another man’s wife but for Amanda, it would be totally worth it.

      The other person steps out from the house toward my wife. My heart (and everything else) sinks. It’s not Amanda.

      It’s Marcus.

      Confusion spreads through my mind. What does he want? I feel like calling down to him to so he can get his stuff back. And get the hell out of my back yard. But my voice catches in my throat.

      Katie looks up at him as he approaches. Then she looks around. Suspiciously. Like she’s wondering where I am.

      Marcus sits down next to her. Without a word he grabs her bottle of lotion and squirts some into his hand.

      Katie bites her lip as she watches him. She doesn’t say no or anything else as he starts lathering her petite, sculpted body with lotion.

      What the hell? He’s touching my wife!

      Jealously surges through my body as I feel my face redden from the intense anger building inside me. Marcus massages Katie’s thighs as she slides down in the lounge chair. His hands slide up to her bikini bottom. His thumbs kneading her inner thighs, which Katie slightly spreads.

      Marcus wipes his hands off with a towel. Maybe that’s it. Maybe he was just helping my wife apply the lotion. He’s a good neighbor.

      My wishing sounds pathetic even to me.

      His hands are back on Katie’s thighs and moving up. My mouth goes dry as I watch him. His thumb smoothly glides over the red fabric covering her crotch. His moves are slow but smooth. Like he doesn’t want to startle her.

      It seems to be working.

      With his thumb he pulls the bikini bottom aside exposing my wife’s pussy. He slowly eases his index and middle finger inside my young, blond wife. My breathing becomes shallow as the sensation of a thousand bricks crushes my chest.

      I can only stare at Marcus as he thrusts his fingers in and out of Katie’s cunt. Watching his fingers completely disappear inside my wife, he smacks his large, masculine palm on the outside of her dripping pussy lips, deeply fucking her with his fingers.

      Katie’s mouth is open. Like she’s shocked at what’s going on. But no sound reaches me. No cry for help. No nothing.

      She likes what he’s doing to her.

      For a second, I decide to call for help. Not necessarily the police but even Katie’s phone. Anything, just to get this nightmare to stop. But, of course, I left my damn iPhone in my other shorts.

      Maybe I should just yell down there. Excuse me, Marcus, would you please stop finger fucking my wife?

      The thought of confronting him is too much. I’m not really comfortable with confrontation.

      Still resting on my stomach, I extend my arms in front of me and pull my body closer to the peak of the roof. I have to watch even as I’m disgusted. Squinting in the bright sunlight, I notice Katie’s bikini bottom has disappeared. And so have as Marcus’s shirt. And shorts.

      There’s a naked giant black man on top of my wife in my backyard.

      My eyes are drawn to the sight of Marcus’s long, thick cock pointed at my wife’s gaping cunt.

      I glance down at my inadequate manhood, barely bulging from my jeans. Ashamed, I grab my small package in embarrassment. Angrily I just watch as my big black neighbor plugs my wife’s pussy with his enormous shaft. My heart sinks as Marcus slams his monster black cock inside my wife’s tight hole, again and again.

      Watching Katie’s legs spread further apart, I stare at Marcus’s overly enlarged cock and watch him plunge himself deeper and deeper inside my wife. I shake my head in disbelief as he buries his long, firm shaft even further inside her.

      He’s stretching her out. He’s ruining her for me.

      Barely pulling an inch of his fat, throbbing cock out of her, Marcus slams the base of his cock back into her. He’s balls deep in my wife. Claiming more of her than I ever will.

      My jaw drops as Katie wraps her legs around Marcus’s waist. Her cries reach me now. I look around to see if anyone else hears her begging for more big black cock. Already I can picture the looks of shame I’ll get from now on from the neighbors.

      My skin is burning red with fury, not from the sun. Stomach acid bubbles in my belly and up my esophagus. I’m going to have to take a whole bottle of antacid today. Nausea slowly creeps up into my chest. A cough escapes me as I start to dry heave. Afraid they will hear me, I duck down.

      Peering over the roof again, it’s pretty clear they didn’t hear me or they just don’t care.

      They’re pretty busy fucking each other. I watch Marcus push my wife’s legs back, her knees near her head and slam his cock further up into her dripping cunt. He keeps finding ways to penetrate Katie even deeper.

      I clench my dick attempting to prevent it from stiffening any further. A rush of heat explodes inside my face, turning it bright red again. The overload of embarrassment pumping through my veins forces my body to shake. I’ve never felt this humiliated before. I’ve sunk to a new level.

      I feel my hands clench into balls as my wife screams out, “Oh Marcus!”.

      Rage builds up in my belly as taunting thoughts echo in my head.

      “You’ll never compete with that, you limp dick. Your pathetic, small penis will never amount to the horse-sized cock your neighbor has. No wonder your wife is cheating on you, loser.”

      I swallow hard, trying to force the tormenting thoughts away. Even as I’m humiliated, something even more compelling inside me demands that I watch.

      My wife drags her long, red acrylic nails down his powerful dark back. Marcus grabs her hips and pulls her to him burying his pulsating cock in her pussy.

      Katie lets out another long, loud moan. It drives Marcus into a frenzy. He thrusts his powerful pelvis faster, bouncing himself off of Katie’s smooth, toned thighs. His dick slams harder and deeper inside of her.

      She cries out, squeezing Marcus’s lower back with her soft, porcelain hands, begging him to bury his long, dark rod even deeper inside of her.

      Katie’s mouth opens in a soundless scream as Marcus somehow starts fucking her faster.

      Then suddenly, Katie’s mouth emits an actual scream, “Fuck my ass!”

      The scream echoes across our yard. I swear a flock of birds startled and dogs started howling in the neighborhood.

      Marcus pulls out of Katie’s pussy and violently flips her over on the lawn chair. Then he grabs the lotion and squirts a lot in his hand. He strokes his cock coating it in lotion.

      With my wife face down and her bare spread ass in the air, Marcus ignores Katie’s gaping pussy and rubs the tip of his wide head around the outside of my wife’s asshole. He slowly pushes inch after inch inside her ass as she buries her face in a towel.

      When he’s a third of the way inside, he shoves his massive erection all the way up in her unfaithful ass. I feel stomach acid rise up in the back of my throat again as Katie cries out in apparent pleasure.

      Tears roll down my cheeks. I continue to stare as Katie stretches her arms out behind her, grabs for the back of Marcus’s thick, muscular thighs, and tries to pull him deeper inside her.

      They fuck like animals. Marcus’s muscular body glistens with sweat as he has his way with my willing wife. The lounge chair shifts on the pool deck as Marcus pounds Katie without mercy.

      Finally, Marcus pulls outs. Katie flips over onto her back as Marcus strokes his cock. Then he explodes all over my wife. His powerful first spurt shoots up and into Katie’s smiling face.  The rest splatters across her chest and stomach before dripping onto her pussy.

      When he’s done, Katie scoots down on the chair and takes his still hard cock in her mouth. Ass to mouth. The lips I kissed at the altar on our wedding day. My wife, covered in cum, sucks the big black cock clean.

      I can’t take any more. I roll over on the roof and squint up at the blue sky. I can’t believe this is happening! This devious, fucking whore who claimed to love me…

      How could she let another man insert himself into her? In her ass, when she wouldn’t even let her own husband enter into her like that?

      A toxic mix of violent anger and deep embarrassment swirl in the pits of my chest. I try to force back the intense emotions bubbling up, but I can’t control myself. The tears turn to gushing sobs.

      I hear them laughing and talking but I decide I’ve seen enough. I roll over and try to stand but then I slip on a loose shingle and my foot gives way.

      I tumble over the side of the roof and through the air. For a second I think I’m going to die and it’s actually a relief from the pain. At least I won’t have to deal with the shame.

      But I don’t die. Not even close.

      My fall is broken by the bushes. The rough branches scratch my skin and I feel like I’ve been punched in the nuts.

      At first I can only just hang there, while each new pain announces itself. Then I try to get out of the pushes because the physical pain is becoming unbearable. But I can’t move. I’m stuck there.

      In the driveway next door, I see my other neighbors. They are staring at me. What must be going through their minds?

      I wave. Like everything was just fine. Another lazy Saturday at home.

      They shake their heads and get in their car.

      My humiliation has begun.
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* * *
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* * *
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      “Come on in and have a seat.”

      Marcus, my new boss gestured for me to take one of the chairs across from him, in front of his desk. He shut the office door behind me.

      This wasn’t going to be a good meeting. Just before he called me up, I’d been in the men’s room dry heaving in the handicapped stall. This was the day I’d been dreading. D-day. The company was announcing who was going to be laid off. Before leaving the men’s room, I tried to clean myself up in front of the mirror.

      A ghost stared back at me. My face was so pale and there were dark circles under my eyes. The stress was killing me. It was definitely taking a toll on my marriage.

      Ever since I lost out on the promotion. To Marcus.

      That fucker. I was sure he got the promotion because of some Affirmative Action bullshit. Why should he have gotten it? Just because he’s black?

      My wife, Amy, was tired of listening to me bitch about it. She told me I needed to step up and take it if I wanted it. But I’ve never been confrontational. Ever since I feel like she’s lost some respect for me.
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* * *

      I slump down in the chair in Marcus’s office. It should have been my office. I glance over at the small leather sofa along the wall under Marcus’s framed degrees and certificates. I wonder how many naps he’s taken in here while I’m stuck in my cubicle.

      Marcus sits down behind his desk and leans towards me across the desk. He had my personnel file open in front of him. “I know we haven’t gotten always gotten along,” he says.

      I glare at him and shake my head. This is such bullshit. He’s going to fire me while he sits there in what should be my office. The hatred was building inside me. “Don’t try to be Mister Nice Guy now,” I say. “You’re wasting my time. If you’re going to fire me then just do it.”

      Marcus was shocked. And so was I. I’d never said anything like that to anybody before. At least where they could hear me.

      Marcus’s jaw tightened. “Do you want to know why I got the job and you didn’t?”

      “I think we both know why.”

      “I don’t think you do,” says Marcus. He leans back in his black leather executive chair. “It’s because you’re a nasty, selfish person. That’s why.”

      My jaw drops open. How dare he say something like that to me! I was here ten years before he even applied. But his words hurt. As mad as I was I felt tears building. Fuck! I can’t fucking cry here. Not in front of him.

      “Despite that,” Marcus continues. “I’m keeping you on for another month. You had been doing good work until the promotion derailed you. So I’m giving you a chance to save your job.”

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was so sure I was going to be fired. Now I didn’t know what to feel.

      “It’s not all good news, unfortunately. To stay you will have to accept a twenty percent pay cut.” The edges of his mouth curled up. He was smirking at me. This black fucker thinks he’s better than me and he’s rubbing my face in it.

      “So I can work harder for less pay.”

      “I’m sorry. I wish I had better news for you. But look around. A lot of good people are being let go today. Please don’t make me regret this decision.” Marcus stood up. The meeting was over.

      I stood up and faced him across the desk. He towered over me. Marcus used his size and race to intimidate others in the office.

      But not me. I wasn’t going to be intimidated.

      Marcus extended his hand. But the last thing I wanted to do was shake it.

      I turned on my heel, whipped his office door open and stormed out. Fuck him.
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* * *

      “You weren’t fired?” The surprise in Amy’s voice hurt me. She totally expected me to be fired. She has no faith in me.

      “No but he’s fucking me with the pay cut.” I walked into the kitchen. There was no sign of dinner. “Fucking me real good with his big, black…”

      “Who is?” Amy cut off my mumbling. She was still in her workout clothes. She looked great in her tight black yoga pants. Too bad we haven’t had sex in months.

      “Who do you think? That big black dick boss of mine. Marcus.” After dinner I’d have to run the numbers with the fucking pay cut. So much for my new Lexus.

      “You’re lucky you still have a job,” Amy says, shaking her head. Disgusted with me. “Maybe you should thank him instead of bitching about him.”

      “Screw that.” I’ve really had about enough talking about it. “In fact I refused to even shake his hand when it was over. What’s for dinner?”

      Amy rolls her eyes. I hate it when she does that to me. “So you just walked out on him? That’s so petty. I’m surprised he didn’t fire you after that.”

      I try to ignore her. “What’s for dinner?” If she didn’t have anything ready I’m really going to be pissed.

      “Maybe you should act more like him.”

      Make no mistake, I love my wife but she was really getting under my skin. “What the hell are you talking about?”

      She shrugged. “For once in your life, be the bigger man.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I really didn’t want to go into the office on Saturday morning. Working extra on weekends was something I used to do before I got screwed over on the promotion. The last thing I wanted to do was see Marcus over the weekend.

      Amy had gotten up early and left the house. Didn’t leave so much as a note. She was probably going to Starbucks with her friends. Then maybe a matinee or something. I doubt she has any idea that the pay cut is going to really hurt us. She needs to stop spending so much of my money.

      At first I just plopped down in front of the TV in my man cave. But I couldn’t relax. I dreaded going back into work on Monday morning. It was going to hang over my head the whole weekend unless I did something about it.

      So I just decided to get dressed and go into the office. At least get the awkwardness out of the way. Maybe even stick my head in his office when no one else is there and thank him for not firing me. Though the thought of groveling like that makes me sick, I really don’t want to get fired. The humiliation is going to be hard to swallow. But getting fired would be worse.

      As I pull up to the building I decide to sneak into the back parking lot, even though on weekends we usually park in the front lot. I didn’t want anyone else seeing my car parked out front while I had my tail between my legs.
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* * *

      Inside the office, I stopped by my cubicle. As I looked around I saw that a lot of desks, most of them in fact, had been cleaned out. I shuddered thinking about it. My desk could have easily been one of those.

      Suddenly I was in a better mood about coming in. It was probably a good idea to poke my head into Marcus’s office and let him know I was on board. Maybe even apologize to him even though it may kill me.

      The office is eerily quiet. So many of my former coworkers are long gone. I tiptoe down the hall to Marcus’ office. His door is open and I can hear him speaking with someone. The woman’s voice is familiar but I can’t think of which employee it belonged to.

      I creep up and peek in. My jaw goes slack when I see who Marcus is talking to.

      My wife. Amy.

      What the fuck? I’m so stunned to see her I can’t even think straight.

      It takes a few seconds for it to sink in. I blink several times expecting the image to go away. But it doesn’t. And then I realize they’re not just talking. Marcus has his arms around her and she’s hugging him right back. They’re kissing with open mouths and tongues and everything.

      What the fuck? Why is she even here? As far as I know she doesn’t even know Marcus. Except for a Christmas party or two I doubt they’ve even met.

      Well, it sure looks like they’re making up for lost time.

      They stop kissing and just look into each other’s eyes for a second. Maybe there’s a reasonable explanation. There must be something. Did she come down to talk to him about my job? Maybe that’s it.

      Amy grabs the front of Marcus’s golf shirt. She lifts it from his stomach and tries to pull his shirt up over his head. But he’s too tall so he grabs the shirt and finishes the job for her. While he lifts his shirt over his head my wife grabs his belt buckle and starts undoing it.

      Oh shit. This is not heading in the right direction at all.

      I clear my throat. Maybe they will notice they are not alone and stop before it goes any further. But they don’t stop.

      I’m paralyzed with fear. Locked in place watching but unable to intervene. Spying on my own wife. Peeping on her as she undresses my most hated enemy.

      Marcus watches her, with big white wide eyes, as she momentarily struggles with his belt. He tosses the shirt onto his executive leather chair. The fucker.

      Amy gazes up at him as she slowly undoes his zipper. His bulge was noticeable and growing more so. His big black cock is probably the size of a baseball bat. And he’s going to use it to fuck the shit out of my wife.

      She yanks his khakis down and his underwear comes down too. Fuck. It’s worse than I expected. His dick is bigger than I feared. It springs to attention right in her face.

      Amy’s on her knees in front of him. She lets him step out of the pile of clothes at his feet and pulls the sweatshirt over her head. She throws it aside and runs her fingers through her long hair.

      She’s wearing a plain white T-shirt and I can tell from here she’s got no bra underneath. I bitch at her all the time about going out with no bra on but she doesn’t listen to a fucking word I say. Her perfectly sized and perky breasts stretch the fabric tight across the front. Her erect nipples like tentpoles underneath.

      Marcus is completely naked and steps back in front of her. His big black cock is pointed at the ceiling. It’s got a curve to it and I can’t believe I’m looking at Marcus’s dick. And my wife is about to suck it. This can’t be happening.

      Amy wastes no time. She pulls her shirt over her head and tosses it on top of her sweatshirt. Her rounded bare tits bounce with every movement.

      Marcus stares down at her for a moment before reaching down and palming each breast with a huge black hand. His dark fingers a stark contrast to the flawless white skin of her breasts.

      It was like they were exact opposites. They had no business being together. Their only connection is me.

      Amy lets him fondle her boobs while she reaches and greedily grabs his cock just below the large black head. She wraps her two hands around him, one below the head and the other to the base. She giggles nervously and strokes him up and down.

      Marcus stares down at her, letting my wife pleasure him. He doesn’t say a word. He doesn’t have to. He’s got that smug look on his face. Another conquest for him over me. First my promotion. Now my wife.

      Amy leans forward and kisses the tip of his cock gently. Looks like the same kiss she would give me when I would leave for the office. A peck on my cheek. Now a peck on my boss’s pecker.

      Her lips touched his cock. How could I ever kiss her again? How can I even look at her again without thinking about him?

      Amy opens her mouth and takes him in. Just the head. Her lips close on it, tasting him. Her tongue swirls around the head of his cock while her hands stroke his shaft.

      Marcus closes his eyes and moans.

      My chest is about to explode. I wish I could claw my eyes out. My wife is sucking my boss’s big black cock. And I’m to much of a pussy to stop it.

      “I’ve never done anything like this before,” says Amy. Every whore says that.

      She gazes up at him while she keeps rubbing his shaft. He sneers down at her. Keep sucking bitch.

      She makes a pathetic attempt to deep throat him, but her mouth didn’t reach even halfway down his shaft. She gags and pulls her head back off his cock. A string of saliva glistens in the harsh office light. It hangs from his cock to Amy’s lips. She wipes it away.

      Marcus is discovering what I’ve known for years. My wife sucks at cock sucking. I hope she bites his dick off.

      She rests back on her calves and continues to stroke him. She stuffs him back in her mouth and she sucks some more.

      But Marcus isn’t satisfied. He grabs her by the back of the head and pushes her down on his dick. Amy lets him do it. Her mouth stretches as more of his shaft enters her. Her eyes water and muffled coughs escape with bubbles of saliva.

      Marcus holds her head still and pumps his cock in her face. His dangling balls slap against her chin. Amy’s hands are on the front of his thighs. But she’s not pushing away.

      She probably likes being treated like a whore. My mistake was treating her like a queen.

      His cock stretches out her cheek. Her pink lips trailing along the pulsing dark cock. He looks like he might cum in her mouth. Make her swallow every drop.

      Instead he pulls out and rubs his wet cock all over my wife’s face. Every inch of her cheeks, nose and forehead is touched by his cock. For the rest of my life I’ll never forget this image.

      When he finishes desecrating my wife’s face, he grabs her by the arms and pulls her up to her feet. He pulls her into him. Her bare breasts flatten against his chest and his damp hard cock presses against her belly.

      Amy looks up as if she’s expecting a kiss from him and looks surprised when he spins her around instead. With her back to him he pushes her against the side of the desk.

      Marcus bends my wife over the top of his desk. Amy’s arms spread across the folders stacked there. For some reason, I wonder if my personnel folder is still there. It would be kind of ironic, I guess.

      Amy’s eyes are wide open. She looks a little scared. Like she doesn’t know what’s going to happen next. She tries to turn her head each way to look back and make eye contact with him but he’s still pushing down with one hand on the small of her back.

      Marcus stops holding her down but Amy doesn’t move. Her chest is planted firmly on the desktop. He grabs her hips and slides his fingers under the waistband of her running shorts. He tugs them down. Her little black thong panties too. The clothes fall to her feet and she steps out of them.

      He stares down at my wife’s lily white bare ass.

      I think of all the times I was jealous when I caught another guy staring at Amy’s ass whenever we went out somewhere. It would always ruin the night. I’d be so mad and since I could never confront anyone, I’d hate myself too. Amy never seemed to mind the attention. But she would get pissed at me for being in a bad mood. Eventually we stopped going out.

      Now I couldn’t believe that the guy I hated the most, the guy who had my whole life in his hands, and a black guy to boot, had my wife’s ass all to himself. He could do anything to her.

      He seemed to realize how magnificent Amy’s ass was. He touched one cheek gently. Just brushing his fingertips along the exquisite skin.

      Amy shivered at his touch. From here I could even see that she had goosebumps. She was taking deep breaths.

      Then out of nowhere, Marcus pulls his hand back and slaps Amy right across her backside. The smack echoes out the door and down the hall.

      Amy yelped in surprise. It was so loud both of them look up at the open office door.

      I stumble backwards and out of sight. I freeze in place trying not to breath lest I be discovered. After a few seconds, I didn’t hear anyone coming so I chance another peek.

      They’re back at it. Didn’t even bother closing the door. I see a giant red handprint across my wife’s bare ass.

      Marcus suddenly crouches down behind Amy. She looks like she’s about to yelp again.

      I wasn’t sure what he was doing but then I realized his face was between her ass cheeks. His tongue was massaging her pussy. Amy closes her eyes and moans.

      Marcus stands back up and his face glistens with my wife’s juices. He licks his lips, tasting my wife’s sweet cunt.

      Amy’s eyes were open, staring straight ahead. She was breathing deeply. Then she bites her lower lip.

      Marcus holds his giant stiff cock, pressing his long shaft in between Amy’s ass cheeks.

      She remains still as he pulls her ass wide apart with his massive hands. He slides his cock back-and-forth between her spread ass cheeks up towards her lower back.

      He’s savoring the moment. The moment before he claims my wife in the office, on the very desk, that should have been mine.

      Amy could still stop this. I could forget the rest. If only she would push him away. Just push him away and grab her clothes and leave. We could pretend it never happened.

      There were tears in my eyes as I wished the whole thing away. There was something else going on too. Something so terrible that I hated myself for even acknowledging it.

      I was hard.

      I was hard from watching my nemesis using my wife for his pleasure. I’ve never been so disgusted at myself. What kind of a pervert is turned on by watching his wife with another guy? I’m pathetic.

      Amy reaches back. She’s pushing him away!

      I wipe the tears from my eyes.

      And then I realize she wasn’t reaching back to push Marcus away.

      Amy was reaching back with both hands. She reaches between her buttocks and spreads her wet cunt open. For him.

      Marcus nods. A wicked wide grin appears on his evil face. He’s about to claim his ultimate conquest, my beautiful wife.

      He rubs the head of his cock against her wetness and presses forward. Inside her.

      No! He can’t do this! It’s not going to fit. It’s too big.

      He grunts like a wild animal. Amy shuts her eyes. Her mouth opens as she cries out. They no longer care if anyone hears them.

      Amy’s knuckles whiten as she clutches the edges of the desk as he penetrates her. Her pretty face is wracked with pain. But she doesn’t tell him to stop. Instead her hand disappears underneath her body. Her fingers reemerge  frantically stroking her clit.

      “You’re so big,” gasps Amy. “Much bigger than my husband.”

      Marcus sneers at her. “You’re so tight. Not even broken in yet. Like a virgin.”

      Marcus’s cock drives into Amy, deeper and deeper, until his balls brush against her clit. He pauses, his cock fully inside her. Relishing her tightness.

      Then he pulls back, withdrawing from her slowly. Her lips stretch as his steel hard shaft slides out. He pulls completely out of her. Her stretched cunt gaping open.

      He holds her hips and rams back inside her with such force the desk shifts. Amy throws her head back and groans.

      Marcus starts pumping in and out of her. Amy’s ass shakes from the impact. The slaps of their bodies together reverberate throughout the office.

      Marcus grabs a handful of her long hair. He pulls it back as he punishes her from behind. Like he’s riding her down the stretch at some racetrack.

      He pulls Amy up off the desk. Her bare breasts swing wildly as he fucks her. He can’t resist reaching around and grabbing two greedy handfuls. Amy reaches up with one hand and holds his to her breasts.

      As he’s thrusting into her faster and faster, he releases her breasts and holds her hips, pushing and pulling her along his shaft.

      Then he spanks her ass again and pulls his throbbing cock out of her. Amy slumps over the desk, breathing hard. Marcus steps back from her and wipes sweat from his brow. He stares at her as he catches his breath.

      After a few seconds he’s ready to go again. He has Amy flip over onto her back but the papers and folders are sticking to her skin. She gets off the desk and leads Marcus to the sofa. There she drops down onto her back and pulls Marcus on top of her.

      Amy’s legs are raised and spread. Marcus rises to his knees on the sofa. He gazes down at my spread naked wife, his hands triumphantly resting on her inner thighs.

      The contrast of his ebony skin with the relative paleness of her inner thighs excites me for some reason. It wasn’t right and it disgusts me too.

      Then he puts his hand on my wife’s pussy. Like he owns it. He runs his fingers through her neatly trimmed bush and down to her dripping wet cunt. His fingertips circle her clit.

      Amy’s breathing in ragged, desperate gasps. She watches as he has one hand between her legs while the other reaches for her breasts. The dark pink nipples standing erect so he can pinch them, like she’s some low rent stripper at an out of control bachelor party.

      He has my wife moaning like a porn star. She closes her eyes and clutches the sofa cushions like she’s trying to hang on. When she opens her eyes, she realizes with an embarrassed smile, that she had been squeezing him between her thighs. But the grin on his face showed he didn’t mind at all.

      He looks so smug there. His self satisfied grin after bringing my wife to orgasm just makes me hate him more. I want to kill him.

      He rears back completely naked between her spread thighs. His enormous cock straining at attention. He’s massive. It looks nearly as long and thick as her fucking thigh!

      My wife reaches for him eagerly.

      Her white hand looks tiny as she holds his giant black cock. Her fingers don’t even reach all the way around the base of the shaft. She strokes him a couple of times before she pulls his cock to her cunt.

      She rubs the huge head up and down against her wet pussy. Then she guides him inside her. “Go slow,” she whispers.

      He nods and eases himself into her.

      Amy grits her teeth and holds her breath as his shaft disappears inside her. She bites her lower lip and closes her eyes.

      He holds her legs apart with his hands around her ankles. He’s in total control. Total dominance of my wife. He licks his lips as he looks down at his big black cock buried in my wife’s cunt.

      “Slow,” says Amy again, opening her eyes. “You’re so big.”

      Marcus smiles. “Bigger than your husband?”

      Amy nods. “Oh yeah. Much bigger.”

      It hits me like a kick in the balls. The betrayal. The complete humiliation.

      My chest feels constricted. Like I can’t breathe. The fallout from this is unimaginable. I can’t quit. I can’t get a divorce. I’m just going to have to live with it. The shame.

      Marcus fucks my wife slowly. Savoring every moment. Taking away from me the only thing I had that he didn’t. Now I’m left with nothing.

      He pulls her calves to his chest and her ankles rest on his shoulders as he thrust in rhythm. His balls slapping against her ass.

      Then he spreads her legs apart again and climbs on top of her. Missionary style. Somehow this is even worse for me. It’s more personal. They look into each other’s eyes as their bodies join together. They even kiss.

      Amy grabs his powerful arms as they hold him up. She watches him thrust himself inside her again and again. The sofa shakes with his power. Amy’s bare breasts dance in his face.

      Amy moans and her hands caress his skin. His arms and back. His neck and chest. Even his ass. Like she’s trying to pull him in deeper.

      I can see her pleasure growing with each of his thrusts. His pelvis grinds into her pussy. He’s breathing hard and she squeezes his ass, encouraging him.

      Faster and faster he goes. Violent. The sofa bangs against the wall again and again. Amy tenses up and arches her back. It drives him wild.

      Amy writhes underneath him, straining against the arm of the sofa. Then she contracts, shaking with each spasm. She finally cries out before dissolving into a  quivering, spent shell underneath him. Another fucking orgasm.

      Marcus inhales and exhales deeply. His jaw is clenched and his thrusts lose their rhythm. His body tenses. Ready to explode.

      “Come inside me,” Amy says. Her voice a throaty gasp.

      I realize Marcus is not wearing a condom. The fear of him impregnating my wife makes everything even worse. I can’t even imagine the humiliation I’ll feel if Amy becomes pregnant. If she has a black baby that I’ll have to raise and pretend is mine.

      He pounds deep inside her again and again before his body shudders. He groans and makes several more spastic thrusts into her.

      My wife smiles as she watches this big black guy shoot his load deep inside her.

      Finally he collapses in my wife’s arms and she pulls him to her.
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* * *

      I slip away quietly. Cursing myself. Too big a pussy to confront them even in the most compromising position imaginable.

      I slink out to my car and drive home alone.

      When I arrive I can’t get the images out of my head. My hard on is painful and I consider jerking off just to be done with it.

      But I can’t. Not yet.
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* * *

      Twenty minutes later, Amy pulls into the driveway. She climbs out of her car and bounces up to the front door. She looks relaxed in her workout clothes. Like she does when she gets home from the gym.

      When she steps inside, I meet her in the foyer.

      “How was the workout?” I ask. A fake smile plastered on my face. Waiting for her to lie.

      “Oh. It was tough,” she says, avoiding eye contact. “Did a lot of stretching.”

      “I’ll bet.”

      She glances at me as she walks past. “Is something wrong?”

      “I’m just thinking about my boss,” I say. “He really fucked us.”

      Amy starts up the stairs to our bedroom. “It will work out. I’m sure of it.”

      I follow her up the stairs. “How can you be so sure?”

      “Just a hunch,” she says. She strips off her sweatshirt and tee shirt. She’s topless as she enters our bedroom.

      I follow her.

      She kicks off her socks and sneakers and pulls down her shorts as she steps into the bathroom. “I’m going to take a shower.”

      I hustle in after her, just as she steps out of her running shorts. She’s standing there naked and I realize she wasn’t wearing her panties. Then I see a red mark on her ass. It’s a handprint. A big one. Marcus. It’s like he branded her.

      My anger swells but so does something else. I grab her by the hand before she turns on the water and pull her back.

      “Hey! What are you doing?”

      I pull her to the bed and push her onto her back.

      “You want to do this now? I’m all sweaty and gross.”

      I strip off my clothes and climb on top of her on the bed. “I need it now. Please.” I need to reclaim my wife. Even in this small way.

      She purses her lips but nods and looks away.

      I don’t kiss her. I don’t want to. Marcus’s big black cock has been all over her face.

      I guide my hard but pathetic cock into her. She’s wet and sticky down there and I try not to think that some of it is Marcus’s. My small cock easily slips inside my wife’s cunt. It feels so different. She’s all stretched out and it’s all too slick. It doesn’t feel the same. Not nearly as good as it used to.

      He ruined my wife for me.

      I close my eyes and try to fantasize about some porn I’d seen but it doesn’t work. The memories of my wife with my big, black boss dominate my thoughts. Even though I’m disgusted, it also excites me. I thrust faster and faster and maybe a minute goes by before I shoot my load into my wife’s gaping cunt.

      I pull out and look down to see cum dripping out of her and onto the bed.

      It was the most pathetic sex in a lifetime of pathetic sex. But for the moment I feel a little better.

      Amy grimaces before she jumps up. “I really need a shower now.” She darts into the bathroom and turns on the shower.

      I just roll over on the bed and stare at the ceiling.

      “Hey, honey?” Amy calls me from the shower.

      I sit up. Maybe she still loves me. “Yes?”

      “Make sure you clean up the wet spot.”
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* * *

      Monday morning. Since I didn’t sleep a wink, I come in to work early. The first time in a long time. Marcus’s car is already in the parking lot.

      Good. Just the man I want to see.

      I brush past my lonely dark cubicle. And head straight down the hall. To my boss’s office.

      His door is ajar. I see him sitting behind his desk. His feet are propped up. It looks like he’s staring at the sofa. Probably reminiscing about banging my wife on it.

      Then I realize he’s got something in his hand. Holding it to his face. It’s black and lace and I recognize it at once.

      My wife’s panties.

      He’s sniffing them. And there’s a bulge in his pants. A bigger bulge than normal. He’s got a souvenir from his wild ride with my wife.

      I stick my head in. “Good morning, Marcus.”

      He startles, nearly falling over in his chair. He looks up at me wide eyed. “What are you doing here?” He slips Amy’s panties into a drawer. Like I can’t see what he’s doing. “You’re early.”

      “My wife and I talked. You remember Amy, right?” I glance over at the sofa. It looks like there’s a new stain or two on it.

      “Oh yeah,” he says. “I think I do. She’s lovely.”

      The lack of sleep, the anger, the humiliation. They all combine into a giant ball of hate in the pit of my stomach. It’s ready to come exploding out. Like a volcano.

      And now’s my big chance.

      And I just stand there. I stare at him. He stares back at me. Nothing comes out of my mouth.

      Finally Marcus says, “Is there anything else you wanted to say to me?”

      I’m paralyzed with fear.

      He stands up and walks around his desk towards me. He’s huge and I’m afraid he’s going to hurt me. I take a step back out of his office.

      Marcus steps to the door. He grins at me. The same smug grin he had while pounding my wife on his sofa.

      It hits me.

      He knows that I know what happened. And he’s just rubbing it in my face.

      “Why don’t you go back to your cubicle and get to work?” He starts closing the office door. But just before it closes, he smiles and says, “Say ‘hi’ to your wife for me. I can’t wait to see her again.”
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* * *
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* * *

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sharing Kylie

          

        

      

    

    
      “I don’t understand.” Kylie rubbed her temple. A headache was coming fast. She looked at Derek, her husband of less than six months. “Don’t you love me any more.”

      Derek hurried over and dropped to his knees. “Oh baby, of course I still love you. I always will.”

      Kylie could see in his eyes that Derek meant every word. But ever since the honeymoon in Barbados, their sex life had been awful. Derek couldn’t get it and keep it up. Doctors and drugs hadn’t helped either. “But you want me to have sex with other men?”

      Derek took Kylie’s hands in his. “I know it’s hard to understand. It took me a while to figure it out. And it wasn’t easy. But you trust me, right?”

      “Oh course,” said Kylie.

      “Then please trust me now.” Derek squeezed her hands gently.

      “Ok,” she said. “But you’ll be there the whole time right?”

      “Of course, I will.” Derek wouldn’t miss it for the world.
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* * *

      Kylie was all nervous the next day. Derek had set up the first encounter for later that night.

      She tried to go about her day but second thoughts clouded every moment. She didn’t know what to expect. She didn’t know if she could go through with it.

      But Derek was there to reassure her. He told her it was what they had to do to make their lives better. He loved her so much and it hurt him to know she was being deprived of something. Something that he couldn’t give her himself. And Kylie could see how his excitement grew throughout the day.

      Derek told Kylie he made all the arrangements. There would be a man coming to the house that evening and Derek would introduce them. Kylie was supposed to dress up like they were going out. Like a special occasion. Because it was a special occasion according to Derek.

      Before she showered Kylie stood naked facing the bathroom mirror. She’d only been naked in front of one man. A virgin on her wedding night, she didn’t really know what all the fuss was about. Derek just did his thing while Kylie stared at the ceiling. It only took a minute or two, anyway.

      She brushed her long blonde hair out of the way and looked at her big breasts. She always thought that was what guys liked but Derek rarely even touched them. Her stomach was still flat even though she’d gained five pounds since the wedding. Her pussy was neatly trimmed but Derek had suggested she shave it off completely before the encounter.

