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		Part One

		

	
		Allen Tillerson was doing the laundry when the doorbell rang. He finished folding a pair of his wife's panties and walked over to the window. When he saw Jamal Delroy standing outside on the porch, Allen groaned and squeezed his eyes shut.

		Fuck, Allen thought.

		Jamal was Allen's neighbor, the newest edition to a street of well-kept houses with two-car garages. In the lily white subdivision, Jamal's 6'2" 250 pound frame made him impossible to miss. Jamal was married to a woman named Latasha who worked as a nurse. She had nice proportions, skin like chocolate, but Allen had never been that interested in her. Ever since he could remember, he'd had a strong preference for bouncy blondes. Southern girls were his favorite. His own wife, Kelly Tillerson, was blonde, blue-eyed, busty, and extremely outgoing the way Texas girls tend to be. Her mother was a former Dallas Cowboy cheerleader and Kelly inherited every drop of sexiness. Kelly was the perfect woman for Allen.

		After Allen opened the door he was met with one of Jamal's arrogant grins.

		"Oh, hey Jamal. What's up?" said Allen, hating how nervous his neighbor always made him feel.

		Jamal cocked his head to the side and said, "Hey little buddy, how's it going?"

		"It's fine," said Allen.

		Jamal laughed. His laugh was so deep and masculine that it actually made Allen more nervous. "Are you missing any magazines? I think I have something of yours."

		"Magazines?"

		Jamal chuckled some more. "They accidentally put it in my mailbox. It has your name and address on the back, that's how I know. Clearly there was a mix-up."

		Allen didn't see what was so damn funny. He couldn't understand why Jamal kept smiling at him like that. It was just a magazine. He figured it was one of Kelly's subscriptions because already she received a dozen or so magazines on fashion, hair styling, interior decorating, sewing, and cooking. Lucky for both of them, Allen could afford such things because he'd recently been promoted to head of the service accounts department.

		"It's probably for my wife," said Allen, nodding.

		"You sure about that?" Jamal's laugh was downright wicked. "Where is she, anyway?"

		Allen, thinking that it was none of Jamal's damn business, said, "Kelly's at the grocery store. She'll be back later."

		"Well, here you go."

		At last Jamal handed the magazine over to Allen. Then he stood there waiting, obviously trying to read Allen's reaction.

		"By the way," Jamal added, "it's got your name on the back. Not your wife's. Don't worry though, I won't tell nobody."

		Allen's jaw dropped when he saw the title.

		The magazine was called Cuckold Monthly. It was some kind of porn magazine. On the cover there was a photo of a skinny-limbed, pot-bellied white guy in boxer shorts decorated with little footballs. He was miserably staring at the ground. Which was weird because right next to him stood one of the sexiest women Allen had ever laid eyes on.

		She was a voluptuous blonde sex goddess who wore a bra (which was basically just a few strings tied together) and a skimpy little thong which rode up high on her flared hips. Her belly was flat and she was pierced at the navel. She had incredibly tan skin. And her breasts were large and very natural-looking, like they were full of milk and ready to burst. But the most noticeable thing about the gorgeous magazine model was the necklace draped around her slender throat. The necklace was gold and clearly had the words: Black Cock Only.

		Allen started to scan the glossy front cover for more information. His face started to redden when he realized what he was looking at. Scattered about were article titles such as: “How to Find the Right Bull;” “10 Signs Your Husband is Cuck Material;” “Cuck Cages are All the Rages!;” “Travel Tips for Jamaica;” “Should Your Bull Move in?;” “To Breed or Not to Breed, That is the Cuck Question.”

		"Let me guess," Jamal said, "you don't really look at the pictures?"

		"Well, no actually," Allen said, trying to regain composure. "As a matter of fact, I don't look at these sorts of pictures at all. Never!"

		"I know what you mean, man," Jamal said, reaching over and slapping Allen on one of his shoulders. "You just like to read the articles! Alright little buddy, take care! Tell your wife I said hello!"

		Jamal was still laughing as he turned and headed back down the driveway.

		Allen was as embarrassed as he was furious. He figured that one of his co-workers was pulling a trick on him. This is exactly the sort of dumb high school shit they would pull. The fact that the magazine landed in Jamal's mailbox was a bit of bad luck. He wasn't sure how, but Allen knew that he was going to find out which asshole thought it was funny to send the X-rated magazine to his house.

		Fuck, thought Allen. Every time I see that black bastard across the street he's going to give me that shit-eating grin of his. Great, that's all I need. And what was that remark about telling my wife hello? Because if he really thinks that I'm into this cuckold shit then all he has to do is get within ten feet of Kelly, and I'll show him how wrong he is!

		But at the same time, Allen realized that he might be overreacting. Maybe Jamal's remark was purely innocuous. Maybe Allen was reading significance into things that were meaningless.

		Slightly confused, he walked into the house with his issue of Cuckold Monthly.

		Inside, the house was tastefully decorated and air conditioned. He looked at the magazine again. His lip curled in disgust. He didn't even know that such magazines were available. Its existence suggested that there were far too many desperate and mentally sick people in the world.

		Then he sat down at the kitchen table, took out his phone, and started flipping through the magazine. At first he wasn't interested in the pictures or articles. He was just looking for a phone number he could call because he wanted to tell someone that they needed to cancel the subscription. He was glad that Kelly wasn't home to see this type of filth being delivered to their home. Despite her proclivity towards plunging necklines and short skirts, she was fundamentally a conservative woman with a strong Christian upbringing.

		Finally, Allen found a number for the magazine's customer service.

		He was just about to dial the number too when the magazine fell to the kitchen floor. When he picked it up again, huffing and puffing, he was shocked to see that he'd found the beginning of an eight-page pictorial featuring the blonde woman on the cover of the magazine. At the sight of her long legs, big tits, and truly seductive smile, his dick started to twitch.

