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 CHAPTER 1: THE CLUB 
 
      
 
    Chris Bennington pulled out his phone and shot off a text to his wife: Hey babe, where are you?  
 
    Chris had just come back from the bathroom, and now could not find his wife anywhere in the crowded club they were at.  
 
    They had gone out to celebrate Chris’s promotion at work. He had spent the last two years in a junior sales position, and had finally secured a senior position with a significant raise. His wife, Brittany, had been floored when he'd told her, and insisted that they go out to celebrate. She had chosen the place: a trendy nightclub in downtown Portland. 
 
    “You know I don't like going to nightclubs,” he had whined. “They're crowded and noisy and I can't dance, which is the whole point of going to a nightclub.” 
 
    “Come on,” Brittany insisted. “Once you get a couple drinks in you, you know you will have a good time. A promotion is a cause for celebration, babe. Live a little!” 
 
    Chris still found himself not really wanting to go to the club, but he finally caved and agreed to go. Who knows, maybe he'd actually have fun, and if not, it was just one night. What's the worst that could happen? 
 
    But now here he was, only an hour into their nightclub excursion, and Brittany was nowhere to be found. 
 
    She must have gone to use the restroom, Chris decided. All he could do was wait for her to finish up. He walked up to the bar, and waited to order a drink. He was annoyed that it took him nearly ten minutes just to order, as he competed with a procession attractive young men and women for the bartender’s attention. 
 
    He ordered a light beer and after another 5 minutes, he received his drink and took a seat on one of the barstools. As he sipped his beer, he scanned the packed club, keeping an eye out for his wife. But he just could not find her, and he began to worry. 
 
    He glanced at his watch. It had been at least a half hour now since he'd gone to the bathroom, if not longer. Where could Brittany have gone? Had she gotten kidnapped? He imagined her being sold into slavery, a victim of human sex trafficking. 
 
    Brittany was a petite, 25-year-old blonde beauty. Despite her small frame, she had a large, juicy ass that drove men wild -- Chris included. So the idea that she could be kidnapped to act as someone's sex slave was not beyond the realm of possibility -- although, Chris had to admit it was an unlikely scenario. Still, where was she? 
 
    He pulled out his phone and this time, instead of texting her, he called her. The phone rang several times before going to her voicemail.  
 
    Hmmm, Chris thought. It didn't go straight to voicemail, so her phone is not turned off … can she not hear it ringing over the noise of the club? But what is she doing that would keep her from checking her phone for more than a half hour? 
 
    He decided he had better go ask someone to see if she was in the restroom. Maybe she had already had too much too drink and was in there puking up her guts. 
 
    He pulled up a photo of her on his phone and walked to the woman's bathroom, where a line had formed. He walked up to the first woman in line and held up the photo of Brittany.  
 
    “Hey!” he shouted, his voice still barely audible over the thumping music. “When you go in there, could you see if this woman is in there?”  
 
    The woman seemed a little reluctant to take on that responsibility, but she nodded. When she entered, Chris stood awkwardly beside the line as he waited for her. 
 
    It must have taken at least fifteen minutes before she finally emerged, but Chris’s hopes were dashed as soon as she walked out -- she was already shaking her head. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said. “She is not in there.” 
 
    “Shoot,” he said. “Well, thanks for looking.” But she wasn't listening. She was already walking off.  
 
    “Damn,” he said. “Where could that woman have gone?” 
 
    He considered leaving to look for her -- perhaps she had gone out to the car for some reason -- but what if she came back and he was gone? He decided the best course of action was to wait for her at the bar … at least for awhile.  
 
    He ordered another beer and took a seat. He glanced at his watch. It had now been nearly an hour. He sighed and took a sip of his beer.  
 
    Another half hour went by. Chris was just beginning to seriously consider calling 911 when Brittany suddenly emerged from the crowd.  
 
    Her blond hair was all messy and tousled, a far cry from the meticulous hairdo she had slaved over before they had left. And her dress looked slightly crooked -- almost as if she'd taken it off, then hurriedly put it back on. But her tousled look certainly did not detract from Brittany’s innate sexiness. Standing at 5’6, Brittany’s black dress clung to her pale, smooth skin, highlighting the enticing curves of her body … located in just the right places. 
 
    “Hey babe,” she said, almost as if nothing was wrong as she walked up to her husband. 
 
    “Uh … hey,” Chris said. “Where the hell have you been?” 
 
    “Sorry,” Brittany said with only the slightest hint of guilt, as if her hour-long absence was no big deal. “I was in the bathroom.” 
 
    Chris’s pulse quickened. Had he just caught his wife in a lie? 
 
    “You were in the bathroom … the entire time?” he asked.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “I am sorry it took so long, it's just … you know … woman issues.” 
 
    He had definitely caught her in a lie. But what was he supposed to do with that information? He didn't know why she had lied. And he didn't want to confront her now, in a crowded club, surrounded by hundreds of people. So he decided to file away the information; he could confront her about it later.  
 
    “Okay,” he said tentatively. “Well, sit down. I'll buy you a drink--” 
 
    As he was speaking, a man came up behind Brittany and placed a hand on either side of her waist. Chris was left speechless by the man’s ballsiness. Clearly, he did not realize that this woman was married. 
 
    Chris studied him for a moment. He was a black man, at least 6 feet tall, who had clearly taken his time getting ready to go out clubbing for the night. He was groomed and dressed impeccably … in fact, looking him over, Chris felt like he was dressed a bit like a slob in comparison. Though he was a good looking guy, that was all the more reason for the man to take his hands off his wife, Chris thought -- surely he didn't have trouble picking up women, so he shouldn't have to go after married ones. 
 