      She took a last look and sighed. She wanted to make her husband happy. And if this is what he wanted then it was up to her as a good wife to do what she could. She stepped under the steaming spray and let the hot water cascade down her body.

      She shampooed her hair and lathered her body. She reached between her thighs and realized she was excited. Images of other men flashed through her mind and sent a shiver of anticipation through her. She immediately felt a little guilty.

      She shaved her legs and pussy. It was a little weird to be so smooth down there but some of her friends said they did it too. She climbed out of the shower and began patting herself dry.

      Derek stuck his head into the bathroom and eyed her up and down. A smile crossed his face, especially as he eyed her newly shaven mound. “You look beautiful,” he said.

      Kylie smiled nervously back. Derek always complimented her. He always treated her like a princess. Not once had he done anything to hurt her. So she would do what he asked.

      “What should I wear?”

      “I picked out a dress for you,” said Derek. “It’s my favorite.”

      Kylie looked down. Her wedding ring sparkled in the bright bathroom lights. “Should I leave my wedding ring on?” It didn’t seem right somehow. Wearing her ring while another man touched her.

      The expression on Derek’s face changed. Like she had wounded him. “Of course you should. You’re my wife and you always will. Nothing will change that.”

      Kylie wished she could take back the question. “I’m sorry. It’s just… I never imagined doing something like this.”

      Derek sighed. He stepped into the bathroom and took Kylie’s hand in his. He brought it to his lips and kissed her hand. “My beautiful wife. You will never have to apologize to me. It is I who should apologize to you. I know this is very difficult for you. But you will enjoy it. I promise.”
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* * *

      Kylie slipped into the little black dress that Derek picked out. She hadn’t worn it except for once on the honeymoon. It was silky smooth and seemed to glide over her skin. With no bra and just a skimpy pair of black panties she bought specially for her husband, Kylie felt a little underdressed.

      From outside the bedroom, Kylie heard voices. Derek was talking to another man. Kylie swallowed when she heard the stranger’s deep voice.

      She took one more look at herself in the mirror. Her hair and makeup were perfect. The little black dress was a little tight in the chest and the hips, but she looked good.

      Good enough for any man, she thought. Except the one I married. She managed not to shed a tear.

      The time had come. Her heart pounded in her chest as she left the bedroom to meet the man her husband had selected for her.
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* * *

      “Kylie, honey, this is Jake.”

      Jake was a big guy, nearly half a head taller than Derek. He had an athlete’s aura about him. He had broad shoulders and his clothes fit him perfectly. He was handsome with a square jaw and medium length dark hair. He had a confident grin on his face as he eyed Kylie up and down.

      He looked similar to a lot of guys who made clumsy advances towards her before she met Derek. She happily spurned them all. She found it kind of ironic that it was her own husband who arranged for one to be with her now.

      “Kylie,” Jake said. “You are a beautiful woman.”

      “Thank you,” said Kylie. She smiled weakly and glanced at her husband. Derek nodded with his own grin and sank into one of the chairs. She was on her own.

      “I’ll take good care of you,” said Jake as he openly admired Kylie’s body, circling her like a shark. “Very good care of you.”

      Kylie shivered. Jake was definitely handsome and she was immediately attracted to him. Physically. But she was scared.

      “Let’s get started, shall we.” Jake took off his shirt and tossed it on the empty chair. Kylie heard him unbuckle his belt and unzip his khakis.

      “Why don’t you take off your dress?”

      Kylie’s hands were shaking but she managed to slide the straps from her shoulders. She wriggled a little and let the silky black dress flow over her curves and into a pile at her feet. She covered her breasts with her hands.

      Jake circled around to face Kylie. He laughed. “You’re very modest,” he said. “But with a body like yours you should show it off.”

      Kylie stared at him like she was in a trance. But she slowly put her arms down. Her bare breasts exposed to this stranger.

      “Very nice,” he said. “Very nice indeed.” He licked his lips. “I suppose it’s my turn.” He caught his thumb in the waistband of his boxer briefs and pulled them down without any hesitation.

      Kylie gasped. Jake’s cock was only semi hard and was much bigger than Derek’s. Kylie couldn’t help but stare at it.

      “Now it’s your turn.” He nodded towards Kylie’s panties.

      Kylie blinked out of her stupor. She eased her panties down over her thighs and stepped out of them. She instinctively covered up with her hand. She missed the batch of hair between her thighs.

      “Your body is exquisite,” said Jake. “Let’s take it out for a little test drive.”

      Kylie’s eyes grew wide and darted to meet her husband’s. Derek was on the end of his seat, staring. There was a bulge in his pants that he rubbed absentmindedly.

      Kylie flinched when Jake took her hand. “Let’s head over to the couch.”

      Kylie followed him across the living room. But he didn’t sit down. “Get on your knees and face the back of the couch.”

      Kylie wasn’t sure she understood. She kneeled on the edge of the couch and held on to the back of the couch. She turned and looked behind her. She felt exposed. Her ass and more was on display. Jake was eyeing her and his dick was fully erect. Derek’s hand was in his pants across the room.

      “Face the wall,” said Jake. “That’s it. That’s a good girl.”

      Jake stepped up between Kylie’s feet. Kylie jolted when Jake placed his big powerful hands on her bare ass. “Tight firm little ass you have there.”

      Kylie was too nervous to breath. She stayed still waiting for Jake to act.

      He reached around and cupped her big breasts, kneading her nipples between his fingers. Kylie felt his hard dick brush against her thigh. It seemed so big.

      Jake’s hands slid from her breasts down over her abs and further. To her smooth pubic mound and beyond. His fingertips brushed her clit and a jolt of pleasure shivered through her entire body. Her husband had never touched her like that.

      Jake felt it too. He whispered,”Kylie, I can show you what you’ve been missing. If you’ll relax and let me.”

      He paused. His hands were still so close to her pussy. A finger’s breadth away.

      Kylie gasped for breath. Her heart pounded in her chest. She nodded. “Yes.”

      Jake crouched down behind Kylie. She could feel his hot breath on her ass. He spread her wide and his tongue flicked against her slick folds. She pushed her ass back to him and he licked her pussy top to bottom.

      Kylie felt her knees getting weak. Jake turned her around so she was sitting on the couch facing him. But her legs were up on his shoulders as he attacked her pussy.

      His mouth closed on her. Her clit caught between his lips and tongue. Sucking her. She clenched and started grinding her cunt into his face.

      Jake’s head bobbed between her thighs. Lapping up her juices. Stroking her clit.

      Kylie felt pleasure like she never knew existed. She grabbed the back of Jake’s head pulling him yo her harder.

      Kylie wanted the pleasure to last but she had no experience. No control. She bucked her hips and quivered into her first orgasm.

      When her body stopped shaking, she slumped sideways onto the couch. Jake wiped his face and looked down at her with a satisfied grin. But he said, “I’m not done with you yet, Kylie. Open your eyes.”

      Kylie opened her eyes. Jake’s hard cock was in front of her. She reached out and greedily stuffed it in her mouth. She sucked his cock and stroked it with her hand.

      But Jake pulled back. He climbed on top of Kylie, between her legs. “I know you’re ready for me.”

      “You’re too big,” she gasped. But she reached for him anyway.

      She rubbed the head of his cock against her wet pussy. She guided him to her opening. He rammed his cock deep into her cunt.

      Kylie cried out and dug her nails into his back. He pounded her tight cunt with his huge cock. “Goddamn, you’re tight!” He sneered at Derek. “Like a virgin.”

      Her big tits rocked with every thrust. She sank deeper and deeper into the couch cushions. Through her wildly messy long blond hair she saw her husband watching from across the room.

      Derek’s pants were open and he was stroking his cock.

      Jake noticed her looking away. He pushed Kylie’s legs back, her feet near her head, so she was bent nearly in half. He plunged deep down into Kylie with his full weight, driving himself as far as he could into her.

      “Oh God,” cried Kylie. Her hands clawed at the cushions as her body adsorbed Jake’s pounding.

      He slammed his cock deep inside Kylie harder and harder. His body tensed and he spasmed, pumping his seed deep inside Kylie’s gaping cunt.

      Jake stood up and towered over Kylie’s limp figure. Her face obscured by the tangle of blond hair. Both of them were breathing heavily.

      Jake was still hard. And not yet finished with Kylie.

      “Come on, Kylie,” he said and helped her to her feet. “I’ve got something else for you.”

      Kylie staggered in Jake’s arms. Her legs were weaker than they were after any workout. She’d never felt so wonderfully exhausted. She couldn’t imagine what more Jake could do with her.

      Jake escorted Kylie over towards her husband. Derek looked up wide eyed.

      Just in front of Derek, Jake had Kylie get down on the floor on her hands and knees. Jake got behind her and patted her on the ass. “Just one more thing,” he said. “I think you’ll like it.”

      He nodded to Derek and stuck out his hand. Derek seemed momentarily confused but he quickly recovered and grabbed something from the table. A bottle of lube. He tossed it to Jake.

      “Kylie, I’m going to fuck you in the ass now,” said Jake.

      Kylie looked up at Derek. Her eyes were wide.

      Derek nodded to her. “It’ll be okay, baby,” said Derek.

      Jake squeezed some lube on his cock. “Oh, it’ll be better than okay, Kylie. Start playing with yourself.” Then he poured some on Kylie’s ass letting it drip between her butt cheeks.

      Kylie couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Play with herself? In front of Derek? And some stranger? And fucking her in the ass? With his big cock? She started freaking out, when she felt Jake’s slippery cock sliding between her ass cheeks.

      Jake sensed her tension. He reached down and grabbed Kylie’s hand. He pulled it to her clit and started stroking it with her. “You’re going to love this,” he told her. “Remember how you felt a few minutes ago?”

      Kylie nodded.

      “This will be better.”

      Kylie closed her eyes and toyed with her clit, just like she sometimes did when Derek couldn’t get it up. She tried to relax.

      Jake massaged Kylie’s virgin asshole. At first she was so tight he couldn’t even slide his finger in. But she quickly warmed up. He spread more lube on his dick and pushed the head of his cock into Kylie’s asshole.

      Kylie whimpered and clenched her ass. But she kept playing with herself and when she relaxed again, Jake pushed his cock in deeper.

      Kylie shuddered as another, more powerful orgasm built inside her. This one was different somehow coming from somewhere deep inside her. She arched her back and threw her head back.

      Jake grabbed a handful of her hair as he rammed his cock in and out of her ass. The smacking of his pelvis into her ass and thighs reverberated through the room.

      “Oh God,” screamed Kylie.

      Jake went wild, fucking her violently. Riding her all the way. He groaned and shot his load in her asshole, pumping every drop into her.

      Kylie collapsed, slumping forward, resting her head in her husband’s lap.

      Derek stroked his cock frantically. Kylie’s head turned just as the first spurt exploded from Derek’s cock. The first warm droplets splattered on Kylie’s cheek and She opened her eyes as her husband shot his load on her face.

      The corners of Kylie’s mouth curled up in a smile. Her husband finally came with her for the first time since their honeymoon.
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* * *

      Kylie was spent. She drifted off to sleep and was only vaguely aware of being carried. She woke up to find Derek easing her into a warm bubble bath.

      “You did great, baby,” he said.

      “Umm.”

      Derek pulled her long blond hair back from her face. He took a warm washcloth and wiped Kylie’s face. He thought about his drops of cum on her face and smiled at the memory.

      “Can you sit up?”

      He helped her to kneel and lean over the side of the tub. Kylie was pliant and moved just like she was instructed.

      Derek leaned over and ran his hand down her bare back. Kylie’s asshole was still recovering it shape. It was red and raw.

      He finished cleaning his wife and wrapped her in a towel. He helped her to her feet and gently patted her dry. He lead her to the bed and had her lie down facedown. She was still naked. He spread her legs and rubbed aloe vera on her asshole.

      Kylie stirred. “What are you doing, baby?”

      “Just getting ready for the next time,” he said with a grin.

      “Okay,” said Kylie. “I love you. And thank you.

      “You’re welcome, baby. I love you too.”
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* * *
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* * *
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      It started as a joke.

      My wife, Madison, and I watched an old episode of Friends one night. The one where they talked about making a list of celebrities that a person could sleep with without his or her partner considering it cheating.

      Spoiler alert - Let me just tell you this up front: The show was funnier than watching my wife actually go through with it.

      So a couple of nights later, we were out with our real friends and the topic came up. We went around the table and had some good laughs. But what struck me most was Madison’s response.

      She had her list memorized. Like it was top of mind. Like she’d really put some thought into it. Like she was serious about it.

      Immediately I was suspicious. And jealous.

      How many nights had she fantasized about the men on her list? How many times, while we were doing it, had she replaced me, in her mind, with someone else she would rather have been with?

      It burned inside of me. I couldn’t get it out of my mind. The vision of some rich and famous guy using my wife for his temporary pleasure. And tossing her aside when he was done with her, just to leave me to clean up the mess.

      Madison’s always had a thing for this famous actor. You know who he is. A movie star. A big movie star. And I mean “BIG” in every way.

      But I never seriously worried about it. I’m sure lots of women fantasized about this particular actor. Besides, he’s black and Madison never really struck me as being into that sort of thing. She’s from a small town that, as far as I know, is almost totally white.

      Anyway, he’s a really good actor who’s been in some great movies and I just assumed Madison was just a fan of his work.

      Of course, I’m going to change his name in this story because I’m already humiliated enough without getting sued on top of it.

      The last thing I want at this point is to relive the whole episode in the tabloids. Or a courtroom. I could just imagine this actor, with that smug grin, staring at me in the courtroom as he detailed each and every thrust into Madison. Recalling how my wife threw herself at him and spread her legs for his amusement. Telling everyone how she moaned as he penetrated her deeper than her pathetic husband ever could.

      A lawsuit would mean all our friends, coworkers, neighbors and family would know that Madison got banged by another guy (a big black one, at that) while I watched. I could just picture Madison’s creepy uncle asking me about it over Thanksgiving dinner. “So Frank, is this turkey as big as that black cock that Madison fucked?”

      It was bad enough to relive the entire humiliating incident in private. Every night, tossing and turning in bed next to Madison, who slept soundly. She had no idea how much this tormented me. And apparently she didn’t care.

      Finally, in the depths of my nightly depression, I’d climb out of bed and tiptoe through the dark gloom of our bedroom. I’d slip out of the room, careful to ease the door closed behind me.

      Down the hallway to the guest bathroom I’d slink, hurrying to put out the fire of humiliation burning inside me.

      But not just shame.

      The truth was, just thinking about it turned me on. It turned me on so much I hardly watched any porn any more.

      With the door locked, I’d strip my boxers off. My pathetic little dick would already be standing at attention. My eyes would close and my mind would race with the images. The thought of her with him drove me wild.

      Frantic, my hand would stroke up and down my sorry shaft while Madison writhed naked with him. His hands explored my wife’s body even as he drilled his cock far inside her opening, dripping wet with the anticipation of him.

      My body would shudder as I pictured them together. As he came inside her, I came by myself, alone in the guest bathroom. Ashamed and humiliated all over again by my excitement at the whole thing, I’d clean up the mess and slink back to bed.

      Sometimes I’d be able to drift off to sleep. Sometimes not. Sometimes her past just wouldn’t let me go. It would force me to watch again and again. Force me to relive the moment in excruciating detail.
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* * *

      Madison had been on a hot streak for a few weeks. First she’d won a few hundred bucks with a lottery ticket. Then she won a year’s worth of Netflix from some website. And to top it off she won a big contest through the local radio station. She was the tenth caller and was one of those people that only called once and won. Before I knew it, Madison and I were whisked away to New York City, with two tickets to the Grammy Awards at Radio City Music Hall.

      It was a little bittersweet for me. I loved the lottery money and the free Netflix. And the free trip to New York City was great and all, especially since we’d never been there before. But I was missing out on a big week of fishing back home.

      Madison blew up on me when I mentioned the fishing. She said stuff like I was ruining it for her and how we always did what I wanted and never did what she wanted. Which was total BS, by the way.

      But it was the worst fight we’d ever had. Which was kind of ironic since winning the trip was one of the best things that ever happened to us. It git so bad she actually left home and stayed with her parents for a couple of nights.

      Those two nights alone in the house scared the crap out of me. I’d seen how some guys fell apart after their wives left and I didn’t want the same to happen to me. After the fight I realized I needed to be more aware of her wants and needs.

      I hardly slept at all during those two nights. It was so awful I drove like a maniac over to her parents’ place and apologized and literally begged her to come back.

      As her parents looked on, it was the most humiliating moment of my life.

      Up to that point, anyway.
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* * *

      As soon as we stepped inside the lobby of the Atlantic Hotel just off Times Square, I knew we were in a different world. “Oh look,” Madison said as she all but pointed at one famous face after another. And not just musicians. There were Olympic athletes, social media influencers and actors, too.

      I rolled my eyes every time. But I was careful not to let her see. Those two nights without her definitely left a mark. If celebrities turned her on, I wouldn’t stop her.

      Madison was always more interested in celebrities than I could ever be. She probably got it from her mother, who had a collection of Princess Diana memorabilia. Come to think of it, her dad had a crap-load of Dale Earnhardt and other Nascar stuff in his home office too.

      Madison’s mania manifested itself in several ways, from US Weekly and other magazines to TMZ, that always seemed harmless enough to me.

      Maybe I should have paid better attention.
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* * *

      When we got to our room, I couldn’t believe how nice it was. We never had the type of money to blow on a fancy Manhattan hotel room for five nights. Like a little kid, I couldn’t wait to look out over the New York skyline. But when I pulled the curtains back on the floor to ceiling windows I was more than a little disappointed. The view was blocked by other big buildings and even the roofs of the smaller ones looked like crap, littered with water towers and air conditioning units.

      I felt a little deflated, so when Madison suggested we go down to the lobby and check things out, I passed. The flight and stress of the airports had wiped me out so I planned to take a nap.

      Madison just shrugged and gave me a peck on the cheek as she ran out the door.

      As I tried to sleep I couldn’t get the sounds of the city out of my head. Even with the thick window glass I could still hear the incessant beeping from thirty stories down.

      At some point, though, I must have drifted off.

      And before I knew it someone jumped into the bed with me. It was dark and I was disoriented. “Hey!” I yelled, like I was getting mugged in bed.

      “Guess what?” Madison was jumping on the bed like a little kid. It annoyed the shit out of me.

      “What?” I turned on the light. My wife was beaming.

      “Guess who I met?”

      I had no idea but she was even more excited than she was when she won the trip. “Who?”

      At this point, my mind raced with possibilities. Not that there were many. I quickly ran down the likeliest names and really expected she’d met somebody from home. A coincidence, sure, but hardly something to jump on the bed over.

      “Derek Hamilton.” (Not, repeat, not, his real name.)

      “Who? The actor?”

      Madison grabbed my shirt collar in both fists like she was going to rough me up if I didn’t give her my lunch money. “Yes, the actor,” she said, mimicking me and making me sound like a dumbass. “But not just any actor. Just my favorite actor of all time.”

      I was pretty sure Meryl Streep or Sally Field was her favorite but I quickly decided not to argue that particular point.

      “Okay,” I said. “That’s great.” But Madison’s hurt look told me my tone did not reflect my words. So I put my hand on hers and said, “No, really. Good for you.”

      And that was all it took to get her beaming again. “He invited me to a party.” Madison was literally squirming with delight.

      I sat up in the bed. “He invited you to a party?”

      “Well, not just me. Us.”

      “He invited us to a party?” Maybe I was still a little groggy from my nap, but I had a hard time envisioning a big time Hollywood star inviting me, some rube from flyover country, to some exclusive party. “Are you sure? What did he say, exactly?”

      Madison turned away and appeared to swallow hard as she climbed off the bed. It was a look I’d seen from her before, usually when she tells me about some cockamamie idea she had. Most of her ideas crumble pretty quickly in the face of questioning by a reliable skeptic — me.

      Madison went to look out our window at the “view,” so I couldn’t see her face when she answered. “Actually I didn’t speak to him. Not directly.”

      Already this whole deal seemed fishy to me. My wife was a small town girl-next-door type who wasn’t used to some of the underhandedness that fast talking shysters might employ when they caught sight of a pretty woman. “Then who asked you to this party?” I used air quotes around the word “party.” Madison hated when I did that.

      She spun around from the window and threw her hands up in the air like I was driving her crazy — which I surely was. “His assistant. Okay? Are you happy now?”

      I was, actually, but I said, “No.” I stood up and grabbed her as she tried to get past me to the bathroom. “I just think we need to be careful.”

      She tried to wiggle out of my arms but I pulled her close and she stopped. “If you say we’re country mice again, I swear I will pop you,” she said.

      “We’re not country mice,” I said. “But you’re a country mouse. I’m more like a country lion.”

      She punched me and I fell back on the bed like she was Rocky Balboa. She jumped on top of me and pinned me to the bed. “Even though it was his assistant, I saw Derek himself tell the assistant to come over to me and ask.”

      “Well, sure he did. Why wouldn’t he? You’re the prettiest girl in this city by a mile. I guess he just didn’t see your wedding ring. Maybe I should have gotten a bigger one.”

      “Oh, stop,” she said. “I told him I was with my husband but we’re both big fans and he said to bring you along if I wanted.”

      I rolled us over so I was on top and I pinned her to the bed. “Well, yeehaw! These country mice are going to a big Hollywood party! In New York.”

      What could go wrong?
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* * *

      Derek Hamilton was Madison’s not-so-secret celebrity crush. Back in college she actually had several posters of him plastered to the walls of her dorm room. When I think back on those early days in our relationship, I could now see hints that I should have picked up on back then.

      When we would have sex in her dorm room, she often liked to be on top. Back then I was so happy to be getting anything, I never realized she was probably staring at the poster of a shirtless Derek while she was riding me.

      It was hard to blame her. Lord knows I had my celebrity fantasies too. The problem was I doubted any of mine would be inclined to invite me to a party at a swanky New York hotel. But if I ever got the chance I probably would have been at least as excited as Madison.

      Madison insisted we go shopping so she could have something special to wear to the party. Our little adventure got off to an inauspicious start when I stepped of the curb in front of the hotel and nearly got creamed by a guy on a bike.

      Luckily Madison pulled me back and the worst thing that happened was the faint cry of “Asshole” as the bicycle enthusiast sped away.

      Madison dragged me into a store that was mobbed with pretty young women. I’d never seen so many gorgeous girls in one place. It was like I was in the middle of a modeling school field trip.

      Madison had me sit by the dressing rooms while she tried on different dresses. Each one seemed more revealing than the last. But I kept my mouth shut. The parade of scantily clad knockouts in and out of the dressing rooms ensured I was in no hurry.

      She finally picked one out and damn if Madison wasn’t the sexiest woman in that store though. It was an extremely low cut black dress that hugged her body in all the right places.

      But she wasn’t satisfied when I told her it was, “Nice.”

      She got on her phone and called one of her girlfriends back home. After she filled her friend in on her big news, she had me take pictures of her in the dress so she could get a real opinion.

      Her best girlfriend’s voice was so shrill and loud I heard it without the phone being in speaker mode. “Not even Derek Hamilton could ignore you in that dress!” Her girlfriend had said with a whistle when she saw the picture.

      Not exactly what I wanted to hear.
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* * *

      A few hours later we were at the party. It was in a big penthouse suite on the top floor of the hotel. It was bigger than our whole place back home. And it needed to be because it was crowded.

      All those sexy girls from the store seemed to have made it up to the party. There were easily far fewer guys than girls and even some of the guys were obviously security.

      Madison and I stood in the foyer and took in the scene. It impressed the hell out of me but I made sure not to let my wife know. Not that she seemed to care what I thought.

      “Nice place, huh? I guess we’re not in Kansas anymore, right?” I elbowed Madison, trying to knock the scowl off her face.

      Madison was pissed. Not sure what she expected. Maybe that it would be more intimate? Maybe just her and Derek?

      So far, there was no sign of the big star. Just his groupies.

      Madison gave me a look — she was in no mood for me and my lame ass attempts to make her laugh.

      We grabbed a couple of drinks and lingered around the outside of the party. Neither of us felt the least bit comfortable. But as the drinks settled a sense of calm fell over me even as Madison started loosening up.

      The music was not something we usually listened to. Heavy, thumping bass. Felt like my teeth were rattling. But Madison was definitely digging it. Her hips started swaying and the rest of her was not far behind.

      Part of me was crazy for alcohol-lubed Madison. That Madison was a lot of fun. Crazy fun. She changed from a straight laced housewife into a freak. In that state she had a boldness to her that could take a man’s breath away. At least that’s the effect it had on me.

      But Madison wasn’t focused on me at that party. She was out for something bigger. Something she wanted long before I came into the picture.

      Just then, the atmosphere in the suite changed. I noticed the brows creased on the security guys. Something was up.

      A side door opened on the far side of the main living room. A ripple of excitement spread through the crowd and over to us. Somebody came out of the room but we couldn’t see who it was.

      I leaned over to ask my wife if she could see anything but she was already moving.

      Madison had pushed her way to the front of the group, leaving me behind in her bid to meet her favorite actor. She’d been scanning the room for nearly the entire time we were there and had known just when to make her move.

      I stood on my tiptoes and caught a glimpse of him. A bolt of recognition hit me. The face was so familiar from all the movies, gossip pages and interviews. And my wife’s old posters.

      I suddenly felt out of place standing by myself at the back of the room. Every glance in my direction made me feel like I didn’t belong. Like I was some perv lurking around all the women. While Madison was next to me, I was okay. Like she was my ticket into the party. Which she totally was. So before security hauled me away, I squeezed through the crowd to catch up to my wife.

      Madison didn’t even acknowledge my presence as I came up behind her. At least not until I placed my hand possessively on her backside. That’s when she acknowledged me by pushing my arm away, while she stared at the object of her lust only a few feet away.

      Standing with an assistant, Derek seemed annoyed by the shrieks and camera flashes from the group. Giving the fans a quick smile and a wave, he turned around to walk back through the doorway from whence he came.

      But before he did, he paused just outside the threshold. He looked right at Madison and I swore they made eye contact. It was like a physical force as Madison actually backed up against me. Like he was so powerful just his look forced her to step back.

      And for that moment it was like time stopped. A thrill of excitement shot through me. My wife was so beautiful even a guy used to seeing attractive women all day every day could see at a glance Madison was something special. I was happy for Madison. Even if the party was a disappointment and she never got to actually talk to him, she could remember that single moment.

      And maybe afterwards we could relive those moments back in her dorm room. Only I would be playing the role of Derek Hamilton.

      Derek whispered something into the ear of the assistant even as he stared at Madison. The assistant nodded and glanced over at us too. Then, just like that, they disappeared back into the adjoining room and a security guy closed the door.

      So much for that.
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* * *

      The tension in the room dissolved away into excited chattering. Dozens of individual conversations about the appearance of the big star. It was impossible to decipher any one of them but I got the gist of several: Who would he pick?

      Madison, at least turned around to face me, but still didn’t look at me. Her eyes darted around the room at the other girls. Like they were in a contest and she was sizing up her competitors.

      I gazed around too and realized something. Virtually every girl in the place had a definite big city, glossy, fashion model look to them. Like they photoshopped themselves before they walked into the party.

      Except for Madison. My wife stood out in a crowd of dazzling beauties for one thing: she looked real. A natural beauty.

      For the first time in a long time I struggled for something to say to my wife. “What kind of guy barely shows up for his own party?”

      Madison’s head snapped back to me. She grabbed my arm and hissed at me. “Don’t embarrass me.”

      So I kept my mouth shut. We just stood there like we were waiting for the subway or something. Killing time. And for what?

      I was ready to go and I could feel Madison’s mood slipping. She must have been disappointed that her idol really hadn’t noticed her.

      Besides I was eager to get her back down to our room and get her out of that expensive dress. Show her there was a least one guy in the big city that appreciated how awesome she looked.

      “Excuse me, miss?”

      Out of seemingly nowhere, Derek’s assistant magically appeared at Madison’s side. Creepy little fucker.

      “Me?” she asked, looking around for anyone else he may be referring to, even as she squeezed my forearm. Just like she did when she found out she won the trip.

      “Yes, you,” he said, his voice dripping with impatience. “Mr. Hamilton doesn’t like to meet with fans in large groups, but wanted to invite you to his for a private meet and greet.”

      “He does?” Madison squealed, irritating me with her enthusiasm.

      “Yes, I can take you now if you’d like,” he said, casting a look at some of the other willing young ladies. The implication was clear to me so I’m quite sure it wasn’t lost on Madison.

      Come now or he’ll move on to the next girl.

      Madison bladed her body so I wasn’t completely blocked off from the exchange. “What about my husband?”

      The creepy assistant sighed dramatically. This guy should have been on a stage dressed like a cat or something a few blocks away. “If he must, your husband can,” he said with a sneer as he eyed me up and down, “tag along.”

      Madison looked at me and squeezed my arm again. She had to do that a lot during this “party.” My arm was going to be sore. Shrugging, she turned back to the assistant.

      “Okay! Let’s go,” she said brightly. Like a tourist getting on the ferry to see the Statue of Liberty. Unfortunately, I wasn’t as thrilled. It seemed a little fishy.

      The assistant huffed, turned and motioned for us to follow. Instead of going through the door Derek disappeared into he led us down a hallway and through a labyrinth of twists, turns, and doors before finally arriving at another closed, and apparently locked, door. A grim faced security goon stood next to the door. His eyes darted at clothing but lingered more on my wife than on me.

      Knocking twice, the assistant opened the door with a key and ushered us inside what looked to be a huge, dimly lit bedroom suite with a big sitting area, complete with sofa and chair.

      I nudged Madison and nodded towards the sofa. “Look it’s a casting couch. It looks just like a regular one.”

      Madison elbowed me in the ribs. And not playfully either.

      “Hello,” said a deep and familiar voice from the back corner of the room. I’d most recently heard the voice narrating a car commercial during a football game.

      He stood next to a corner bar fixing a drink. “I’m sorry for all the secrecy.”

      “No problem,” Madison squeaked. She pinched herself on the thigh, something she does when she’s nervous. She doesn’t think I notice but I always do.

      “Just breath,” I whispered into her shimmering hair as Derek Hamilton crossed the room to us.

      But even I thought he was a ridiculously handsome guy and felt a jolt of nervousness myself. He just exuded star power. He still looked the same as he did when he won those movie awards a few years back. Except he was much taller and broader in real life than he looked on TV.

      “Derek Hamilton. Pleasure to meet you.” He smiled at her, as he reached out his hand to Madison. She took it and he gently raised hers and bowed to kiss it.

      “Hi,” was all she could manage. She was completely star struck meeting her idol. Up close, even I could tell he was more handsome in person. Madison’s knees started to quiver and then it spread to her entire body. Damn, this guy could charm my pants off. It was a good thing Madison was wearing a dress.

      I stepped up to my wife’s side and shook hands with Derek, even as I steadied Madison. I was afraid she’d faint and flop to the floor and be taken out in an ambulance and ruin the rest of her life. And blame me for not catching her.

      As if he sensed her nervousness, or was used to that reaction from young ladies, Derek led her to the large, plush sofa and had her sit down. Right beside him.

      I took a seat in a big matching end chair. But I felt invisible since we shook hands and he took Madison over to sit.

      “Please don’t be nervous,” he said as he settled in next to her. “I know all this can be a bit much, but I’m just a regular guy.”

      Yeah, right. I’d seen this guy fight aliens and team up with other superheroes and jump cars over European canals. There was nothing even remotely “regular” about him.

      “I’m sorry,” Madison said. “I guess I just can’t believe I’m getting to meet a real live Hollywood movie star!” She was practically swooning. “And not just any star, but you, Mr. Hamilton!”

      “Oh please, just call me Derek,” he said with a smile and a laugh. His laugh came so naturally and was so perfect-sounding, I was sure he was acting. “Can I offer you a drink? Water or champagne perhaps?”

      I wanted some water but he didn’t appear to be asking me.

      “Champagne? How fancy!” Madison replied giddily, even though I was sure she’d had enough. Nothing like this had ever happened to us before, and I just knew she couldn’t wait to tell everyone back home about our special, private meeting with arguably the biggest actor in the world.

      After pouring her drink, Derek returned to the couch and sat next to her, even closer, if that was possible. They chatted like they had a lot in common for several minutes as the actor asked Madison questions about her favorite movies (conveniently all starring Derek Hamilton!), her home life (definitely not starring Derek Hamilton!), and her reasons for visiting New York (Wow, you won a contest and now you’re with Derek Hamilton!).

      They were hitting it off while I sat there like the invisible man. The Invisible Schmuck.

      “I have to tell you,” Derek said as he leaned in close to her. “I don’t normally invite fans back to my private room. But when I saw you, I just knew I had to meet you.”

      Bullshit.

      I had zero doubt that he had hotties lining up to join him in his “private” room every night.

      But Madison was getting sucked right in. He was pushing all her buttons. If I was smarter I should have been taking notes.

      She couldn’t control the blush that bloomed on her cheeks. Not only was she meeting her longtime celebrity crush, but he had noticed her. And with every long sip of her drink, she was visibly more relaxed.

      She must have felt my gaze because she looked over and we made eye contact. I couldn’t help but stare. Madison was displaying all the little signs of lust that should have been reserved for her husband.

      Derek obviously sensed her focus being divided. “Has anyone ever told you that you have the most beautiful eyes?” Madison’s blush intensified as she turned her eyes away from me.

      No point in wasting “the most beautiful eyes” on her husband.

      With an intimacy that he hadn’t earned, Derek gently turned her face back towards him. “Don’t turn away. I’m sorry if I embarrassed you. It’s just so hard for me to meet people, and you’re so beautiful…” Derek gently caressed her cheek as he looked into her eyes. Madison gasped as Derek leaned forward and pressed his lips to hers.

      That was it! It was going too far!

      I had to do something but I couldn’t. I was paralyzed. Unable to move and unwilling to stop watching as another guy moved in on my wife.

      The kiss started innocently enough, but the passion intensified. Soon Derek had his hands tangled in Madison’s hair as their tongues fought each other.

      Like we used to kiss.

      And Madison was no longer passive. She kissed him as enthusiastically as he kissed her. She even swung herself into Derek’s lap, straddling his hips without breaking their kiss.

      There was a noticeable bulge in his pants. And he wasn’t alone. Out of nowhere, I was hard too. I reached down and pretended I was just adjusting myself. But nobody was watching me.

      From her new position, Madison had to feel Derek’s increasing arousal. Derek moaned loudly as she ground herself against him, rubbing his hands up her sides and onto her breasts.

      As Derek squeezed and caressed her breasts, Madison reached down and began to tug on the waistband of Derek’s khakis.

      He pulled away from her, breaking their passionate kiss. “Are you sure you want to?” he asked her with a nod over to me. “Especially with your husband here?”

      “Yes,” Madison answered firmly, without so much as looking at me. “My husband understands.”

      “Really?” Derek didn’t look like he believed her. That made two of us.

      “Do you guys have an open relationship or something?”

      “No,” Madison said. “Nothing like that. You were just on my list.”

      “List?”

      Madison smiled at him. “You know. My list of celebrities I could, you know, be with, if I ever got the chance.” Madison looked over at me, almost like she was daring me to say something. “Besides he has his own list.”

      Yeah, right. My list. We’ll be having sex with robots in space before I ever even got within a hundred yards of anyone on my list.