		Damn I'm thirsty, Allen thought, getting up and pouring himself a tall glass of water.

		Then he sat back down and started turning the pages, reading the brief captions written about how the blonde woman preferred having sex with well-endowed black men to having sex with her husband, who was white like Allen. She considered black men superior lovers. She thought mixed babies were the most beautiful.

		The story was obviously bullshit, Allen figured, because in the real world a woman like that would never give a second look to someone as ugly as the black male model they were using in the magazine.

		Never in a million years, thought Allen.

		The black guy's body was athletic, the way black kids naturally are sometimes. But his face looked almost cartoonishly hideous with a big flat nose, broad cheekbones, and those thick lips that members of his race often displayed. Allen laughed when he realized how similar the ugly black guy resembled his neighbor Jamal.

		Then something else occurred to Allen.

		The woman in the photos actually looked a bit like Kelly. Allen's eyes narrowed. He leaned down for a closer look. Actually, the resemblance was a bit startling. Surely it was just a dumb coincidence, but the amazing blonde woman wearing the Black Cock Only necklace could have been one of Kelly's sisters.

		Suddenly he was completely hard and all of his attention was directed to the pictures in the magazine.

		There were photos of the blonde woman kissing the black man while he played with her ass and tits. There were photos of the blonde woman kneeling in front of the black man, worshipping the biggest, darkest cock Allen had ever seen. There were photos of the couple fucking.

		And at first the contrast of their skin colors seemed weird and unnatural to Allen. It seemed very weird. But in a very brief time, the contrast started to affect him differently. He started to actually like it. He started breathing heavier and heavier.

		He couldn't believe that a woman like that would allow such a man to stretch out her most intimate parts. Then Allen started to get a little bothered by how much he liked seeing the interracial couple, but for some reason he couldn't seem to stop flipping those pages. It was like some kind of evil spell had been cast on him.

		He unzipped his pants and felt his hardness spring out. Unconsciously, he compared himself with the black guy, then tried not to think about how inferior the comparison made him feel. The important thing was that his little pecker was filled with blood.

		The erotic visuals of the magazine were so overwhelming that he didn't need much time. After a couple of minutes of stroking himself he started to spray. The orgasm was amazingly intense. But then he was just sitting there --and like a man coming out of a stupor, he suddenly realized what had just happened. It made him feel sad and weak: that he'd given into the fantasy of watching instead of participating. So he quickly cleaned himself up, vowing to never let such a thing happen again. He would just bury the secret in his brain and throw away the key.

		Obviously he would throw away the magazine too. He didn't want any reminders of his brief foray into the world of cuckoldry. So he picked up the disgusting magazine and started for the door. The trash bins were at the side of the house and luckily tomorrow was a pick-up day. That was when Kelly pulled into the driveway. There were a bunch of shopping bags in the front seat and when she saw the guilty expression on her husband's face she asked him what's wrong.

		"Nothing, nothing at all dear," he said, quickly running back into the house where he managed to stash his copy of Cuckold Monthly under some of his old baseball trophies.

		"Dear, can you help me with these shopping bags?" Kelly said.

		"I'd love to," Allen said, unable to look his wife in the eyes.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		A few months later and Allen was having a difficult time. Not only had he failed to cancel his subscription to Cuckold Monthly, but he'd started to look forward to the magazine's arrival. It always came wrapped in a pink cellophane wrapper that never failed to elicit a Pavlovian response in Allen's penis. Suddenly those pictures of beautiful white wives spreading their legs for dark men with huge cocks became the ultimate turn-on for Allen. He fully accepted that it was a bizarre fetish to have, but that didn't stop his yearning to see more and more pictures, to read more and more scintillating stories about wives being dominated by men who weren't their husbands.

		Fortunately, since Allen always got home before his wife, he had no problems intercepting each new Cuckold Monthly before his better half could.

		But all of that changed one day when Allen pulled into his driveway and saw his wife's Volvo. His jaw hit the floor, his breath left his lungs. For perhaps the first time in their marriage, she'd come home early without telling him. Even worse, Cuckold Monthly had the habit of showing up on one of the last days of the month, so there was no way to be sure which day it would arrive.

		Allen pasted a brave smile on his face and got out of the car.

		His wife was sitting in the kitchen. She was still wearing the same clothes she wore to her job as a teacher assistant at the Elementary school. She didn't make much money, but she loved being around the children. As soon as Allen saw her sitting there, he knew that something was wrong.

		"What's wrong dear?"

		Very slowly Kelly lifted her head. It looked like she'd been sobbing. She didn't say anything though, she just sat there, looking at her husband with big swollen eyes.

		"You've been crying," Allen said astutely. "What's wrong, dear? What happened?"

		After a very long pause she pointed to something on the kitchen cabinet. The newest issue of Cuckold Monthly was sitting next to the toaster and a gallon of milk. Kelly had already removed the magazine from the pink cellophane wrapper. She looked back at her husband now, daring him to respond.

		Allen's heart sank, his pulse started to race. For a while he could just stand there and hear the blood in his ears.

		"It's not what you think," he finally said, holding his palms up in the air.

		"You, of all people!" she said.

		"No, no," he said. "It's really not what you think."

		"It's not?" she said with a slightly sardonic tone. "Then tell me dear, what the hell is that? Because it looks like pure filth."

		Then Allen had a pretty inspired idea. He recalled getting his first issue and how he'd handled it. So he said, "Dear, that's not mine! It's a joke! Someone is pulling a prank on me, some goofball from the office probably. Honestly, it's basically a high school atmosphere where I work. They're just trying to embarrass me."