    “Uh, excuse me,” Chris said annoyedly. “That is my wife that you are--” 
 
    “Oh, no, Chris, it's okay,” Brittany said, and she giggled as she pulled the man in front of her, giving him a playful, almost flirtatious, swat on the arm. “This is Turrell. We actually know each other.” 
 
    “You … you do?” Chris asked, confused. As Chris stood there in confusion, Turrell placed one of his large arms around Brittany’s shoulders … his hand just so happened to come down directly onto her breast. Chris felt his pulse quicken.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “We went to school together. We ran into each other earlier in the night.” 
 
    When? Chris wanted to ask. You have supposedly been in the bathroom for the past hour-plus, and before that you were with me the whole time! But for some reason -- maybe to avoid the embarrassment of a public argument -- he kept his mouth shut and simply looked on as a tall, handsome black man towered over his wife.  
 
    “We were great friends,” Turrell said. “What great luck that we have a chance to catch up.” He turned to look at Chris. “You don't mind if I join you two for a bit, do you?” 
 
    Chris stammered. In truth, the last thing he wanted was to spend any more time with this guy. But on the other hand, he could not think of a good reason to refuse that wouldn’t make him look jealous or petty. 
 
    “Um, uh … sure, I guess that would be fine,” he said. 
 
    “Great. Hey, I actually have a hookup with the owner of this place … I can get us into the VIP lounge. You guys game?” 
 
    Brittany’s eyes lit up. “Awesome!” she said. “Look at you, Mr. VIP!” 
 
    Turrell chuckled. “I will take that as a yes. Follow me.” He led them to the VIP section of the club, which was roped off and guarded by a bouncer. Turrell leaned over and spoke into the bouncer’s ear, and with barely a word, he was pulling the rope back and ushering them into the exclusive area.  
 
    Turrell sat down on a small, leather loveseat and pulled Brittany down to sit beside him. She did not object, and Chris was stuck taking a seat facing them. He had an unsettling feeling, like he was the third wheel rather than Turrell. But that was crazy. Brittany was merely excited to reconnect with an old friend. 
 
    As they sat down, Brittany placed a hand on Turrell’s shoulder. “It's amazing that you were able to get us in here,” she said. “You are such a … stud.” 
 
    The word hung in the air and sent a shock wave through Chris’s system. He had never heard Brittany call him a stud … maybe when they had first started dating, but even then he could not recall a single time. Suddenly, all of Chris’s fears and anxieties came to the surface. The flirting between his wife and this handsome black man did not seem so innocent anymore. 
 
    As a flurry of thoughts shot through his brain, he watched as Turrell chuckled and placed a large, dark hand flat on Brittany’s thigh. “Well, it's no big deal,” he said. “I just have the right connections.” 
 
    Chris, desperate to change the subject, blurted out the first piece of small talk that entered his head: “So, Turrell,” he shouted over the thumping music, “what do you do?” 
 
    It was not Turrell, but Brittany that answered. 
 
    “Oh, Turrell is a rapper!” she exclaimed excitedly, her eyes lighting up in excitement and … what was that look, Chris wondered … admiration? 
 
    “Oh wow,” Chris said, deflated. 
 
    “I prefer the term ‘recording artist,’” Turrell said with a cocky smirk. “But it is definitely not as big of a deal as it sounds.” 
 
    “He's being modest,” Brittany insisted. She placed a hand on Turrell’s chest; Chris stared at it, dumbfounded, as she spoke. “No, he is not blowing up top 40 radio or anything -- yet -- but he's huge locally. It's just a matter of time before he blows up!” 
 
    Turrell turned and gave Chris a sly wink. “She is sweet, isn't she?” he said, nodding his head toward Brittany. He turned to her. “Aren't you sweet?” he said, and he bent down and gave her a kiss on the cheek. 
 
    It was subtle, but Chris saw Brittany’s eyes close as Turrell’s lips brushed against her skin -- it was as if she were holding her breath, savoring the moment. It was too much for Chris. He stood up.  
 
    “Hey, listen, I really appreciate you getting us into the VIP and everything, but we should really get going,” he said. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Brittany said, a hint of annoyance in her voice. “The night is still young!” 
 
    “I'm not feeling the greatest,” Chris said. “I think I may have had one too many beers.” At least the first half of that statement is true, he thought. “I just want to go home.” 
 
    “But, Chris--” Brittany started. But Turrell interrupted her.  
 
    “It's okay,” he said, his voice firm, confident. “You can go.”  
 
    She looked up at him. “Are you sure?” she asked earnestly. It further upset Chris. Brittany was his wife; she should be concerned about his feelings, not this random classmate from her past. He felt his cheeks burn with anger and envy. 
 
    Turrell place his hand on the side of Brittany’s head and stroked her hair. Chris could not believe what was happening. His wife was looking up at this guy with big, wide puppy-dog eyes. 
 
    “I am sure,” he said. “We have had enough fun for one night. We can meet up another time, just the two of us, so we can catch up more.” 
 
    “Do you promise?” she asked earnestly. 
 
    “Of course. Here,” he said, and he pulled his phone out of his pocket and unlocked the screen. “Give me your phone number. We'll stay in touch.” 
 
    Brittany looked all too eager as she entered her phone number into the tall, black man's phone.  
 