      My bitterness didn’t alleviate the throbbing in my crotch.

      Derek’s full attention was back on my wife. “Where was I on this list?”

      “Oh, you were number one.” She giggled.

      It was sickening.

      Apparently satisfied with her answer, Derek easily lifted her up as if she were no heavier than a bag of People’s Choice Awards. He placed her in a kneeling position on the sofa. She braced herself with her arms on the back of the couch as he slowly traced his hand up her thighs pushing her tight skirt up as he went.

      That’s when I noticed my sweet, innocent little wife wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy formed a perfectly neat triangle of hair. And Derek cocked his head to admire it.

      That was her plan all along. She didn’t just want to meet the big star. She actually wanted his meat. And I was too much of a dumbass to piece it together before my wife exposed herself to him.

      Madison gasped as he reached between her thighs. She made no attempt to stop him as he brushed his thumb over her clit, causing her to shudder and let out a deep moan.

      Derek responded enthusiastically to her show of pleasure, kissing the side of her neck as he quickly raised the short hemline of her dress up and over her hips. She raised her arms and he yanked the dress up and off of her and tossed it aside.

      Her heavy breasts jiggled for a second. The nipples pink and hard. He grabbed two greedy handfuls and lowered his mouth to suck on them as Madison arched her back.

      Madison unbuttoned his shirt and I had to look away for a moment as his pants dropped to the floor. When I looked back up I saw his big black cock, fully erect and directly in front of my wife’s face.

      Madison’s eyes widened at the size of it. It was too big to be real. Like it was a movie prop or special effect or something.

      But the next thing I knew she took it into her mouth. It broke my heart a little because she hated giving blowjobs. To me anyway. She didn’t seem to mind sucking this rich and famous stranger’s cock though.

      Derek positioned himself between her legs, and in one deep thrust he was inside her. She yelped in pain and I expected her to make him stop. He was too big for her.

      But that didn’t happen.

      In seconds she was screaming in pleasure as he began to move. Much slower. Easing his shaft in and out of her. Deeper than she’d ever been penetrated before. Derek continued to kiss and nip at her neck and shoulders while he massaged her bare breasts.

      Finding a rhythm, Madison moved her hips in time with Derek’s thrusts. Derek pounded her harder and faster. The only sounds they made were moans of pleasure and enjoyment.

      Derek’s breathing began to quicken as he drew closer and closer to his climax. Reaching between Madison’s legs, he placed his palm over her pubic mound and once again used his thumb to massage her clit while he continued to thrust into her.

      “Oh, fuck! Don’t stop!” she managed to gasp out between moans. I’d never heard my pretty little wife say such nasty things.

      “Finish with me,” Derek said into her ear, but loud enough for me to hear. She was going to cum for him, which she never did with me.

      The pace of their movements increased until with a final cry of “Yes!” from Madison, the pair climaxed. Together.

      After pumping every last drop into her, he removed himself from my wife. Her cunt gaped open and her skin glistened with perspiration.

      He helped her sit back up on the couch. Her hair was all tousled and she looked kind of dazed. Like she had an out of body experience.

      Unfortunately, it was in-body experience — one that I could never match.

      Derek hastily grabbed his clothes and scooped her dress off the floor. He handed it to her and said, “That was incredible. But I think you should go now – I’ve got some things I need to attend to.”

      With that dismissal, he disappeared through another door. Madison and I were left there by ourselves in dreadful silence.

      Madison avoided making eye contact with me but I wasn’t that eager either. I tried to think of something to say but nothing came. So I just watched her out of the corner of my eyes as she wriggled her little black dress on.

      Between her thighs, I saw a trickle of white — a souvenir from her celebrity encounter in New York City. Fuck. Amy and I were trying to have a baby and I thought she’d stopped taking the pill. If she had a black baby in nine months, we’d have to leave town.

      Madison muttered a curse as she looked down the front of her body. She’d put the dress on backwards. We looked at each other and actually managed to laugh.

      But it felt a little forced.

      I helped her take the dress off again and just as she was naked Derek’s creepy assistant appeared almost out of thin air again. He just crossed his arms and watched as Madison struggled to get the dress back on without revealing everything to yet another stranger.

      Finally she got it on right and the assistant swooped right in helping an unsteady Madison to her feet. It didn’t feel like he was helping her as much as he wanted us out of there as quickly as possible.

      Ushering us out of the suite, the assistant led us past a line of beautiful young women. Many of them glared at Madison and her tousled, just-fucked hair. I’m pretty sure I experienced my first walk of shame.

      “Next,” the assistant mumbled to a grinning security guard as he deposited us into a waiting elevator.
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* * *

      We made it back to our room without speaking.

      My mind raced though. Two competing thoughts fought for my attention. Shame and humiliation versus total lust.

      As horrified as I was that my wife just got fucked by another guy — a big, black, famous one that was on TV literally every day -  Every time we saw him we would be reminded of what he did with Madison - I was also extremely turned on.

      And going down in that elevator, she looked so hot I just had to have her. The presence of the security cameras was the only thing that prevented me from taking her right there.

      As soon as the hotel room door closed, I scooped up my wife and carried her to the big bed.

      “What are you doing?”

      “What do you think?”

      I ripped the dress off her and my own clothes followed. I climbed on my wife, who welcomed me by spreading her legs for me. The memory of Madison being fucked just minutes earlier had me so hard, I didn’t care about sloppy seconds or anything else.

      Except that I loved her.

      And I was curious about her next celebrity crush.
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* * *
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* * *

      Thanks for reading!

      For more stories like this check out Cuckold 16 Story Bundle…
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      As soon as I stepped into the foyer of our midtown apartment, I knew something was up. I had just gotten home from work, hadn’t even loosened my tie or slipped my shoes off, and the night was already turning to crap.

      Instead of sitting down to a nice homemade dinner courtesy of my wife, Madison, I found her fresh out of the shower. And I knew it wasn’t just for me.

      She was getting dressed. And not in her normal-around-the-house clothes, but in her fancy, sexy little black cocktail dress. It was her favorite item of clothing. Her favorite item, period. If the building was on fire, she’d run in and grab that dress. It made her feel good, she’d tell me. And by “good,” she meant “sexy.” We’d met when she was wearing that hot little number and I remember exactly how that night went.

      It was the first time I’d ever had a woman come onto me. And at the time I couldn’t believe my luck. She wasn’t just some woman, I sear, she was the hottest woman I’d ever seen. A woman so hot I had no business even looking in her direction without paying, let alone doing what we actually did — going back to my brand new luxury apartment.

      The dress started coming off and she started going down on me before the elevator even made it all the way up that night. She followed that up by treating me to an entire night right out of my wildest fantasies.

      I’ll never forget her hot breath on my stiff cock. She took the whole thing in her mouth and somehow even licked my balls while she did it. I felt like such a schmuck when I came so quickly right in her mouth. But she didn’t even seem to mind. She swallowed every drop.

      By the time we made it into the bedroom, she’d stripped completely naked for me and let me touch her everywhere. And I did.

      She was my fantasy woman come to life. Like I was one of the geeks in that 80’s movie that created the perfect woman in their bedroom with a computer.

      Before long I was hard again and that’s when she threw me back on the bed and straddled me. She rode me like a rodeo pro while my eyes and hands roamed all over her body.

      She made me cum four times that night. And when I woke up so sore in all the right places that next morning I knew that I had to marry this girl before some other guy came along and scooped her up.

      My family didn’t care for her. They thought she was a gold-digger who only liked me for my money. Of course, I didn’t listen. Why would I? They didn’t know her like I did.

      So we got married and things were great. At least they were until I started having trouble getting it up. My work was very stressful and I think that had something to do with it.

      Before long I wasn’t able to satisfy Madison in the bedroom at all. I mean, I could usually make her orgasm when I went down on her but that was it. She never came when we fucked. At least she loved me enough not to fake it.

      It got so bad we nearly got divorced. Just the thought of losing her scares the crap out of me. She wanted to try one last thing though. She found a therapist or counselor or something that we could talk to. This guy was great and he came up with a terrific solution so we wouldn’t have to get divorced.

      He called it an “open marriage.”

      Maybe I should have been more suspicious about the whole thing. I mean it sounded good at the time. I mean “open” is good, right? As opposed to “closed.” And “marriage” is definitely what I wanted as opposed to “divorced” or “alone.” So, sure, I was all in.

      Ever since then things have definitely been better between Madison and I. Especially our sex life.

      We only have sex once a week. But it’s great. The only thing is - Madison is definitely having sex more than that.
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* * *

      Theoretically, the new “open” natured aspect of our marriage meant either of us could engage in sexual activity with other people. The problem was, while guys would line up to bang my hot wife, the line of women looking for no-strings-attached sex with me was considerably shorter. To the point of being non-existent.

      So, the first few times Madison went out on “dates” were difficult for me. For one thing, once our relationship changed, I discovered that my beautiful wife had acquired a taste for big black men.

      But it was more than that. She would get all dressed up and look so perfect that it crushed me when she walked out the door. Being left alone with my thoughts, while another guy did whatever he wanted to my wife, was torture.

      But there was a silver lining.

      While thinking of Madison being intimate with other guys, including big black ones, hurt me deeply, I also found myself turned on like never before.

      It was probably something stupid that caused this dichotomy inside me. Like maybe it was a form of performance anxiety. I guess I was so worried about how I did in bed with Madison that it was kind of a relief when it became some other guy’s responsibility to fulfill her needs, sexually.

      So when Madison and I were actually together I could just enjoy being with her, instead of stressing myself out trying to “please” her.

      And I knew that when she was with me, she was there because she wanted to be with me one hundred percent.

      So that night when I got home, I expected my wife to be there, for me. I mean it was supposed to be our night. Though I was pretty beat and just wanted to curl up with her and watch Netflix or something.

      But Madison had a “date.”
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* * *

      “Oh, you’re home,” Madison said to me as she bounced past me to pick up her charging cellphone. It was like she wasn’t expecting me. Like her loyal husband was the last thing on her mind.

      I’d always rationalized Madison’s sometimes cool demeanor towards me as the cost of having a trophy wife. In exchange for being able to look at her and touch her and do all the things I loved doing to her, I had to put up with a certain degree of diva-like behavior.

      I leaned in for a kiss but she turned her head just enough so I wouldn’t mess up her makeup. At least I got close enough to inhale her lust inducing scent which sent a tingle all the way down to my crotch. So we ended up in an awkward embrace like she was welcoming a foreign head of state to France or something.

      To be honest, she didn’t need any makeup to look spectacular. She had a girl-next-door beauty that I loved from my pre-internet days of snatching glances at Playboy centerfolds. Her body was so perfect it was like she was Photoshopped in real life.

      Jealousy surged inside me. Even though she married me, I envied her dark skinned suitor for that evening. No doubt he was bigger, stronger, and handsomer, if that was even a word, than me.

      With her slutty red lipstick, her lips looked even poutier than usual. Blow job lips is what we would call them back in the day. Thank God I knew from first hand experience what those lips could do. Even standing there I could just picture those lips wrapped around a big black cock.

      “Are you okay?”

      Madison waved her hands in front of my face. The pink fingernails with the perfectly manicured white tips finally broke me out of my trance.

      Was it normal to fantasize about my own wife while she was standing right in front of me? About to go out and get fucked by another man?

      “Francis?”

      “Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just tired.” Which was partially true. I shook the cobwebs from my head and felt my face burning. My cock was hard and straining in my suit pants. I brushed my hand against it, embarrassed, but Madison didn’t acknowledge it.

      She was more focussed on getting out the door than in anything to do with me. Not that I could blame her too much I guess. I knew as well as anyone that girls loved bad boys even if they eventually settled for good guys. But sometimes it was tough being a good guy.

      “I’m not sure when I’ll be home,” Madison said as she grabbed her purse.

      I needed to say something but everything that came to mind would lead directly to a fight. After busting my ass at work all day, the last thing I wanted was to argue with my wife. So I assumed my natural position of a doormat. Madison would walk right over me on her way to the arms of another guy.

      “Oh,” she said as she headed out the door, “I lost my wedding ring.” She held her hand up and wiggled the ringless finger for me to see.

      Seriously? What the fuck?

      She was out the door and it closed in my face before I could even say anything. I ran to the door and whipped it open. She was already down by the elevator and some of our neighbors were in the hall. Since I never wanted to cause a scene, I decided to retreat back inside and spend the rest of the night fuming.

      But just as the elevator door closed and I turned to go back inside, the apartment door closed with a nasty little click.

      Just fucking great.

      I was locked out.
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* * *

      In the hour that it took for me to get the super to open the door for me, I just got angrier and angrier.

      She didn’t give a shit about her wedding ring. Maybe she didn’t give a shit about her marriage or her husband either. Maybe my family was right about her.

      I was beside myself. She drove me crazy sometimes with her complete disregard for me and our money. Maybe I should take the hint. Like my family kept telling me. Maybe divorce would be the best thing.

      Then I thought about being alone again and that didn’t seem so appealing.

      So much for my relaxing evening at home. I was so agitated I couldn’t even sit down. I started rummaging through the house looking for her goddamn ring.

      I started in the living room, looking under the end tables and tossing the sofa cushions. Next I tore the kitchen apart. Not that she spent much time in there. She ate like a bird and lord knows it would kill her to fix me something. I yanked open all the cabinets and drawers. I even thought about calling a plumber to tear the sinks apart.

      The fucking ring could be anywhere. And Madison couldn’t even be bothered to give me a general idea where she saw it last.

      There was no sign of it in the bathrooms either. All her makeup and other crap was all over the master bathroom counters. The housekeeper was going to have a fit when she saw the mess.

      I was in a state. It wasn’t so much I about the money for me. We had plenty of that. It was the total disrespect for me that drove me crazy.

      Then I noticed her side of the bed was a little disheveled. She’d probably taken a nap to rest up for her big date. I pulled the sheets back, sure the ring slipped off in the bed somewhere. It wouldn’t be out of the question for her to have been playing with herself thinking about all the other guys she’s been with. Maybe she took the ring off to enhance her solo experience.

      But there was no sign of it.

      But I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was on to something. I looked at her nightstand. Normally I wouldn’t think of looking through it. It was kind of an unspoken rule between us that our nightstands were off limits. Lord knows I’d rather she not look in mine, especially the bottom drawer.

      But as I thought about it a pang of anger surged through me. She didn’t care about me so why should I respect her privacy?

      I reached down and opened the lower of the two drawers. It was deep and filled with a jumble of jewelry boxes and books and magazines. I reached in and started pulling things out.

      That’s when I saw it.

      Not the ring.

      I pulled out a nearly foot long big black dildo. It was anatomically correct all the way down to a set of huge balls dangling from the back end. It was like a table leg. Or a night stick. Bigger than my forearm. If she ever wanted to kill me she could beat me to death with it.

      Disgusted, I tossed it back in the drawer and dumped all the other shit back in on top of it. I was so pissed I didn’t care if she knew I’d been in there.

      How could I compete with something like that?

      I couldn’t.
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* * *

      I almost gave up without looking in the top drawer. It was much smaller than the lower one, so the chance of an even bigger surprise seemed less.

      So I yanked it open and sure enough, there it was. The light from the lamp caught in the large diamond and it sparkled like it was in a mine and I was one of the little dwarfs. Mopey.

      The drawer was actually very neat. Only two things were in there. The ring was sitting on a black leather bound journal that I’d never seen before. I picked the ring up and examined it like I was a jeweler. For a minute or so I tried to remember how happy I was when I bought it and proposed to Madison. How relieved and excited I was when she said yes.

      But I couldn’t recover the same feelings. Too much time had passed. And too much other crap. She wasn’t the same person. And neither was I.
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* * *

      As I sat there contemplating the future of my marriage, the journal caught my eye. Madison never let on that she was the introspective type to keep a diary so I didn’t know what to expect.

      Maybe it was a literal version of her little black book. A list of all the guys she “dated.”

      I’d already gone pretty far down the rabbit hole violating Madison’s privacy. And, though I feared how angry she would be, the curiosity was killing me. If I didn’t get some insight into whatever the hell was going on with her, I didn’t know what I’d do.

      And that was when I decided to read my wife’s diary.

      I flipped it open and immediately recognized my wife’s perfect handwriting. My heartbeat quickened as a thrill shuddered through my entire body.

      Madison’s Diary - Jamel

      When I first met Jamel, I had an experience that I’ll never forget. At just the sight of him, I felt my entire body quivering with desire. And when he first took me in his arms, my knees weakened, like I was almost melting under his touch. He was so firm, so powerful. I felt a stirring deep inside me. My clothes, especially my wet panties, felt so confining, I squirmed. My face burned as I blushed, and my breathing got heavier. Never before did I have a physical reaction like that just upon meeting a guy.

      His eyes were so dark, like his skin, and they seemed to penetrate me somehow. Like he could see the real me. They were the eyes of man accomplished in the art of seducing women. A man who knew how to melt a woman’s defenses with the intensity of his passion. Sometimes I wondered how many beautiful women he had seduced before me. I knew right away that I would not let him go, he would be mine for as long as I could possibly keep him. Nothing would stand in the way of my desire for him.

      That first week after our first encounter, I stumbled through my life in a daze, yearning for his touch. Unable to do anything, unable to think about anything except him, his touch, his scent, his taste.

      I fantasized about him. Lifting me in the air and pressing me against the wall of his apartment. Pumping me with his huge cock.
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* * *

      I’ll think of him often when I’m in the shower. Thinking back to another time.

      As the hot water streamed down my body, I began to relax and fantasize. I imagined Jamel wrapping his hands around my neck, squeezing me, pressing his hard dick into my back, smacking it against my ass.

      He was twice my size and could crush me if he wished. Maybe that was part of the thrill for me. I imagined him pulling my hair and my head back, kissing my neck, then cupping my breasts, sucking on the hard nipples.

      My fingers ran up and down his chiseled ebony skin. His well-defined muscles glistened as the water cascaded down his shoulders. I felt my pussy tingling, aching, hungry for his huge pulsing cock. It was the most massive cock that I had ever seen—so strong and thick. He could practically impale me with it and leave my pussy pleasantly  aching for days. But he was so gentle with me. He was a skillful lover, powerful and graceful.

      And just what I needed.

      With the steaming water streaming over us, I got down on my knees and began working his cock with both of my tiny but willing hands. When wrapped around his shaft, my pale hands looked like those of little doll. A doll to be used for his pleasure. And my own.

      His beautiful cock was a marvel of perfection. As I kneaded it continued to grow. With one hand I worked his cock while I massaged his balls with the other. Then I took his balls into my mouth, one at a time. Rolling my lips and tongue over the delicate skin.

      I looked up at him and smiled as we made eye contact. He grinned down at me exuding the confidence and masculinity that I wanted from him. I continued to jerk his cock with determined purpose while I gently slid a finger up his ass. He knows how much I like it when he does the same to me and it’s only fair for me to return the favor. Besides, he’s comfortable enough with his masculinity to let me do that. And it turns me on.

      Francis was never like that. Even though my husband was so good to me, he always got really uptight with doing anything that didn’t seem normal. Even though I always hated that, I put up with it because I love him. Even if he doesn’t always believe it.

      But I consider this time with Jamel as something different. Not love, but something else. Jamel made me feel that I could express all my secret desires with him, without holding anything back. With no fear of being judged.

      Jamel leaned his head back. His eyes were closed and he groaned. His body started to spasm as he shot his hot load onto my face. It was so hot to watch and feel that I began to jerk him even more wildly, desperately stroking and stroking until every last drop had come to me.

      I wrapped my lips around his cock again as I felt his cum and the hot water running down my face. He leaned over me, holding my head and gazing deeply into my eyes. For a normal man that might have been the end of the night. But I knew Jamel was just getting started.
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* * *

      The bathroom was steamy as we left the shower. The vapors of steam just added to the fantasy. He wrapped me in the thickest, plushest white towel and I let him caress my entire body dry.

      Well, maybe not my entire body.

      I did the same to him. His smooth skin taut over his powerful shoulders. His torso tapered down to his six pack abs. And below. He was already getting excited again from my touch.

      It felt so good to have that effect on him. He could get any girl he wanted and he wanted me.

      I wrapped my arms around him and held him close to my body. The warmth radiated off him and I was determined to never let him go. He would be mine, all mine. That’s what I hoped. At least for that night. At least until I was done with him.

      The taste of his mouth, the texture of his full lips, so full of life and passion. The lips of a man capable of kissing a woman to orgasm. His lips on my mouth and his tongue teasing in and out of my mouth and swirling around my tongue made my pussy drip with excitement and anticipation.

      He’d throw me onto his bed, determined to have me. His thick soft lips would massage my cunt, while his expert tongue whipped and stroked my pussy into a frenzy. My excitement was obvious. My juices overflowing and flooding his mouth. Tasting me and wanting more.

      He wouldn’t, couldn’t stop there. His mouth was ravenous, his desire for me boundless. I had never before experienced the pleasure of a man, so driven by his lust for me, go down on my asshole, licking it, slurping, driving his tongue deep into it. It was incredible. And in mere moments, I felt myself on he verge of coming for him. All of my nerve endings exploded, making my entire body shake uncontrollably from the ecstasy. My hips bucking up, threatening to throw him off. But his powerful, determined hands holding me in place while his tongue explored deeper and deeper into my ass. He was so primal, feral, and it was so much more exciting than anything I had ever experienced.
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* * *

      The first time I took him inside me, guided his huge cock into my hungry, wet pussy, I worried that it was too big. That his massive size would hurt me.

      And it did, but the pain was so worth the pleasure.

      I was afraid of being impaled on his thick, black rod. But he had been so gentle. First, rubbing the huge head against my swollen clit, then slowly sliding that huge cock into my slick, tight cunt.

      Oh my God. I’ll never forget that first time!

      At first, I gasped and screamed and whimpered. It was too much. And then suddenly I cried, not for him to stop, but for more, all of him. And then when he gave his all to me I dug my nails into his back and begged for him to fuck me and to fuck me harder and harder.

      He squeezed both halves of my tight ass in his massive, athletic hands and hammered into my pussy, fucking me deeper than any man had ever gone. Deeper than I thought possible.

      Before that night with Jamel, I didn’t think I was capable of taking such a massive cock. His body would shake just before he was about to explode on me. And, sometimes inside me, when I let him.

      Usually, I would let him see me ravenous as it splashed on my face and lips and chest and pussy. I would lick it all up, sneaking a glance up at his face. His eyes were usually closed at this point, head lolled back and he would grunt and sigh, until that beautiful black cock had been drained of its seed, and flopped, still hard and huge, but softening between his legs. And I couldn’t wait to get him hard again.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Jamel triggered something inside me. Clicked a button that turned me on. One I could never turn off.

      One day I found myself walking alone through a strange neighborhood, further north in Manhattan than I’d ever been before. Closer to Harlem than I ever dared before. I passed a small crowded park. There was a busy basketball court, just like ones I probably passed hundreds of times without a second glance. But this time instead of walking past, I stopped. I pressed myself up against the chain link fence surrounding the courts and watched. Gorgeous, shirtless black men in their twenties and thirties ran up and down the court, their athleticism on full display. Their bodies were so fine and their muscles glistened with summer sweat.

      Right there against the fence, I fantasized about those men. About them taking me back to their apartments. Each one stripping off their clothes in front of me. Stepping into the shower with me. Bodies tense under the water, with big black cocks dangling between their legs.

      As my fantasy played out in my mind, I smiled and licked my lips. It was so real.

      That’s when I noticed some of them staring at me from the court. The game had stopped. “Look at that white girl over there.” Everyone was looking at me.

      I placed one hand over my pussy. It was so wet. I began rubbing my clit through the thin fabric of my summer dress. My panties were completely soaked but I couldn’t stop. It felt too good.

      I was so into it, I closed my eyes, parted my lips, tilted my head back. When I opened my eyes I noticed all of them staring at me. Lust in their eyes. They wanted me as much as I wanted them.

      It was so crazy to stay there. But I teased them for another few moments, and then quickly moved on as if nothing had happened. I darted away between some parked cars and never looked back.

      

      I needed to get home. To my husband. I couldn’t wait any longer to see him. I needed Francis inside of me, or else I was liable to fuck the next stranger who caught my eye.

      Back in the building, I dashed into the elevator and smashed the button, desperate to get upstairs to him as fast as I could. But just as the doors were finally sliding shut, a hand, a big black one, blocked the doors. They started opening up again and I groaned.

      But the groan turned into something else when I got a look at the new delivery man. Tall, very dark and very handsome, he was like the answer to my dreams. He smiled at me as the doors closed and Francis would have to wait a bit longer for his wife…

      Francis

      I closed the diary and tried to catch my breath. Jerking off had become routine for me while my wife was out with other guys. Thinking of her with them fueled my fantasies. But this was different. Being able to access her thoughts was so much better than my fantasy version.

      But as soon as I finished, anxiety started creeping up inside me. With the immediate desire sated, the fear of what Madison would do if she found out I read what she wrote started to overwhelm me.

      Suddenly I was exhausted. The rush of adrenaline when I found the diary was gone and I was left drained. It was a struggle to keep my eyes open. I reclined back on the bed and tried to think how I could weasel my way out of this mess.
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* * *

      I was startled awake by a gentle hand on my cheek. My eyes fluttered open and I thought I was still dreaming. The most beautiful face I’d ever seen was looking down on me.

      Madison.

      My wife.

      Fuck.

      Her diary.

      I sat up and Madison jerked out of the way to avoid being head butted. Pathetically, I tried to cover the diary with a pillow. But it was opened flat and I creased the entry I’d been reading.

      There was no way to hide the fact that I’d invaded her privacy. I just prayed she would take pity on me. Show me mercy and not throw me out of the house and demand a divorce.

      I couldn’t look her in the eyes. My foggy brain scrambled for a lie. An excuse. Anything to avoid the worst.

      Lying was one of my lifelong strengths. Honed from a lifetime of practice.

      But nothing came.

      I was dead.
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* * *

      She reached out for my neck and I flinched.

      But her hands stopped short of my throat.

      They settled under my chin and along my jawlines. She gently raised my head to look at her.

      “It’s okay, Francis,” She said. Her voice was slow and deliberate. Gentle. Loving.

      Tears started forming in the corners of my eyes and I felt like such a wuss. “I’m sorry,” I said, blubbering like a baby.

      “Shhh. You don’t have to be sorry.” She brushed my tears away with her thumbs before they cascaded down my cheeks like a spoiled brat who dropped his ice cream cone.

      “But it’s your diary,” I said. “I invaded your privacy.”

      She smiled, turned away and shook her head like I said something wrong. “Oh Francis,” she said.

      While she looked away I stole a glance at her. Her long thick hair was tousled in that way she looks like when she just had sex. The little black dress was wrinkled like it had been thrown aside in a lust-filled frenzy. The skin of her ample cleavage was pink like she’d been doing something physical.

      Each one of those details would have been enough on their own to turn me on all over again. But it was her just-fucked scent that really put me over the edge.

      I had to have her. Right then. Before she showered or cleaned herself up. I needed to fuck her while she was still hot and fresh from another man’s bed.

      She must have felt my stare. She turned back to me and I was so horny I was emboldened to meet her eyes.

      She smiled. “Sometimes I don’t think you understand me at all.”

      Oh my God. The diary. In my lust I’d forgotten my predicament.

      “I’m sorry,” I said. I dropped my head like a sad puppy that had just been reprimanded.

      She reached across my body, brushing her big breasts with her hard nipples, into my bulging lap. She picked up the diary and flipped it over to read it.

      Fuck.

      It was her innermost thoughts.

      I’d violated her trust.

      I was dead.
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* * *

      My throat was constricted with tension. My mouth dry to the point I wouldn’t have been able to speak even if my feeble brain could come up with something.

      She closed the book and sat up, staring at me.

      “You read this?” It wasn’t really a question, but she made it sound like one. Like a sharp litigator in court she didn’t ask a question she didn’t already know the answer to.

      All I could do was nod.

      “I see,” she said. “And what did you think when you read it?”

      She let the question hang there in the brutal silence of our bedroom. Unwilling to bail me out before I answered.

      “I don’t understand,” I said in a croaked whisper.

      “Did you like it?”

      Did I like it? Of course I did, I wanted to scream. I jerked off so hard while I read it.

      “Did you like it?”She asked again, putting so much pressure on me I had to answer.

      “Yes! I liked it! I loved it! Are you happy now?” I started to get up but she blocked me.

      “Good,” she said with a palm on my chest keeping me on the bed.

      Good? Why was she torturing me?

      She looked at me like I was a science experiment that fucked up her entire thesis. She squinted and shook her head. “You know I wrote that for you, right?”
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* * *

      And just like that, all the tension, well all the bad tension, evaporated from my shoulders. All that was left was the sexual tension between a hot wife and the man who loved her most in the world. Enough to share her with whoever she wanted.

      Madison closed the diary and put it back on her nightstand. She turned to me and smiled in that sexy way that told me I was about to be a very lucky man.

      She shrugged her little black dress off, revealing that perfect body that so many men can’t resist. She was all warmed up from her date and raring to go. She literally jumped on me and started tearing my clothes off.

      All the jealousy and humiliation faded away in my lust. My wife was all mine again.

      At least for a little while…
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* * *
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* * *
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* * *
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      It was a Friday night, so the hotel restaurant was packed and there was a buzz in the air. This was one of the few hip places in Midtown. Beautiful people from all over the world came here. So I figured nobody we knew would be there. It was a safe place for us to meet my wife’s date.

      Pop music and funky techno mashups boomed from the speakers. The heavy bass vibrated through my entire body, just adding to the tension already building inside me. And, from the minute Lauren and I walked into the chic spot, I picked up on an intense energy exuding from her. She was practically humming with excitement. It was a vibe I’d never gotten from her before and I knew she was hungry to see her big, black younger stud. We spotted him sitting alone at the bar, sipping an imported bottle of beer.

      She’d found him through some app or something. It didn’t take her long to find him. It had been barely a week since I’d agreed to go along with this. It had occurred to me that she’d been planning this encounter for a longer time than she’d let on.

      Not that it mattered, I guess. If this is what she needed to keep our marriage going then that’s what was going to happen. I loved her too much to let her go and usually she made me feel the same way.

      So that’s how we ended up so far out of our comfort zone. Farther from mine in the end than hers, I guess.

      Before approaching him, she took a deep breath. It was something I’d taught her from my public speaking days. Like always it seemed to work and she calmed herself down. At least that’s what it appeared to do from the outside.

      If she was feeling what I was feeling then no amount of controlled breathing would take her totally down. Sex with a stranger has that effect on a person. As far as I knew.

      Just when I thought she was going to approach him she ducked into an alcove by the restrooms. In the shadows, she pulled her pocket mirror out from her purse and combed her long white tipped fingernails through her long hair and re-applied her slutty red lipstick. Finally, after her pit stop, she appeared ready to meet him. Ready for whatever might happen.

      In another setting, I might have whispered some words of encouragement. But this was no ordinary meet and greet. More like a meet and fuck. And I couldn’t trust myself to say anything remotely close to the right thing. “Go get em!” or “You can do it!” or “I’m pulling for you!” didn’t quite seem appropriate for a situation where I was delivering my wife into the arms of another man.

      Not that she needed the encouragement. Despite her anxiety, she was looking forward to this like nothing I’ve ever seen her look forward to before.

      Not even our wedding day.

      She barely even acknowledged my presence as she nervously walked to the bar. I still wasn’t quite sure what they could possibly have to say to each other. “Hi, I’m Lauren and this is Francis, my limp-dick of a husband who can’t satisfy me and that’s why I’m craving your giant black anaconda-sized cock.”

      In the car on the way, she was also worried about what people in the restaurant might think. That somehow everyone could tell that we were there for her to have sex with a stranger. That she’d be mistaken for a prostitute or something, I guess. Who knows what she was thinking?

      It bugged me that she was more concerned about what random nobodies would think than about her husband of seven years did.

      Lauren was a virgin when we met and never really went through the meat market scene. So approaching relative strangers in a bar was not something she had any experience in. Thank goodness.

      I was much more concerned about the racial aspects. I always thought of myself as having an open mind towards people of other races. But it was one thing in the abstract. It was quite another to allow a person of another race to bang my wife.

      Suddenly we were in motion. Or Lauren was. I was just following in her wake as she swayed through the crowd. Every guy she passed looked at her, some more open about it than others. No one so much as glanced at me.

      It was actually amusing seeing a guy’s face light up for the half second he thought she was coming over to him. Only to see the same face sag when the hope faded into reality.

      All too soon we were at the bar. Her “date” sat with his back to us. I thought we were sneaking up on him when I realized he’d been watching us in the mirror behind the bar. He must have liked what he saw based on the sly grin he had.

      He didn’t let on that he knew we were there. Lauren tapped him on his shoulder. He turned around, all smooth quiet confidence. Like he had beautiful women coming up to him all the time begging for him to take them to bed.

      But cool as he was he couldn’t help but smile at the sight of Lauren. She was a vision in her little black cleavage revealing dress. It still fit her all these years later, maybe a bit more snug in the chest. She’d replaced her doe eyed innocence with a grown woman’s sexiness and it was breathtaking.

      He introduced himself as he got off the bar stool. They hugged and she gave him a kiss on the cheek while he was leaning down to her. His smile remained as he lowered his eyes, sneaking a peak at her chest.

      Lauren seemed to relax a bit after they touched. Almost like she grounded herself and discharged the extra energy.

      “Shawn, this is my husband,” Lauren said, blading her body to include me.

      My hand was dwarfed in his and he nearly buckled my knees with his iron grip. “You’re a very lucky man,” Shawn said.

      Not as lucky as him.

      They found a booth, while I tried to get the feeling back in my hand. That was a hand I expected to need later in the evening.

      I sat quietly like a bad kid in the corner of the booth while the grownups were talking. They ordered and began chatting.

      “I was really glad you came tonight,” Shawn said. “You’re definitely even more beautiful in person.”

      “You’re sweet,” Lauren responded, blushing.

      “No, it’s true. Most of the people look better in the app. But not you. It was really refreshing.”

      Lauren stared at him and sipped her Sex On The Beach without responding. It was obvious she was very much enjoying the praise that he was heaping upon her. Something I should definitely do more of.

      She kept smiling as though she was more than pleased with how he looked too. So was I to some extent. He looked like a professional out on the town rather than the nasty gangbanger I expected.

      Just then Lauren shivered and smiled, no doubt thinking about all the things that she wanted him to do to her body.

      Shawn stood up and took off his jacket. He draped it around my wife’s shoulders. Like a real gentleman. While I sat there like a dope.

      “Why are you smiling?” he asked as he sat back down. “You must think I’m pretty old fashioned but a lady should be treated like a lady.”

      “No, why would you say that?” Lauren asked, she reached across the table and put her hand on his.

      “I don’t know, being so young and all. It’s just how I was raised, I guess.”

      He was laying it on pretty thick. But Lauren was eating it up.

      “I didn’t think I was your type. You probably go for guys who are older and more sophisticated.”

      Lauren batted her eyes and shook her head. “No, I just like men who are kind and sweet and enjoy being with women.”

      “Well, I definitely enjoy being with women,” Shawn said and they both laughed. This guy probably bangs more girls in a weekend then I have in my entire life.

      Lauren lowered her eyes and took a long sip from her drink. Moments later, the waiter arrived with their order. I couldn’t help but notice that the waiter, a pervy little white guy with a weird looking goatee, seemed to take an extra long look at the three of us, shifting his eyes from Shawn to Lauren and finally to me. It was clear he regarded me as the third wheel — maybe as a chaperone or even as Lauren’s dad, for all I knew.