		Kelly sniffled some, wiped away some of the Mascara that had run down her eyes. "So what you're saying is, someone from your office sent this to our house as a joke?"

		"Yes, yes, that's right," Allen said, nodding his head eagerly.

		"I see," Kelly said.

		Allen felt a huge wave of relief as his wife seemed to be coming around. Then he watched her get up from the kitchen table, walk into the living room, and point at the coffee table in front of the couch. Fanned out were several more copies of Cuckold Monthly. She waited for an explanation.

		"You went into my study?" he said, visibly shocked.

		"It's my house too," she said. "And yes, I was checking because I was hoping to find no more copies. Then I would have believed you about being pranked. Boy was I surprised. What's wrong with you? Clearly you really seem to like this stuff."

		Allen tried to say something now, but his tongue felt stuck to the bottom of his mouth. He hung his head, lowered his eyes, and just stood there, looking sad and miserable.

		Unmoved by this display of contrition, Kelly continued. "You don't have anything to say? Fine, because I do. You're disgusting, Allen! I used to respect you, I used to think that you were exactly the sort of man that I always wanted to marry. But now I'm not so sure."

		"I'm sorry," Allen muttered. "I'll stop. It was just a phase."

		She put her hand on her womanly hip, squinted her eyes at him. "Is that what you're into these days, Allen? You like it when girls and black guys get together? That's disgusting! It's gross, Allen! I really hope to God that you're not imagining that sort of stuff when you're with me in the bedroom!"

		"No, never," Allen lied.

		She gave an exasperated sigh before storming off to the back bedroom. Allen heard the door slam. He knew that he'd fucked up pretty badly. It was so humiliating. He wondered if Kelly was ever going to look at him the same way. Having no other choice, he picked up his magazines and tossed them in the trashcan, purposefully leaving them at the very top so that his wife could see his gesture of self-control.

		Allen spent the rest of the evening trying to stay busy. Kelly was still locked up in the bedroom. He hoped that she wasn't looking for divorce lawyers already. He started by cleaning up the kitchen, then the living room, then he had just enough natural sunlight left to cut the front and back yard. The work got his mind off of his marital problems and he hoped that it might soften Kelly's mood.

		After he put the mower back in the garage, he was rather shocked to find Kelly standing in the kitchen. She didn't look upset anymore. She looked like a completely different person. She was happy, pouring herself a big glass of Chardonnay. When she saw her husband come in the door she turned and smiled at him.

		"Hey," he said, hesitating in the threshold of the doorway. "Um, what's going on?"

		"Oh nothing, not really," she said in a cheerful voice. She craned her head around and said, "The place looks good."

		He smiled sheepishly, dug his hands into his front pockets. "Yeah, well, I've been meaning to take care of a few things."

		"The yard looks great!" she said.

		Allen couldn't believe it. A couple of hours ago, it looked like he was going to have to find a divorce lawyer. Now, all the sudden, his wife was in the best of moods. He'd never seen such a dramatic flip-flop before.

		"Do you want some wine?" Kelly asked, holding up the bottle.

		"Sure!"

		She poured a glass and handed it to him. "Cheers!"

		"What are we cheering to?" he asked.

		She contemplated that. "Oh, I don't know. How about the fact that someone just got offered a job as a full-time 2nd grade teacher at Appletree Elementary School!"

		"What? You did! That's fantastic, that's exactly what you've wanted for a long time," Allen said, genuinely happy for his wife now. In the past, Kelly had been offered numerous full-time teaching positions, but she'd been holding out for the prestigious Appletree Elementary, which was one of the best schools in the nation. Suddenly her remarkable shift in moods made sense. "I'm so proud of you, dear. That's fantastic!"

		"I feel the same way," she said, throwing back her glass of wine.

		They decided to go out and celebrate. Kelly disappeared into the bathroom, returning an hour later, looking like a princess. She was shaved, moisturized, perfumed, adorned. She'd changed clothes. She was wearing a sexy little red dress which looked shrink-wrapped around the female curves of her body. The dress was designed to make her stand up straighter, suck in her stomach, thrust out her breasts that were barely contained by the corset-style bodice. It didn't just look sexy on her, it was bordering on slutty.

		"Like what you see?"

		"Holy fuck, baby!"

		"Did you make reservations yet?"

		"Damn, I forgot," Allen said, drooling over his wife, who was gorgeous and sexy enough to be on any fashion magazine in the world. It wasn't that she normally didn't look amazing in her day-to-day life. But now she really was having an effect on his libido.

		Aware of the effect she was having on her husband, Kelly smiled a sweet little smile, and told him, "Go be a good boy and get us a table somewhere. Your choice."

		Allen bolted for the phone. It didn't take long for him to make dinner reservations at one of the best Italian restaurants in town. It was located in a strip mall, and there were only about a dozen tables, but the food and the wine was superb. Afterwards they went to a martini bar that was playing live jazz music. By then Allen had forgotten how many drinks he'd had. And by the looks of it, Kelly had eschewed her usual temperance. Allen didn't care how much his wife was drinking though. He was just glad that some good news arrived on the day his marriage needed good news the most.

		It was almost midnight when they came stumbling back into the house, arm-in-arm, drunk and laughing.

		"That was so much fun, baby," Kelly said. "I forgot what it's like to go out and do stuff. I forgot what it's like to not just sit around watching Netflix on the couch. How much did I drink?"

		"Are you too drunk?"

		"I don't feel too drunk," she said. "I think the ravioli dinner helped balance me out. By the way, thanks for dancing with me tonight, I know that's not your favorite."

		"Anything for my lovely wife," he said. "We should do this again. Like every weekend."