    “Okay,” Chris said. “Let's, uh … let's go, then.” 
 
    Brittany gave Turrell a lingering hug that Chris thought went on for far too long, but finally she joined Chris as he headed out of the VIP area.  
 
    They walked through the club toward the exit in silence. But Chris could not get over what had just happened -- the blatant flirting between his wife and another man. Needless to say, it was going to be an eventful drive home.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 2: THE EX 
 
      
 
    Chris just that for a moment after entering the car, trying to gather his thoughts.  
 
    “What's the holdup?” Brittany asked. “Let's go.” 
 
    Chris could not believe her, acting as if nothing was wrong. But he pulled out and began driving home, still trying to gather his thoughts.  
 
    Finally, about ten minutes into the drive home, he found the courage to confront his wife. 
 
    “Are we going to talk about what happened tonight?” Chris asked. 
 
    Brittany, who was playing on her phone, didn't even bother to look up. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Chris was beside himself. “What do I mean? Where do I start! First, you disappeared on me for over an hour!” 
 
    Brittany, who had not realized Chris was angry at her, realized she had to defend herself. She placed her phone on her lap and looked up at her husband with a look of exasperation on her face. “I told you, I was in the bathroom!” she shouted. 
 
    “No, you were not,” he responded coldly. 
 
    “What are you even talking about,” she said. “Of course I was.” 
 
    “No, you were not. I asked someone to look for you in the bathroom, and they said you weren't in there.” 
 
    Chris thought he saw a momentary look of surprise on his wife's face, as if she was surprised he had actually taken the effort to look into her whereabouts, but soon she once again had her previous, annoyed look on her face.  
 
    “What, so you sent some drunk bitch into the bathroom to look for me? She probably didn't even try! I promise you I was in the bathroom the whole time.” 
 
    Chris paused. She had a point. How reliable was the woman he had sent into the bathroom to look for his wife, really?  
 
    But the bathroom issue was not the major issue, he reminded himself. He wondered how his wife would try to weasel out of what he was about to bring up.  
 
    “Okay,” he said. “Fine. You were in the bathroom. I'll give you the benefit of the doubt. But tell me, Brittany, what the hell was going on with Turrell?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked innocently “Nothing was going on with Turrell.” 
 
    “You were all over him,” he said. “And he was all over you.” 
 
    To Chris’s surprise, Brittany actually laughed at his accusation.  
 
    “Chris, are you jealous? He is just an old school friend, I swear. I told you that. You have nothing to worry about.” 
 
    Chris frowned. “His hands were all over you. And, frankly, you were a little handsy with him as well.” 
 
    “Chris, look. We were all drinking. Sure, we may have gotten a little handsy with each other, but it was just the alcohol talking. It was never going to go any further than that, and you know it.” 
 
    Chris felt his anger and indignity being chipped at. Could he be overreacting? Maybe it was just a little innocent flirting that was never going to go anywhere. 
 
    “I love you,” Brittany said, interrupting his thoughts.  
 
    That was enough to melt Chris’s anger, even though he could not help feeling a bit like he was being manipulated. 
 
    “Look, I am sorry,” he said. “I have to admit I was a bit jealous. I guess … I guess I just was not thinking straight. Okay? Do you forgive me?” 
 
    Brittany placed a hand on Chris’s thigh. “Of course I forgive you, sweetie. Let's not let this ruin what was an otherwise fun night.” 
 
    Chris shot her a half-hearted smile, and she went back to playing on her phone. Chris could not help feeling that the night had not been completely fun, not for him, anyway, but he decided to put the thought out of his mind. There was no point stewing in anger. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    That night, they passed out, both of them perhaps drunker than they had realized. The next morning, Chris was the first to wake up so he headed downstairs to make them breakfast. 
 
    It ended up being more of a brunch, because by the time Chris had finished cooking and Brittany had trudged downstairs to eat, it was half past 11. 
 
    As they sat eating their eggs and pancakes, there was a knock on the door. Chris answered it, to find that it was Brittany’s sister, Olivia. 
 
    “Hey, Liv,” Brittany shouted from the kitchen table. “Want some pancakes?” 
 
    “Sure!” Liv shouted, blowing right past Chris without a word. 
 
    Olivia was only 20, and she played off her youth, keeping her hair in a pair of tight pigtails. She was always wearing short skirts with knee-high socks which Chris found quite … distracting. It did not help that she also had a propensity for wearing low-cut, see-through blouses. 
 
    Olivia took a seat at the table beside Brittany and Chris brought her a plate of pancakes. As she ate, Brittany asked her about school -- she was a student at the local community college. 
 
    “it's going great,” she said between bites. “In fact, after this quarter, I will be transferring to a university.” 
 
    “That's great!” Brittany exclaimed. “What are you planning to get your degree in?” 
 
    “I'm not sure of that yet,” Olivia said. “Still trying to figure that out.” 
 
    “Well, you're young,” Brittany responded. “You have plenty of time to figure it out.” 
 
    “That is exactly what everyone keeps telling me,” Olivia said. “But enough about me. Tell me what you two have been up to.” 
 
    “Well, last night we went out to celebrate Chris’s promotion,” Brittany said. 
 
    “Oh wow, you got a promotion?” Olivia exclaimed. “Congratulations, Chris.” 
 
    Chris smiled, proud of himself and of the praise. “Thank you,” he said. “That means a lot. I busted my butt to get this promotion.” 
 