      Still he reserved his longest looks for my wife. Like he couldn’t believe Shawn or I was with her. Like he was a bit jealous of one or both of us. And all three of us noticed. It made Lauren smile at least. Like she had no idea that she could inspire that sort of jealously in men.

      After the creepy waiter departed, they picked at their dinners, which I was sure I was paying for. Lauren hates to eat in normal times, so it was no surprise that she had no appetite before going upstairs and getting naked with some dark stranger.

      The conversation struggled between them too. Like Lauren couldn’t figure what else to ask him. It seemed more like an interview than a flowing conversation. The whole thing felt like an awkward first date. Except there were three people sitting there. And two of them were practically guaranteed to have sex.

      Just as things were seemingly grinding to a halt, Lauren asked the question that I knew had been burning in her mind since she had met this guy popped up in her app: “Have you ever been with a white woman?”

      The question clearly caught him off guard. Just as he was about to bite down on a forkful of rice. His hand shook and he dropped the rice directly onto his lap. It actually landed right on his crotch, which was already bulging. Embarrassed, he looked down, then at Lauren.

      And I just knew what was going to happen.

      It was a deal-breaker for Lauren. She hated slobs. Any stain on an article of clothing meant it was gone. It’s one of her crazy pet peeves.

      I almost felt sorry for the guy. He was so close to nailing it. Nailing my wife.

      But he couldn’t close the deal. Too bad for him. Maybe Lauren would be so disappointed after being so turned on, she may actually come to her husband for some consolation sex.

      I grabbed my napkin and wiped my mouth anticipating an awkward but imminent departure.

      Then my heart sunk.

      They locked eyes.

      Lauren giggled. She assured him that it was no big deal. “Don’t worry. I’ll get that for you,” she said, taking a cocktail napkin and reaching under the table towards his crotch.

      What the hell?

      It was so unlike her. She would never think of doing anything close to inappropriate in public. But I could practically see the excitement and desire coursing through her body. As if this is what she had been waiting for, secretly and desperately pining for, a chance to touch a big black man in an intimate way.

      She gently placed the napkin on his bulging crotch.  Even I could tell that he was hard. She pinched the napkin between her fingers to pick up the mischievous grains of rice. Only her fingers framed the outline of his shaft.

      Even after she had scooped up the rice, she let her hand linger on his crotch. Then she squeezed his hard cock and looked into his eyes. He lit up at her boldness but he sure as hell enjoyed it.

      We were in a public restaurant. Anybody could see what she was doing. But she didn’t seem to care.

      My eyes locked with a woman’s at another table. She was slightly older than Lauren but pretty in her own way. She was with a guy I presumed was her husband, whose head was buried in the menu. And she’d seen the whole thing.

      My breath was taken away. I looked at my wife, silently begging for her to stop. The last thing I wanted was for the manager to come over and make a scene.

      I was so stunned as I stared at my wife’s face. Her lips were parted and her tongue darted out to wet them. She  had a seductive look in her eyes, like the urge to yank down his zipper, grab his cock, and begin pumping it in and out of her mouth was overcoming her.

      It was like she forgot that we were in a public restaurant. Like her burning desire made the whole world around her disappear. Including her husband.

      Finally, just before I reached out and pulled her hand away myself, she snapped back to her senses. She quickly scanned the restaurant to make sure no one was looking at her. The woman at the other table averted her eyes just before Lauren noticed.

      And even then she gave his crotch a final squeeze before pulling her hand away and sitting back innocently, as if none of that had ever happened.

      As mortified as I was, I realized I was hard too. So hard it was causing me pain and I had to shift in my seat.

      Shawn stared at her for a few moments. Like he had never been with a woman quite like Lauren—so beautiful, bold, and eager to please. He was mesmerized. Smitten.

      Lauren was having a powerful effect on him, and she knew it. It was obvious that he was attracted to her, and any reservations she may have had about the whole thing appeared to melt away.

      The woman at the other table was watching us again. Well, maybe not all of us. She was oblivious to me staring back. She had her eyes on Lauren and what she was doing with Shawn. Maybe she had her own ideas that didn’t include her dweeb of a husband.

      The sexual excitement was practically emanating from my wife. It was like she was vibrating from desire. This was way beyond anything she’d ever shown with me so I knew she wouldn’t be able to contain herself much longer. She no longer had any appetite for her dinner. She was hungry for this young stud’s big black cock.

      I excused myself from the table and tracked down our creepy waiter. I caught him whispering to one of his coworkers and nodding towards our table. He hadn’t seen me coming around and cut off his conversation abruptly when I asked him for the check. Lauren was ready to leave. Ready to leave and ready to offer Shawn her body. And I didn’t want to miss a thing.

      I grabbed my receipt and started back for our table. And I was shocked all over again. My wife’s hand was on his thigh and started rubbing it. Shawn was sitting back in the booth like a boss. He looked down and smiled as her hand strayed onto his crotch. Just like before, she squeezed it and bit her lower lip. But that wasn’t enough. She began to stroke the outline of his cock through his pants. Anyone could see!

      As I made it to the table I glanced at the other woman who’d seen the whole thing. She glared up at me, maybe because I blocked her view. She leaned towards her oblivious husband and then something occurred to me. My wife might very well be responsible for getting two guys laid tonight. Unfortunately neither one was likely to be her husband.

      “I think we should get out of here,” Lauren said.

      “You don’t want to eat?” he asked. He looked around the restaurant. He didn’t seem worried that Lauren would change her mind. He seemed to know she was a sure thing. Maybe he was just making her wait for it.

      Lauren answered him by sliding onto his side of the booth and taking his chin in her hands. She kissed him hard on the mouth while her hand dipped under the table again. That was enough to convince him that it was time to leave.

      “Did you get a room?” he asked.

      She bit her lip and reached inside her dress across her big breasts that were practically falling out. “Yes.”
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* * *

      During the five minute elevator ride up to the room, they couldn’t stop tearing at each other’s clothes. Even when other people were in the elevator. An older man, with his wife by his side, couldn’t resist sneaking a peak at them. They were like two wild animals pawing at each other and ready to mate. They scratched and clawed and grunted and moaned.

      By the time the elevator reached our floor, they were both panting and out of breath. As we exited, Lauren’s shoulder strap slid down and her big bare breast popped out. She didn’t seem to notice until Shawn’s big black hand cupped it. He thrummed the hard nipple with his thumb. Lauren threw her head back and I swear she spread her legs right there in the hallway.

      Another couple came around the corner and stopped short, their eyes wide and jaws agape. I was horrified and cleared my throat.

      Shawn smiled and stood my wife back up as he slipped the dress strap back in place. Lauren’s bare breast was concealed once more.

      The couple awkwardly passed and entered the elevator. As the doors closed they started laughing and the guy said, “Get a room.”

      The hotel room keycard flopped out of Lauren’s hand and skidded along the carpet. I scooped it up and led them down the hall to the double doors of the suite, which I unlocked and opened for them like I was a bellhop. I did everything but hold my hand out for my tip.

      Under normal circumstances I would have been ecstatic about the suite. The double doors opened up to an elevated foyer. Then down two steps to a luxurious living room complete with gilded sofas that framed a view of the city at night that was worth the not inconsequential nightly rate. Doors to separate master bedrooms opened on either side.

      Not that they even made it to either one of the bedrooms, though. Once they stumbled over the threshold, they began ripping each other’s clothes off. Lauren fumbled with the buttons on his dress shirt but he had no trouble reaching inside her dress with greedy hands.

      It was up to me to close the doors behind them lest they provide more of a show to the other guests than they’d already offered.

      The big black man seemed especially eager to get at my wife’s full breasts. Maybe they weren’t as firm and perky as they used to be but they had filled out and were incredibly attractive in their own right. And he didn’t seem like he had any complaints.

      He pushed the sheer fabric aside and sucked on them hungrily, clamping his thick lips on her erect nipples. This attention made Lauren moan with pleasure. She seemed to be unbelievably turned on. Part of her problem with his shirt was the fact that one of her hands kept slipping under her dress and between her thighs.

      I’d never seen her like this. Like she wanted nothing more than to have this big black stud’s thick cock deep inside her tight pussy.

      Suddenly, she was stepping out of her panties. In her excitement, she had completely soaked through her panties. He spun her around and backed her into the wall while I swooped in behind and picked up her underwear. I couldn’t help myself from bringing them just under my nose. I closed my eyes and inhaled her flowery fresh scent.

      They were totally into each other and paid me no mind. So I just watched them as I slid my hand down my own pants. My cock was throbbing and I hand to do something. The sight of her in the arms of this young black stranger turned me on more than I ever thought was possible.

      While he sucked on her breasts, she undid his belt and zipper. Her fists clutched handfuls of fabric as she tugged his khakis down to his knees. She trembled a bit as she reached into his boxer briefs and pulled out his massive black cock. It was thick and full and dwarfed her porcelain hand.

      His hard cock was angled straight up towards her face, practically begging to be sucked. She held it there, gazing at it, marveled at its size and power. It was an image that I’ll remember as surely as if I’d taken a photo.

      He reached for the straps on her shoulders and nudged them to the sides. Her dress slid down until the straps caught in the creases of her elbows. Both her breasts finally swung free. Her fair skin was already turning red and pink from his rough handling.

      She dropped down on her knees, with her ruined dress rumpled around her, and took his cock in her mouth. Just a taste at first, flicking her tongue around the mushroom head. She turned her eyes up to his to better gauge his reactions.

      He smiled and nodded and she began sucking the young black man off. She was aggressive, like she wanted to get as much of his cock into her mouth as she could. Like she was daring herself to give him a blow job that he would never forget. That would set her apart from all the other girls.

      Lauren worked her hand up and down his shaft, not unlike what I was doing to myself. With her other hand, she played with his asshole.

      “Do you like that?” she asked in a breathy voice. “Do you like how I suck your dick?” She waited for his answer by pushing his cock straight up and sucking and licking his balls.

      The big black man moaned in response. He threw his head back and closed his eyes. Lauren laughed at his answer. Then she put two fingers into her mouth and coated them with her saliva. He looked down to see what she was up to.

      She just gave him the most slutty smile. So dirty I had to stop jerking off to keep from coming right there in my pants.

      She told him to step out of his pants, which he did while she held his cock. Then she reached between his thighs and began rubbing the saliva-slicked fingers around the rim of his asshole.

      “Oh yeah, baby.” He began moaning loader. Then she slid the first finger into his asshole. Followed by the second. “Oh fuck.”

      “You’re not going to come are you?” Lauren said as she pumped his asshole. “Because you can’t come yet. I’m not ready.” My wife was half his size and she was playing with him. She was in total control.

      “Ohhhh, fuck,” he said. “I don’t know how much longer I got.”

      Lauren kept finger-fucking his asshole and stroking his cock until he began to tense. She’d brought him right up to the edge.

      I know one thing, I had to give him credit, because he lasted a fuck-load longer than I would have if she’d done that with me. Of course she never would, though. Anal play was something we’d never even thought about.

      She pulled her fingers out of his ass but continued to lightly rub his cock with both hands. Just enough to keep him right there on the ledge.

      While she looked up at him, obviously admiring Shawn’s athletic physique, I tried to see what he had that I didn’t. I mean he had six-pack abs and huge muscular arms and his thighs and calves didn’t look too shabby either. Those were things I theoretically could work on. But his exotic dark skin? Nothing I could do about that except maybe get a tan once in a while.

      But the big thing, literally, was his huge cock. I mean seeing Lauren, on her knees, practically worshipping it, was almost too much. It was the one thing I could never compete with.

      Lauren dropped a hand under the crumpled dress between her thighs. It looked like she had to, like she couldn’t resist the urge for him to be inside her. She got up from her knees, leaving the dress on the floor.

      Totally naked, except for her wedding ring, she stood on her tiptoes and kissed him. They kissed deeply for a long time with open mouths and swirling tongues. Lauren kept stroking his shaft. It was against her belly and the head reached up between her big bare breasts.

      He had to crouch a little to lay his oversized palm over her trim pussy. His long fingers curled underneath, forcing her to spread her thighs and coo with delight. He pulled his hand away, his fingers were slick with her excitement. He brought them to his lips and tasted her before offering them to her to suck on.

      Then Lauren took charge. She turned to head for one of the bedrooms, pulling him along by his cock. “Follow me,” she said with a naughty look over her shoulder. Like he had any choice. Besides he was more than eager to get her into a bedroom and have his way with my wife.

      She glanced at me and we made eye contact. This was it. She was going to let him fuck her. The eye contact was my last chance to say something. Anything.

      But no words came. My mouth was dry.

      But that wasn’t why I didn’t object.

      I wanted to watch her with him. I needed to watch my wife spread her legs for his big black cock. Nothing else mattered.

      I followed them. The third wheel all the way to the end of the line.

      When they got into the bedroom, Lauren practically threw him down on the bed, despite his size. She was the aggressor, relishing her role as the dominant older female over his athletic masculinity.

      It was the total opposite of the shy innocent housewife I knew. Back home, I always had to initiate. And by initiate I mean beg for it. And it was the same every time. Missionary. Me on top while she examined the ceiling. Until I was finished and she retreated to the bathroom.

      But with this big black man, she seemed to be enjoying, for the first time in her life, really being in control of a man in bed.

      And I was falling in love all over again.

      Shawn willingly played along. He looked like a predator, always on the hunt. But with Lauren in control, he was the prey.

      So he got on his back. He seemed to have no problem being the submissive one that she was forcing him to be. For all his charm and athleticism and masculinity, the young, big, black stud had no problem ceding control to my wife.

      Lauren wasted no time. She literally jumped on the bed with him and started straddling him. She pushed his cock down so she could slide along its length while she gyrated her hips back and forth.

      Then she took his hard cock in her hand and began rubbing it on her clit. Even from the side I could tell her pussy was getting extremely wet.

      But there was a problem.

      A big one.

      There was no way his huge cock was going to fit inside her.

      It wasn’t so long ago that she complained that I was hurting her and, honestly, my cock was barely half the size of his. Maybe not even that.

      Lauren, though, wasn’t deterred. She just closed her eyes and rocked back and forth. Finally, she could hold out no longer. She steadied the large, hard cock and slowly lowered herself. At first, nothing. Then the head of his cock popped into her.

      Lauren cried out but held still. She clenched her fist and closed her eyes. After a moment, she took a deep breath and slid further down his shaft. Somehow it disappeared into her wet cunt and she sighed with pleasure.

      “Holy shit, you are so tight,” Shawn said. His voice was a ragged gasp. He shifted his eyes to me. “Are you sure you’re not a virgin?”

      Lauren laughed hard. Her breasts bounced when she did and I felt humiliated. He was making fun of me while my wife was impaled on his monster cock.

      “I’ve never been with anyone as big as you. You fill me up completely. My husband could never do that.” She started riding his cock like an expert. Rising all the way up to the head before plunging back down to his balls. And she started going faster. Going wild.

      Shawn licked his thick lips as he watched her bounce on top of him. He tried to control her by holding her hips but her bucking was too much for him. All he could do was play with her tits.

      “Ooh, your huge cock feels so good,” she said as she held his hands to her breast. “So fucking good.”

      Shawn’s eyes were wide as he stared up at her in ecstasy. Like no woman had ever ridden his cock like that.

      No wonder it wasn’t long before he started tensing up and clenching, fighting back the urge to come. No doubt he didn’t want to blow his load too quickly.

      But Lauren didn’t notice. Or didn’t care. She kept riding him like it was a race. Her long hair flowed wildly as she rocked back and forth on him. She closed her eyes and started moaning louder.

      That’s when Shawn lost it. He kicked his legs straight out over the bed and let out a loud yell as he pumped his load up into her cunt.

      Lauren’s back arched as she leaned back. Her moans turned to cries of pleasure as her hand strummed her clit and she came with him.They both trembled as their passion exploded into one another.

      Their movements gradually slowed until she collapsed in his arms, their bodies glistening with perspiration. Lauren’s head rested on his chest. She smiled with satisfaction when she saw her young, black lover unable to move. He was completely spent.

      She slowly lifted her ass and let his softening, but still enormous, cock slip out of her. She angled herself so she could take his cock in her mouth again. Gently, she jerked it up and down a few times and swirled her tongue around the head. Then she began licking up and down the shaft.

      Shawn’s entire body trembled with pleasure. His eyes were closed and he was still breathing deeply.

      Lauren finally left his cock alone and rolled off him and onto her back. A trickle of semen dripped out of her gaping cunt.

      She looked up at me and raised her eyebrows.

      That was all the encouragement I needed. I ripped off my clothes and practically leaped on the bed.

      The bouncing bed stirred Shawn, who took one look at my naked body and said, “Oh, hell no.”

      He got his energy back and sprang to his feet. He grabbed his clothes and laughed as he sprinted to the bathroom.

      “So what do you want to do?” I asked my wife. Heat radiated from her warm skin. The scent of her passion overwhelmed me.

      She looked and me and pointed down to her crotch. She parted her legs in case I didn’t get the message.

      Shawn’s load was still seeping out of her. “Seriously?” I said. Cleaning up his mess was not what I had in mind.

      Lauren propped herself up on her elbows. “Francis, if you haven’t noticed, things are going to change between us. So you can do what you want. Just know that I need more from you than I’ve been getting so-”

      “Ok, ok. I get it.” The last thing I wanted was an argument. What I most wanted was to be with my wife. No matter what.

      She raised her eyebrows again, this time in surprise.

      If this is what she wanted then that’s what I would do. I didn’t want to lose her.

      Besides I was hard as fuck.

      I scrunched down between her spread thighs. The sweet aroma of their fucking did something to me. I closed my eyes and pressed my face to her cunt. I started lapping all around, cleaning just like she did with Shawn minutes earlier.

      That’s when the bathroom door opened and I heard Shawn laughing. Shame burned my cheeks. I started to lift my head but Lauren grabbed a fistful of my hair and held me in place.

      The laughing stopped.

      “Oh, my bad,” Shawn said.

      I assumed Lauren had silently scolded him.

      “Thank you, Shawn,” Lauren said. “And my husband thanks you too.” It wasn’t like I was in any position to answer with my mouth buried in her cunt.

      I opened my eyes and peered up at Lauren. My view of her was obscured by her pussy and the underside of her breasts.

      “It was my pleasure,” Shawn said.

      “Maybe we can do it again some time?” Lauren took his hand.

      “Sure thing, Lauren.” He leaned over and they kissed. Then he said to me, “You’re a lucky man, my friend. Take care of her.” I heard Shawn walk out the bedroom and out of the suite.

      I kept doing my thing until Lauren started bucking her hips into my face. She was breathing heavy and her nipples were rock hard. When she came she squeezed my head between her thighs.

      As her orgasm started to wind down, she pulled me up to kiss her. She reached down and stroked my cock as she guided it inside her.

      I was so excited I barely lasted a minute. And when I was done I collapsed on top of her. She stroked the back of my head and told me she loved me.

      And she stared at the ceiling. Probably thinking about her next date.
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      My wife, Madison, always had a wandering eye. And so did I, I guess. And that was fine since neither of us acted on the impulses. One difference was Madison would have plenty of takers. Unfortunately, I didn’t offer the same appeal to the opposite sex.

      Everyone joked that Madison was my trophy wife. The fact that it was true seemed to make it funnier to everyone but me.

      However, since the company merger, my income has dropped quite a bit. And my trophy wife was becoming an anchor that threatened to sink our lives.

      We had a beautiful house in Southwest Florida. Madison loved it because she could spend her days lounging in the sun in her bikini and flirting with the pool guy. And the mail man. And the landscaper. And the landscaper’s helper.

      So when our income cratered and I suggested the possibility of selling the house, she flipped out. It got so bad she kicked me out and I had to spend a week in the pool house.

      It wasn’t so bad back there, to be honest. A beautifully furnished one bedroom house was more than enough for me. And during one of those nights of solitude, I had an idea that would let us keep the house.

      Little did I know then that I’d be giving up.
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* * *

      “Are you serious?” Madison crossed her arms over her ample chest. Her long hair was tied back and she had minimal workout makeup on, even though she was so beautiful she didn’t need any. And her black yoga pants made me realize I missed her a lot more than I realized.

      “It’s just until my income gets back to-”

      “So complete strangers would-”

      “We’d do proper vetting.” I knew that was weak even as it came out of my mouth.

      “Proper vetting?” She rolled her eyes.

      “We’d check them out. Before they came. You could have final say. If you didn’t want them then they couldn’t come.”

      “And that’s the only way?” Madison’s stern look had softened a little. One arm dropped from her chest. The rise of her nipples under her white tank top and sports bra sent my crotch tingling.

      I tore my eyes from her and glanced down at the spreadsheet I’d run. “If we want to keep the house, we have to rent out the pool house.”
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* * *

      Madison let me move back into the main house. She was still pissed at me for fucking up our lives but each day she seemed to be in a better mood. In fact she insisted on taking over the whole idea of renting out the pool house.

      She was a wiz when she applied herself to something. She found a program to offer the house for short term rentals. It was one that I’d never heard of that had sprung up after AirBNB and she took care of all the details including getting the property ready. But she seemed to spend the most time going through the profiles of prospective renters.

      She didn’t seem to need me for anything, which was kind of a relief. I had enough to do just trying to keep myself above water at work. Besides, keeping her busy with something she was interested in really took the pressure off of me at home.
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* * *

      One day at work, she texted me and said she found our first renter. It was someone from New York, a guy apparently, and he would be coming in on Friday afternoon and would spend the weekend before driving across Alligator Alley to Miami on Monday morning.

      On the one hand I was excited that someone was going to be giving us money. But part of me was disappointed at the thought of a stranger being on the property while I was trying to unwind during the weekend. The last thing I wanted to worry about while I was home was making a good impression on somebody new.

      One thing I’d heard about this app we were using was that relationships developed between landlords and renters as they interacted. For me the whole point of smartphones and texting and apps was to avoid dealing with people in person. Maybe that was another aspect of the arrangement Madison could handle.
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* * *

      “He’s black?”

      The horrified expression on Madison’s face curled me back in shame. I wasn’t a racist. I never said a bad word about a person of color in my life. And Madison, of all people knew that.

      But it sounded racist even to my own ears. “That’s not-”

      “How could you say something like that?”

      “It’s fine if he’s black,” I said even as I felt my cheeks burning. Maybe this is what going to hell feels like — a burning sensation. I gestured to the smiling, and handsome, I guess, black face on Madison’s tablet screen. “Which he obviously is.”

      “Then why did you say that?”

      I stepped closer to Madison and lowered my voice, like I was afraid someone was listening in our own house. “You know why,” I said. I stepped towards the living room window and spread my arms to encompass our neighborhood. The only people of color within two manned security gates of us were hired help. We lived in an old school gated community that had managed to remain segregated long after everything else. And that’s the way our crusty old money neighbors liked it.

      Madison waved her hands dismissively. “Oh, fuck them,” she said, shocking me with her off color language. She seemed genuinely disgusted. Which was unusual in that the only thing that usually disgusted her was me.

      “His name is Jerome. He’s a successful entrepreneur,” she said, “and he’s a great guy.”

      “Wait. Have you been talking to him?” I thought this whole thing was hands off. It was through an app for crying out loud.

      Madison rolled her eyes. “Uh, yeah. That’s how it works. We’re inviting someone into our home. So we have to be able to trust them.”

      I didn’t like this at all. Sure Madison probably interacted with a bunch of guys on a daily basis between the gym and the pool guy and the landscapers, but this seemed different somehow. More intimate. Were they sexting? Besides he was coming to stay with us for an entire weekend.

      “Hello,” she said with her most sarcastic voice. “How do you think it works?”

      “I don’t know. Algorithms?”
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* * *

      Wednesday night I came home from work about an hour early. My plan was to surprise Madison so I didn’t call and let her know. Things hadn’t been great since she thought I was a racist. I figured I could take her out for a midweek dinner, maybe have sex and all would be forgiven until Friday when the big black stranger inserted himself in our lives.

      I knew she liked to watch Ellen in the afternoons but there was no sign of her in front of the TV. She wasn’t out by the pool either, though there was evidence she had been earlier. Her red bikini top was still hanging over one of the chaise lounges.

      I picked up the bikini top and looked over at the shimmering light blue pool. She’d gotten this specific bikini for me since I had a longtime crush on Phoebe Cates from the old movie Fast Times at Ridgemont High. Madison even resembles her a little. That scene where she climbs out of the pool and undoes her bikini top in slow motion still gets me off. Madison used to recreate that scene just for me which would lead to us having sex. Nowadays I’m really reliving the scene since I end up jerking off alone in the bathroom.

      My Spidey Sense started tingling. I quickened my pace around the first floor of the house but there was no sign of her. My alarm hadn’t quite risen to the point of yelling for her so I quietly darted up the stairs.

      She wasn’t in her office, a spare bedroom complete with a dusty computer desk, day bed and unused yoga mat. The other spare bedrooms were also vacant. Our master bedroom was isolated at the back of the house. The last place she could be.

      The bedroom door was ajar and I eased it open, half expecting her to be naked in the bed with a sweaty, tattooed Spanish speaking landscaper drilling her. But the bed was empty.

      Then I heard a distinctly feminine moan from the attached bathroom. I never understood Madison’s predilection to leaving doors half open but I was never more grateful for it.

      I heard a shower spray go but it didn’t sound right. Like it was intermittent or something. A few years ago Madison had gotten some fancy shower head. It had different spray settings and even could be removed to spray hand held, like a hose. It didn’t matter much to me since I just left it alone and used it as a regular shower.

      Imagine my surprise when I peeked into the bathroom and saw Madison. For an instant I thought she was hurt. She wasn’t standing in the shower like normal. She was sitting on the floor with her back towards against the fancy tile wall. She was naked obviously with her knees up and her legs spread. The shower head was detached and the metallic hose snaked between her thighs.

      She was playing with herself.

      My dick sprang erect instantly. But I had to get a better view, so I slipped inside and ducked into her closet which gave me a perfect line of sight. At least as long as she didn’t look my way.

      The shower head was on some massage setting. She was spraying the water on her cunt. And it must have felt awesome because her head was back and her expression was approaching her orgasm face.

      Without a sound, I undid my suit pants and pulled my cock out. Not the biggest one in the world but it’s how you use it right? Anyway I was ready to start using it. I began to stroke myself as I watched my wife getting off.

      A little voice in my head admonished me not to waste my perfectly good hard on. If Madison wanted to go later, I might not be able to answer the bell.

      But in that moment I didn’t care. I needed to watch her without her knowing. There was no decision to be made. I had to do it.

      To prolong myself I switched to my left hand. My total lack of coordination meant I had to slow down, which was the whole point.

      Madison was having the time of her life. She wasn’t content to let the water do all the work. Her perfectly manicured fingers toyed with her clit.

      Just as I was about to come, Madison looked over to her far side and picked something up from the shower floor. At first I couldn’t figure out what it was. It kind of looked like a high end shampoo or conditioner bottle. It was black but I didn’t see a label.

      She picked it up and brought it over her bent knee. She held it in front of her face. But I still couldn’t make it out and it was distracting me.

      Then she puckered her lips and kissed the end of it. Her lips parted and she slid it into her mouth. And that’s when I realized what it was.

      A dildo.

      It was sleek and black and not anatomically correct.

      She sucked on it like she was blowing the Invisible Man. Except for his sleek, black, not anatomically correct cock.

      She only did that for a few seconds. What was the point, right?

      Anyway, she was apparently ready for the main event.

      She trailed it between her breasts and down over her tight belly. It slid through her dark, wet pubic hair and disappeared over the edge. Then she angled it into her cunt.

      I was so hard it hurt. I switched back to my right hand and jerked my cock as she fucked herself with the dildo.

      She began to moan and breathe heavy as she got herself off.

      That was it for me. I couldn’t control myself any longer.

      “Oh, Jerome, fuck me with your big black cock!”

      Just as I heard my wife call out another guy’s name, I lost it. All my energy surged through my cock and exploded all over the closet.

      “Oh, fuck,” I gasped as my load splattered over her shoes and against some low hanging clothes. An old, ugly brown bridesmaid dress took the brunt of it. Even as I was coming I knew I fucked up.

      “Francis?”

      I looked up and Madison was staring at me. And she didn’t look happy.
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* * *

      My big date night plans were dashed. Instead of wining and dining and maybe having make up sex with my wife, I spent the evening trying to get semen stains out of a dress she’d never wear again.

      Madison banished me from the bedroom again. And I couldn’t even use the pool house because she didn’t want me to “fuck it up.” So I spent the next two nights in one of the guest bedrooms. Alone with my thoughts.

      It hurt to realize my wife was thinking of other guys when she masturbated. Not that I ever thought she had me in mind — even I wasn’t that delusional. It was more that I never thought about it at all.

      If it was some fantasy she had about some male celebrity that she’d never meet it would be easier to take. But she was fantasizing about a guy that was coming to our house for an entire weekend.

      And I thought it was going to be stressful even before I knew I’d have to worry about my wife sneaking over to the pool house to bang him.
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* * *

      On Friday I went in early to work so I could get home early and meet Jerome. Maybe lay down the law with him just enough to dissuade him from any funny business with my wife.

      The official “check in” time in the app was for three o’clock so I timed my arrival for two. A firm handshake and man to man eye contact from a professional looking executive like myself should be enough to set things straight.

      Unfortunately my plan turned to shit before I even pulled into the driveway.
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* * *

      A nice looking, slate grey BMW was parked in the middle of the driveway. A rental to be sure but way beyond the normal rental beater I expected. And the fucker blocked my way into my garage too. I hated him already.

      My jaw was tight as I walked around his car and went in through the front door. I called out, “Hello,” but there was no response. I headed directly for the back of the house and that’s when I saw him.

      He was standing on the pool deck, naked except for a tight bathing suit. Barely bigger than boxer briefs. He looked like an athlete. Shaved bald head, well defined chest, bulging arms and lean thighs. Not an ounce of fat on him. As far as I could figure he wasn’t too old, thirties at most.

      He was facing the deep end of the pool, like he was about to dive in and swim some laps. I mentally berated myself for not checking with Madison about some house rules. Like no diving. Or even better, no using the pool at all since I didn’t want my pool turning into a disease infested public pool. And no fucking my wife.

      He stepped to the edge and dove in. A perfect dive like he had been training for the Olympics or something. His dark form sliced through the water before surfacing half way across the length of the pool and gracefully swimming to the far end. In less than a minute he swam more than I had since we moved in.

      “Francis, what are you doing home?”

      Madison’s voice startled me and I spun around. She was wearing a plain white tee shirt and her red bikini. At least the bottoms. There were no lines under the tee shirt indicating she had the top on. But her face had a look of worry.

      “Uh, I just wanted to greet our, uh, guest.” Was he a guest? Or a renter or what?

      Madison exhaled. “Whoo, I was afraid something happened at work.” She didn’t have to say she was worried about me being fired.

      “What are you doing? Is that him? Why is he early? I thought it was supposed to be three o’clock?”

      “Whoa, don’t attack me!” Madison put her hands up like I was going after her. That’s not what I was doing. “He got in early and asked if he could come by, that’s all.”

      “And you told him it was okay?”

      “Of course I did. We’re the hosts. You know we need him to leave us a high rating on the app, right? If we want this to work we need high ratings.”

      Madison was right, as usual. It didn’t make me any happier. “So you’re going out there in your bathing suit? How happy do you plan on making him?”

      Madison brushed past me on her way out through the glass sliding doors. “Don’t be a dick, Francis.”
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* * *

      I followed her out and waved like a schmuck to our “guest.” He climbed out of the pool and we shook hands. His hand was like twice the size of mine. He made me feel small.

      Madison had picked up the house and was watering the plants around the pool deck. I was pretty sure they didn’t need watering since the landscapers should have watered them earlier in the week. And I was pretty sure it was the first time Madison had ever picked up the hose. I was surprised she knew how to use it.

      I excused myself and went upstairs to change out of my work clothes.

      While in our bedroom I looked out the window to see what they were up to.

      And I didn’t like what I was seeing.

      Somehow Madison’s white tee shirt was soaked. Like she literally didn’t know which way the nozzle was supposed to face and had sprayed herself. The fabric practically melted away revealing her big hard nipples. It was like something out of a Cinemax movie from the 80’s. She suddenly was a wet tee shirt contestant right out of some Spring Break fantasy.

      Only for an audience of one.

      And I didn’t mean me.

      Jerome tilted his head up and took in the sights. No doubt he was bug eyed behind his dark sunglasses. He even did the thing where he looks over the tops of the sunglasses to get an unfiltered view.

      Not that I could blame him. Madison looked so fucking hot.

      The problem was she knew it.

      She stepped closer to the house and out of my view. My hope was she was done flaunting herself and was coming inside to put some fucking clothes on.

      I heard the slider open so that was a good sign. I kept watching Jerome to see his reaction. He shook his head and pulled out his cell phone. He fiddled with it for a moment like he was texting his buddies about the little private peep show my wife treated him to.

      Then he put the phone down. And that’s when I heard the slider open. Madison came back out.

      Fortunately the wet tee shirt was gone. She replaced it with the red bikini top. She bounced across the pool deck over to Jerome. She offered him one of the two bottles of water she carried.

      He accepted it with a smile and he gestured to the chair next to him. Even though I couldn’t make out what they were saying it was clear he offered Madison a seat which she gladly accepted. Apparently the app related relationship building had begun.

      Madison stepped between the two chairs and bent over at the waist to adjust the cushions. She made sure to wiggle her ass right in Jerome’s face.

      Jerome grinned as he took it all in. His face was literally inches from my wife’s ass. He looked like it was all he could do not to reach out and pull her back to him so he could bury his face between her cheeks.

      Madison acted like she wasn’t doing anything flirty on purpose. Yeah, right.

      Finally she had the cushions just right and sat down, stretching her endless bare legs out in the sun. She opened the water bottle and brought it to her hot red lips. Even from my vantage point it looked so sensual.

      Jerome must have agreed because he adjusted his sitting position and his hand brushed over the increasing tense front of his bathing suit. After a second or so he must have realized he couldn’t conceal his boner so he sat up and turned so he could lean towards Madison and cross his arms over his knees.

      Jerome wasn’t the only one getting hard. My own cock was throbbing at the sight of Madison teasing another guy. In all our years together I never saw her do anything this blatant. And it was so fucking hot.

      They engaged in a conversation. Every few minutes Madison went through a pattern where she’d laugh at something he said, then take a sexy sip of water and unconsciously run a finger along the edge of her bikini top between her breasts. Like she wanted to make sure she was still wearing it. And to draw his attention to it.

      After a while Madison set the water bottle down and stood up. She pointed at the pool but Jerome declined the invitation to join her.

      Madison went anyway. She did her super feminine model runway walk over to the stair entry and stepped into the water. If she was disappointed Jerome didn’t follow her, she didn’t show it.

      Jerome sat back in the chair and grabbed a towel that he crumpled up and plopped on his crotch. That’s when I knew why he didn’t join her.

      He had a raging hard on.

      Either he didn’t want to embarrass himself or he couldn’t walk with that table leg sized thing in his bathing suit. Looking at the size of him I guessed it was the latter. You put a big black guy in a tight form fitting bathing suit and put him in front of a hot, flirty woman in a tiny bikini and something had to give.