		She slipped her shoes off. The room got quiet, the parchment lamp shade casting an intimate golden glow across the carpet. "That sounds good, honey."

		"Fuck! That dress looks good on you, baby," he said. "Every guy in the place was checking you out. But the women were too. Did you notice?"

		She gave a false little laugh. "Oh, I try not to notice such things."

		By the time they embraced in the living room, Allen's whole body was throbbing with intense energy. He fumbled with the straps of Kelly's red dress. The dress fell away, leaving her in her bra and panties. She was wearing that thong that always drove him crazy. He took a step back to admire the view.

		"What is it honey?" she said, standing there with her hands on her hips.

		He was staring at her like he was looking at a painting in the museum.

		"Do you like what you see?"

		He nodded.

		"What are you waiting for?" she asked.

		A long moment went by as he stared at her, resisting the urge to mount her at once.

		"Do you want to see me with another man?" she said.

		The question took him by surprise and he blurted, "No way, Kelly. No way. No!"

		She tsked. "Then why those magazines? Why all the secrecy?"

		"I don't know," he said. "It was just a fantasy."

		"The worst part was the secrecy," she added. "I hate the idea that you don't tell me things. You know how I feel about trust. Don't you trust me?"

		He lowered his head, ashamed and embarrassed by his sick perversions. "Kelly, I trust you more than anyone in the world. I love you so much, baby. You're the perfect woman. Sexy, smart, fun, big-hearted. I couldn't imagine sharing my life with anyone else but you."

		She thought about it. "So those magazines were just a fantasy then? You don't really want to do that stuff, right?"

		"That's right," he said.

		"Wait right there."

		To Allen's surprise, his wife turned around and left the room. Her ass looked amazing in the red thong, but he was feeling sexually frustrated enough. Any more longer and he might go crazy. He heard her close the bedroom door. There was nothing else to do but wait. He started to kick off his shoes, take all of his clothes off. He was standing in his boxer shorts, waiting, when he heard the bedroom door open.

		"Kelly? Come on baby, you're driving me crazy, baby," he said, reaching down to where his boxers were tented with arousal. "Get that sexy ass over here!"

		A moment later Kelly tip-toed into the living room and Allen's eyes nearly bulged out of his head. He saw those long tan legs first, then the little V-shape of her silky red panties. But instead of her bra, she was wearing one of his white wife-beater shirts, which she kept tied around her flat midriff. On the front of the white wife-beater Kelly had used a magic marker to write the words BLACK COCK ONLY in big bold letters. She was smiling demurely, her blonde hair thrown up in a ponytail.

		"Well, what do you think?" she said, looking a little uncertain of herself. "I saw this in one of your magazines. Do you like it?"

		For the first time in his life, Allen thought he might cum without touching himself. "Do I like it?"

		"Is it too much?" she asked with a nervous laugh.

		He shook his head. "You must be really drunk."

		"No, I'm not," she said. "I just wanted to do something to make you happy. And as long as it's just a fantasy, then I thought you might like this..."

		"I love it, baby," he said. "Damn you look so sexy, baby."

		"Just don't tell my husband," she said with a theatrical wink.

		Playing along, Allen said, "Your husband is a lucky man. I'm really going to enjoy fucking his sexy wife tonight. I'm going to fuck you and then I'm going to cum on your big floppy tits."

		"Oh, you're so terrible," she said. "My husband never says those kinds of nasty things. He's too much of a gentleman."

		"Well maybe your husband doesn't really know what a little slut he's married to," Allen said, emphasizing his point by reaching back and slapping her ass as hard as he could muster.

		The slap bordered on painful and Kelly winced a little bit. For a second it looked like she was going to break character, but then she composed herself and said, "You're not like him at all, you're not a gentleman, that's for sure."

		"Damn right, baby," Allen said, really enjoying their little role playing session. "Now, do you want to tell me about the shirt you're wearing?"

		She looked down the front of her wife beater and --despite the fact that her nipples were already sticking straight out-- played innocent. "It's just a shirt I like to wear."

		Allen guffawed. "You only like big black cock, huh? Is that why you're walking around in your panties and little shirt? I bet you're trying to attract the biggest, blackest guy you can find."

		Kelly paused. There was a look in her eye that seemed to suggest she was contemplating how far she was willing to take their role playing to. She seemed reluctant to say the words. But eventually, she managed to take a deep breath, and bravely whisper into her husband's ear, "Yeah, that's right. I only like big black cock. Don't tell my husband though, he'd get super jealous if he knew how badly I wanted my tight little pussy to get pounded by black men."

		Allen had never heard anything so erotic come out of his wife's mouth before. His penis was throbbing painfully now. He wanted to continue this conversation, to see how far Kelly would go in the scenario. But he was also terrified of taking the fantasy too far, of saying something which might scare her off, and cause trouble in their marriage later on when they woke up in the sobering daylight.

		But as he grabbed her, pulling her closer, he thought how amazing she would actually look with a black man, her white legs dangling in the air while getting mercilessly stretched out by one of those monstrous BBCs.

		"Kelly, I'm going to fuck you now, okay. You're about to get fucked."

		"Oh yes, please God yes," she said in a hoarse cry.

		He still couldn't believe how sexy Kelly looked in her Black Cock Only shirt. He couldn’t believe that she'd actually worn it for him. He pushed his hand up the front of her shirt and started to play with her nipples, twisting the pink flesh that was engorged with blood.

		Kelly began to squirm and cry out as he intensified his gropings. Then he stood behind her, rubbing both of her tender breasts through her shirt. She began to wiggle her behind directly into his crotch. His erect penis found the crevice between both of her butt cheeks; and she kept wiggling, daring him to mount her. His hands moved down her stomach. Her stomach was so flat that it might have actually been concave. His hands moved past her flared hips. Then he sunk his right hand into the front of her panties, causing the red silk to bulge out. She'd never felt as hot and wet as she did right then.