    “I'll bet. So you guys went out to celebrate, huh? Where did you go?” 
 
    “We went out to a nightclub downtown,” he said. “Even ran into an old school friend of Brittany’s.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Olivia asked. “Who?” 
 
    “Some guy named Turrell,” Chris said. 
 
    To his surprise, Olivia’s jaw dropped at the mention of Turrell’s name. She turned to look at Brittany with a shocked look at her face. 
 
    “Turrell?!” she squealed. “Turrell Washington?” 
 
    Brittany was surprisingly sheepish as she answered, “Yes, Liv.” What in the world is going on? Chris thought.  
 
    “Oh my gosh,” Liv continued. “I cannot believe you ran into your ex-boyfriend … who just so happens to be an up-and-coming rap star!” 
 
    Now Chris felt his own jaw drop, and before he could even fully process what had been said, he barked out, “What?!” 
 
    Brittany turned to face Chris, a horror-stricken look on her face. “Chris …” she said. 
 
    “Uh … clearly Chris did not know …” Olivia said. “I am very, very sorry if I've created a, uh … awkward situation.” 
 
    “Is that true?” Chris asked. “Is Turrell your ex-boyfriend?” 
 
    Brittany looked flabbergasted for a moment; clearly she had not expected to have to defend herself in the middle of breakfast. 
 
    “Yes, he was my boyfriend,” she spat out. “But Chris, this was in middle school. Think about how long ago that is.” 
 
    Chris’s mind was reeling. If Turrell was Brittany’s ex-boyfriend, then was their flirting really as innocent as she had claimed?  
 
    “So you are telling me that you spent all last night flirting with your ex-boyfriend?” 
 
    “Chris, really, it's not like that. I was really just catching up with an old friend. I have not thought about him romantically since middle school. Middle school, Chris!” 
 
    “Okay, I realize what you're saying,” Chris said. “It was a long time ago. I get it. But still … he was your boyfriend, Brittany! I can not just move past that.” 
 
    He shook his head and marched off to grab his coat and keys, then headed for the front door.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Brittany asked.  
 
    “I just need to get out of here. I need some time alone to think.” With that, he marched out of the door, leaving Brittany and Olivia both totally distressed -- but not, he suspected, nearly as distressed as he was. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As he drove around town, not headed anywhere in particular, Chris tried to pin down just why he was so upset. On the one hand, it made perfect sense -- he'd caught his wife flirting with an ex-boyfriend. But on the other hand, he had to admit that the relationship had been a long time ago. Chris did not think he could even remember half of what had happened to him in middle school. 
 
    Maybe I am being crazy and completely blowing this out of proportion, he thought after he’d had some time to calm down. He sighed. I think I have some apologizing to do. 
 
    He headed back home, and when he pulled into the driveway he checked his watch. He'd been gone almost an hour and a half. 
 
    When he walked into the house, he called out Brittany’s name, but there was no response. Olivia’s car was gone, so he assumed Brittany had gone with her sister somewhere.  
 
    He shot her a quick text that just said, home. Where are you?, but there was no immediate response.  
 
    He sighed. It was still relatively early, but he was beat. He decided to go upstairs and take a nap, but first, he thought it would be a good idea to leave Brittany a note. He could not for the life of him find a pen, but he saw Brittany’s laptop on the counter and decided it was just as easy to print out a note. 
 
    As he opened the laptop, he realized he didn't know Brittany’s password, but as he looked at the screen, he realized the computer had never been turned off, so there was no need to put in a password after all. 
 
    He was about to minimize the web browser and bring up some word processing software, but the browser window caught his eye. It was logged in to Brittany’s Facebook profile, and her messages were displayed. The top thread, the most recent, was with one Turrell Washington … his wife's ex-boyfriend.  
 
    He knew it would be an invasion of his wife's privacy to read through her personal messages without her consent, but he just could not stop himself. He held his breath as he clicked on the message thread and waited for the messages to appear.  
 
    He scrolled up to the earliest message. It was preceded by a message informing Brittany that she was now “connected” with Turrell. 
 
    OMG! Turrell! It's been SO long, Brittany’s opening message said. What have you been up to? I hear you are an up and coming rapper! How is that going? Are you married? Girlfriend? Kids? Tell me everything! 
 
    OK, Chris thought, this isn't so bad. It really did look like she just wanted to catch up with an old middle school friend. He read on.  
 
    Hey girl! Turrell wrote back. So good to hear from you! Yes, you heard correctly … my rap career is finally starting to gain some traction. It is very rewarding for all my hard work to finally be paying off. And no, no wife, no kids, no girlfriend. You applying for the job? ;) 
 
    Chris frowned. He didn't like that Turrell had immediately taken the opportunity to flirt with Brittany … whether he knew she was married or not.  
 
    LOL. I'm just curious, silly! It has definitely been way too long. We really need to catch up one of these days. 
 
    Well, I think that can be arranged. What are you doing this Friday? We could meet at the club. 
 
    Unfortunately, I have plans with my husband. In fact, I almost always have plans with my husband, unfortunately. 
 
    Chris was relieved to see his wife mention to her ex that she was married. It at least put a kind of psychological barrier between the two of them. A guy had to have pretty big balls to pursue a woman even after learning she was married. 
 
    So? Turrell wrote in response to Brittany’s message. You can't sneak away for a couple hours?  
 
    Chris frowned. Apparently Turrell had pretty big balls.  
 