      I had a little more empathy for Jerome as he sat there trying to hide his erection. It could happen to any guy. But the fact that he declined an invitation to frolic in the pool with another guy’s wife raised his reputation with me.

      If he had followed her in and they started wrestling around like teenagers, I don’t know what I would have done.

      Probably nothing. Except keep watching and jerk off.
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* * *

      Madison went underwater. She wasn’t much of a swimmer but she sure as hell knew how to get wet and drip from all the right places.

      She made her way to the side of the pool closest to Jerome. She climbed halfway out, just enough to let her breasts spill over and entice him.

      Jerome was fascinated with her. He couldn’t take his eyes off her. And he sure as hell didn’t move that towel anywhere.

      Madison must have gotten bored so she swam down to the deep end. She grabbed the handle on the metal ladder on Jerome’s side and started climbing out.

      Holy shit!

      She’s doing it!

      For him!

      Madison was doing the Phoebe Cates’ Fast Times at Ridgemont High routine! That was supposed to be a special thing for me. Jerome probably didn’t even see the movie for crying out loud!

      Madison climbed up the ladder. Her perfect hourglass figure was made for that moment. She stepped onto the pool deck as the water cascaded over her curves and turned towards Jerome.

      Jerome was sitting up again and watching her every move.

      Just what she wanted.

      Madison took a couple of steps. Her eyes were locked on him. She reached up just under her ample breasts. Her fingers found the clasp on the bikini. She had no problem unfastening it with one hand and suddenly the two triangular halves of the bikini top fell away and her dripping wet bare breasts swung free.

      Jerome moves fast for a big man. He was on his feet in an instant. The towel flung away forgotten. His sunglasses followed. The bulge in the front of his bathing suit was enormous.

      Madison’s face broke into a wide smile as she opened her arms to him.

      He closed the gap between them and just like that they were pressed together kissing. Her big breasts flattened against his rock hard abs. The bulge in his suit nearly reached her boobs.

      As they kissed his big dark hands roamed all over her. He started fondling her bare breasts but soon moved to cup her ass with both hands.

      Madison gave as good as she got too. She ran her hands down his chest and kept going. Her fingers traced the outline of his hard cock through the fabric of his bathing suit.

      Together they rocked back and forth, almost like Madison and I danced at our wedding, when I forgot all the steps from the dancing lessons. They stumbled against each other right at the edge of the pool. Suddenly Jerome stepped on the edge and lost his balance. He let Madison go as he fell backwards into the pool.

      There was a giant splash as he landed. He was okay though and they both laughed hard. Madison actually doubled over and her breasts shook as they hung down.

      He waved for her to join him in the pool and she took a step back before she did a flying leap into the water right next to him.

      When she surfaced they were in each other’s arms again. He pulled the straps of her top back down her arms and it floated away. So she was officially topless with him.

      They kept kissing and rubbing against each other. Madison’s hands were below the surface but it looked like she was jerking him off. His hands were busy under the water too, like he was fingering her or something.

      Then he picked her up and lifted her into a sitting position on the side of the pool. The water dripped down her chest. He stood between her spread thighs. The bikini bottoms were askew and a shock of dark pubic hair poked over the fabric.

      Madison’s body was incredible. Droplets of water on her tanned skin glistened in the bright sunlight. The daylight made her nakedness all the more shocking. Sure, sometimes she sunbathed with her top off but that was because our yard was so private.

      Privacy was not something she seemed to be concerned about at all. She pulled him to her and his face pressed between her bare breasts. She wrapped her legs around his waist.

      He greedily played with her breasts, grabbing big handfuls and kissing and sucking on her hard pink nipples. With his hands on her breasts he pushed her to lay back down on the pool deck and kissed his way over her taut stomach.

      She rubbed his bald head for a second before she dropped her hands to the bikini bottom ties at her hips. With one pull on each side her bikini bottom was loose.

      Jerome slid his finger through her pubic hair and hooked the edge of her bathing suit. He pulled it and it came away easy. He dropped it in the water and it floated away.

      My wife was wet and naked with a big black man in our pool and I couldn’t stop watching. My rational mind screamed at me to run down there and put a stop to it. But the primal voyeur in me had to keep watching. Hoping to see him fuck her with his giant cock.

      Jerome pushed her thighs as wide apart as he could. He ducked down a bit and planted his face in her cunt. His thick lips and greedy tongue explored every inch of her tender folds.

      Madison propped herself up on her elbows to watch as he went down on her. Then she looked up directly at me, like she knew I was there all along.

      My heart stopped and I froze. She caught me watching like a Peeping Tom.

      What could I do? It was too late to hide.

      Then she kicked her head back. Almost like she was sending me a message.

      Like come on down and get a closer look.

      The back of Jerome’s head bobbed and weaved in slow motion. Whatever the hell he was doing to my wife was having the desired effect. Her head was lolled back and her eyes were closed. She was no longer propped up but instead lay flat back. Her knuckles grew white as she gripped the edge of the pool, like she was afraid she’d fall off the earth.

      That’s when I heard her moan. It was so feminine and loud I heard it all the way up at the window. Her toes were curled and she closed her thighs around Jerome’s head. Her whole body tensed.

      I was stroking my cock furiously as I watched her orgasm. In that moment I didn’t care that another man had given it to her. She was so sexy as she trembled with pleasure I could have watched her forever.

      After what seemed like hours she began to come down from her ecstasy. She released his head from her juicy grip and playfully wiped his mouth for him.

      He pushed himself up and out of the pool right over her body. He still had his bathing suit on but the front of it was stretched out by his huge erection. He held himself above her before he lowered himself like he was doing a push up. His chest pressed against hers as he kissed her hard on the mouth.

      Madison welcomed it, opening her mouth and matching him like she was eager to taste herself on his lips. She dropped her hand to rub the bulge in his bathing suit even as it pressed against her belly.

      Suddenly he pushed himself up and was on his knees straddling her up near her ribs. He looked down at her daring her to see what was in his bathing suit for herself.

      Madison bit her lower lip. She wasn’t one to shy from a challenge.

      Though she faced him she may very well have been looking over his shoulder at me. But I wouldn’t stop her. I didn’t want to. I couldn’t.

      Her hands moved slowly, tentatively up to the top of his trunks. She curled the fingers of both hands under the waistband and slowly pulled out and away.

      Her eyes widened at the sight of it. The enormity of it. His cock was much bigger than anything she had before. It was dark, darker than the rest of his skin, and solid and vaguely threatening. How much would it hurt?

      She released the waistband and wrapped the fingers of both hands around the shaft. Her perfectly manicured fingers didn’t come close to reaching all the way around. But it didn’t matter. She began to stroke it, both hands gliding over the silky smooth skin.

      Madison stared at it, mesmerized. Like she couldn’t believe such a magnificent cock existed, let alone was available for her to touch.

      She was breathing heavily again. Her lips parted, almost in anticipation. She licked her lips inviting him.

      He let her pull him towards her face. Resisting her just enough to make her work for it. When she lifted her head and opened her mouth he leaned forward just enough.

      Her lush red lips engulfed the head of his cock. She swirled her tongue around it, relishing the taste. Her obvious enthusiasm for him dwarfed her enthusiasm for me.

      He lowered himself down back into the pushup position with his cock in her mouth. He slowly thrust himself down into her as she pressed his stomach to keep him from going too far. It was like he was fucking her face.

      His giant cock was too much for her mouth. He needed more of her. And he wasn’t going to wait.

      He climbed off her and stood up. Then he reached down and pulled Madison to her feet.

      She was unsteady and leaned into him for support. Her head was down, still gazing at his stiff cock over his lowered bathing suit. She let him guide her across the pool deck and into the pool house. His big black hand rested comfortably on her bare ass.
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* * *

      From the bedroom window I couldn’t see into the pool house. So I stuffed my hard dick painfully into my shorts and ran downstairs.

      By the time I got to the pool house window, Jerome’s bathing suit was long gone. They were both totally naked and standing at the foot of the bed. Jerome seemed a lot bigger. In every way.

      Madison was on her tiptoes as they kissed. His big black cock stuck between her bare breasts. She tugged on it with one hand, which seemed so small against it.

      Madison stopped and grabbed a pool towel from the edge of the bed. She folded it up nice and placed it on the tile floor in front of Jerome.

      They kissed again before she trailed her lips and tongue down his torso. “I want to suck your big black cock.”

      The depraved part of me wanted to see her do it too.

      Madison got on her knees and took his cock in her mouth. She rubbed the lower part of his shaft with one hand and braced herself with the other hand on his powerful thigh.

      Jerome curled a hand around the side of her head, like he was guiding her.

      Madison made sure to keep eye contact with him most of the time. She really worked his cock hard, sometimes with both hands. After a few minutes she pulled his cock out of her mouth and buried her face under his balls, no doubt licking him all over.

      Jerome moaned as he nudged himself forward. He threw his head back and I was sure Madison was licking his asshole.

      Her hands reached around and gripped his tight, muscular ass. When she finally pulled back, she was breathing hard. Her nose, chin and cheeks shined with her saliva. Her eyes were wide like she was overcome with lust and willing to do anything.

      Jerome helped her to her feet and eased her onto her back on the edge of the bed. He left her there for a second as he grabbed some pillows from the head of the bed.

      Madison’s eyes darted to the window. She locked on to me again. This time I didn’t shy away. If she wanted to be fucked by a big black cock then I wasn’t going to stop her. But I was going to watch.

      Jerome followed her gaze and he saw me too. He said something to Madison but I couldn’t hear. She said something back. Whatever it was they said didn’t seem to change anything. Jerome placed the pillows under Madison’s ass propping her up for prime fucking.

      She spread her legs for him as he rubbed his cock against her pussy. She was so wet her skin glistened all the way down past her asshole. Her pink cunt lips blossomed for him.

      He leaned over her and pressed the head of his cock against her opening.

      Madison sucked in a deep breath. I could read her lips as she said, “Go slow.” Her entire body trembled in anticipation. Or fear.

      He was gigantic.

      She craned her head and looked down her body to watch as he penetrated her. She winced as the oversized head popped inside her.

      He slowly slid deeper into her. Filling her completely.

      Madison’s head fell back on the bed as she cried out. She instinctively tried to clench her legs together but he held them apart. Her hands braced against his abs to slow him.

      He was in no rush. He pulled back a bit before sliding further in. He had all weekend.

      Madison reached between her legs and grasped the lower part of his shaft. She took control of him, easing him in and out of her. Taking more and more of his length into her.

      They rocked back and forth until his balls brushed against her asshole, his entire cock buried inside my wife. Penetrating her deeper than I could ever dream to.

      Madison started playing with her clit as he started thrusting harder and faster. Her breasts bounced wildly with the force of his pounding. With her free hand she clutched the sheets.

      The pillows fell out from under her but he reached under her ass and lifted it as he kept fucking her.

      Madison arched her back, only her shoulders and neck on the mattress, possessed with passion. She was crying out with her eyes closed as she held onto his powerful arms.

      Suddenly he pulled out of her and stepped back.

      Madison flopped back down onto the bed. Her stretched cunt gaped open. She looked up at him in a daze.

      He wasn’t done with her. He flipped her onto all fours and spread her ass with his big dark hands. Her butt cheeks were splotched pink and red. He teased her by sliding the length of his cock along her ass crack.

      Then he pulled it back and trailed the head down and over her asshole. Madison looked back at him, as if she was afraid he was going to ram his oversized cock into her virgin asshole.

      He grinned at her and slid his cock further down and back into her willing cunt. He slammed it all the way into her and she winced and clutched fistfuls of sheets.

      He rammed his cock in and out of her. The slap of their bodies together was shockingly loud in the tiled studio.

      He reached around and cupped her swaying breasts. Then he pulled her long hair, forcing her head back. Like he was riding her.

      Madison played with her clit as he pounded her. She cried out again and again as he slapped her ass hard.

      Then he slowed down and curled a thumb into the cleft of her ass. He circled her asshole and she moaned.

      Madison had never let me touch her asshole and I was more than a little jealous.

      He pressed his thumb against her tight asshole and she clenched. She looked back at him and smiled.

      He kept fingering her asshole while he banged her doggy-style for a long time. I don’t know how he kept it up. Madison could have had a dozen orgasms for all I knew. This was uncharted territory. Lord knows I could never pleasure her like that.

      Jerome finally pulled out. He climbed on the bed next to her. Madison rolled over and caught her breath. She playfully stroked his cock.

      After a minute she mounted him, cowgirl style. She held his cock steady as she lined it up. Then she lowered herself all the way down over his shaft.

      He held her by the hips as she rode his cock. He reached around and fingered her asshole again which just made Madison even more wild. She popped up and down and he watched her wide eyed.

      At some point she rode too far up and he slipped out of her. He had her turn around and mount him backwards. Reverse cowgirl. Something we never tried.

      Madison faced me as she slid down his cock again. Her cunt gaped open and he filled it. Her big tits bounced with her up and down motion. She braced herself with her hands behind her on his chest but her eyes were locked on mine.

      Somehow this was the most intimate moment I ever had with my wife. Throughout our years of marriage, we never connected like we did in that moment.

      While she was riding another guy’s cock.

      Jerome pulled her off and had her back on her back. He climbed on top of her and entered her missionary style. He slammed his cock into her while he held her by the throat. Choking her.

      Madison let him and she soon came again. Just as he did.

      His movements started getting jerky as he came. He tensed and spasmed as he exploded deep inside my wife. Even as he did, he kept thrusting, making it last just a little longer.

      When he was finally done with her, he pulled out and rolled to the side. His cock was softening but he crawled up next to Madison and put his cock in her face.

      Madison’s eyes were slits but she opened her mouth and licked and sucked his cock clean. Her cheeks and chin glistened with the mixture of their fluids.

      With his spent cock sufficiently cleaned, Jerome got out of the bed. He stood and looked down at her, admiring his conquest of my wife. He glanced at me through the window and nodded. Then he turned and entered the bathroom.

      Madison waved at me to come in.

      I did as she commanded.

      “Come over here,” she said when I entered. “Did you like what you saw?”

      I did.

      And I didn’t.

      Seeing my wife with another guy, especially a big black guy, was a major turn on.

      But I just knew humiliation and shame and anger would consume me for the rest of my life.

      I ended up nodding in response even though the reality was a lot more complicated.

      She smiled at me.

      But I was distracted by the other guy’s semen trickling out of her stretched cunt and down over her asshole.

      “Do you want to fuck me?”

      Sloppy seconds?

      With my own wife?

      How the hell had this happened?

      “Yes,” I said, surprising myself with the conviction in my voice.

      I guess I did want to fuck her. No matter what.

      But the stream from her pussy was not stopping. How big was the load he shot in her?

      “Now?” I asked. “Don’t you want to shower first?” I could hear the shower going in the bathroom. Not that I wanted my wife to join him or anything.

      “No,” she said.

      “But, what about…” I gestured to the growing mess between her thighs.

      “What about it?”

      “Nothing,” I said, suddenly afraid to blow my chance. “It’s just messy. That’s all.”

      “So clean it up.” The voice wasn’t from Madison. It was deeper. Then I realized the shower had been turned off.

      I turned and saw Jerome standing in the bathroom doorway. Mercifully, he had a towel tied around his waist. His face was plastered in smugness.

      “You heard him,” Madison said. “Clean it up.”

      I looked around even as I tried to cover my bulging crotch. “With what?”

      The towel Madison used for her knees while she sucked Jerome’s big black cock was still on the floor. I bent over to pick it up but she told me to stop.

      She grinned and said, “With your tongue.”

      I balked but she made it clear — no clean up — no sex.

      And I really, really, really wanted sex.
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* * *

      Like a wimp, I crawled between my wife’s thighs. The smell of her excitement mixed with the scent of Jerome’s cum. I shuddered with my face just inches from her cunt.

      Madison was tired of waiting for me. She grabbed the back of my head and thrust her hips up. My face was buried in her wet crotch. All I could do was start lapping it up.

      Even with Madison’s thighs clamped against my ears I heard Jerome laughing at me. I ignored it. Or tried to anyway.

      My focus was on giving my wife the greatest orgasm ever.

      At least the best one I’d ever given her.

      Madison seemed to feed off my new found enthusiasm. Within minutes she was bucking and breathing heavy.

      When she was finally done, I pulled my head back and wiped my face. It was coated in sticky wetness.

      Madison’s eyes were closed as she rode the last waves of pleasure. Jerome was leaning in the doorway watching us.

      I pushed myself up on my knees and Jerome started laughing again when he saw how pathetic my cock was even fully erect.

      I tried not to let it bother me. So I climbed on my wife, like we usually did. Her cunt was so stretched that my cock slid in easily. Too easily.

      My heart sunk. He ruined her for me.

      How the hell was I supposed to fuck my wife now that her cunt was ruined by his monster cock?

      Madison opened her eyes, like she was surprised that my cock was even inside her already. She must have picked up on my frustration. She clenched or something and suddenly I could feel it tighten again. So I fucked her as hard as I could.

      It couldn’t have lasted more than a minute or two before I came inside her.

      When I was done and my soft cock slipped out of her she held me close. Usually this would be the point in the process where I thanked my wife for letting me fuck her.

      But Madison had a surprise for me.

      She thanked me.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Jerome had the nerve to ask me for clean sheets as I was getting dressed. I was so pissed as I shuffled back into the main house like a chambermaid. By the time I got back with his new sheets, Madison, still naked, was finally walking out of the pool house.

      She had a satisfied grin on her face as she asked me to fetch her bikini which was still drifting around the pool.

      For the rest of the weekend, I steered clear of the pool house. And of Jerome. Just the sight of him irritated me. The way he looked at me made me feel like he was relishing the moment when I licked his cum from my wife’s cunt.

      But even more infuriating was the way he treated Madison like his personal fuck doll right up until he left Monday morning. He must have fucked her ten times over the weekend. She was so sore she spent most of the following week in bed.

      But on Friday morning she was beaming again.

      “What is it?” I asked as I poured my coffee before I went into work.

      “Jerome left his review,” she said. “Five stars.”

      I rolled my eyes. It was literally the least he could do. Basically he awarded a half star for every time he fucked my wife.

      “That’s great,” I said. I noticed the money from Jerome posted into our account. The money was good. It would help us keep the house. I just wasn’t crazy about the first guest. Maybe the next one would be a lesbian Madison could fuck. Or a sexy bisexual college girl that wanted to fuck both of us.

      Madison shoved her tablet into my hands. “Look at his review.”

      Despite myself I read it but one line stuck out. “Madison, the hostess, could not have been more welcoming and her husband, Francis, was great at cleaning up after.”

      What the fuck?

      “Seriously?” I said but Madison snatched the tablet back.

      “And what’s even more exciting is we have another booking for this weekend.”

      “What? Tonight? You have to be fucking kidding me.”

      Madison gave me a stern look. “Don’t be like that. Don’t ruin this for me.”

      I shook my head. I had to go to work and didn’t have time to deal with it. “Who is it this time?”

      Madison turned the tablet so I could see.

      Another handsome smiling black man grinned at me from the screen.
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      The dark figure above her mumbled curses after yet another failed attempt.

      "What's wrong?" She asked, though she knew exactly what was wrong. The darkness afforded her at least one blessing. She could roll her eyes freely without any fear of setting him off further.

      Frank Gowdy rolled off his naked wife and cursed again. Even in the gloom she can make out his clenched jaw. As if he was ready to scream at a referee over a bad call instead of attempting to make love to his wife.

      "This stress is killing me," he said, as he rubs the back of his neck and stares up at the ceiling. He always made a big deal about not bringing the stress of coaching big time college basketball into his home. But for a while it was not only getting into his home but into his bed. Just another thing he was failing at.

      His wife, Charlotte, bites her lip and sits up next to him. Even in the moonlight she's a knockout and proud of it. Proud of all the effort she puts into it. Not just for her but for her husband. A big busty blonde like a stunner out of another era. Just like he prefers. Or used to anyway.

      A natural beauty, her youthful face looks perfectly made up even without makeup. But Frank barely looks at her face. Her large bare breasts are just inches away. His for the taking. And that only frustrates him further.

      Ten years younger than her husband, Charlotte still has that youthful bounce that attracted the male gaze. She still looked shockingly like the cheerleader she was when they met at his first big time job. She knew Frank always suspected that she was only interested in him because of the money he was making. But what did he care? He got to bang her every night.

      Only it wasn't every night anymore. Barely once a month these days. And even that was getting harder — pun intended. He couldn't even get it up anymore.

      Charlotte turned on the light and climbed out of the bed. Her tight little ass looked as sweet as when she was shaking her pom-poms to get the home crowds revved up during games her senior year. It just took a lot more effort.

      She slipped into her silk robe and turned to face him. Only the front of the robe caught on her hard nipple and remained open to him. She could feel it but didn't let on that she noticed.

      "Frank, this can't go on like this."

      "I know, I know," he said, dreading a confrontation. For a guy who spent his entire career yelling at referees and unruly players, he sure avoided any drama in his home life.

      "Just tell me what's going on."

      "It's bad."

      "How bad?"

      "The new university president told me I need to win and win big. Like now. This year, the last year of my contract. Or else..."

      "Or else what?"

      "Or else they're going to go in a different direction."

      "What the hell does that mean?"

      "It means win this year or I'm out."

      "They're firing you?"

      "No, no. Not firing exactly. Just not renewing my contract."

      "It sounds like firing to me."

      "I could get another job. It's just that I'll make a lot less money than we're used to. It would be a big hit."

      "How big of a hit?"

      "Realistically? Between the contract itself, the radio show, the TV show and the shoe deal? Millions. We'd have to sell the house. Move somewhere cheaper."

      Charlotte covered her face with her hands and turned away, towards the window. She loved this house. This town. All her friends were here. Family too.

      That's why he was afraid to tell her.

      But holding all this stress in was killing him. He felt older. Looked older. His blood pressure was through the roof. And he couldn't even fuck his wife anymore.

      Charlotte always knew coaching wasn't exactly a stable profession. But with his most recent big contract they'd gotten comfortable. Too comfortable.

      And she hadn't really been paying attention. As much as possible she'd tuned out the ups and downs. College basketball was a year round thing and had been for years. In season, there was the obvious ups and downs with wins and losses. But the offseason was even more important — recruiting new players to make the wins possible.

      "So how do you turn it around?"

      Frank shook his head. "Great players make great coaches." It was the stupid thing his old mentor used to tell him. Now he was the one saying it. Of course, great leaders didn't blame their teams for failures. Besides he was the one making millions while the players made nothing.

      Charlotte turned around. "So get better players," she said.

      He laughed. "It's not that simple. Players today are different. They want everything now. Besides everyone cheats these days. It used to just be money but now it's more than that."

      "Like what?"

      Frank laughed. Not a jovial laugh but a sarcastic one. "Like sex for one thing."

      "Sex?"

      "Remember that one guy from Texas last year I spent all that time on?"

      "Vaguely." Charlotte didn't trouble herself with the details as long as the money was rolling in.

      "Well, after all that time I put into him, he chooses Louisville. It turns out they were using strippers and prostitutes. Now how the hell can I compete with that?"

      Charlotte had turned around again. She was gazing out the back window, over the pool and into the wooded acres they owned behind the house. She loved everything about their house.

      The thought of having to pack everything up and saying goodbye to everyone under the cloud of failure was too much to bear.

      But something other than dread bubbled up deep inside her. Her ears had perked up at the mention of the tactics the other schools were using. Attracting big, strong, talented athletes wasn't rocket science. It was something Charlotte had done for as long as she could remember.

      And she was good at it.

      Charlotte gave her husband a mischievous grin over her shoulder. "Maybe I can help with that."
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* * *

      Charlotte started digging into her husband's list of top recruiting targets. The biggest long-shot was a nearly seven foot tall power forward named Lamar Bullock. He was sought after by every big time program and even toyed with the idea of going directly to the pros.

      A shiver went down Charlotte's spine as she watched videos of Lamar in action. A rare combination of long limbs, easy athletic grace and raw dominating power. One scouting report gushed over Lamar's "next level body control."

      The evening Charlotte first came across Lamar's profile, she couldn't stop playing with herself. That night she made herself come three times. As far as she was concerned her plan was already paying dividends.

      Fortunately, Lamar was previously scheduled for an upcoming weekend visit to their school. Serendipity as far as Charlotte was concerned. The perfect opportunity to put her plan into action.

      According to most recruiting analysts, Frank had virtually no shot at landing a player as talented as Lamar Bullock. But Charlotte was undeterred. She was going to give it everything she had. Even if her attempt to land Lamar failed, it would be a learning experience for the next recruit. And if, in the process, she had some great, or even not-so-great, sex, at least it would be more than she was getting from her husband.

      A twinge of regret hit her over planning on doing this to her marriage. To her husband. But she wasn't just doing this to her husband. She was doing it just as much for him. For his career. For his reputation. For his standard of living. For his long suffering wife.

      Besides, she told herself, she could always back out of anything she was uncomfortable with at the last minute.
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* * *

      At least Frank had the self awareness to realize he would never be the most observant husband. Most years he ended up scrambling last minute for her birthday, their anniversary, Valentine's Day and even Christmas (both of which thankfully fell within the basketball season and gave him an easy excuse). But even he couldn't miss the change in Charlotte since he broke down and told her what was going on.

      For one thing she was hitting the gym hard. Harder than she usually did. Charlotte was always very conscious of her body, especially during bikini season, but since they talked she'd been driven to lose every extra ounce. Her diet was as extreme as anything she'd done since she was prepping for their big wedding.

      But the biggest change in her was at night. She would regularly climb all over him in bed, not willing to take no for an answer. Even as he struggled to perform, she took it upon herself to do everything in her power to get him hard.

      She'd spend many minutes busy under the sheets willing him to stiffness with her mouth. When he'd finally get hard, she'd immediately mount him and ride him for as long as she could.

      Normally, Frank loved to watch her when she would be on top. His very own porn star come to life. But even though she was extra horny, she insisted on leaving all the lights off. Almost like she didn't want him to see her.

      Or that she didn't want to see him.

      One of the requirements for a good coach was attention to detail. And Frank was a very good coach who obsessed over minute details. So seeing his wife change her whole routine while she devised a plan to help him win over recruits gnawed away at him.

      She was planning something big. But she wasn't sharing any of the details with him.

      And that made Frank even more nervous. Even more stressed.

      And even more of a flop in the sack.
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* * *

      By the time Lamar's big weekend rolled around, Charlotte was primed and ready for action. Through sheer force of will, she'd gotten into the best shape of her life. Maybe because she wanted it so much more, she thought she looked better than ever. Even Frank noticed.

      By the time she made it downtown, she could barely contain herself. If she knew how excited she would get, she would have fucked a stranger years ago.

      The assistant coaches were surprised to see Charlotte at the dinner with Lamar. It was held in the super expensive restaurant across the street from the hotel where Lamar was staying.

      Charlotte eyed the bubbly cheerleaders as they skipped past her. She remembered the days when it was her and her teammates who would be brought in to entertain recruits. Nearly half the team back then really went the extra mile. It was an open secret that some of the cheerleaders were practically pimped out by the coaching staff back then. Which just made Charlotte realize how much of a hypocrite Frank was sometimes.

      The dinner was stupefyingly boring. There was a video personalized for Lamar trying to show him how great everything would be if he just committed to the school. It was all bullshit, of course, but somehow these guys all bought it every year. If not at this school then at the next.

      But Lamar didn't seem the least bit interested in what all the old white men had to say. His focus was on the women in the room. And he didn't even try to hide it.

      Charlotte couldn't help but notice that Lamar would look over at her throughout the dinner. He was definitely interested. This would be easier than she thought.
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* * *

      When the program finally ended, Charlotte stood up quickly and patted her husband on the shoulder as she passed him. He looked up at her and swallowed hard. She could tell by the look in his eyes that he figured out what her plan was.

      Out of the corner of her eye she saw that he had stood up. But instead of following right after her, and maybe grabbing her by the arm to stop her, he picked up his beer and chugged it down.

      Charlotte's heart sunk a little. As excited as she was, not a small part of her wished her husband would sweep her in his arms and claim her for himself.

      But Frank wasn't that guy, not then, not ever. He was ever the basketball nerd who stumbled into a great career and a lot of money. And if she was ever going to be honest with herself, that was the real reason Charlotte ever noticed him, let alone married him.
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* * *

      She approached Lamar to introduce herself and was taken aback when he stood up to great her. He towered over her, which she expected as he was nearly seven feet tall. But it was one thing to see it listed on a website and quite another to be confronted with his size in the flesh, as it were.

      He also already knew exactly who she was. And his familiarity definitely set Charlotte back a step. Suddenly she felt out of control.

      "How did you know who I was?" Her words stumbled over her lips. "I mean who I am?"

      Lamar smiled like he was embarrassed and shrugged. "Coach said you'd be coming over." Lamar gestured across the table to Frank, who was just standing with his hands in his pockets, watching.

      "He did, did he?" Maybe her husband wasn't the reluctant man she expected him to be. Instead of begging her not to meet with Lamar, Frank was practically pushing her into his lap.

      And just like that, Charlotte's confidence came surging back. She turned back to Lamar and stuck her hand out. Lamar's hand was the biggest she'd ever seen. Charlotte definitely took that as a good sign.
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* * *

      They made some awkward small talk about the recruiting process and how he liked the school. Lamar was guarded in his answers though - very noncommittal. Either he was playing hard to get or he wouldn't budge until he had everything he was entitled to.

      Charlotte smiled up at him even as she was bored by the conversation. She was only interested in one thing from Lamar and she was pretty sure he felt the same way towards her.

      She leaned into him conspiratorially. "Are you ready to go up to your room?"

      Lamar's eyes widened and a broad smile appeared on his face.

      Just the reaction Charlotte was looking for.
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* * *

      Charlotte was in such a hurry to ride Lamar's big black cock that she pulled her dress off as soon as they stumbled into the hotel room. She loved the way Lamar's eyes widened at the sight of her in her racy red lingerie.

      She'd originally bought it years earlier for her honeymoon with Frank and was delighted to see how well it still fit, even if a little more snug across her chest and around her hips. Based on Lamar's reaction, she filled it in better than ever.

      She stepped into Lamar, pulling his head down so they could kiss. His tongue was so greedy, invading her mouth — just a sign of things to come.

      The bulge in his pants was getting more and more noticeable, especially as it pressed against her ribs. He was huge, she could already tell. It made her tremble, just a bit, as she imagined taking him inside her. Stretching her beyond her husband's diminutive white dick.

      Lamar's massive hands palmed her breasts like they were basketballs. She just hoped he was as skilled with her body as he was on the court.

      "How many girls have you been with?"

      Lamar just laughed.

      "Okay, how many white girls?"

      He laughed again and shook his head. "Come on?"

      "Well, how about older white women?"

      He smiled. "None as hot as you."

      "That's what I thought. What about coach's wives? How many of those have you had?"

      "You'd be the first."

      "So no other school wants you that much, huh?"

      Lamar just shrugged.

      "No other coach is willing to give you everything, like my husband?"

      "No, but I bet he doesn't know so don't play that."

      "I'm not playing anything, Lamar. My husband does know."

      "Bullshit."

      "In fact he should be here any second."

      Lamar pulled his hands away from her breasts like he was electrocuted. "What?" He stepped back.

      Just then they heard the hotel room door unlock.

      "Oh, shit," Lamar said as he backed away from her.

      Frank stepped out from the darkened hallway. His eyes widened much like Lamar's. And his lower jaw dropped leaving him with a stunned expression.

      "Look coach, nothing happened," Lamar said. "I swear."

      Charlotte turned to her husband. Her bra was pushed aside on both halves revealing her hard pink nipples. The fair skin of her breasts was reddened as if they's been handled recently. If Lamar hadn't been caught with his hands in the cookie jar, they sure had been fondling it.

      "Well, something happened Lamar. I mean we were about to fuck, weren't we?"

      Lamar swallowed hard. He was caught. And he was scared of the consequences. No doubt he'd been with plenty of girls and never had to worry about the consequences before.

      "I swear coach."

      But Frank wasn't looking at Lamar. He was staring at his wife and her exposed tits. "I don't know about this, Charlotte."

      "Not now, Frank. Did you bring the paperwork?"

      Frank just blinked like he couldn't understand her. Charlotte thought she was going to have to slap him to bring him back.

      "Paperwork?" Lamar asked.

      Charlotte saw Frank had the papers folded in his back pocket. She reached for them and Frank snapped back to life and handed them over.

      "My husband and I really want you to play for us, Lamar." She unfolded the paperwork and straightened it out. She grabbed a pen and walked over to Lamar. She pushed against his chest and he flopped back into the chair at the desk.

      "And I come with the deal." She leaned over him, making sure her breasts dangled in his face, and placed the paperwork on the desk along with the pen. "So if you sign this letter of intent, you get to fuck me. Not just tonight. But whenever you want. And my husband is okay with it. Right Frank?"

      When her husband didn't immediately say "Yes!" at the top of his lungs, Charlotte turned to him and stared at him until he did. "Yes."

      She turned back to Lamar. "See, I told you. Now the question for you Lamar is do you want it or not? Do you want me or not?" She put the pen in Lamar's hand and slowly pulled the two cups of her bra back into place covering her nipples.

      His eyes roved up and down Charlotte's curves. Then he looked at the letter of intent. That's when Charlotte slid her hand over his crotch and began rubbing.

      Lamar licked his lips and signed his name as fast as he could.
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* * *

      And just like that, Frank faded into the background. Lamar had signed. Now it was up to Charlotte to hold up her end of the bargain.

      Little did Lamar know, she was a sure thing. Lamar was getting laid whether he signed or not. Charlotte was too revved up not to fuck him.

      But, since she got her way, she was that much more inclined to give him a little extra.

      She pulled his hands back to her full breasts. The bra seemed even more confining while she dealt with the paperwork. It had to come off once and for all.

      She undid the bra clasp, unwilling to wait for his giant hands to fumble with it. The red bra fell away and her breasts swung free into his grasp.

      He leaned forward into her, eager to suck on her hard nipples. She ran her fingers through his thick, coarse hair, encouraging him.

      When he leaned back in the chair, Charlotte teasingly unzipped his fly and tugged his pants down. When she pulled his underwear back his fully erect cock sprung to life.

      She sucked in a deep breath.

      He was so big.

      Bigger than her wildest dreams.

      "You like that?" He said. It was as much a statement as a question.

      "That's the biggest one I've ever seen." In that moment she didn't care that she humiliated her husband while he was just a few feet away.

      Charlotte would have said that to Lamar even if it wasn't the truest words ever to pass her lips.

      Lamar just smiled. Nothing he hadn't heard from a girl before. Although he may not have been used to a shellshocked husband being in the room when he heard it.

      Charlotte pulled his cock between her breasts. She squeezed them together around his shaft and stroked him. She always dreamed of tit-fucking a guy — too bad Frank wasn't well endowed enough for it to work on him. Lamar seemed to enjoy it well enough.

      She stepped back for a moment. Enough time for him to stand and pull his pants and underwear off. He seemed taller somehow now that he was naked. His cock his so high she could tit-fuck him while they were standing. So she did.

      He reached around and cupped her ass. His oversized hand fondling her like a piece of meat. And her poor husband had the perfect view.

      She dipped down and took the head of his cock in her mouth even as it slid up and down between her breasts. Soon her chest was covered in a mixture of her saliva and his precum.

      Lamar hooked his thumbs in her panties and pulled them down. She leaned on him as she stepped out of them. She even flipped the panties with her foot so her husband could catch them.