		"Damn somebody is really turned on," he said. "Looks like we might have to do more role playing, huh?"

		"Please," she begged, "I need it inside me."

		He chuckled softly and found her swollen clit with his finger. His own body was aching for release and he started dragging Kelly into their bedroom. Once there he threw her down on the bed, pulling her panties to the side. He slid right into her without much difficulty. They both moaned and Allen bent down to give her a deep and passionate kiss. A second later they were staring into each other's eyes. Kelly was moaning now, almost screaming with the intensity of the sensations he was causing with each pump.

		"I love you, Allen, I love you so much," she said, clinging to her husband. She was lifting her legs and curling her toes in the air.

		"That's it," he coaxed. "Take that dick, feel it, feel everything," he said as he rode a powerful orgasm.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		It was just past midnight when Allen and Kelly pulled into the driveway of their house. Allen was the most sober so he was doing the driving. Kelly was still laughing about something that happened in the bar earlier. They were going out every Friday night now, usually for dinner, and then a few bars -- though sometimes they might go see a comedy show or stage performance.

		They got out of the car and started making out underneath the basketball goal in the driveway. They were both feeling pretty frisky. Kelly was wearing a silver blouse that glinted in the home's security lights. Her skirt was black and so short that she'd spent most of the evening constantly tugging it back into place. But what really made her extra sexy were the 4-inch heels she'd worn for the occasion. They made her as tall as her husband; and they made her ass look even rounder and higher than it already was.

		A sense of urgency came over Allen and he broke free from Kelly's mouth. "We got to get inside, we need to hurry."

		"Why?"

		"Because you're driving me crazy. I really need to fuck you."

		She laughed at him. "Beg me."

		"What?"

		"You heard me," she said.

		Allen had never heard his wife make such a request, but at the same time there was no denying that it did the impossible: it turned him on even more. "Okay, I'm begging you, dear. Please can we go inside now. I'm not sure how much longer I can hold off."

		She rolled her eyes, then threw her hands around his neck. "You men are so easy to control, aren't you? A short skirt and some high heels is all it takes to control you 100%."

		"Whatever, let's go inside," he said. "Now!"

		They were half way up the front stairs when they heard a man clear his throat. The sudden sound had the same effect on Allen and Kelly, who both nearly jumped out of their shoes. When they turned simultaneously they were rather shocked to see the outline of a large man standing in their front yard.

		The man chuckled briefly and said, "I hope I didn't mean to scare you. I was sitting on my porch when I saw you drive up. I could hear you guys all the way on the other side of the street. It sounded like you were having some fun. I thought I'd come over to say hi."

		It was Jamal Delroy. He was wearing jeans and a Cincinnati Bengals T-shirt. In one hand he held a six-pack of beer bottles. In his other hand he held a large can of beer. When neither Tillerson managed to say anything, Jamal added, "I don't suppose I can talk you two into helping me split this six-pack? I shouldn't drink it all by myself. And I wouldn't mind the company."

		While Allen thought about a polite way of saying no thank you, Kelly started inviting Jamal into their house. Allen couldn't believe it. He looked at Kelly, hoping to establish eye contact long enough to communicate how bad of an idea this was. But she wasn't looking in his direction. Rather, Kelly got her keys out and tried to open the door, but then she dropped the keys. The combination of high heels and white wine was just starting to affect her coordination. So Allen bent over, got the keys, and unlocked the door.

		Kelly walked in first, her high-heels clicking across the wooden floor.

		Then Jamal walked up the short set of stairs, put his hand on Allen's shoulder, "Thanks, man. I appreciate that."

		Allen wasn't sure what to say.

		They went into the living room. Kelly put on some music and for a while everyone just sat around drinking beers. Allen was surprised that Jamal had splurged on some expensive imports, rather than the cheap domestic swill he normally drank while washing the car or mowing his yard. But after a while, Allen's apprehensiveness about the situation began to fade. He didn't feel like he had to be so protective of Kelly. She was having a lot of fun, neither too sober nor too drunk. Jamal kept the conversation going with his stories about growing up in Michigan and playing a little professional ball for some indoor football league in Canada. When asked why he was drinking alone tonight, he confided that Latasha was pregnant and he was tired of getting his ass chewed out over every little thing.

		When Kelly heard the good news, she suggested they get another beer so that they could cheers.

		At some point Allen had to go to the bathroom, and when he came back he was a little disconcerted to see Kelly and Jamal dancing in the living room. His expression became desolate. The natural thing would have been to march over there and insist that nobody dances with Kelly but her husband. But there was something so sexy about seeing Kelly shimmer and shake her sexy ass in that short skirt --he felt completely powerless.

		Standing there, unobtrusively as possible, he figured that the song would change and the dance party would end. But the next song was even more upbeat, causing the dancers to break out into laughter, their bodies jerking and shaking much faster than before. Then the inevitable happened when Kelly found herself dancing with her back to Jamal. She was grinding on him, like she was one of those girls in the rap videos. She was dancing in a teasing manner, but Jamal's face was suddenly all business. He started licking his thick lips, looking down at the perfectly curvy butt an inch away from his crotch.

		"Girl, you can't be doing that," Jamal said, twisting Kelly around so that she was facing him. "You keep on doing that, and something bad might happen."

		Kelly looked up at the much taller black man and said, "Oh yeah? Like what? Tell me!"

		"I think you already know," he said.

		Kelly, when she wanted to, was good at playing dumb. "I don't know anything. Can't you see how innocent I am?"

		Allen still didn't have the balls to let them know he was watching. Nor did they seem to mind his sustained absence.