    I can't, unfortunately. He's always with me and if I did try to sneak away, he'd get suspicious. I'm sorry, boo. :( 
 
    Awww, don’t worry about it, babe, Turrell responded. 
 
    Why would Brittany be worried about making him jealous, Chris wondered? He felt a knot form in his stomach. He read on, and noted that the next message was dated just yesterday … the morning before Chris had received his promotion and they’d gone out. It was Brittany that had initiated contact with Turrell. 
 
    Hey, I don’t know what your schedule is like, but my husband just texted me to tell me he got promoted, Brittany wrote. I was thinking I’d take him out to celebrate tonight. I know it’s short notice, but maybe we can arrange to “bump into” one another? What do you think, babe? 
 
    Promotion, eh? Turrell responded. Good for him. Yeah, I could bump into you tonight. In fact, I’d love to. ;) You know the club on Main downtown? 
 
    I do, she replied. I think we’ll be there around 7. Here’s my number so we can meet up when we get there. See you soon, stud ;) 
 
    The conversation ended there; there were no more messages. Chris was stunned. He felt like he was going to be sick. Clearly, his wife’s intentions with her studly, black ex-boyfriend were not nearly as innocent as she had let on. She had actually orchestrated meeting up with him on his promotion celebration. In fact, the celebration had been nothing more than a ruse so that she could meet up with Turrell. 
 
    He knew one thing for sure: One way or another, he had to get ahold of Brittany’s phone and see what had been said between the two of them at the club. Normally he wouldn’t even think of violating his wife’s privacy in that way, but clearly he had reason to be suspicious of whatever in the hell was going on between Brittany and Turrell. 
 
    He wanted nothing more than to confront Brittany, to show her the messages he’d found and demand an explanation. And though he felt like the messages themselves were damning, he felt sure that his wife would find a way to explain it away and make Chris feel foolish for doubting her. No, he had to have indisputable proof before he confronted her. And he felt certain the proof he needed was on her phone. 
 
    He wrote out a quick note to Brittany like he’d originally intended to do, printed it out and shut down the computer. He left the note on the kitchen table and went to go lie down. But as he lay on the bed staring up at the ceiling, he found that he couldn’t take a nap. His mind was going a mile a minute. 
 
    He was like that for at least a good hour, when he finally heard the roar of a car engine and then, a few minutes later, the sound of the front door opening. Even still, he pretended like he was napping and waited for his wife to read the note he’d left her. It just said that he was tired and had gone up to take a nap, and that he had overreacted and was sorry, and they could talk later that day after he’d had some time to rest. 
 
    After a few minutes, he heard footsteps coming up the steps, and before long Brittany was peeking her head through the door. 
 
    “Hey babe,” she called out. 
 
    Chris acted groggy, like he’d just been asleep, even though he hadn’t been. 
 
    “Wha--Oh, hi babe,” he said. “When’d you get home?” It was extremely difficult for him to pretend like nothing was amiss, like everything was peachy keen and he had been in the wrong earlier. 
 
    “Just a minute ago,” she said. “Hey, I know you just woke up, but can we talk?” 
 
    “Uh, sure,” Chris said. He sat up and patted the bed next to him, indicating for Brittany to come take a seat next to him. 
 
    “I’m sorry for not telling you that Turrell is my ex-boyfriend,” she said. “It was so stupid of me. It really doesn’t mean anything, I swear, it was so long ago … but I should have told you anyway, just to be upfront. I’m sorry, okay?” 
 
    Chris couldn’t believe it. His wife was good alright. Here she was, still pretending like she and Turrell had just innocently bumped into each other, when he knew that they’d planned the entire thing. But he just nodded, and said that he accepted her apology. 
 
    “Let’s put this behind us,” he said, and did his best to put on a smile that didn’t look too forced.  
 
    He patted her shoulder, stretched, and then announced that he was going to go down and start investigating what they could make for dinner, leaving Brittany alone in the bedroom. 
 
    When he walked into the kitchen, he found his wife’s phone plugged into the wall and he thanked the stars for his good luck. Looking over his shoulder to make sure his wife wasn’t coming down the stairs, he quickly opened the phone and opened the text-messaging app. 
 
    A few text threads down, he found a conversation with someone her phone identified as simply, “T.” 
 
    Hey, “T” wrote, kicking off the conversation. I'm here. Where you at? 
 
    Chris checked the date and time the text had been sent, and had to catch his breath. It was when they had been on the way to the club … they'd been running a little late. 
 
    I'm so sorry, Brittany replied nearly half an hour later. We were running late and I couldn't text. But we just got here, and I managed to ditch my husband ;) The place is packed; he won't miss me for awhile. Where are you?  
 
    No problem. Why don't you meet me outside around back? 
 
    Great! See you soon! :) 
 
    After that, there was just one final text message, sent this morning:  
 
    Last night was incredible. I can't wait to see you again. 
 
    Chris felt like he was on the verge of tears. These text messages made the truth painfully obvious. It was obvious that his wife had orchestrated the meeting with Turrell and was intent on having an affair with him, if she hadn't already. What did this mean for him, for his marriage? Surely they couldn't just continue on after this like everything was okay. 
 
    While his mind continued to real, he heard his named called tentatively from behind him. He turned around, slowly, and took in the sight of his wife looking nervously at him as he held her phone.  
 
    “We need to talk,” he said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 3: THE TRUTH 
 
      
 
    Chris was furious, but he tried to remain calm. He had taken Brittany into the living room; this wasn’t the kind of discussion one had standing up in the kitchen. Brittany was now seated on the couch, and Chris was in a chair facing her. 
 