      Frank snatched her underwear out of the air. She eyed him as he brought her wet panties up under his nose. That's what it smells like when I'm excited, she thought.

      Her hand felt so small as she tried to wrap it around Lamar's huge shaft. So when she dropped to her knees she stroked him with both hands. When she took him into her mouth, she could barely take half of him. Even when he held her head and he thrust himself nearly down her throat.

      When he made her gag and tears began to form in her eyes, she decided she had enough. Time to get what she wanted.

      She stood up and walked towards the bed. She pulled Lamar by his cock and he followed like a giant obedient puppy. She felt an extra rush as she paraded her new big black lover past her sad sack husband.

      She practically flung Lamar onto his back on the bed. He was her toy for the evening and she would do what she wanted with him.

      But first she crawled between his thighs and licked him under his balls. Behind her she heard Frank gasp, as though he thought she had licked Lamar's asshole — something she never did with her husband.

      Rimming a guy wasn't something she really desired to do. But she knew Frank had a thing for it based on his browsing history. Let him wonder how dirty I can get, she thought.

      But Charlotte was ready for her own pleasure. She climbed over Lamar's lanky body, sliding her dripping wet cunt along his shaft as she scooted up to his face. When she reached his head she planted herself right on his face.

      Frank was left watching as Lamar's tongue slid up into his wife. Lamar spread her ass wide so Frank had a great view of his wife sitting on the big recruit's face.

      Charlotte started grinding her cunt into Lamar's face, forcing him to pleasure her. For the first time in forever, she felt in control. Both of the guys in the room were captive to her carnal whims.

      She loved the way Lamar's nose rubbed against the nub of her clit, but she needed more. Her cunt was as warmed up and wet as it could get so it was time for her to take on a bigger challenge.

      She lifted her leg to climb off and was delighted to see Lamar's dazed and glazed grin. She doubted any girl had ever been so forward with him before. Hopefully he'd remember his time with her as something different, something special compared to the usual girls he banged.

      She backed down and took his cock in her mouth again, just because she could. She turned her head so she could make eye contact with her husband, who sat in a chair across from the foot of the bed. Frank had a dumbstruck look to him, as though he couldn't believe what he was watching. Though the bulge in his own pants betrayed how he really felt as he looked on.

      Lamar's hand cupped her ass as she climbed on top of him. His cock was pulsing with power underneath her and she worried over how it could possibly fit. That's part of why she wanted to be on top to start — so she could control how fast he entered her.

      Straddling him, she raised up on her knees and reached behind her to guide him inside her. She eased herself down over the enormous head of his big black cock.

      It hurt enough that she bit her lower lip to keep from crying out. She leaned forward so her breasts swung in his face — to keep him occupied as she slowly descended on his shaft.

      She started rocking back and forth gently taking in more and more of him. She could feel herself being stretched like never before.

      Lamar's hands slid up and down from her hips and around her ass. He was looking up at her as though he couldn't believe he could be so lucky.

      That's just how she wanted him to feel.

      Charlotte tensed as she felt Lamar's cock penetrating her deeper than any cock she ever had before — not that there'd been that many — something she regretted for years. As a hot cheerleader she could have been with any guy she wanted, but she'd been too restrained and ended up settling for the older guy with money. It was time she made some changes. And if her plan worked out she could keep her husband, his money and have all the big black cock she could ask for.

      It surprised her when she felt Lamar's balls against her asshole. There was no way she would have thought she could take all of him, but she was surprising herself in lots of ways lately.

      She loved the way he filled her up, a feeling she had never experienced before. Never even came close. She let Lamar guide her up and down his shaft as they built up a rhythm. She closed her eyes and just let her body enjoy the experience.

      Her eyes popped open when Lamar got a little too carried away. One of his long fingers that had been stroking her tight asshole actually penetrated her. She liked how it felt but it was a little weird and she pulled his hand away.

      Lamar smiled up at her, a little sheepish at being caught with his hand in the... whatever. She playfully smacked him to let him know it was okay. She even grabbed his hands and pulled them to her breasts.

      With Lamar palming her breasts with just enough pressure, Charlotte closed her eyes again. The pleasure was building deep within her core. It was unlike anything she'd ever felt before.

      The only orgasms she'd ever had were definitely not due to penetration. Frank was a willing husband but he just never had what it took. At least he could bring her pleasure with his mouth. But Lamar and his magnificent cock were something else entirely.

      The pain had given way to a growing wave of pleasure. She let her hand glide down her body and between her thighs. Without any self consciousness, she started playing with herself.

      Lamar was being driven into a frenzy. Charlotte could feel him tensing below her. The last thing she wanted was for him to come too soon.

      He started thrusting up into her, with reckless abandon. She knew he couldn't last long. So she raised herself up just a little and Lamar's cock slipped out.

      Lamar's eyes were wild with lust. He reached between her legs to reinsert himself into her. But Charlotte stopped him.

      "Let's try another position," she said. She wanted nothing in the world like she wanted to be taken from behind by his big black cock.

      Lamar was ready and willing.

      "Doggy, okay?"

      "Hell yeah," he said.

      Charlotte was on all fours in the center of the bed. Lamar scrambled to get behind her. But Charlotte wanted one more thing.

      She gazed back at her shell shocked husband. "Frank, baby, could you please hand Lamar his phone?"

      Frank just nodded, as if his wife had just asked him to pick up some milk on the way home. He stood and tried to cover his hard on with his hand as he walked over and picked up Lamar's pants. He pulled the phone out of the pocket and handed it to Lamar.

      Charlotte batted her eyes at Lamar. "Why don't you take a picture? To remember your very special visit."

      Lamar grinned and got his phone ready for a picture.

      Charlotte reached between her thighs and stroked Lamar's cock. It was sticky and pulsed in her hand. She guided it so it slid up over her asshole and between her ass cheeks, framing it perfectly for Lamar's keepsake photo.

      She looked back and smiled up for the photo, thinking about how many times Lamar would be looking at it while he was jerking off. Then she said, "Make sure you tell other players how much fun you had here."

      "Oh, I will," Lamar said as he set the phone aside.

      "Good," Charlotte said. "Are you ready for the big finale?"

      "Hell, yeah."

      Charlotte angled herself forward so Lamar's cock could slip back down over her asshole. When it aligned with her gaping cunt she eased herself back to him. His cock entered her much more easily than it did the first time.

      Lamar leaned all the way into her and Charlotte could feel the difference immediately. This new angle caused his cock to push just the right button for her.

      "Oh God," she gasped.

      Lamar's hands pulled her ass apart. He revved up quickly and was soon slamming her as hard as he could.

      Charlotte threw her head back and Lamar pulled her hair, like he was riding her. She started moaning and for once in her life it wasn't an act. She couldn't help it. Every part of her was consumed with pleasure.

      Her mind drifted, conscious thought left her. Desire coursed through her. The sounds of their bodies slapping together and Lamar's grunts faded away. Her breathing grew ragged and desperate. The pleasure deep inside her intensified beyond anything she thought possible.

      Her orgasm crested just as Lamar exploded deep inside her. She collapsed forward even as Lamar rode her body down into the bed. He kept pumping inside her and she never wanted him to stop.
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* * *

      Charlotte was still quivering in the last throes of pleasure as Lamar pulled out of her. She immediately missed the feeling of him inside her.

      The bed jiggled as Lamar moved around. But Charlotte was completely spent and she just wanted to stay there forever. She vaguely was aware of the two guys talking.

      She managed to roll over as Lamar was getting dressed. Like he was getting ready to leave. Since this was his hotel room she wondered where he might be going.

      She thought about sitting up but had no energy. Between her thighs she felt the trickle of Lamar's load seeping down. When she noticed both guys staring at her, she self consciously closed her thighs.

      "So what now?" Frank asked.

      Lamar shrugged.

      "Maybe you should welcome your new star player?" Charlotte said.

      "I think we've welcomed him quite enough at this point," Frank said. "Maybe he could step outside and give us a little privacy."

      Charlotte laughed. "I think we're past that point." She looked to Lamar. "What do you think Lamar?"

      "I think I'm going to enjoy playing here. A lot."

      "So where are you going?" She asked.

      "I'm just going to grab a drink or something. Leave you two alone, I guess." He ducked his head and started walking past Frank to the front of the hotel room.

      But he and Frank exchanged a look that apparently didn't sit well with Lamar. He stopped by the bathroom and turned back around. He looked like he was suspicious of Frank.

      "There's one more thing," Lamar said.

      "What else can you possibly want from me Lamar?" Frank said. He sounded exasperated. "You've got everything I can give."

      "We'll see about that. But I want to start every game."

      "Of course, I want you to play as much as you do."

      Lamar seemed a little flustered that Frank caved so quickly on the starting job. "I need to know you're not going to screw me over once the season starts."

      "I guess you just have to trust me on that."

      "Trust you? Are you out of your mind? I haven't played a minute of college ball yet and I already know that none of y'all can be trusted."

      "So what else do you want?"

      Lamar's brow furrowed as if he was really thinking it over. Then it was like a light bulb went on over his head. "I want pictures. If I get what I want, the pictures stay private. If you screw me over...Well, maybe the pictures get leaked."

      "Pictures of what?" Frank was getting angry. "My wife naked? You already got that. With your cock in her ass."

      Charlotte shushed him. "Let him speak."

      "This is bullshit," Frank whined. "He already got to fuck you."

      Charlotte rolled her eyes. Frank could be such a dumbass sometimes. These star athletes needed to be coddled, have their egos stroked as much as their cocks. No wonder she had to do this — her husband was completely out of touch with this generation. "Please be quiet and let him talk." She nodded to Lamar. "What pictures, Lamar?"

      "I don't know. Something embarrassing."

      "More embarrassing than banging my wife?"

      Charlotte wanted to slap her husband. Then it occurred to her. Something that would put Frank in his place and make Lamar feel like he was coming out on top.

      "Maybe you should film Frank getting sloppy seconds."

      Lamar's face lit up just as Frank's drooped. "Yeah," Lamar said. "But maybe you lick my cum out of her cooch first."

      Charlotte stifled a laugh.

      "Fuck that," Frank said.

      "Then I'm outta here."

      "You signed the letter of intent already," Frank said.

      "You think I'm stupid muthafucka? I signed that shit under duress. No way that will hold up. Besides do you really want it getting out that I signed it while your wife was rubbing my junk?"

      Frank looked away. He knew he had nothing.

      Lamar laughed. "That's what I thought, bitch. Now get naked and clean up my mess."

      Frank looked at his wife. She played at stifling a laugh then said, "He's got us Frank so you might as well do what he says."

      "Seriously?"

      Charlotte propped herself up on her elbows. "Seriously. Think about it. You got us into this mess in the first place. And it was up to me to clean it up. Now the least you could do is clean this up. Consider it ironic."

      "I'll make it easy for you coach. If you don't do it, I'm not playing for you. It's that simple."

      Frank rubbed his temple. He ran his hands through his hair like he was going to tear it out. Then he started undressing. When he stripped down to his boxers, he tried hiding his erection with his hand again.

      "Come on, Frank. Don't be shy," Charlotte said. "It'll be fun."

      He swallowed hard and Charlotte couldn't miss how much he resembled Lamar when he did the same thing earlier. Deep down guys were all the same. Categorizing them by the size of their cocks was as good a way as any.

      Frank took a deep breath and pulled his boxers down. His dick was as hard as Lamar's but a fraction of the size.

      Lamar laughed out loud and Frank flinched.

      Charlotte knew better than to laugh. Her husband was being humiliated enough. "Come on over here," she said.

      Frank stepped over to the side of the bed and Charlotte stroked his cock. There was a loving smile on her face that seemed to relax her husband.

      She pulled him onto the bed and raised her legs so he could slide into position between her thighs. Charlotte reached down and rubbed her pussy, enticing him further.

      Frank ducked down and gently started massaging her clit with his tongue.

      "Come on, coach! Get in there!"

      Frank turned to look at Lamar but Charlotte blocked his view with her thigh. "Forget about him. Focus on me."

      Frank locked eyes with his wife. He nodded and planted his face firmly into her.

      Charlotte closed her eyes as his tongue lapped her opening. Immediately she got excited again. Her hand cupped around his head and pulled him against her. Together they ignored Lamar's snickering.

      Quickly Charlotte felt the familiar pleasure building inside her again. It came as a much quicker rush than usual. Before she knew it she was bucking her hips with another orgasm.

      After the waves of pleasure subsided, Frank finally picked his head up, his face was glazed over. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

      Charlotte gazed at him through heavy lidded eyes. "Do you want to fuck me now?"

      Frank grinned. "Yes, please."

      Frank climbed on top of her and she helped guide his cock into her. She could hardly feel him inside of her. Lamar's cock had stretched her too far.

      But Frank didn't complain. He thrust into her again and again with everything he had. A minute or so later, he tensed up and spasmed as he shot his load into her.

      His cock quickly softened and it flopped out of her. He kissed her before rolling off to the side.

      Then he seemed to remember that Lamar was still in the room with his camera trained on them. Frank scrambled to pull the cover over him and his naked wife.

      Lamar put his camera down and shook his head, as though he couldn't believe what had just happened. Charlotte doubted any other school would give him an experience quite as memorable as this one.

      Charlotte sat up in the bed, letting the hastily applied sheets drop down so Lamar could see her bare breasts again. "So are we good, Lamar?"

      "Yeah we're good," he said. "I can't wait for next time."

      Charlotte smiled. "Me, too. It was a pleasure meeting you. I look forward to getting together again."

      "The pleasure was all mine," he said and it looked like he meant it.

      Suddenly Frank said, "Don't screw me over Lamar."

      Charlotte elbowed her husband. She wanted this to end on a positive note.

      Lamar turned and laughed on his way out. "Don't worry coach. I wanted to play here anyway."
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* * *
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      Charlotte tiptoed down the dim hallway. She passed the photos on the wall. So many of them captured their life together.

      One of the earliest caught her eye. It was soon after they'd met. She was the bubbly cheerleader, complete with skimpy uniform. Frank, her future husband, was the dashing older man — an up and coming assistant coach, with a big time job offer just around the bend. It was during the Midnight Madness pep rally when the basketball held a public first practice of the season.

      Charlotte looked at the image of their younger selves. She considered herself lucky not to have changed too much since those days. Her husband, Frank, on the other hand hadn't aged well. Less the dashing older man, more like the beaten down older man. The day to day stress of managing a high level college basketball program took its toll.

      Unfortunately, Frank wasn't showing any sign of being able to keep up with his peers. His coaching skills were still top notch, but his ability to recruit top players hadn't kept up with the competition.

      That's where Charlotte had stepped in. She knew what guys liked, especially young men like college basketball recruits. They'd never change. And all she did was offer them what they wanted more than anything. Incredible sex.

      Of course, she wanted it as much (and probably more) as they did. Since she sure as hell wasn't getting any at home.

      And even if her husband wasn't happy about it, at least he had the good sense to keep his mouth shut and watch.
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* * *

      Recently, Frank had spent more and more of his limited time at home alone in his home office. Charlotte knew he had work to do but she was sure he was up to more than that in there.

      So she crept up to the doorway of her husband's office, hoping to catch him in an awkward spot. Not a small part of her enjoyed seeing her husband embarrassed. For so long he'd been the boss of their relationship.

      But things had changed.

      The French doors to his office were closed but she could see he was behind the desk through the glass windows. The only light in the room was from a computer screen. He was staring at something on his laptop.

      Ever since her resoundingly successful encounter with Lamar, a star basketball recruit, Frank had been acting weird. Like spending more time at night alone in his office hunched over his computer.

      Some of it she expected — it couldn't be easy for a husband to watch his wife have sex with another guy. Especially a big black one. And one her husband would have to coach.

      And then to have his face rubbed in it. Quite literally, too.

      She doubted if Frank would ever get over seeing Lamar on top of her. Driving his footlong cock deeper into her than Frank ever could. Making his very own wife moan like a porn star during the most mind blowing orgasm of her life.

      Just thinking back on that night made Charlotte weak in the knees. Her husband wasn't the only one to use memories from that night to get off. Charlotte had played with herself as often as she could since that night.

      She knocked on the door and he appeared startled. He quickly shut the laptop and looked up. The expression on his face suggested he was guilty of something and knew he'd been caught.

      "What are you doing?" Charlotte asked.

      "Oh, you know, the usual. Work, work, work." A thin smile appeared on his face that did not reach his eyes.

      Charlotte knew her husband well enough to realize he was lying.

      "I need to see the list of recruits with upcoming visits," Charlotte said. She hoped her words came out as not a big deal but inside she was thrumming with excitement. She couldn't wait to see who was next on her "to do" list.

      Frank, the head basketball coach at a blue blood, big time college basketball school, pushed himself back from behind his desk. They were in his home office. Shelves of trophies overwhelmed the space. None of the trophies were dated within the last half decade.

      He covered his face in his hands and mumbled something to her that she couldn't make out. He started fumbling around the cluttered desk.

      Charlotte saw the memo had slid between a couple of binders Frank had standing on edge for some reason. So she walked into the office and pretended not to notice as Frank slid his lap under the desk and out of her direct view.

      She grabbed the memo and saw that there were two recruits scheduled for the same weekend. "Did you know there were two guys coming in at the same time?"

      Frank nodded. "Of course I did. I set the schedule up."

      "More than one guy? At the same time? Don't they...you know, get a little jealous or something?"

      "Multiple recruits is not that unusual. In fact some guys like it more. So I guess we're not going to be able to... like with Lamar."

      But Charlotte's mind was already running wild. She turned and made for the door. She kept her head down as she studied the names. Still she could tell that her husband's pants were undone.
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* * *

      From his browsing history, Charlotte knew Frank had recently developed a thing for videos involving young, pretty white women and big strapping black guys.

      Charlotte learned a lot about herself from her encounter with Lamar. For one thing, she discovered that she liked being fucked by big strapping black guys. Sure, she spent years fantasizing about men with big cocks. But even in her fantasies the fictional men were always white. As white as her husband.

      Of course, big black men had crossed her mind. How could they not when she was around high level basketball players for nearly half her life? But her subconscious never allowed for the possibility of her to be with a black guy. Was it some inherent racism? White privilege or something? Probably. At least on some level.

      She suspected her upbringing played a large part of it. Her family was never overtly racist. But she grew up in a nearly all white town in the suburbs. Over the years she assumed her parents had come to settle down as the result of "white flight" decisions made when they were little themselves.

      The only black people she encountered through high school were the players on opposing teams and their fans. And with the tribalism inherent in high school athletics, the opposing teams were the enemy. It didn't help that her all-white school's teams got trounced regularly.

      College opened her up to people who looked different from her, especially through her cheerleading activities. But even then any conscious thoughts of having sex with a black guy were more a joke than an actual fantasy.

      But as she quickly realized, the sex with Lamar wasn't just sex with a black guy. Not with her husband watching. Sex with Lamar changed the dynamic with her husband. For maybe the first time in their relationship, Charlotte had the power over Frank.

      And she liked it. She really liked it.
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* * *

      "I've got an idea for these next two guys," Charlotte said.

      Frank was in the corner of the kitchen huffing and puffing over the coffee maker. After owning it for two years, he still hadn't figured out how to make his own coffee.

      "What now?" He started just pounding the buttons with on angry figure.

      Charlotte bit her tongue to avoid saying something that would set him off. Her plan was already going to upset him and she didn't want him to go over the edge.

      She slid in between her flailing husband and the coffee maker. She jutted out her butt so it pressed against his crotch. In the early years of their marriage, he might have taken that as an invitation for an early morning quickie. But that version of her husband had faded away to the current one.

      He turned away from her and started pacing.

      The coffee maker didn't have enough water for his giant cup. All he had to do was fill it up and everything would have been fine. Charlotte rolled her eyes so he couldn't see and filled the reservoir herself.

      "I think we should invite them back here, to our house," Charlotte said, bracing herself against the counter for the blowback she expected.

      "What? Why? That's crazy."

      Charlotte took a deep breath as his words rumbled around in her head. His response was so typical. He didn't understand it but he could still judge it.

      She turned around to face him, leaning back against the counter. "No, it isn't. At least here we can control the environment. We can set things up just how we want them."

      "No. It's a terrible idea." His head was down and his pacing was more deliberate.

      She crossed her arms in front of her. She'd seen this many times before. He was revving up into a rant.

      Her mind raced for something to shut him down before he really got going and started dissecting her idea. Then it hit her. The perfect thing to say to a basketball nerd.

      "It's like having the home court advantage." Even the least knowledgeable sports fan could understand what home court advantage meant.

      But her husband was stubborn. "I don't know."

      "Look Frank. You need the best players. And now we know how to get them. So now we just need to set up a system so we can control every aspect."

      "But-"

      "But nothing. The only place we can control everything is at our own house."

      Frank was still shaking his head.

      "What don't you understand about this?"

      "I don't know. I guess, it's one thing at a hotel. But bringing that into our house..." He trailed off.

      Charlotte couldn't believe what she was hearing. "Let me get this straight. You don't want to do it in your house? I mean, what the fuck, Frank? You're worried about bringing it into our home? They're inside me! This only works because they stick their cocks in my mouth! In my cunt!"

      She paused to let the shock of the word hang in the air. He was reeling like she slapped him. So she pushed a little more. "And you're talking about the house?"

      "That's not what I meant and you know it!" He sounded defensive and that was just how she wanted him to feel.

      "It sure sounded like that's what you meant!"

      "Look I don't want to fight. It's just different in our house, somehow. Like where would... it happen? In our bed?"

      "Where would IT happen? You mean where would they fuck me? I don't know Frank! Where in our house could big black strangers fuck your wife would you be most comfortable with?"

      "But our bed-"

      "Maybe the dining room table would be better for you! Or the kitchen counter?" She made a show of pushing the coffee machine aside.

      "How about the front step? That way all of our neighbors can watch your wife get fucked too!" She knew how bad the humiliation would feel for him if anyone ever found out he was a cuckold.

      Frank clenched his fists and stalked towards her. "You make yourself out to be such a martyr sometimes Charlotte! Like you don't love it! Just admit it!"

      "If you could do your job right I wouldn't have to-"

      "And your one and only suggestion to help out was to jump on as many big, black cocks as you could!"

      "Fuck you, Frank!" Charlotte turned on her heel and ran out of the room, into the laundry room, slamming the door behind her.

      Frank ran after her. He opened the door and yelled, "You wouldn't fuck me because I'm not black!"

      Charlotte turned back on him. "So you can just watch as I fuck real men."

      He brushed past her and stormed into the garage. He tried to slam the door shut but a rake had fallen and handle blocked it. The door bounced back and hit him in the shoulder. He cursed and rubbed it as he climbed in his SUV and left.
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* * *

      Days passed and the spouses barely exchanged a word. Charlotte's mood swung wildly between anger at her husband and excitement over the upcoming visit by the two recruits.

      By the time the big day arrived, Charlotte could hardly contain herself. Even her anger at Frank withered away.

      Charlotte spent the day checking in with the recruits, making sure the arrangements were in place to get them from their hotel to the house. As the evening drew closer she helped herself to some wine to take the edge off.

      Her anxiety had grown. Was she up to the task? Lamar's big black cock had nearly been more than she could handle — so what was she thinking when she decided to take on two?

      It was literally twice as crazy as the craziest thing she'd ever done.

      She pulled her robe tight around her as she took another sip of wine. Behind her, she heard a door close. She braced herself for a confrontation.

      "Hey Charlotte. Hold on a second."

      Charlotte turned back around. Her lips were pursed and even an insensitive prick like Frank could tell she was still pissed. "What is it Frank? They'll be here any minute."

      "Please don't do this. We already have Lamar. You got it out of your system. I can live with that. It's just one guy. But this is too much."

      Charlotte rolled her eyes. "Out of my system? You make it sound like this was my problem."

      Frank put his hands up like he always did when he was trying to keep her calm. "That's not what I meant."

      "But that's what you said. Remember why we have to do this Frank. You might be fired and it's up to me to save your ass. If you think I'm moving again to follow you to some second rate school, think again. So just shut up and take it."

      "Shut up and take it? I'm supposed to just be quiet in the corner while you fuck every recruit that I invite. Don't pretend like you don't want it."

      "Want what, Frank? What do I want?"

      Frank grit his teeth and looked away.

      "Say it. What do I want?"

      "You want big black cock. There I said it. Are you happy now? Does that make you feel better?"

      "You know what? That's the first thing you've said to me in years that is right on the money. I do want big black cock. The bigger, the better. And the more the merrier. And you know what else? I'm going to fuck these two guys right now! Right in our bed!"

      She looked down and noticed his bulging crotch. "And don't pretend you don't like it too. You get off on watching them fuck me. So what does that make you?"

      The doorbell rang and startled Frank. She liked the way the normally soothing chimes spooked him. He was on edge. Just as he should be.

      She brushed past him. When she reached the doorway to the foyer she turned back to him. "You can watch if you want. I don't care. But either way, when they're done with me you can clean up the mess."
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* * *

      The recruits, Jerome and Daquan, were just as advertised as far as Charlotte was concerned. Big boned, long limbed and happy to be there.

      She was glad they'd followed her instructions for the evening. They each had a small bag for their personal items. Including bathing suits.

      After instructing them to change in the pool bathroom and head on out to the hot tub, Charlotte prepared some drinks.

      While she was in the kitchen, she looked out the window and saw the two guys playfully shoving each other in front of the steaming hot tub. Seeing them stripped down to their board shorts had her weak in the knees. In the dark, she couldn't tell who was who, but she could see they were both in top shape. Muscled arms, chiseled chests and six pack abs were the visible highlights.

      A pale reflection in the mirror drew her attention. Frank was behind her, watching silently. Like a ghost of the man she married.

      If she didn't act right away, she was afraid the guilt he was laying on her would destroy her initiative. She knew what she wanted. And she had decided to make it happen.

      Without so much as acknowledging his presence, Charlotte grabbed what she came for and left the kitchen.
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* * *

      Charlotte went outside and saw the two recruits chilling in the hot tub. Her robe and even the red hot bikini she wore underneath suddenly felt so much more confining. She set the drinks down on a table and ditched the robe.

      Goosebumps prickled her uncovered skin. Not so much from the cold air either. The two guys sat up and stared at her, through the rising steam.

      It was just the sort of attention her husband failed to give her any more. He had been taking her for granted for so long.

      She barely glanced over her shoulder when she heard Frank follow her out through the sliding glass door. If he was finally going to pay attention to her, then he could watch.

      She took a deep breath and bounced over to the hot tub. She was sure Frank was staring at her ass just as intently as the recruits were staring at her boobs.

      She stepped to the edge of the hot tub and gazed down at them. She recognized the raw desire in their eyes. It was something she missed. Back in her cheerleader days just about every guy lusted after her. But ever since she got married it had dwindled away. The encounter with Lamar brought it all back and she decided then that she wouldn't let that feeling go again without a fight.

      "Would you guys mind if I took my top off?"

      They couldn't even speak. All they could do was lick their lips. One nodded for yes and the other shook his head for no. Charlotte smiled and realized she phrased the question in a confusing way.

      But she got their intent right from the lusty looks they were giving her.

      "I didn't think so." She made a show of pulling the straps down over her shoulders. Teasing them and letting their anticipation build. Their hands were under the water and she thought they might already be stroking their cocks at the sight of her.

      The cups of her bikini top clung to her big breasts even when the straps came down. She slowly peeled them away all the while keeping her eyes locked on them. They barely even blinked as they gazed up at her.

      She reached around and unhooked the top before playfully tossing it at them. Jerome snatched it out of the air but Daquan hardly moved. She was sure he was rubbing himself under the water.

      As she stepped forward into the hot tub, Jerome stood up and extended his hand to her to steady her. She took his hand and couldn't help but notice the bulge in his bathing suit. It was just what she wanted to see.

      "Such a gentleman," she said as she pushed Jerome back down on the seat in the water. He was going to be rewarded with the bulk of her attention — at least in the beginning. She climbed onto his lap, facing him, and kissed him hard, slipping her tongue into his eager mouth.

      "I've been looking forward to fucking you guys all day." She reached to Daquan's lap and rubbed his crotch even as she started grinding her cunt against Jerome's sizable bulge.

      Their large hands were all over her. First squeezing greedy handfuls of her bare breasts, then reaching around to her ass. Daquan was the first to slide his hand down the front of her bikini bottoms, his long fingers slipping through her wet pubic hair. But she pulled his hand away. Not yet.

      She tugged at their bathing suits and they helped her out by pulling them off. They sat there as she took both of their cocks in her hands and started stroking them under the water.

      Frank stood in the shadows near the house watching them. Like a creepy peeping Tom. In the dark she couldn't make out his expression. Plus there was no way he could see her giving them hand-jobs below the surface of the roiling water.

      She wanted him to see. Wanted him to know every single thing she did with these guys.

      "Guys, let's get dried off and take this up to the bedroom."

      She kissed them both and climbed out of the hot tub. A firm hand was on her ass the entire time. She immediately began shivering, partly from the relatively cold air after being in the hot tub. But also in anticipation of taking two big black cocks.

      Before she grabbed a towel, she peeled her bikini bottoms down. Making sure to bend over at the waist to give the guys a perfect view of her backside and the slit of her cunt. She picked up a towel and patted herself dry.

      When she turned back around, she realized the guys were still in the hot tub. They seemed a little unsure about climbing out after her.

      "If you guys want to fuck me, you'd better get out."

      Jerome nodded towards her husband. "Uh, what about coach?"

      "Don't worry about him. He's okay with it. In fact, he likes to watch. And if he's good he may even get sloppy seconds. Or sloppy thirds, in this case." She was so excited she giggled like an idiot.

      She dropped the towel and stood completely naked so they could get an eyeful of what she had to offer. The two recruits looked at each other before comically scrambling to be the first one to join her.

      She laughed as she watched their big black cocks dangling in front of them as they climbed up to her. Jerome was first. She picked up a dry towel and started to pat him dry, paying extra attention to his taut ass and cock.

      Then it was Daquan's turn. His cock wasn't as long as Jerome's, but it was thicker and had a curve to it. That was when she decided to let Jerome penetrate her first.

      When Daquan was dried off, she grabbed them by the cocks and led them inside. She especially enjoyed marching past her pouting husband.
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* * *

      Once they reached the master bedroom, the guys really came alive.

      Jerome scooped Charlotte off her feet and carried her across the threshold like they were newlyweds about to share a bed together for the first time. Charlotte was breathless in his powerful arms. The butterflies in her stomach fluttered like crazy.

      Daquan jumped on the bed. He spread out on his back ready for Charlotte to pounce on his cock.

      Jerome carried her over and deposited her gently on the end of the bed. His erect cock brushed against her thigh.

      She spied her husband behind Jerome. He was lurking at the doorway with a blank expression on his face. Like he couldn't believe it was happening.

      Charlotte crawled between Daquan's spread thighs. She made a show of licking her lips for him. Then she grabbed his cock and licked it from his balls all the way up to the oversized head.

      But instead of taking his curved cock into her mouth she angled it forward and away from her. She smiled wickedly and burrowed her face under his balls, her tongue searching for his asshole.

      It wasn't something she'd normally do — but she knew it would drive Frank insane.

      "Holy shit," Daquan said as he propped himself on his elbows to watch. But within seconds his eyes closed and he fell back on the bed as she licked his asshole.
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* * *

      Frank sat back in the chair. Defeated. Not once had his wife come close to doing anything with his ass. For as long as they were together they had the most vanilla sex life imaginable. Now he was married to college basketball's biggest, dirtiest slut.

      But even he couldn't ignore the painful erection straining against his pants. Only the discipline honed over a lifetime of hard work allowed him to patiently wait for his turn to fuck his own wife.

      For the time being all he could do was watch.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Jerome circled around behind Charlotte's raised ass. As a younger man, he didn't have anywhere near the patience his prospective coach had.

      The coach's wife's sexy ass bobbed as she went to town on Daquan's asshole, burying her face between his cheeks. She was so into it there was a wet spot in the crotch of her bikini bottoms.

      Jerome hooked his fingers under the hips of her bikini and pulled them down over her thighs. She raised her knees so he could slip them completely off.

      Her slit glistened even before she slid a finger between her thighs.

      Jerome licked his lips in anticipation before he spread her ass apart as wide as he could and buried his face between her cheeks.

      Charlotte's head bobbed up, her face glistening with saliva from her assault on Daquan's asshole. She whimpered and moaned as Jerome pleasured her with his tongue even as she stroked Daquan's cock.

      As good as it felt, she didn't bring these guys up there to be eaten out. She wanted their cocks inside her.

      "Fuck me," she gasped.

      Jerome stood up and wiped his face. He pressed his cock to her cunt.

      But he hesitated. He took a step back and looked over at Frank, like he wasn't sure what the reaction would be.

      But Frank just stared through him like he was lost in shock.

      Jerome must have assumed his silence was consent. He stepped back up to the edge of the bed and lined his cock up with Charlotte's cunt.

      He grabbed her by the hips and pushed into her.

      Charlotte winced and cried out.

      He was so big.

      Excited as she was she still wasn't ready for it. She closed her eyes as Jerome penetrated her fully.

      She was barely aware of Daquan stroking her hair. Her face was pressed against his crotch. She could handle the pain because she knew the pleasure would follow.
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* * *

      The pain quickly subsided. Charlotte managed to regain her breath. She lifted her head so she could stuff Daquan's cock in her mouth.

      For the first time in her life she had two guys' cocks inside her. She was so turned on she had to play with herself too.

      Jerome kept hammering her pussy. Practically drilling Charlotte into the bed. Her body pressed into the sheets. Only her ass stuck out for Jerome's pleasure.

      Charlotte couldn't keep her mouth on Daquan's cock. Instead she stroked him by hand while she made eye contact with him. His eyes were wide as he took in the scene of her being pounded by Jerome.

      Charlotte snuck a peek at her husband's reflection in a mirror. He looked stricken. Even more devastated as he did when Lamar was banging her.

      She felt a pang of guilt. She loved him and never really wanted to hurt him.

      But she had to do it. Not only did he need the players for his team and career, but she needed it too. She needed to keep expanding her experiences.

      For too long, she was lost in her husband's shadow. She didn't want to grow to resent him. This was a way to take back control.

      Plus, she knew he secretly liked it. Of course, he could never admit that he liked watching her with big, black guys. That he liked the humiliation.

      Jerome's thrusts were growing in intensity. Not only couldn't she suck Daquan's cock, she could barely hold onto it. Her moans echoed around the room. She was so loud, Frank no doubt was sure the neighbors could hear it.

      Jerome started losing control. His dark skin glistened with perspiration as he thrusted wildly into her. Finally he reared back too far and his long cock slid over her asshole and up between her cheeks.

      Daquan wanted his turn. He popped up from the bed and circled around. After Jerome got out of the way, Daquan grabbed Charlotte and flipped her onto her back.

      She spread her legs easily for him, even as she locked eyed with her husband. She was about to be fucked by her third big black cock and she wanted to make sure Frank knew how much she wanted it.

      Daquan quickly drew her attention. She was focused on his thicker, curved cock. It was different from any other she'd had inside her. She licked her lips in anticipation.

      It didn't disappoint. As soon as he entered her, she could feel the difference. It stretched her even more than Jerome had.

      Daquan towered over her. He was crouching at the edge of the bed as his cock slid into her gaping cunt. His hands were free to squeeze her bare breasts. She propped herself up on her elbows so she could see better.