		After dancing face-to-face for a while, Jamal got a mischievous look in his eyes. He said, "How much do you weigh?"

		"Yeah right!" Kelly said. "You know a woman never tells her age or weight."

		"Well then, I guess I'll have to see for myself."

		Kelly laughed as Jamal reached around her, put his hands around the back of her thighs, and lifted her into his arms. It was easy too, he lifted her up like she weighed no more than a feather. And Kelly was so caught up in the moment that she didn't seem to realize her tiny skirt was bunched around her waist. Immediately Jamal adjusted his grip so that his hands were under both of her butt cheeks, which were quite bare since she was only wearing a little thong tonight. The whole time he managed to maintain the thrusting motions of a dance move he was practicing earlier.

		Kelly tossed her blonde hair back, laughed and laughed.

		Allen couldn't believe what he was looking at. Suddenly conscious that Kelly had her legs wrapped around another man, Allen's mind became fogged with conflicting emotion. He was incredibly pissed off, but down below his penis had sprouted into another painful erection.

		And it wasn't just that his wife was dancing with another man, but it was how comfortable she looked in his arms, how natural and effortless he had scooped her up, like he was claiming a prize he'd worked very hard for. They continued dancing like that for some time, Kelly's skirt still bunched around her waist, while Jamal's huge black hands lifted her plump ass cheeks.

		Allen had been so caught up in his own dark musings, that he almost didn't realize that Jamal had "accidentally" tripped and collapsed on the middle of the couch. Now he was sitting there with Kelly straddling him.

		Suddenly her smiles faded and she tried to start pulling her skirt back down into place. Her long blonde hair was hanging down in her face. Then Jamal slapped her hands and said, "Leave it, it looks better that way on you."

		"Holy hell," she said. "What are you doing? He'll be back soon."

		"Who?"

		"My husband," she said.

		"We're not doing anything wrong," Jamal said, reaching up and grabbing Kelly by her slender neck. His fingers were so long they could almost fit around the entire circumference of her neck. He pulled on her so that her face was just a couple of inches away from his. "Damn I got to taste you. I bet you taste sweet as fuck. I bet you taste delicious."

		Kelly murmured in pleasure as the black man forced his tongue into her mouth. Both of her arms braced against the couch, but a second later she relaxed into the long and pleasurable kiss.

		Allen couldn't stand it any longer. He knew that this had gone on for far too long. A deep fire in him was raging and he was ready to go to war if needed. But when he marched back into the living room, ready to surprise everyone with his sudden presence, he saw Jamal's eyes widen with the slightest acknowledgment. Then the black man let go of Kelly's ass long enough to flick his wrist, gesturing towards the chair for Allen to sit down.

		Then Jamal slid his hands under Kelly's bunched skirt and fingered the lace tops of her sheer black stockings. "I've wanted to do this for so long," he said. "Ever since I saw you strutting around the neighborhood in your cute little outfits. I kept thinking Damn I bet she'd look great with something big and black inside her."

		She leaned over and nibbled his neck, breathing in the heavy musk smell of his aftershave. "But we can't do this, I already told you."

		He began massaging one of her butt cheeks in his big dark hand. "Why not?"

		"You know, my husband," she said.

		Jamal laughed and said, "Something tells me he's okay with it, trust me."

		Kelly saw Jamal's quick nod, causing her to crane her neck around. To her great surprise, Allen was sitting down in the chair. She almost didn't recognize him. His mouth was open and he was breathing heavily. He still had his pants on, but he was watching the whole scene with a look of pure fascination. Kelly felt a little dizzy by this, so she just smiled sweetly at her husband, before turning her attention back to the man who now had both of his hands on her ass.

		"See what I mean?" Jamal said in a pleased voice. "We're all adults. Nobody is getting hurt. Let's have some fun."

		Kelly shifted impatiently on his lap, still unsure of this. She was wet already, wet from the anticipation of making love to Allen. So to suddenly find herself straddling a completely different man seemed bizarre to her. And yet, it was hard to deny that they had a strange primal chemistry. Jamal was so different from any man she'd ever known. He talked differently, he dressed differently, he even smelled differently. But what really impressed her was his physicality. She could feel the hard muscles lurking underneath his shirt. It made her curious and a little giddy. She'd always heard that black men were more well-endowed than white guys. Which based upon the significant bulge in Jamal's pants, certainly seemed to be the case.

		"That's it baby, we can go slow," he said in a deep voice. Jamal moved his hand to the juncture of her thighs. She squirmed against him, slightly urging him to touch her. "I think it's time you had some chocolate in your life," he said as his fingers found her wetness.

		She smirked, then let out a low moan as one of his black fingers pushed through the folds of her pussy lips.

		"You like that, white girl?" the black man said, cupping her pussy in his hand, his thumb stroking her swollen clit in slow, lazy circles. "You like it when I touch that tight white pussy?"

		She kissed him, sucking his bottom lip into her mouth. It wasn't the most comfortable position to be in, but she was too aroused to care. "Mmm-hmmm."

		Jamal's fingers delved deeper, parting her silken wetness as his thumb kept moving her clit. "I'm going to stretch you out so good. You're going to love it. You're going to love having a big black cock in you, I promise."

		She slid up on his lap a couple of inches to give him some more room, enough so that the top of her head was now above him and her breasts were in his face.

		"Once you go black," she mumbled against his mouth.

		He kissed her, then laughed. "That's right, you never go back. You're learning fast, white girl."

		They stood up from the couch.

		Part of Kelly's mind still rebelled against what was happening. She never thought in a million years that she'd be in this position with someone who wasn't her husband, much less a black man! Until now Kelly always thought that the only white girls who dated black men were ugly and fat white girls who couldn't get a white guy. But, oh man, could he kiss!