    “These texts look bad, Brittany,” Chris said. “Really, really bad. Can you explain this?” 
 
    Brittany just shook her head. “Chris, I’m sorry, it’s … it’s not what it looks like, it …” 
 
    “Let me stop you right there,” Chris said. “Because here’s what it looks like. First, it looks like going out to celebrate my promotion was a pretense for meeting up with your ex-boyfriend, who you reconnected with weeks ago on Facebook. Then, it looks like when you disappeared for an hour, you were not in the bathroom as you claimed, but with said ex-boyfriend doing who knows what. But apparently it was pretty ‘incredible.’ Does that about sum it up, Brittany?” 
 
    “Chris …” 
 
    “Look, don’t patronize me, Brittany. I’m not an idiot. Just tell me the truth. I can handle it.” 
 
    Brittany, who had been staring down at her feet with a shamed look on her face, looked up at her husband sheepishly and sighed. “Okay, Chris,” she said. I’ll be honest with you. 
 
    “Yes, going out to the club was a pretense for me to hang out with Turrell, but it started out completely innocently. Yes, there may have been a little bit of flirtation, but I really did just see it as two friends from middle school reconnecting and catching up.” 
 
    “So,” Chris said, “you say it started out completely innocently. I’m guessing that’s not where it ended up?” 
 
    Brittany slowly shook her head back and forth. “No,” she said. “It didn’t.”  
 
    “Well. Don’t stop. What happened?” 
 
    Brittany shook her head. “You don’t want to hear that,” she said. 
 
    Chris wasn’t sure why, but he actually did want to hear it. Maybe it was morbid curiosity, or maybe it was a need for some kind of cathartic release, but he found himself wanting -- even needing -- his wife to tell him what had transpired between her and her ex-boyfriend. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “You can tell me. I want to know. We can’t move past this before I know. Start with when we arrived at the club. Where did you meet him, and what happened when the two of you were together?” 
 
    Brittany brought her hands to the sides of her head, as if she couldn’t believe what she was being asked to describe. But she did as she was asked anyway. 
 
    “At first I thought I’d only be gone a couple minutes, maybe a half hour at most,” she said. “I figured I could explain it away as having gone to the bathroom. But time got away from me … He asked me to meet him around back, so I did. As soon as I saw him, all these memories came rushing back to me. It was like I was back in middle school. We hugged, and before I even knew what was happening, his lips were on mine.” 
 
    “He kissed you?” Chris asked. 
 
    “He did,” Brittany said, and it was like she was reliving the memory; her voice was warm, and her eyes were closed as she spoke. “Tentatively at first. And I did think of you, Chris, and I resisted, but then … something kicked in, like some primordial part of my mind or something. And suddenly his tongue was in my mouth and I was kissing him back, I was … I was sucking on his tongue, biting his lip. I … I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
    As Brittany described making out with her ex-boyfriend, Chris felt his face turn red. A swirl of emotions shot through his body. Jealousy. Rage. Disbelief that his wife would dare act this way, violate the bond of their marriage. 
 
    But he was surprised that beneath all of those negative emotions, there was something else. Something that surprised and confused him. As the image of his wife with Turrell burned itself into his brain, he found the image erotic. Sexy. 
 
    He was getting turned on at the thought of his wife with Turrell. 
 
    It was crazy. He knew that. But there was nothing he could do about it, and the last thing he wanted was for his wife to know he was getting turned on. So in a voice that carried a little bit of anger, he asked, “So you two just stood out there making out in the parking lot, huh?” 
 
    “Well … we did, for awhile,” she said. “Then he asked me to get in his car.” 
 
    That bit of information took Chris by surprise.  
 
    “He asked you to get in his car? Why?” 
 
    “He only lives a couple minutes away,” she said. “He said he wanted to show me his place.”               
 
    “And … you did it? You got in his car?” 
 
    She didn't say a word in response; she just nodded. Chris realized that if they had gone back to his place, a lot more had probably taken place than just Turrell showing her around. 
 
    “So what happened when you got to his place?” 
 
    “He lives in a condo downtown. It was really nice. As soon as we walked in the door, I was blown away by how nice it was. He sat me down on his couch and we started talking, but there was still a lot of sexual tension from earlier, when we'd kissed.  
 
    “Well, it didn't take long for him to lean over and kiss me again. I … I know I should have spotted him, Chris, but ...he has those large, sensual lips, and as soon as I felt them, it was all over. He'd taken over my body. It was like I had no choice.  
 
    “I … I admit that at that point, I became the aggressor. I couldn't help it. I was taken over by this raw, savage, animalistic lust. I had to have him. I had to. 
 
      
 
    “I pulled away from his kiss, and I pushed him down on his back, so he was lying flat along the length of the couch, and that's the first time I felt … him. Just through his jeans, at first, stroking it. It wasn't even fully erect, Chris, but it was still the largest one I've ever had! You have to remember, the last time I'd been with Turrell was in middle school … he was still just a boy, then. But now here he was, and after all these years he's become a man. A real man, big, and sexy and strong. And I was overwhelmed by it.” 
 
    Chris was stung by his wife’s assertion that Turrell was a “real man.” Was he not? Was she trying to emasculate him?  
 