      As she watched Daquan, she felt Jerome on the bed next to her. He was kneeling so he could stick his cock in her face. She grinned up at him and took him into her mouth. She could taste herself on him.

      Jerome was rough with her. He held her head still and thrust his cock as far as he could into her mouth, stretching out her cheek.

      Charlotte let him do it. Part of her was even thrilled to be used like that. She eyed her husband to see how he'd react.

      Frank was watching intently. He barely blinked. Seeing his wife being used like a living sex doll by two big black guys turned him on. Charlotte could see him rubbing his crotch.

      But she couldn't concentrate on her husband. Daquan was fucking her hard. His thick, curved cock felt so good. Filling her up and repeatedly pressing her pleasure button like a wild man.

      Pleasure built up deep inside Charlotte. More intense than anything she'd felt before. She closed her eyes and let it happen.

      Her body bucked as her orgasm consumed her. It was incredible.

      She opened her eyes just as Jerome shot his load all over her face. Some of it went in her mouth, which she swallowed.

      Between her thighs, Daquan's body was shaking. He kept thrusting into her as his body tensed up. Finally he exploded deep inside her.

      Daquan pulled out when he was finished with her. Charlotte eyed him already missing his curved cock. He smiled as he looked over her naked body. A conquest Charlotte was sure he'd never forget.

      Charlotte was spent. She closed her eyes for a moment. She must have drifted off. She woke to find Frank, naked and climbing on top of her.

      She smiled up at him and kissed him, forgetting about Jerome's load all over her face.

      Frank just grimaced as he fucked her with his pathetic little cock. It was more difficult for him to come this time. Her cunt was so stretched she could barely feel him inside her.

      Somewhere in the room she could hear the two players laughing. She had no doubt they were laughing at her humiliated cuckold of a husband desperately trying to have sloppy seconds (or thirds?) with his slutty wife.

      Charlotte just remained still, waiting for her husband to finish. A weak ending to the best night of sex she ever had.

      Her mind drifted as she stared at the ceiling. How could she top this?

      Being fucked by two guys was great. So what if she kept pushing the boundaries? How far could she go?

      A smile materialized on her face.

      Just then Frank concluded his sad third place finish. He noticed the smile on her face. And had the temerity to think it had anything to do with him.
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* * *

      The visit wrapped up and Charlotte, though more sore than she'd ever been, spent the rest of the weekend lounging around the house secure with the official commitments of Jerome and Daquan. Not bad for a night's work.

      Frank was back to his mopey self and Charlotte was relieved when he went back to the office on Monday.

      Unfortunately, Frank came home that afternoon much earlier than Charlotte expected. He didn't call or text to give her a heads up either, which was unusual. But Charlotte had to admit, there was a lot of unusual in their lives at the moment.

      She could tell all was not right with Frank before she even saw him. First, he slammed the front door closed, something he never did because he was so afraid of breaking the stained glass.

      Then he dropped his stuff in the foyer, making a lot of unnecessary noise, which was a normal sign he regularly gave off when he was pissed about something.

      Charlotte met him as he was pouring himself a drink. "You're home early. Is everything all right?" She braced herself for something awful.

      Her husband eyed her as he gulped down his drink. He even poured a second before he responded. "A reporter is snooping around."

      Charlotte's mind raced through a bunch of possibilities, none of them were good. But her newfound confidence allowed her to stay in control of her thoughts. She nearly laughed out loud when she associated her husband's use of the word "snooping" to an old Scooby Doo episode. Thank God he didn't say the reporter was "meddling."

      "So what? Aren't there always reporters around?"

      Frank swallowed the second glass as quickly as the first. "Not like this," he said and poured himself a third. This was going to be bad.

      Charlotte could feel the anxiety welling inside her. She'd seen a positive story online about the basketball program and was hoping to have a pleasant evening. Especially since she'd played a starring roll in making it happen. And she damn sure didn't want the good news to get lost in his crappy day.

      "I saw that the recruiting class is ranked in the top twenty now." Ever since she came up with the crazy plan to fuck her way to her husband's success, she wanted to see the look on his face when her plan first publicly succeeded.

      But, if anything, his face darkened at her good news.

      "That's the problem," he said. The whiskey helped turn his voice into a growl.

      "How is that a problem? You needed better players, right? So I got them. Three, so far. How many more do you need?" Deep inside Charlotte knew she was just beginning. Linking her carnal desires to her husband's career was a master stroke. She had every intention of riding this pony into the ground.

      "It's a problem because this reporter is digging in to find out why these top recruits are suddenly flocking to us."

      "So, just give him the same bullshit answers you always give to reporters. What's the big deal? Isn't lying to people a big part of coaching college basketball?"

      Besides, she thought, if he's good looking, she'd be willing to fuck him too — if that's what it took to keep him quiet.

      "First of all, it's a female reporter. She's relatively new and hungry and looking to make a name for herself."

      Charlotte took a minute to absorb the new information. Even though she wouldn't rule out being with a woman, she recognized she'd probably not be able to fuck their way out of this problem. Still, there was something that didn't add up.

      "But we haven't done anything illegal, right? And from what you tell me, there's a lot of other schools that do a lot worse things than we've done. So why is she coming after us?"

      Instead of answering directly, Frank turned back to the bar and poured another drink.

      "Frank, why is she coming after us?"

      He set the bottle down but still averted eye contact with her. "She wants my scalp."

      Frank was a relatively big name in college basketball circles but far from the biggest. She grabbed his forearm and forced him to look at her. "Why? Why does she want you?"

      He shrugged and took a long gulp.

      Charlotte squeezed his arm. "What did you do?"

      Frank yanked his arm away. He slammed the glass on the bar and started pacing. "Because she claims I sexually harassed her."

      "And why would she think that?"

      "I asked her out."

      "You asked her out?"

      He turned on his wife. "Yeah, I did. Since you're getting fucked by all my new players I thought it would be okay to get a little on the side myself! Sue me!"

      Charlotte shook her head. "Are you fucking kidding me? You know why I'm fucking these guys — to save your ass! So don't-"

      "Oh don't give me that crap! You love spreading your legs!"

      Charlotte laughed.  That was the first thing Frank was right about during this entire process. "So what did you do to her to piss her off?"

      "Nothing, really."

      "Bullshit, Frank! Tell me the truth!"

      "Fine, I suggested if she slept with me she'd get better access to the program."

      "And if she didn't sleep with you?"

      "Then I may have told her she'd get no access."

      Charlotte sat down and rubbed her temple. Her idiot of a husband could easily get fired for sexual harassment and they would lose everything anyway — no matter how many top players Charlotte could bring in.

      "Are you kidding me? You sexually harassed her? What the fuck is wrong with you?"

      "Maybe I've lost my mind since my wife started banging every basketball player she could get her hands on! Maybe that's not exactly normal!"

      Charlotte put her hands up as though she could physically block his words. "I can't even deal with you right now."

      She walked out of the room in a stupor. She had to just get away from him. Couldn't stand to be near him.

      Everything in their lives was now at risk, because her husband was a pathetic idiot.

      No wonder she craved other men.

      Now more than ever.
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* * *
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      "I made a deal with some of the players." Charlotte was playing coy with her husband. How could she break this news to him?

      He was still on a high from the big game even two hours later as he drove home. The tattered remains of the basketball net they cut down from the rim hung around his neck like a necklace. An unofficial reward for a job well done.

      But he wasn't the only one who did a good job. And he sure as hell wasn't the only one entitled to a reward.

      He looked at her side eye from the driver's seat, already suspicious. "What kind of deal?"

      This was it. She had kept it a secret from him ever since he got so upset when she let two recruits at the time, but since important contributors to the team's championship season, have sex with her.

      There was no way she could avoid telling her husband. Especially since the players would all be showing up at their house for a championship party the following night. It was better Frank knew ahead of time. So he could prepare himself.

      "What deal?" he asked again. "What did you get yourself into this time?"

      She looked out the passenger side window, ostensibly avoiding him. But she could see his face in the reflection. She didn't want him to know how excited she was. But she also didn't want to miss his reaction. "If they won the conference championship, I would fuck them."

      The car rocked as it swerved. Frank gripped the steering wheel so hard his knuckles turned white. Even whiter than usual. Veins in his neck popped and he grit his teeth, tightening his jaw. His voice was a growl, like he was threatening a referee who screwed him over. "Which ones?"

      "All of them."
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* * *

      Frank didn't say a word to her for the rest of the way home from the arena. Not that she wanted to listen to him anyway. So she just stared out the window as he drove. Besides she was so turned on the angry bounces in the car ride threatened to give her an orgasm.

      When they passed the university campus, they had to slow down. It was obviously not a normal Saturday night. Besides the flashing lights from police cars, the number of people milling around looked more like noon than midnight.

      There was toilet paper strung up in many of the trees. A big bonfire was raging in the center of the crowd and people were throwing things into it and running around like crazy people. Championships have a way of making people do crazy things.
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* * *

      Frank wasn't any more talkative the next day. It ticked Charlotte off. Frank was happy to win but he couldn't stomach what it took to get the players he needed. And that was all Charlotte's doing.

      Without her and what she was willing to do to get the players, Frank wouldn't have even sniffed a championship. Hell, she should have been the one cutting down the nets after the game. She wouldn't even have needed a ladder. She imagined being lifted up by the players, with their hands all over her.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The players arrived in bunches. The first car pulled up just as Charlotte was peeking out through the blinds. An electric surge of excitement shot through her down to her core.

      As a joke, she was wearing her old cheerleader outfit. Even though it was a cool night in March, the goosebumps that prickled her skin weren't due to the temperature.

      The doorbell rang and Charlotte practically sprinted to the door. From the foyer, she heard the deep voices of the players outside, talking and laughing excitedly. She hesitated before opening it. Her mind raced. Was this going too far?

      In less than a year, she'd gone from a faithful, devoted housewife to a cock-crazed nymphomaniac. It was quite an escalation from her husband's pathetically normal white cock, to one huge black one, and then two. And now this. She was like an addict. Only for big, black cocks. Craving more and more. Never having enough.

      Was she crazy enough to open the door and invite the entire team in? Could she be so bold as to star in her own gangbang?

      Frank emerged from the kitchen with a drink in his hand. The last time he'd won the conference championship, years earlier, had been possibly the happiest moment of his life, far surpassing his wedding day.

      Charlotte remembered how horny he was that night. After cutting down the nets and all the interviews and congratulations, he'd had Charlotte wear her old cheerleading outfit — the last time she'd worn it.

      He'd been so rough with her, ultimately bending her over the arm of a sofa, flipping up her quilted skirt, yanking her panties down to her knees and fucking her as hard as he ever did.

      She'd enjoyed every minute of it. But it didn't last. The pressure of maintaining that level of success had worn him away and led directly to the precarious position they'd found themselves in before Charlotte stepped in and helped with the recruiting.

      As he stood in the entryway to the kitchen, her husband's face looked exactly the opposite from his last championship evening. Instead of the confident joy of a conquering hero, he looked like a defeated prisoner waiting for his brutal execution.

      Charlotte felt sorry for him. She still loved him but things had changed. She was no longer willing to be sidelined in her own life while cheering him on. She'd taken control of their lives and would do what she thought best.

      The sex was just part of it. It gave her confidence to be reminded just how desirable she could still be. And Frank would never admit it but his body didn't lie. He liked watching her with other men, including the big black men who played for him.

      "Are you really going to do this?" His voice was barely a whisper.

      "Yes," she said. "I have to."

      His brow furrowed. "Why? Haven't you humiliated me enough?"

      Charlotte rolled her eyes. He still didn't get it. "It's not about you. Everything I do is not about you. This is about me."

      "How can you say it's not about me? You're my wife. Fucking my players. In my house. In front of me. Explain how it's not about me." He tilted his head to the side like he so often did when he got frustrated explaining a concept to a careless player.

      "I don't know. It's hard to explain. I guess I have to explore my limits."

      "Limits?" Frank shook his head. "Is this going to be the limit, then? Fucking the whole team? What if it isn't? What the hell are you going to do next?"

      "Let's just see how this goes, okay? Are you going to watch?"

      He shrugged. "I don't want to. I wish this wasn't happening. I'd like to go back to the way things used to be."

      "That's not going to happen. I want this and I'm doing this." She stared at him as he averted his eyes. "And you're going to watch every second. And when they're done with me, you're going to clean up after them. And only then will you get your chance."
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* * *

      As soon as she opened the door, Charlotte was the center of attention. Every guy leaned over to hug her as they walked in. Several went so far as to squeeze her ass as they did.

      Within minutes, the entire team had arrived. Twelve big strong black men on an emotional high and looking to release their energy on the coach's hot wife.

      There was really no pretense of an actual party. Charlotte didn't have drinks or food prepared or anything else like she would for a normal get together. Everyone present knew why they were there. They won the championship and were there to collect their reward.

      There were so many of them Charlotte had a difficult time getting any focus. The players were excitedly chatting back and forth, making sexual jokes and innuendos. Charlotte was feeling overwhelmed.

      So she made eye contact with Lamar, her first recruit. She took Lamar by the hand and led him into the living room. She sat him down on the couch and scooted in next to him. The other guys filtered in behind but Charlotte paid them no mind.

      "That was some game," she said to Lamar.

      He grinned. "It was a team effort."

      "But you were the MVP."

      "Still, it's a team game."

      Charlotte put her hand on his thigh. "Aren't you so glad you came?"

      There was a lull in the room. Lamar's face broke out in a broad grin.

      "I mean to play here?" Charlotte added and the room erupted with laughter.

      "Hell yeah," Lamar said above the din. "And it wouldn't have happened without you. So maybe you're the real MVP."

      "You are so cute," Charlotte said. She leaned in and kissed him hard on the mouth.

      That was all the icebreaker Lamar needed. His hands were all over her, feeling her up over the cheerleader uniform.

      Charlotte could feel the others eyes on her. She even saw her husband's reflection in the wall mirror. He couldn't tear his eyes away.

      "I want you to go down on me," Lamar said when they parted for a breath.

      Charlotte's hand was already rubbing the bulge in his pants. "Okay." She let him think it was his idea even though she was most definitely going to do it anyway.

      She thought how crazy it was for her to suck a guy's cock in front of an audience. Even an audience that she planned on fucking.

      She unbuttoned his pants and unzipped his fly. The room quickly quieted down as she pulled Lamar's oversized cock out of his pants.

      Lamar adjusted himself so he could pull his pants down. He yanked off his shirt and sat back to let the magic happen.

      Charlotte got on her knees on the couch next to Lamar. She held his cock straight up and lowered her head down. She took his cock in her mouth and started sucking.

      She made eye contact with Lamar, but was aware of the guys moving in closer. There were so many of them. And they were all staring at her. Watching her suck a big black cock.

      But that just excited her more.

      Someone said something and they all started laughing. Charlotte didn't hear what was so funny. But she sure did feel the hands grabbing her ass.

      Someone flipped up her cheerleader skirt, just as Frank had so many years earlier. At least three hands stroked her backside over her panties. She just kept sucking Lamar's cock as her excitement grew.

      The hands got rougher, pinching and groping her. A finger slid under the fabric of her panties and teased her cunt. It was already dripping wet.

      Another hand slid across her tight stomach and down the front of her skirt. A palm settled on her pussy while the fingers curled and thrummed her clit.

      Suddenly powerful fingers hooked the hips of her panties and pulled them down to her mid thigh. Her bare ass was exposed.

      The excitement in the room picked up.

      She was really doing this.
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* * *

      Then she was pulled to her feet by the powerful men. She was surrounded by the entire team. They used teamwork to pull her top off. Her skirt quickly followed. And just like that she was totally naked in a crowd of giant black men.

      Their greedy hands were all over her, squeezing her breasts and ass and everywhere in between. She kept getting spun around sometimes being pulled into sloppy kisses.

      The guys gradually removed their clothes. Charlotte could feel their hard dicks pressing into her. She grabbed one and then another and stroked them both. But just for a few seconds. There were so many cocks, she had to keep moving on to the next ones. Even though she'd fucked some of them before, each big black cock felt new in her hands. She had a hard time telling who was who. It was all a blur.

      Charlotte loved being the center of attention. But this was so out of control. "I can't believe this is happening," she said. Murmurs of agreement surrounded her. "I can't believe I'm doing this."

      Even though she couldn't see her husband, she could almost feel him watching the whole scene. And feeling smaller every second.

      Somehow she managed to bring the circle to the center of the living room. Someone grabbed a pillow for her as she sunk to her knees.

      A dozen cocks were suddenly at the level of her face. And she wanted to taste every single one. She stuffed one in her mouth and grabbed two with her hands. Her head tilted up so she could see the lucky guy staring down at her. She loved the power she had with a guy's cock in her mouth.

      She quickly moved on to another one and repeated the eye contact. She worked up a routine where she sucked on one cock while she stroked two with her hands. Other guys played with her ass while she did.

      At some point she became aware of a guy on the floor trying to get underneath her. The top of a head appeared between her thighs as someone started eating her out. She loved it and started grinding her grateful cunt on his face.

      Before long, she lost track of how many different cocks she sucked. It could have been each of the dozen of them or some could have been the second or third times — she had no idea.

      But her neck and jaw were already starting to get tired. Sucking so many cocks was quite a workout. Good thing she'd been working out hard for months or she wouldn't have lasted that long.

      One guy got on the floor on his back in front of her. Charlotte saw a way to change it up a bit.

      She relinquished her handle on the current group of cocks and pushed through the forest of black thighs and pulsing cock branches desperate to mount the guy on the floor. But someone else had other ideas. Instead of mounting the guy on the floor, she was pushed on all fours so she could suck his cock. Another guy grabbed her ass and pressed his cock to her wet cunt.

      They were starting to get rough with her. Not that she minded. Part of her depraved fantasy was being used like a piece of meat by so many guys.

      As the guy behind her negotiated her tight opening, Charlotte tensed, bracing for the initial pain that was the gateway to intense pleasure. She pulled the cock out of her mouth and held it between her swaying breasts.

      Whoever was behind her, wasn't patient.

      Whatever else Charlotte may have been, she wasn't an idiot. She knew better than to expect anything resembling tender lovemaking in this situation. Everyone in that room, including Charlotte herself, was there for one thing, a rough gangbang.

      The searing pain of the giant black cock forced inside her tight opening caused her to cry out. She slumped forward across the body of the prone guy, while she reached behind her reflexively to push back against her first penetration of the evening.

      A powerful hand grabbed hers and redirected it underneath her, placing it against her pussy. Charlotte took it from there and started playing with herself. The pain of the first indelicate thrusts sparked a small, but growing, flame of pleasure deep inside her.

      After a minute or so she was able to take the floor guy's cock back in her mouth. At first she had difficulty sucking it while she was being pitched forward. But she quickly developed a rhythm between going down on the one cock while being reamed by the second.

      Someone took her hand and pulled it to their own cock. She started stroking it as best she could even though she couldn't even see it, let alone who it belonged to.

      Another player tried the same with her other hand. For a few seconds Charlotte found herself pleasuring four different men at the same time. But it was stretching her shoulders uncomfortably and there was no way she could keep it up.

      She let go of the cocks in her hands and the players seemed to acknowledge she needed a break. The guy behind her suddenly pulled out, only to be replaced by another. This guy was bigger, both longer and thicker around. She was stretched again and it felt so good.

      The guy on the floor switched out too. Only he was replaced by two guys side by side. Charlotte liked this better because she could better suck one while stroking the other. Where four was too many, three guys at once was doable.

      She bounced back and forth between the two guys on the floor. Since she was right handed, the guy on her right side definitely got the better end of the bargain. The strokes she dished out with her right hand were so much more deliberate and coordinated compared to her left.

      At some point she started getting worn down. Her neck and arms were sore, as was her cunt, only much more pleasantly so. She stopped servicing the two guys on the floor and tried to catch her breath. The guy behind her pulled out.

      As she tried to rotate her shoulders a little, she felt powerful hands grabbing her. Suddenly she was lifted off the floor.

      The big guy who picked her up stood her up and spun her around. Names were lost to her in the blur of excitement. When she was facing him, he picked her back up in the air like she weighed nothing.

      Charlotte's stomach lurched at the momentary feeling of weightlessness. She spread her legs and found herself being lowered onto his massive cock.

      She threw her arms around his neck as he grabbed her around the ass and bounced her up and down. As the room erupted in cheers, Charlotte caught sight of her husband. He was sulking in the far corner by the stairs, stroking the bulge in his pants without much enthusiasm.

      Her attention was drawn away as the guy she was fucking slid the tip of his finger into her asshole. She couldn't help but squeal a little in his ear. It wasn't something she expected and it felt a little weird but not unpleasant.

      The cheering gave way to demands to share her. As he leaned forward to set her down, Charlotte hung on to him. She enjoyed the way he fucked her and didn't really want it to stop.

      He set her down on her back and she immediately felt cool leather on her skin. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the brown leather of the big ottoman, which she always hated. It was something Frank picked out. She always thought it was too big for the room and too nice for anybody to actually put their feet on. But it was a perfect platform for the star of a gangbang.

      Would her husband still like it after a dozen guys fucked his wife on it?

      She was immediately surrounded by eager players all with erections meant for her. For the first time, Charlotte got a good look at the enormity of her task. How was she going to be able to get all twelve guys off? And that wasn't even including her pouting husband.

      A crazy thought flashed through her mind — she wished she'd had the foresight to capture the night on video. She had two reasons in mind. One, so she could relive by far the wildest night of her life. And two, so she could rub it in her husband's face for the rest of their lives.

      Despite his professed dismay at being humiliated by her, she knew a deep, dark, shameful part of him got off on watching her with other guys.

      Too bad she didn't think to tape her starring performance in her one and only gangbang. She would just have to live with the memories.

      A huge cock smacked her in the forehead. It was big enough to actually hurt a little, even as it knocked her mind back to the present. One of the guys was standing directly over her head. From that angle she couldn't even see his face.

      But she knew what he wanted anyway. She tilted her head back and took his cock into her mouth. Panic momentarily gripped her as it slid deeper than any cock ever had before. That's when she finally understood what a real deep-throat feels like.

      The guy's balls dangled in her face. With each thrust his balls slid either right or left of her nose. Her view was limited between the guy's athletic thighs, so all she could do was feel the others helping themselves to her body.

      Someone lifted her legs and rammed his cock deep into her warmed up cunt. Whoever it was knew what the hell he was doing. He even had the decency to play with her clit while he fucked her. She couldn't do it herself because her hands were busy with two other cocks.

      The guy between her legs was really pounding her. Muffled cheers reached Charlotte's ears as she gagged on the deep-throated cock.

      Her eyes were tearing and she needed a break so she pushed the guy back from her head so she could catch her breath. Strands of saliva desperately clung from her lips to the departing cock.

      Just as soon as her head was free, she raised her head to see who was fucking her. The player between her legs, she thought his name was Jamel, but she wasn't sure because she'd never seen him about to have an orgasm before, was tensing up. He grabbed her hips and thrust wildly into her. Suddenly she felt the warmth of him exploding inside her.

      Charlotte felt her own orgasm coming on. She started playing with herself. It wouldn't be long. All the eager guys staring down at her while they stroked themselves turned her on more than she thought possible.

      Jamel finally finished and pulled out. The others groaned and booed when his cock was followed by a trickle of his cum dripping out of her.

      They shoved Jamel out of the way. Two guys nearly came to blows over who would be the next to fuck her. But Charlotte couldn't even tell who won before another cock found its way into her mouth.

      Seconds later, she found herself servicing four guys at once again. One in her mouth, another in her cunt and two more were getting handjobs.

      Over the din she heard the guys arguing about the pecking order. Or what they quickly termed the fucking order. They would go in class order, seniors first, followed by juniors, sophomores and the freshman last. Ties would be determined by scoring average.

      The second guy came inside her quickly. Then everyone shifted again. It was all a blur to Charlotte. Warm, dark, powerful flesh surrounded her like a feverish dream.

      Her ability to follow along fell away completely as her body responded to all the attention lavished on her with a powerful orgasm. Her body bucked up into the player lucky enough to be fucking her when she came.

      When the waves of pleasure diminished, all her energy was gone. She couldn't so much as watch as the rest of the team ran a train on her.

      Every guy took their turn with her. She was sure some may have gone more than once. Not that she minded. She wanted all of them. As many times as they could.

      Her entire body was pleasantly numb, even as she knew she was going to be sore for days.

      Through half lidded eyes she became aware of the excitement wearing down. Fewer guys crowded around her. The crazy sexual energy in the room had largely been spent.

      But they weren't done with her yet.

      Charlotte felt herself being picked up again. Her limbs were heavy with fatigue. She was suddenly straddling a player who had taken her place across the ottoman. He flashed a wide grin up at her as he guided her down his shaft.

      She was pretty sure this player had already fucked her but she wasn't certain. She couldn't even recall his name. All she knew was that his cock still felt so good filling her up.

      Then she felt another guy behind her, pushing her torso forward, bending her over. She gladly pressed her body onto the player she was fucking.

      She was vaguely aware of some warm liquid being poured down the crack of her ass.

      Lube.

      A huge finger began playing with her asshole, teasing in and out. It was such a pleasant sensation — having a cock in her cunt and being penetrated in the ass at the same time.

      She winced when a second finger joined the first one. She looked back over her shoulder. One of the guys with big tattoos on his chest and arms was focusing on her asshole like it was a science project.

      "Go slow," she said to him.

      He smiled at her and nodded. Then he applied some lube to his enormous stiff cock.

      The guy she was riding saw how tense she was. He wrapped his arms around her and said, "Just try to relax. If you clinch up it will hurt more."

      Charlotte nodded.

      Over the previous few months, she'd been practicing with anal beads. And no matter how much it hurt she was determined to see it through. She always wondered what being really double penetrated felt like. Time to find out.

      The guy behind her pressed his cock to her asshole. His cock was so big it wouldn't fit.

      At least not at first.

      He kept pressing and applying lube.

      Finally the massive head of his cock popped inside her asshole.

      The searing pain had Charlotte crying out.

      The guys were patient with her though. Everyone remained still until the pain eased. Charlotte nodded for them to continue. The guy in her ass pressed forward, slowly but steadily.

      Charlotte's eyes were closed and her mouth was open in a silent scream. The giant cock in her ass hurt a lot but she just knew it would be worth it.

      With Charlotte in the middle the three of them managed an uneasy rhythm. Gradually the pain morphed into pleasure. Charlotte soon found herself on the verge of another orgasm.

      She kept her eyes closed and focused on how good it felt. The two cocks filled her so completely and together they brought her ecstasy she never imagined.

      The two guys came right along with her. Her entire body spasmed between the two powerful men as waves of pleasure welled up inside her.

      It was a moment Charlotte wanted to last forever.

      When the guys were done they pulled out and extricated themselves from the tangle of sweaty bodies. Charlotte had gone limp in someone's arms as all her energy was spent.

      A contented smile was on her face. The night was a success.
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* * *

      She opened her eyes to loud cheering. She could feel someone between her thighs, eating her out. She managed to tilt her head up enough to glimpse the top of a head. It was immediately clear to her that the guy cleaning her up was her husband.

      Ugh. She was sore and tired and just wanted to go to sleep. But he kept at it.

      If he was trying to arouse her again, he was failing miserably. Her cunt had been so worked over during the evening that she was practically numb down there.

      With great effort, she managed to reach down and tap him on the head. When his head popped up from behind her pussy like a groundhog, she couldn't manage to stifle a laugh that hurt her ribs.

      The lower half of his face was glazed over. He wiped it away with his hand in disgust. Nothing like cleaning up after twelve guys came in your wife.

      Apparently undaunted, Frank climbed on top of her. He was naked except for the tattered remains of the net he cut down the night before. Someone had mockingly thrown it over his head.

      Unlike just about everyone else who fucked her, Frank wasn't smiling. His eyes were red rimmed and his cheeks looked like he had recently wiped tears away.

      His cock was so insignificant, Charlotte barely felt him inside her. Still he was able to come so quickly that Charlotte couldn't believe he was done already. But she was grateful he didn't last very long.

      And with that, Charlotte closed her eyes. She'd made it through the gangbang.

      And had no regrets.
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* * *

      The chimes from the doorbell woke Charlotte with a start. The pain in her back and neck made her immediately regret even the minor motion.

      Somehow she had gotten upstairs from the living room and into their bed. She blinked up at the ceiling as her mind rebooted all the memories from the previous night. At first she was sure it was just a dream she had. But the aching brought her back to reality.

      Her body was sore all over. But it was so worth it. She'd be able to draw on her memories to fuel her fantasies for the rest of her life. And Frank would reap the benefits of a turned on wife for a long time. If he could just get past his issues.

      The doorbell rang again, the chimes angry and insistent. Her husband was not in the bed. In fact, his side looked like it had hardly been slept in at all. At least he can get the door. She closed her eyes again, hoping to fall back asleep despite the pain.

      The doorbell again. Quicker this time. Her irritation grew, no doubt matching or exceeding the impatience of whoever was bothering her. But if she got up she could at least take something for the pain. She still had some hydrocodone from a sprained ankle a few years ago.

      She eased herself out of the bed and gingerly walked to the bathroom. Her thighs burned with pulled muscles but her crotch was the most sore. Gangbangs were not for the faint of heart.

      As she left the bathroom, she grabbed her robe. The doorbell chimes had morphed into insistent knocking. It had better be an emergency. But then something awful crossed her mind. She pictured a police officer at the door.

      What if it was about Frank?

      Was he upset enough to have done something stupid?

      What if he had driven drunk?

      Or hurt himself?
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* * *

      Suddenly the gangbang wasn't so great. And her pain was nearly forgotten as she rushed to the front door. Her pulse pounded in her head.

      There wasn't anybody in front of the door. At least she couldn't see anybody through the glass.

      She fumbled with the lock but managed to undo it and she flung the door open. She stepped outside and only then saw who it was.

      A very pretty, youngish woman had made it nearly to the driveway before she spun around. Her eyes lit up when she saw Charlotte standing on the front step.

      Tension dissipated from Charlotte, so relieved it wasn't a grim faced officer with terrible news.

      "Can I help you?" Charlotte asked, though she wasn't in the mood to help anyone at the moment. Out of habit she ran her fingers through her hair, trying to minimize the bedhead.

      "You must be Charlotte," the woman said as she walked back over. Something about her piercing brown eyes caused Charlotte to cross her arms over her chest and pull the robe tighter around her.

      Charlotte's mind raced. The vibe she was getting from this woman immediately suggested REPORTER. Though lots of young female reporters were assigned to the basketball beat, Charlotte was sure this one was the one Frank had told her about.

      The one he sexually harassed. Like a total fucking asshole. She was angry at herself for being worried about him.

      Charlotte took a couple of steps backwards before turning to head back inside. "I'm afraid my husband's not here right now-"

      "I'm not looking for your husband."

      Charlotte ventured a glance over her shoulder. The woman was following her, chasing her back to the front door.

      Anger surged through Charlotte. Her experiences during the past year had given her confidence she'd thought she'd lost forever. And she wasn't going to be chased into her house by anybody.

      But before she could even turn around the woman said, "You must be sore today."

      The air in Charlotte's lungs felt like it was sucked out of her. She clutched her throat as it tightened. Her hands started shaking and she was suddenly dizzy.

      She knew! How could she know?

      Someone told.

      One of the players.

      One of the players she spread her legs for.

      Her life was over. If word of this got out, she would be finished. All of her friends. Her family. Her mom. Dad. Her mother in law.

      "Who are you?"

      "It doesn't matter who I am."

      "A reporter?"

      "No," the woman said as she shook her head and smiled.

      "You're not? But my husband-"

      "Your husband thought I was a reporter. He just assumed. It's not his fault. He's just an idiot. But you already know that."

      "So why are you messing with us?"

      "I represent another party."

      Charlotte felt more and more uncomfortable. "Another party? What the fuck does that even mean? Who are you?"

      "Forget about that. It doesn't matter who I am. It doesn't make any difference. I think the better question is what do I want?"

      "Blackmail is a crime, you know," Charlotte said. A desperate attempt to regain control.

      It didn't work. The woman just laughed.

      "You think blackmail is funny?"

      The woman practically doubled over with laughter and literally slapped her knee. Like it was the funniest thing she ever heard. When she finally stood back upright and caught her breath, she said, "Can you say that word again, please?"

      "What, blackm-" Charlotte caught herself before finishing the word.

      "Yeah, that one. It's just funny hearing you say blackmail."

      "Why is that funny?" Charlotte clung to the hope the woman didn't know what she'd done.

      The woman tilted her head like she was tired of playing games. "You know why." She reached into her pocket.

      Charlotte flinched, just a little, but the woman still caught her. "Relax," she said and pulled out a cell phone. "What did you think I had a gun or something? Trust me, you'd rather it was a gun. This is much worse."

      The woman tapped her phone a couple of times. Charlotte could hear what sounded like a video playing. The voices were tinny sounding but she could tell it was from a party.

      Within seconds Charlotte knew exactly what the video was from, even before the woman held it up so she could see.

      "What is that?" Charlotte's mind was racing but she still managed to play dumb. She doubted her poker face though.

      "You don't recognize it? It's your party last night." The woman pulled the phone back to look at it. "You can even see your face in this part." She held it back up for Charlotte.

      "Why are you showing this to me?"

      "Why do you think? I want something."

      "What?"

      "Your husband quits his position as head basketball coach. By tomorrow."

      "And if he doesn't."

      "That's easy. The video of you getting gangbanged by the entire team gets released."

      "And what if we go to the police?"

      "That's also easy. The video gets released."

      "And you go to jail."

      "Unlikely. But you know what else happens? Your husband still resigns. Or gets fired. Plus he's a laughingstock. A cuckold. And you're a cheating slut. Just think of the humiliation."

      [image: ]
* * *

      The woman left Charlotte stunned.

      Somehow she made it back into the house. Behind the door she crumbled to the floor. It was over. Their comfortable life, which she tried so hard to protect, was gone.

      Charlotte's heart pounded so hard she thought she might have a heart attack. She sat slumped against the front door for a long time in a daze.

      Only when she heard her husband come home did she manage to get back to her feet.

      And the panic set in all over again.

      Before she took charge of the recruiting, Frank was the one responsible for the threat to their comfortable lives. But now Charlotte realized, it was all on her.

      If she hadn't come up with the stupid idea to fuck all the players, then they might have made it. But she'd pushed it too far.

      As he closed the garage door, Charlotte began to shake again. How could she tell him he had to resign after all she'd done? After all the humiliation she'd put him through.

      Images of the video would haunt her forever.

      But there was something about the video that really pissed her off.

      The video wasn't shot through a window. The evil bitch hadn't been leering through the blinds like some Peeping Tom pervert.

      The video had been shot from inside the house.

      Someone at the party had taken the video.

      And shared it with that blackmailing bitch.
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* * *

      Charlotte was sitting down at the kitchen table when her husband quietly slipped in from the garage. At first he didn't seem to notice she was there.

      He still had the disheveled look of a man beaten down. Charlotte thought it was even worse than he looked when she was being double penetrated in their living room.

      Suddenly, she was overcome with guilt. This was all her fault. She'd put her husband through hell and still had nothing to show for it.

      A sob escaped her. The sound jerked Frank to attention. He spun around and looked at her, eyes wide with shock to see her there.

      They just looked at each other for a long moment, as though neither knew what to say to the other.

      Finally, Charlotte managed to say, "Frank, please sit down. We need to talk."