		His lips on hers were like rough velvet, his tongue rasping over her lips, pushing against them, seeking entrance as she whimpered beneath the onslaught. His hands moved from her back to her rear, cupping the curves there and lifting her to him, pulling her to her tiptoes as her hands clenched his shoulders to steady herself.

		She was overwhelmed. That was all there was to it. A hungry little whimper broke from her throat as her lips parted for him, then his tongue was twining with hers, licking at her, sending erratic, erotic pulses of sensation straight between her thighs.

		Kelly turned around again to see that Allen had his penis out already. He was slowly stroking himself to the sight of her and Jamal together. Though she was ambivalent about his submission to another man, she still gave him a sad smile before turning back to Jamal.

		The black man ate at her mouth, consumed her, nipped at her, growled when her lips closed around his tongue and she suckled at it, allowing him to mimic the controlled thrusts of his hips against hers.

		When he pulled his pants down Kelly gasped with shock. Something big and dark sprang out like a giant snake ready to bite her. It took her a second to realize that it was his cock.

		Jamal chuckled, appreciating her reaction. "First BBC, huh?"

		"What?" said Kelly, unfamiliar with the terminology.

		"Big black cock."

		"Oh, um, definitely."

		He was probably close to ten or eleven inches, extremely thick, uncircumcised. Kelly was almost mesmerized by the sight of it. Allen's penis always filled with blood and stuck up at a sharp angle of less than six inches. But Jamal's cock was so long that it seemed to bob in front of him, like it was waving at her. The sudden realization that such a large thing was going to be inside her very soon filled Kelly with a strange mixture of fear and lust.

		Then his cock was thick and hard, pressing into the juncture of her thighs as he bent to her, rolling his hips to press the heated length against her swollen clit as she fought to rein in her sudden, uncontrolled need.

		Kelly reached down to feel it. She wrapped her fingers around Jamal's cock, felt it pulse in her touch. She couldn't believe how much heat was emanating from it. It felt so alive in her tiny grasp and she felt a little thankful to be given this opportunity.

		"You suck cock, right?" he said.

		"Not really," Kelly said, who'd always found oral sex a little degrading.

		"Well you do now!" laughed Jamal, pushing her to her knees.

		Kelly felt the great strength in his hands and she went down immediately. Now that she was face-to-face with his cock it almost looked evil, like some menacing serpent which might try to devour her if she didn't try to devour it first. She braced herself against his sturdy thighs and opened her mouth a little. She leaned forward and started to slowly lick the huge tip of his cock with her tongue, noting the strong musky taste on her lips now. Then she opened her mouth a little more, allowing the first few inches of Jamal's cock into her mouth.

		Apparently it was a very pleasing image, because the black man roared with delight. "Now that's what I'm talking about! That's what I'm fucking talking about! A white girl sucking my cock! Girl, you're so sexy with that black thing in your mouth, keep sucking, show me you're worthy of this big black meat!"

		Kelly's eyes narrowed darkly because she didn't exactly appreciate this kind of talk. It was already a little humiliating to find herself on her knees, sticking her ass out, with her juices running down her thighs. And she was about to voice her objections when Jamal abruptly pushed his large mushroom head past her lips again.

		This time he got a big handful of her silky blonde hair. He started pulling her head forward to his massive black dong. Kelly had no choice but to comply. The black giant began bobbing her head along the tip of his cock while she struggled to stroke his ebony shaft. It quickly turned into a brutal face-fucking session and Kelly began gagging and choking as strands of hot sticky saliva ran down her chin and onto the floor.

		"Oh my God!" whimpered Allen, blowing his first load of the night. Though no one else in the room seemed to hear him or notice his small puddle of ejaculate.

		For the next ten minutes Kelly continued sucking the swollen black cock into her mouth, while staring up at Jamal who'd assumed a rather smug and masterful look, as if some kind of natural order had finally been restored. Her mouth was stretched almost to the limit to suck him. Occasionally he would grow impatient and press down on her head with his hands, pivoting his hips to actually fuck her mouth with his cock.

		"That's right sexy," Jamal said. "Watch the teeth though. Make your mouth into a pussy for me."

		"GGGRRRrrrrmmmmphhhh," Kelly said back, with little tears in the corners of her pretty eyes.

		Then he pulled his cock out and gave Kelly a few slaps across the face, laughing when she pretended to not like the gesture. Finally he felt his first orgasm build up and he rewarded the white wife with her first black semen, which he generously sprayed down her throat, then shooting a large, thick wad across her nose and outstretched tongue.

		"Good, you earned it," Jamal said, bending down to wipe all of the cum off Kelly's face, before pushing his finger into her mouth. She obediently closed her lips around his finger. "Suck it off and swallow it. It's only protein."

		It was so thick that Kelly started to gag a little. She felt like she was trying to drink an extremely salty milkshake. But she did as he asked and looked back up at him with her big blue eyes, waiting to be told what to do next.

		"Damn Allen, did you see that? Your wife is such a talented little cocksucker!"

		After cumming so soon, Allen's penis was only partially filled with blood now. But he couldn't help touching himself more to the erotic scene being played out in his own living room. Usually Kelly only gave him blowjobs on his birthday. And she always demanded that he lay flat on the bed. Seeing her dominated in such a fashion was almost more than his little penis could take. He smiled weakly at Jamal, letting him know that they should continue. At this point Allen certainly wasn't going to try and stop them.

		Jamal paused for a moment as if he was trying to decide what to do next with his favorite new toy.

		"You wouldn't think so," Jamal said to Allen now, "but a lot of these white girls who seem really classy and stuck-up, are the ones who love black cock the most."