    But maybe, if she was, she was into something. For as she told her story, and described rubbing Turrell’s massive cock through his jeans, Chris felt his own cocktail straining against his own jeans. What did that say about him? A real man would be outraged by this story, seething with barely-suppressed rage. But the only thing Chris was trying to suppress was his embarrassing erection. As he did so, his wife continued to provide the details of her affair.  
 
    “I started unbuckling his belt, and as I did so he encouraged me, telling me what a good little slut I was. You know I normally hate to be called things like that, Chris … it's so demeaning … but when he said it … it's like I became a woman possessed. Within another few seconds, his belt was off, his jeans were unbuttoned, and I was pulling them off. 
 
    “With just his boxers off now, the outline of his cock was even more pronounced. I couldn't believe how big it was! But as I started pulling his boxers off, he stopped me. He wanted to tease me.  
 
    “He ordered me to kiss and lick and suck his ‘big nigger cock,’ as he put it, through his boxers. I whimpered to express my disagreement -- I was ready for his full cock and didn't want the boxers in the way -- but he gave me a stern look that made it clear I was to do as I was told. So I did. I slurped that cock up as enthusiastically as I could through his underwear. And Chris, you wouldn't believe it -- it actually got bigger. And as I continued to slurp away, Turrell began to moan, and I could hear his breath getting heavier. He was getting closer to where I already was.  
 
    “At that point, I couldn't stand it any longer. I pulled his boxers off and took in the sight of the biggest, juiciest, most gorgeous cock I've ever seen in my life. It was--” 
 
    She interrupted herself, seeing the pained look on Chris’s face at her words.  
 
    “I'm not trying to hurt you,” she said. “I'm just trying to rectify an ugly situation caused by my own dishonesty by being absolutely truthful with you. This is the pure, unvarnished truth, Chris … for better or worse.” 
 
    “Okay,” Chris squeaked out. “Thank you. Please go on.” 
 
    She did as he had asked. 
 
    “It was easily nine inches long, if not longer. I measured it against my forearm later … his cock was a couple inches longer.” She held up her forearm to demonstrate the size of Turrell’s cock. Chris had a difficult time wrapping his head around the fact that a man's penis could even be that large. “It took both hands to wrap all the way around it,” she continued. “I was mesmerized. And as I stared, I noticed a little drop of precum leaking from his engorged head and without even thinking -- it was completely instinctual -- I leaned forward and licked the drop away.  
 
    “It was delicious, Chris. Not just his precum -- although it was tasty -- but the taste of the soft flesh of his cock. And before I realized what I was doing, I found myself running my tongue up and down the entire length of his massive, black cock … and moaning like a little whore!” 
 
    Chris squirmed uncomfortably in his seat. The mental image of his wife's tongue on another man's cock, of her admittedly acting like a dirty whore, should have sent waves of jealousy through him … and to be sure, it did. But it also aroused him like he has never been aroused before. The intense arousal he'd first felt at the idea had just been building, simmering, as his wife told her lurid story. Although he was trying to hide it, he wondered if his wife had some inkling that she was turning him on, because she started to speak more enthusiastically. Then again, he thought, maybe she was just excited to relive the memory of her encounter with Turrell. 
 
    “I only got to run my tongue up and down his cock a few times, though, because pretty soon he had grabbed the back of my head and he was guiding his cock into my mouth,” Brittany said, continuing her story.  
 
    “Chris … you wouldn't believe how big his cock is. I could barely wrap my lips around it … but once I did, I never wanted to let go! I started sliding my mouth up and down his cock, very slowly at first. I was still getting used to the size of this monster in my mouth, and honestly, I have to admit that I gagged a few times. But Turrell was so patient … he just stroked my hair lovingly as I did my best to please him.  
 
    “And please him I did. I could tell by the sounds he was making that I was doing a good job, even if it was taking me a while to really get the hang of his … you know, his size. Eventually, I needed to give my jaw a break, so I took his cock out of my mouth and just tickled the base of his head with my tongue. He loved that, and soon he couldn't take any more. He started pulling off my dress and told me he needed to ‘bust a nut in me.’” She giggled at the memory. “And then I was lying there naked in front of him.” 
 
    “You weren't wearing panties?” Chris asked. 
 
    “No underwear--no bra or panties,” she said, and she sighed. “I don't know, Chris. Maybe subconsciously I wanted something to happen. Maybe I knew something was going to happen between Turrell and me. I certainly dressed the part, didn't I?” 
 
    Brittany wasn't doing a very good job if making it seem like this had all been a spontaneous mistake because she'd been caught up in the moment, Chris thought. But by this point he didn't care. He just wanted to hear what slutty thing his wife had done next. 
 
    “Continue your story,” he said. 
 
    “If you insist,” she said, and Chris thought he caught sight of a sly grin, as if she was aware of the effect her story was having on him.  
 
    “Turrell leaned forward and took one of my nipples into his mouth, and began moving from one to the other, biting, sucking and nibbling them. That alone drove me wild. And then he brought his hand -- he has huge hands, Chris; everything about him is huge, frankly -- between my legs and drove his thick fingers into me. Chris … I came in under a minute. His touch was electrifying. It was like nothing I've ever experienced before.” 
 
    That comment, of course, bruised Chris’s ego a bit. Clearly, he had never touched his wife in any way that was as remotely “electrifying” as the way Turrell had apparently touched Brittany. But if Chris’s ego was so bruised, why was he trying so hard to hide one of the most intense erections he'd ever had in his life. 
 
    “Even though I'd cum so quickly, I knew we were just getting started,” Brittany continued. “Needless to say, that was the first of several orgasms I had that night. 
 