      Frank shuffled over. His blank stare and gaunt face shook Charlotte to her core. He sat and kept his head down.

      Charlotte reached out and nudged his chin up. "I'm sorry," she said.

      His eyes brightened. He took her hand in his. "No, no. It's not your fault."

      "Yes, it is." Tears started forming. "The woman reporter came by while you were out."

      Frank jerked upright, his brow furrowed. "Here? She came to the house? What did she say?"

      Charlotte could barely look at him. "She's not a reporter. She's something else. Like a private investigator, I think."

      "What?" He stood up and started pacing.

      "She showed me some video. Oh, Frank, it was from last night! Someone at the party shot video and gave it to her!"

      "She showed it to you?"

      Charlotte nodded. "She said she'd release it if you didn't resign by tomorrow. I'm so sorry."

      Frank stopped pacing and stared at her. As haggard as he looked, Charlotte noticed something was missing.

      Frank did not seem as shocked as he should have.

      Charlotte stood up and took her husband's hands. "Frank, did you know about this?"

      Frank looked stricken. He avoided making eye contact with her. He even tried to pull away but Charlotte clutched his hands.

      "You did know! How did you know?" She started to squeeze her husband's hands to the point her knuckles whitened.

      "Who took the video, Frank?"

      He jerked his hands away from hers and backed away, as though he was afraid she'd attack him.

      "They hacked my cloud account!"

      The urge to punch her idiot of a husband surged inside her. But she restrained herself as she parsed his non answer to her question.

      "Why would the video be on your cloud account, Frank?" She knew the answer but she wanted to hear it from him.

      Frank hung his head in defeat. The first sound out of him was an awful sob. The sound a man makes when he is about to lose everything.

      Charlotte stared at him. The rage percolated inside her. The dashing, confident up and comer she married was replaced by the broken sobbing shell in front of her.

      "Who took the video?"

      "I did!" He looked up at her with tears rolling from red rimmed eyes.

      Charlotte turned away from him, just to get him out of her sight. She was so pissed she might do something she'd really regret.

      She stormed away. With each step, her rage shifted from rage to fear. Their fate was in a stranger's hands.

      If the video of her being eagerly gangbanged by the entire basketball team ever got out, the humiliation would follow them forever.

      In the digital age, the video would never be forgotten. Everyone she'd ever meet could just look her up online and watch twelve guys, not including her husband, run a train on her in perfect high definition.

      Before she took a half dozen steps, Charlotte knew they were fucked.
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* * *

      Frank tendered his resignation as instructed by the blackmailer. The official reason he offered was to "spend more time with his family."

      Charlotte played the role of the dutiful wife, standing by her man at the press conference. She plastered her old cheerleader smile on her face while her eyes darted around the room, looking at the reporters, the real ones, anyway. Under the bright lights it was hard to make out individual faces, so she couldn't tell if anyone knew anything about the video.

      She barely listened to Frank as he spoke from the podium. At one point he must have thanked her for her love and support because he looked over at her with his face etched in a pained facsimile of a smile. It was similar to how his face looked when she took the first big black cock in her mouth months earlier.

      Charlotte's mind drifted. How would she manage without a steady flow of big, black men between her thighs? If she was going to have to rely on her memories for her sex life she would have to buy one of those big black, anatomically correct dildos she saw online.

      Maybe even get two of them.

      When the university's athletic director and Frank concluded their prepared statements, Charlotte was ready to go. The faster they got out of the spotlight, the better. But before she could grab Frank by the arm, an impromptu question and answer session broke out.

      A reporter asked Frank what he'd miss most about coaching college basketball. He said, "I'm going to miss the players."

      Charlotte hid her face. Me too, she thought.

      Her cheeks started to ache from the fake smiling. Back in her cheerleading heyday she could have fake smiled for hours.

      A reporter from somewhere in the back called out, "What about your wife?"

      Charlotte just waved and shook her head. The shy unassuming good wife staying in the shadows of her husband's limelight.

      "Is it true that you had sex with the entire basketball team?"

      The room started spinning for Charlotte.

      There was just silence.

      Could she have imagined it?

      Then the laughter started.

      Another voice yelled out, "Did you know about the video?"

      And another. "Is this you in the video having sex with the entire basketball team?"

      Charlotte felt her whole world crumbling around her.

      Someone grabbed her hand.

      Frank.

      He pulled her out the side door and away from the glaring lights as she covered her face with her free hand.

      Someone yelled, "No more questions."
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* * *

      "Turkey," Frank said as he came up behind her. He had been outside making sure his beloved ottoman made it safely on the truck.

      Charlotte was startled from her daydream. She was standing in the doorway to the kitchen ostensibly watching the movers wrap up the china set someone gave them as a wedding gift. But she was really eying the big black young guy in the too small moving company tee shirt.

      Charlotte thought of the old saying, once you go black, you never go back.

      So true.

      "They should have just left it wrapped from the last move since we never used it," Frank said.

      Charlotte turned away just enough to roll her eyes without her husband noticing. "Turkey?"

      "I've got a job offer for a team in Turkey," he said.

      Charlotte suddenly felt a headache coming on. She'd had a lot of those since her life collapsed in humiliation. Try selling a home referred to as the "Gangbang House." Or explaining to real estate agents why someone keeps spray painting I LUV BIG BLACK COCKS on the garage doors.

      "Do they have the Internet in Turkey?"

      "I'm pretty sure they do," said Frank.

      "I was joking."

      "I know you were," he said and pulled her to him. He kissed her lovingly on the top of the head. "But I think starting over somewhere brand new would be the best thing for us."

      Just what Charlotte was hoping to avoid in the first place.

      She wanted to ask him how many big black guys lived in Turkey but decided it was probably not the best time.

      Still, she was hooked and not the least bit interested in giving that part of her life up. And wherever they ended up Frank would have to deal with it.
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* * *
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* * *
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      I'll never forget my last commercial flight no matter how long I live.

      It was the most humiliating thing I'd ever gone through.
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* * *

      The beach was right out of a postcard; azure water, pure white sand and swaying palms. My gorgeous wife, in a yellow bikini, sipping a Mai Tai in the brilliant sunshine.

      What more could a guy ask for?

      Oh yeah, my attorney just called to tell me the deal to license my new artificial intelligence program was just sealed. After a decade of banging my head against the wall, I was an overnight millionaire.

      My wife and I celebrated our seventh wedding anniversary with a week on the beach in Maui. And I was on top of the world.

      Little did I know how fast things would change.
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* * *

      As I made my way over to our lounge chairs, I saw a couple of surfer dudes staring at my wife. She was face down in the chair with the top of her bikini undone. She really didn't need to worry about the tan lines. I thought they were sexy as hell.

      But the surfer dudes sure seemed interested. They even took out their phones and started filming her. I wasn't crazy about that but what was the harm?

      Then Charlotte adjusted herself in the chair. She turned her head and brushed her long blonde hair out of her face. She pushed her torso up off the chair and her large, bare breasts swung free underneath her. The pointy tips of her nipples were clearly visible.

      And those two fuckers caught it all on tape. They had the fucking nerve to high five each other.

      My mind raced. I could just picture them uploading the video of my topless wife to all the porn tube sites. Then someone could even take an artificial intelligence program (like mine) and insert some celebrity's face on my wife's body and the whole fucking thing would go viral.

      I stomped towards them across the hot sand; fists clenched, ready to demand they delete the footage.

      Just as I closed within a few yards, one of them looked up at me.

      "What are you looking at?"

      Panic seized me. They were much bigger than me; tanned, lanky and lean surfer bodies that put my pasty, computer nerd body to shame.

      "Nothing," I mumbled as I changed course and shuffled past. My cheeks burned with shame.
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* * *

      "I don't know what's going on with you but I've had it." Charlotte folded her shorts and placed them into the suitcase on the bed.

      "I'm sorry," I said. The two voyeur surfers so thoroughly pissed me off that I couldn't hide it. Just the thought of them looking at my wife's tits whenever they wanted drove me crazy.

      But I couldn't tell Charlotte what happened. If she found out that I saw them taping her and didn't have the sack to man up and confront them, she would leave me for good.

      It would be the last straw.

      Some of the previous straws flashed through my memory. Most of them involved her catching me jerking off to porn. Even though I enjoyed quite a variety of porn, it seemed like she always caught me watching big black guys banging smoking hot white girls.

      She claimed I was basically addicted to porn. Which was probably right on the money. We hadn't had sex in a long time — not even while we were on vacation — and even when we did I couldn't keep an erection going long enough for either of us to get off.

      The vacation started off promising enough. The first night in the hotel in Maui we'd gotten a little drunk. We'd spent the late afternoon down at the poolside bar overlooking the beach. Watching all the wet hot bodies parading past us got us both a little horny.

      By the time we made it back up to our room, it was like we were another couple. And that's where the trouble started.
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* * *

      For some stupid reason I started asking her about what sexual fantasies she had. It had been years since we'd had an intimate conversation on that level.

      Part of me felt like I was at a disadvantage regarding fantasies. Charlotte had seen what my fantasies were just about every time she caught me playing with myself — pretty, young women being nailed by guys with monster cocks.

      Obviously, acting out my fantasies was going to be a hard sell. One, Charlotte wasn't as young as my fantasy girls. And two, even in my fantasies my real dick would never be assigned to the "monster cock" category.

      So, I guess that's why I asked her about her fantasies, since mine were out of the question.

      Secretly, I was hoping she'd fantasized about bringing a gorgeous, college aged girl, like some of the ones in bikinis on the beach, up to our room for a threesome.

      Sadly, that wasn't in the cards.

      Instead, Charlotte blushed and blurted something about joining the "Mile High Club," between giggling fits.

      I was only slightly dejected in the moment. In the back of my mind I knew that if my AI program deal went through, I'd have enough money to make private jets a reality for us.

      Before long, we turned out the lights, undressed and fumbled around naked in the dark. As sexy as my wife was, I liked doing it in the dark so I could fantasize about the girls I'd seen in the videos.

      But even that didn't work.

      My cock went limp long before either of us was even remotely satisfied.

      And our dream vacation went downhill from there.
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* * *

      The rest of the week in paradise passed with us largely going through the motions. We ate lunches and dinners together but every conversation was strained. I'd stay up late on the computer and she'd get up early and go down to the beach.

      We'd brought all of our baggage from home with us on vacation.
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* * *

      Finally the last day was upon us. I'd spent the last hour on my computer arguing in a chat session with a rep from the airline. Somehow our seats on the red eye back to the mainland got fucked up.

      Our seats weren't together anymore. Charlotte had a window seat and I had the aisle, but someone had the middle seat between us.

      Poor bastard.

      As unpleasant as things were in my marriage, at least I wasn't unlucky enough to be stuck in the middle seat on a red eye flight between a bickering couple. I wondered what that poor schmuck did to bring karma down right in his lap.
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* * *

      "Is that what you're wearing on the plane?" I nodded at Charlotte who was dressed in a breezy, yellow sundress. It showed off way too much of her figure — it was low cut in the front and nearly as short as a mini skirt. Her large breasts and long tanned legs cried out for attention.

      All I could picture was a dozen drooling TSA agents fighting over who could "wand" her.

      "It's all I have that's clean."

      "Aren't you going to be cold?" I could tell her nipples were already hard even though she turned off the air conditioning in the hotel room an hour earlier.

      "I'll manage."

      Normally at this point in the conversation I would lecture my wife about the recommended clothing for air travel. But since she was already pissed at me I decided to keep quiet.

      Besides, if the TSA agents wanted to see my wife's body up close, all they needed was access to the internet. Her topless video was probably already widely available.
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* * *

      To lessen the chance that my wife would murder me, I broke the news about our seating fiasco while we were on the way to the airport. The way I figured it, the driver would make a great witness; he'd have no trouble identifying Charlotte in a police lineup, since he spent the whole ride to the airport eye-fucking my wife in the rearview mirror.

      Charlotte just glared at me across the back seat of the car. She was the one in the skimpy dress but I was the one who shuddered.

      The twelve hour flight back to the mainland was never going to be fun. But I'd managed to make it worse before we even boarded the plane. All of a sudden, I was glad there would be another passenger sitting between us.
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* * *

      We were one of the first to board the plane. It wasn't so much luck as it was Charlotte aggressively positioning us in the boarding area. That was one of Charlotte's strengths — when she wanted something, she didn't mess around waiting for it to come to her. If she wanted something bad enough, she went for it.

      The empty seat between my wife and I seemed to be a perfect symbol of the state of our marriage. Maybe even of our entire relationship.

      Divorce crossed my mind. But I was sure Charlotte would be entitled to at least half of everything. Including everything I had coming in my big deal.

      But it wasn't just the money.

      I may have been a terrible, selfish prick of a husband, but I still loved Charlotte. And I knew I always would.

      She was the only girl who ever showed any interest in me. The fact that she was incredible looking was just a stroke of luck. Nearly every guy I ever met joked about how I married way out of my league.

      The not always unspoken corollary to that was the certainty that Charlotte could have done better than me.

      And if we got divorced she still could.

      So divorce was off the table for me. All I could do was hope and pray that Charlotte felt the same commitment to our flawed marriage.
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* * *

      From the aisle seat, I eyed every person boarding the plane, sizing them up as a potential aisle mate. But as each one passed without stopping, my hopes foolishly lifted that we would be lucky enough to have the empty seat to ourselves for the whole flight. Visions of sprawling out danced in my head.

      The line boarding the plane dwindled and my hopes soared. The flight attendants efficiently got everyone settled and prepared for takeoff. Just a couple of more minutes and I would be home free.

      I started getting too confident and dropped my magazine in the empty seat. But just as quickly scooped it back up, afraid I would jinx it.

      Sure enough, I heard someone being welcomed by the flight attendants at the door.

      I looked up and my breath was taken away.

      A stunningly beautiful young woman approached down the aisle. I immediately thought she was a model for one of those sun tan lotion companies. The perfect face and hourglass figure in a form fitting flowery Hawaiian dress. It was low cut and I already imagined spending the flight straining my eyes to sneakily down at her large breasts.

      She was just the type I like to watch on the internet. Too cute for porn — yet doing it anyway. She drew closer and I imagined brushing my hand against her ass as she climbed into the seat next to me.

      There was no way I could last the entire flight next to her. At some point I would have to use the restroom and jerk off. I wondered if women knew somehow if a guy fantasized about them while they played with themselves. I sure as hell hoped not.

      I sucked in my gut and prepared to smile at her when she asked if she could get into the middle seat. I tried to think of something witty I could say. But the idea of so much as speaking to a woman as sexy as her got me so frazzled I knew it would be much better if I kept my mouth closed.

      Suddenly she was at our aisle. I smiled up at her and pushed myself up to stand.

      And she kept on walking past.

      Feeling like an idiot, I settled back into my seat. From the side I could practically feel Charlotte's glare boring into my head. I swallowed and glanced at her.

      Somehow she was even more pissed at me.

      It was like she knew exactly what I was thinking. Like she knew I would have cheated on her with that girl or any one else if I had the chance and could get away with it.

      We both knew I would never get the chance. But the getting away with it was just as important. Mainly because I could never take the inevitable confrontation that would result.

      Shamed, I sulked in my seat. The empty seat between us was no longer a benefit. Suddenly all I could wish for was the biggest person in the world to sit between us.
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* * *

      My head was pounding. I closed my eyes and rubbed my temple. The flight attendants greeted one more passenger before they closed the door for departure. At that point I was afraid to even look up.

      Suddenly, I became aware of somebody standing next to me. A deep voice said, "Excuse me, I'm sorry but I have the middle seat."

      I glanced up and couldn't believe what I was seeing. A huge black guy was smiling down at me. I stared for a moment too long. Just enough for it to get weird.

      "Oh, sure," I said, flustered all over again. My magazine spilled onto the floor as I slid out of the seat. I bent over to pick it up and I stepped on his foot even as I backed into him. He was powerfully built. It was like backing into a brick wall.

      I looked at my wife, ready to roll my eyes at the irony of this giant guy assigned to the worst, tiniest seat on the plane. But Charlotte paid no attention to me.

      Her gaze was up at the big stranger behind me. She batted her eyes at him in that flirty way she did to always get what she wanted. Though I couldn't imagine what she could want from him.

      I was just worried that his legs were so long I was sure his knees would encroach on my area. Plus I could already tell he was an armrest hogger.

      When I finally picked up my magazine and stood upright, I realized he was even bigger than I imagined. The top of my head barely came to his shoulder.

      "I'm sorry to disrupt everything," he said, still smiling. "Security took forever."

      That I could believe. Despite his smile, he seemed dangerous. Like he was a cop or a soldier or something. Just an athletic vibe that he could dominate me physically without even breaking a sweat.

      He finally took his seat and sure enough, he spilled over into my area. If there's one thing I can't stand, it's entitled pricks taking something away from me.

      It was going to be a long ass flight.
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* * *

      The big guy stuffed his paper boarding pass into the seat-back pocket in front of him. That's when I glimpsed his name: Malik.

      Right away, I assumed we had nothing in common. He was a big athletic black guy and I was a nerdy, bespectacled white non athlete. I really wished the cutie in the Hawaiian dress was sitting next to me. Not that I would have been able to say a word to her either but at least she was some nice eye candy.

      "Middle seat," Malik said while he shook his head. "Just my luck."

      I smiled before turning my head away and rolled my eyes. Poor Malik.

      Better him than me.
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* * *

      The plane shook and I was jolted awake.

      I realized I must have dozed off. My headphones were in and I'd been listening to some relaxing Hawaiian music.

      There was a little more turbulence. I sat up and looked down our row to the window. It was dark out over the Pacific.

      But that's not what caught my eye.

      Charlotte's hand was white knuckling the armrest. That wasn't unusual. But I felt a pang of sadness since she usually held my hand when a flight hit a rough patch.

      I kept watching. And that's when her hand slowly shifted from her armrest.

      At first, I was so naive I actually thought Charlotte was reaching across this big, black stranger to take my hand. So much so that I actually reached out for hers.

      But she wasn't reaching for me.

      She was reaching for him.

      But not his hand.

      Her palm settled right on the bulge in his lap.

      It seemed like a mistake. It had to be. She would pull her hand back. Quick. Like if she burned herself on a hot stove.

      But seconds ticked by.

      An eternity.

      And her hand didn't move.

      And not only didn't she draw her hand back in shock but her fingers curled around something below the fabric.

      The air was sucked out of my lungs. My head tilted back. All I could see was the panel above me. I needed air. I was suffocating. Why didn't the little air mask drop down?

      Despite the tension in my neck, I somehow managed to turn my head enough to lock eyes with my wife. Charlotte stared at me. Her face plastered in a devious smile.

      All while her hand began to move along the bulge.
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* * *

      The big black guy leaned forward and broke my line of sight to my treacherous wife. He was looking right at me. He brought a finger in front of his lips.

      "Shhhh."

      That's when it struck me. He had no idea Charlotte and I were husband and wife.

      As far as he knew. Charlotte was just some nymphomaniac he had the good fortune to sit next to. He saw me as just another guy that would never fuck up another guy's chance at a free hand job from a gorgeous woman.

      Whatever my blank stare must have relayed to him seemed to satisfy him that I wouldn't ruin anything.

      My mind raced.

      I desperately wanted to say something.

      Anything.

      But what could I possibly say?

      "Excuse me, bro, would you kindly pull my wife's hand out of your lap, please?"

      The humiliation was already forming. I couldn't take it if he knew I was her husband. That she had so little respect for me that she would rub another guy's crotch with me sitting next to him. That I was too much of a pussy to put a stop to it.
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* * *

      That's when I started to justify the whole incident in my mind.

      It wasn't that big a deal. She was mad at me. I totally get it. I fucked up. So what if she wanted to get even with me by rubbing on some guy? If she didn't care about me then she wouldn't have made sure I saw it.

      But there was a fear growing inside of me too. What if I did try to stop it? What would I do? Demand she stop? Make a scene?

      The flight attendants would come over. Everyone would be looking at us. Maybe the pilot would be notified. He'd come back and tell my wife in his command authority voice, "This is my plane so you better stop rubbing this big, black stranger's cock in front of your cuckold husband or else."

      The whole plane would be laughing at us. At me. Then an Air Marshall would detain us. Force the plane to land somewhere weird — like Mexico or something — and we'd be arrested on the ground.

      Then it would be big viral headlines all over the world. My AI deal would get cancelled and I'd have to declare bankruptcy.

      My mouth had gone dry just thinking about all of the terrible things that could happen if I said something.

      It would be much better to just let it go. Let her make her big show of anger to me. Get it out of her system. And that would be the end of it.

      Who cares if she accidentally rubbed against some guy? It could happen to anyone. These fucking airlines keep making the seats smaller and smaller. Next thing you know we'll be sitting on strangers' laps.

      It's not like she actually touched his junk. Hell, she didn't even see it. Maybe it was his wallet in his pocket and not even his thing. It was too big anyway. I mean there was no way his cock was that big.

      My mind immediately jumped to all the videos I'd watched. All those freakishly huge big black cocks. Of course his cock could be that big.

      The big, black guy had turned away from me. He looked down at his lap and sat way back in his seat. He slid his butt forward so his knees were even more pressed against the row in front, even as he spread his legs out so he encroached in my space.

      That's when I dared to glance down, to see why he was slouching so much.

      Just as I expected.

      My wife was no longer rubbing his bulge.

      She was undoing his zipper.
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* * *

      What the hell was she doing?

      I gripped the armrests so hard my knuckles turned white. Even whiter than they usually were.

      Mercifully, with the cabin lights dimmed, it would be hard for anyone to see exactly what was going on. Most of the other passengers had settled in for the flight. Very few had their overhead reading lights on. Even the ones that were awake were staring blankly at the screens in their hands or in the headrests in front of them.

      Charlotte had pulled the zipper all the way down. The stranger helped her out by unbuttoning the top of his jeans.

      Fuck.

      She was really doing this.

      I suddenly felt light-headed. My brain couldn't seem to comprehend what I was seeing. Maybe it was a defense mechanism or something. No husband should ever see his wife doing what mine was about to do.

      Charlotte bit her lower lip and tugged his jeans down. The bulge in his blue underwear grew larger by the second. And I knew before my wife even took it out that his cock was humongous. And would put mine to shame.

      Charlotte angled her arm so she could reach under the waistband of his underwear. The look of determination on her face rivaled that of anybody opening an eagerly anticipated gift on Christmas morning.

      She finally pulled it out. The sight of the guy's big, black cock out in the open would have been shocking enough by itself even if my wife wasn't the one doing it.

      My first stupid thought after seeing it was that the airline probably charged him extra to bring it on the plane.

      What a pathetic fucking loser I was. My wife was getting ready to go down on a guy in public right in front of me and I was wondering about airline fee policies.

      Even as I was justifiably excoriating myself, my eyes were glued to the unfolding horror. Despite the dimmed cabin lighting, I could just tell the fucking thing was by far the biggest cock I'd ever seen. Like the size of a fucking table leg.

      Charlotte stared at it like she'd never seen a dick before. Well, she'd never seen one that big, or black, before. She tugged on it, up and down, which only added to the enormity of it. Her hand looked like a doll's compared to his monster cock.

      Somehow, I managed to tear my eyes from the scene. I poked my head up, acutely aware of any sign that anyone else knew what was going on.

      No one seemed the wiser. Though my heart rate spiked again when I saw an older woman get out of her seat and into the aisle. She looked up towards our row and I could swear she scowled at me, like she could tell what a worthless fucking pussy I was from all the way back there.

      Inside my head I was like — who the hell does she think she is? Judging me like that. She was probably a total freak herself back in the day. She probably sucked more than a few big black cocks in the back of horseless carriages.

      But she turned tail and heading to the back of the plane. She disappeared into the restroom. No one else was in the aisle so I turned back to the scene of my life falling apart.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Charlotte kept rubbing his cock with one hand, then with both. Slow and steady, like she was in no rush. At that point, I just wanted her to finish him off and be done with it.

      As bad as a hand job was, it could have been a whole lot worse. Shit, a little hand sanitizer and Charlotte would be good to go.

      The fact that I had reached the point where I was justifying my wife giving an interracial hand job to a total stranger on a commercial flight should have tipped me off that it wasn't going to be my night.

      Charlotte locked eyes with me again. Like she was daring me to stop her. She knew I was more likely to jump out of the plane than to cause a scene.

      She licked her lips and turned her gaze to the luckiest guy on the fucking plane. All three of us knew what she was going to do next.
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* * *

      My wife has this nervous habit of tucking a stray strand of hair back behind her ear. And that's just what she did before she opened her mouth and lowered her head down to the massive, stiff cock in her hand.

      The swollen head of his cock disappeared between my wife's pink lips.

      The guy sat back and watched my wife suck his dick. A contented groan was barely audible over the noise of the jet engines. He tilted his head in my direction and whispered, "Do you believe this shit?"

      I swallowed hard and shook my head.

      No, I sure as fuck didn't believe it.
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* * *

      Charlotte's head bobbed up and down in his lap. The enthusiasm she displayed told me she'd been holding out on me all these years. All of the times she whined "You're too big" to me was clearly total fucking bullshit.

      It was too dark for me to be certain but it sure looked like she was deep throating him. The slurping sounds seemed loud to me but no one around us paid any attention. The drone of the jet engines must have drowned out the sucking noises.

      The guy started to get really into it. He palmed the back of my wife's head as he thrust his cock up into her face. She started to gag but kept going.

      When she finally came up for air, her lips were glazed over. She wiped tears from her cheeks. She was smiling so I knew she wasn't crying. Her eyes were just watering from being face fucked.

      Some drops of saliva had fallen down onto her cleavage. She must have felt it there because she ran her fingers across her skin and wiped it away. But seeing her touching her breasts must have triggered something in Malik because he reached out and cupped her breast.

      Charlotte encouraged him by placing her hand over his. She smiled when he squeezed. Her eyes widened when he slid his hand under the top of her dress and groped her other breast.

      Then Charlotte reached under her dress with both hands. She wiggled her butt and the next thing I saw was her sliding her thong panties across her thighs and down over her knees. She lifted her legs and pulled the panties completely off.

      She handed them to the big black guy, who ran his fingers along the fabric as he brought the panties under his nose. He inhaled deeply and sighed.

      Then he turned to me with his toothy grin even wider than before. He handed my wife's panties to me.

      They were sopping wet.

      "Damn, she is ready," he whispered to me.

      Ready for what now?

      He eyed the panties in my hand like he expected me to do something with them. Maybe he wanted me to ring them out and set them out to dry on my headrest.
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* * *

      Malik and I watched as my wife slid her hand between her thighs. When she pulled her hand back out, her fingertips glistened in the dim light. She offered her hand to Malik and he leaned forward and sniffed.

      He inhaled deeply before he took her fingers into his mouth and sucked on them. Then, to Charlotte's delight, he whispered how sweet she tasted.

      That was it. Charlotte was overcome with desire. She got to her feet and pivoted, so her back was to Malik and I. He put his hand on her waist as she fell back onto his lap.

      Malik was quick and managed to gather her dress so that it flowed over him. And so that my wife's bare ass was in his lap.

      He looked at me and put his finger to his lips again. Like he was swearing me to secrecy.

      Who was I going to tell? My wife was about to fuck a stranger in public right in front of me - I could not be more humiliated. The last thing I would ever want to do is tell someone else about it.

      Charlotte reached under her as she adjusted herself. Even though I couldn't see exactly what was going on, I knew she was guiding herself down onto his cock.

      I looked on in disbelief. There was no way that huge cock was going to fit inside her tight cunt.

      Then it occurred to me that I saw this very same scenario play out nearly every day on the internet. If a tiny white woman and a big black guy want to fuck badly enough, they will find a way to make it work.

      My wife gently lowered herself down onto his shaft. One of her hands was clenched in a fist, while the other covered her mouth. Still I could hear her whimpering over the jet engines.

      They didn't seem to be making much, if any, progress. Charlotte kept going down a little but just as quickly came up.

      Part of me was relieved. Maybe that was it. It wasn't like my wife was a porn star or anything. Lord knows she wasn't used to riding giant dicks.

      They both seemed to be getting a little frustrated. They looked like they were giving it one last shot.

      Suddenly the entire plane dropped. I felt my stomach jump. Like I was on a roller coaster screaming down the big drop. I gripped the armrests.

      Charlotte lost her balance. She screamed as she impaled herself on Malik's giant cock

      The plane lurched back up just as suddenly.

      Malik grabbed my wife around the waist with one arm and covered her mouth with his hand.

      I looked around and everyone was wide awake.

      I freaked out.

      The whole plane heard Charlotte's scream.

      They all knew she was fucking Malik.

      But then other people were screaming too. Lots of other people. Everyone was terrified. And they didn't look like they gave a shit what my wife was doing.

      The FASTEN SEAT BELT sign flashed on and a flight attendant got on the PA system and apologized for the unexpected turbulence. She said the turbulence would last about ten more minutes.

      Charlotte, with Malik's cock still fully penetrating her, glanced back at Malik.

      He grinned up at her.

      I could just tell by the looks on their faces: Ten minutes of turbulence would be all the time they needed.
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* * *

      It was a rough ride.

      For me.

      My wife and her new seat mate, Malik, enjoyed every last second.

      Charlotte bucked up and down in his lap. Every crazy drop in altitude just seemed to drive her more and more wild.

      She got more and more vocal but her squeals were lost in the chorus of frightened voices.

      Malik bounced her up and down on his own even when the turbulence didn't do it. That was bad enough but his greedy handfuls of my wife's breasts really pissed me off.

      At one point her bare breast bounced free of her dress. Neither of them seemed to mind, so it was up to me to reach over and fix it.

      Malik nodded at me like I was doing him a favor by covering up my own wife.

      Suddenly the entire plane shook so violently that several of the overhead bins popped open and carry on bags came flying out onto people's head.

      Including mine.

      As I tried to push the bag off of me, Malik's hand covered mine on the armrest we shared. His iron grip crushed my hand, to the point I though he was going to break a bone.

      A grimace plastered his face.

      Then I noticed he was thrusting wildly up into her.

      The awful truth hit me.

      He was coming.

      Inside my wife.

      Just then, Charlotte arched her back. She was pressing against him as her entire body shook, independent of the turbulence.
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* * *

      Charlotte jolted upright, like she suddenly realized what the hell she just did. She leaned on the armrest between me and Malik and stood up. Her dress was all bunched up and I got a good side view of her bare ass.

      Without acknowledging me, she slid over and collapsed ass first onto my lap.

      My cock, which was already hard from watching my wife riding a big black guy, somehow got even harder. My dick was so stupid it thought that there was a shot for me to get sloppy seconds from my beloved bride.

      My brain knew damn well there was no chance of me getting any from my blushing bride. She was just heading to the bathroom — which she always did after having sex.

      The flight had steadied enough so that the flight attendants up front were back up and around. But Charlotte wasn't going to wait for the pilot to turn off the FASTEN SEAT BELT signs. She pushed off me and headed for the restroom, ignoring the glare of the flight attendants.

      To my side, Malik was getting himself together. His cock had softened but was still gigantic. If my wife's cunt was the Amazon River, this big black guy had explored deeper than any white man ever had before. The deepest regions of her.

      If it was even possible, my humiliation grew even more when Malik caught me staring as he wrangled his monster cock back into his pants. After everything else I was still afraid of him thinking I was gay. Not that there was anything wrong with being gay. My insecurity knew no bounds.

      Malik covered his mouth and whispered to me, "Did you see that wedding ring on her finger? Could you imagine being married to a freak like that?"

      I smiled and shook my head. Nothing I wanted more than "guy talk" with the guy who just banged my wife.

      Then I thought about what he said.

      He still didn't know she was my wife.

      And why should he? We weren't sitting together. And we didn't speak in front of him. And what kind of wife would do what mine did while right in front of her husband?

      "I bet you wish you had the middle seat now, am I right?"

      I just nodded. What else could I do but wallow in my humiliation?

      At least it couldn't get any worse.

      Then Malik started laughing.

      He was doubled over laughing so hard. I had no idea what was so funny but I guess if I'd just fucked his wife I'd probably be in a giddy mood too.

      Finally he elbowed me and pointed down at my lap.

      My crotch was covered with a big puddle of goo. The fabric was soaking but the thick whitish liquid was unmistakable.

      Malik's jizz had dripped out of my wife's cunt and onto my lap.

      Without thinking, I tried to brush it away.

      Big mistake.

      The gooey mess stuck to my fingers.

      I gagged.

      Malik was guffawing so wildly, people were starting to notice.

      I was so flustered I instinctively covered my mouth and got it all over my face.

      I kept wiping and just made it worse. Smearing it all over.

      I tried to stand up but my seat belt was buckled. I wiped my hands on my shirt and unclipped the seatbelt. After I finally got it off, I managed to get to my feet and staggered into the aisle. All I could think of was getting to the restroom.

      Since Charlotte occupied the closer, front restroom, I had to turn around and head for the rear ones.

      But that would mean facing every row of eyes as I went.

      I stumbled into one of the flight attendants, who scolded me about the FASTEN SEAT BELT sign. But then she saw the mess on my crotch.

      She gasped and turned sideways so I could pass her. Every person in the aisle seats all the way down stared at me. Some were shocked but most laughed.

      Sure enough, both restrooms were already occupied, so I had to stand around like a schmuck while everyone pointed and laughed at me.

      Finally, the old woman who eyed me earlier opened the restroom door. She stood in the doorway and looked me up and down. Then she stepped out shaking her head while the whole plane roared with laughter.
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* * *

      I spent as much time as I could in the restroom. First of all, it took awhile to clean up the mess. Plus I had to reflect on what happened.

      My wife fucked a big black guy and I got stuck with the wet spot.

      Of course, my personal shame wasn't complete until I jerked off in the restroom. I'm so pathetic I was turned on by my wife fucking a stranger.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Thankfully, the rest of the flight passed without my wife fucking any of the other passengers. Or the crew.

      Malik was asleep when I got back to my seat. He was slouched halfway into my seat too. The fucker.

      Charlotte ignored me as I squeezed into my seat. She had her phone out and was watching a video. She acted like she didn't actually fuck a stranger in public. Like she didn't just cheat on me in the most humiliating way possible.

      I spent the hours staring blankly at the seat-back in front of me. My pants gradually dried but I could clearly make out the outline of a stain.

      There was no doubt these pants were going into the garbage as soon as I got home.

      More importantly I thought about what my life was going to be like.

      Divorce was pretty much out of the question.

      I was raised to believe that marriage was forever and divorces just did not happen.

      Plus with all the money I was getting, she could divorce me and get half of it. Regardless of what she did.

      So I resolved to do what I had to and keep my mouth shut.
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* * *

      The plane finally landed and I couldn't get off fast enough.

      But, of course, there was some problem at the gate so we all had to remain seated even after they opened the door.

      I just sat slumped in my seat, drained from the worst flight of my life. Suddenly there was a murmur through the cabin.

      I looked up and saw three police officers walking onto the plane. One of the flight attendants spoke to them and pointed in my direction. They marched down the aisle towards me.

      "Sir, you're going to have to come with us."

      I just nodded. What else could I do?

      As I left the plane in police custody, to the cheers of the other passengers, I looked back at my wife.

      Charlotte wasn't even watching. She was chatting up Malik.

      And that's how my wife and I became members in the Mile High Club. Though I'm more of an Associate Member.
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* * *
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* * *
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* * *

      Thanks for reading! For more stories like these check out Francis Cuckold’s Amazon Page!
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