		Allen muttered something unintelligible, mostly wishing that Jamal wouldn't keep addressing him. He didn't want to think about the consequences of tonight's impromptu party. He just wanted to sit there and be as anonymous as possible.

		"Hey Allen, is this better than those magazines? By the way, I only bought you the six-month subscription, so pretty soon you're going to have to start buying your own, ha-ha!"

		"That's fine," Allen said, noting that Jamal's taunts were making it more difficult to achieve another erection.

		Jamal, on the other hand, was still completely hard after cumming on Kelly's face. She was still licking the salty taste from her lips when the black man pushed her back onto the carpet. Gently he pulled her legs wide apart, her knees outside her breasts. He brought her arms inside her legs, elbows inside knees to leverage them apart. He guided her hands to her pussy lips, which she held open for him as he put the head of his cock against her.

		"Oh, Jamal, you are so big," she whimpered as he slowly pressured to push his monster in her tight wetness.

		There was no question he would fit. She was pouring her own juices down her leg, her pussy glistening like a flower after a rainstorm from her own wetness. He was lubed. He worked slowly, letting her get accustomed until he touched the head against her cervix.

		"Oh dear, it's in me, you're really in me!" Kelly was saying over and over again.

		"Damn baby, you're tight like a virgin," Jamal said back, slowly stroking his thick dark meat in and out of her pink pussy lips which tautly sealed around his member.

		Almost in a haze, Kelly felt Jamal lift her legs higher, angling her hips to meet his powerful thrusts. Her toes were now curled and touching the carpet behind her head. He was bending her like a pretzel and she was loving it. The initial burning sensation she'd felt when his cock pushed into her was now morphing into something much more pleasurable. She'd never been fucked so deeply and so masterfully as she was now. It was a completely new experience.

		"Yes Jamal! Yes!"

		"You like that? Tell me, I want to hear you say it."

		"I love it!" she yelled back in wild abandonment.

		"Tell me you love black cock," he said.

		"I freaking love this black cock," she said, the muscles in her vaginal walls contracting around his enormous black cock. "I love black cock, fuck me baby, fuck me!"

		"Are you my white slut now?" Jamal said.

		"Yes baby, fuck me, just fuck me!"

		"Say it, say you're my white slut!"

		As unbelievable as it sounded, Kelly bit down on her lip, then screamed, "Yes Jamal! I'm your white slut! I love this black cock in me!"

		"Tell your husband you need black cock!"

		"I need it, I need black cock!" Kelly yelled, her eyes rolled back in her head as she suffered the brutal pounding from her new black lover.

		"Ohhhhhhh," Jamal groaned. "Damn baby, I'm gonna cum soon. This white pussy has me tripping. You're milking the shit out of my cock. I'm going to cum right inside you, fill this pussy up like it needs to be."

		"Wait," said Allen, realizing something. "Wait, don't cum inside Kelly! You can't!"

		Jamal looked angrily over at Allen, but didn't say anything. He pushed himself all the way inside Kelly's snatch and then paused, letting her feel him pulse deep inside her body.

		Kelly groaned and squeezed her eyes shut.

		"I'm serious," Allen said, sounding more and more frightened. "She's not on birth control. We're trying to have a baby, actually. So you can't cum inside her."

		"Don't worry, it's okay, everything is fine," Jamal said, pulling his hips back to withdrawal several inches of glistening black meat from Kelly's swollen pussy lips. "Calm down white boy. Enjoy the show."

		Allen took this to mean that Jamal wouldn't cum inside Kelly. But about a minute later the black man started to drastically increase the tempo of his fucking.

		Kelly was almost unconscious. She was moaning and grunting like a barnyard animal trying to give birth. Jamal bent down and found her lips again, jamming his tongue into her mouth while he continued jack-hammering into her pelvis. Then Jamal let out a long, low growl before coming to an abrupt stop, his big black balls resting against Kelly's anus.

		"Oh shit," Allen said, looking extremely nervous. "No way, no you fucking didn't!"

		Jamal either didn't hear him, or didn't care. He was too interested in the gorgeous blonde woman beneath him. She was starting to open her eyes again, cooing and murmuring as he held himself inside her.

		"Goddamnit!" said Allen when he saw Jamal finally start to pull his cock out of Kelly's cunt. There was no mistaking the thick white goo as it dripped down his wife's lips, down to her ass crack, and onto the carpet. "You fucking came in her! You fucking came in my wife!"

		As if to apologize for the mistake, Jamal lined his cockhead up with Kelly's pussy lips, then pushed himself back in, causing a loud squelching sound, but momentarily filling the gaping hole.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Allen got home just in time to see the mail truck pull away from the curb. He dashed down the driveway, feeling like it was Christmas. His eyes widened with delight when he saw the pink cellophane wrapper. It was the newest edition of Cuckold Monthly.

		"Finally!" Allen said, tearing it open right there on the street.

		There was a section in the back where readers could send in pictures of their wives.

		The picture the editors had accepted was of Kelly, seven months into her pregnancy. She was only wearing a black thong with little pink hearts on the front; and the wife beater that said BLACK COCK ONLY. The wife beater was stretched tightly over her stomach, which looked enormous on her frame, like she was going to give birth to triplets. Her blonde hair was tied up in a ponytail and she was smiling proudly at the camera. She was flanked by two men: Allen and Jamal. Allen wore boxers and a baggy T-shirt since he felt self-conscious about his belly and small penis. Jamal stood completely nude, looking like a ebony statue, his large black cock dangling between his legs like a pendulum. The editors had added the caption: Another modern American couple.

		Just then Allen heard a baby crying in his household. It was Jamal Jr. He started rushing up the driveway with his magazine, knowing that Kelly would probably need his help.

		

		THE END
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