    “Chris took off his shirt, and we were both completely naked now. He lifted me up and kissed me, and we made out as he carried me into his bedroom and threw me down roughly on the bed. He teased me at first, slapping his big, juicy cock against my pussy lips. He knew exactly what he was doing and it didn't take me long to acquiesce; I was begging him to fuck me, to slide his ‘big, strong nigger cock,’ as I think my exact words were, into my tight little pussy. 
 
    “Well, after making me squirm a bit, he was only oh-so-happy to comply with my desperate pleas. Even though I was begging him to fill me up, I think he could tell that I'd never had anyone as big as him inside me before. He slid into me very slowly, and I could feel myself being stretched out for the first time in my life … no offense, Chris, but that's the honest truth.  
 
    “It did hurt at first, I'll admit, but he went slow. He was sensual, even, and he bent down and gave me a long, slow kiss as he slowly slid the length of his cock deep into my soaked cunt. I whimpered in a mixture of intense pleasure and pain. After a few strokes, though, my pussy began to accommodate the monster cock invading it … I think it helps that I was so wet … just sopping. 
 
    “Ad my juiced began to coat and lubricate his cock, he picked up speed, sliding in and out quickly, and then adding a bit of force until, before long, he was pounding me. He was pounding the shit out of me, Chris! Good lord, it felt amazing! I must have cum at least three times as he fucked me. And before long, I felt him pounding me harder, and his breath grew incredibly short, and he was cumming, shooting his cum--” 
 
    Chris, suddenly alarmed, shouted out, “He was wearing a condom, right?” He and Brittany had been talking about having kids in the near future, and though they weren't quite ready for kids yet, Brittany had stopped taking birth control in preparation.  
 
    Brittany hesitated, but just for a moment. “Oh, yeah,” she said. “Yes, of course. I wouldn't have let him fuck me without one.” 
 
    “You shouldn't have let him fuck you at all,” he said.  
 
    “You sure about that?” Brittany asked, and she pointed toward Chris’s crotch. Startled, he looked down to see that he was pitching a huge tent; he'd become enthralled by Brittany’s story and forgotten to try to hide it.  
 
    “I … I, well, it's just …” he said.  
 
    “Chris, you don't have to be embarrassed,” she said. She stood and walked over to him, then knelt in front of him and began stroking him through his pants. “I know you're probably jealous, but at the same time it's undeniable that what I've been recounting to you is very … erotic. It's only natural that you'd find yourself getting a little excited.” She unbuttoned Chris’s jeans, and he found himself unable to speak; he was in an overwhelming state of arousal, and all he wanted was to feel his wife's pretty little lips on his cock. 
 
    “Let's take care of your excitement,” she said, licking her lips. She peeled off her husband’s boxers, and his cock sprang out. “Look at how hard you are! You must have really enjoyed hearing me talk about Turrell … about how assertively he took me …” She brushed her tongue against the base of Chris’s cock, and he let out a long, slow moan.  
 
    “Oh, baby … that feels so good,” he said.  
 
    Brittany giggled. “I'll bet,” she said, and she took him into her mouth, then took it out a minute later. “That's exactly what Turrell told me,” she added with a wink.  
 
    As Brittany continued sucking her husband's cock, she took off her clothes. Chris reached out and began playing with one of her supple tits as she serviced him.  
 
    She took a break, and held her hand out a good five inches or so from the tip of Chris’s dick. “Look,” she said, and she pantomimed jerking off a huge cock, “This is just about how much bigger he was than you … it took both hands to properly stroke his cock!” 
 
    Chris couldn't understand why that thought turned him on so much. But it did, and though he imagined he would have some mixed feelings post-coitus, for now he was just resolved to enjoy his own arousal and the sensation of his wife pleasuring him. 
 
    She continued sucking him off, and Chris just laid back with his eyes closed, a slight grin on his face. It was Brittany that escalated things, taking off her clothes and straddling her husband. She lowered herself onto his throbbing cock, and he moaned, just taking in the heavenly sensation, all of his lingering jealousy and anger over the affair with Turrell being swept away. 
 
    “You like that pussy wrapped around your cock?” Brittany hissed into his ear. He didn't speak in return; he merely nodded his head vigorously in affirmation. Brittany giggled and rode him harder, and it took only a moment for his cock to erupt inside her, spilling his seed into her cunt. 
 
    Brittany crawled off him, and they embraced as Chris caught his breath.  
 
    “So finish your story,” he said. “You got interrupted.” 
 
    “Well, as he came I came as well,” she said. “And I was tempted to lay there and just lazily explore every inch of his body, but I knew I had been ‘missing’ for a long time and that you would start to wonder where I was. So I hurriedly put my clothes back on and we headed back to the club. And that’s when I found you and ‘bumped’ into Chris. I guess he wasn’t quite done with me for the night.” She laughed. 
 
    Chris didn’t think it was funny. But as he sat there cuddling with his wife, he suddenly realized that though he had been pleasured to completion, she had not. He looked into her eyes and asked awkwardly, “Do you … do you want me to finish you off?” 
 
    “Oh, no, no, no,” she said emphatically. “This was all about making amends to you for what I did. You don't worry about me.” 
 
    But that's exactly what he was: worried. It seemed like his wife had merely pleasured him in bed as a sort of bribe: forget my transgression without any repercussions for me, and I'll make you cum. 
 
    Which was all well and good, but Chris was worried that she was really only sorry that she had been caught, and that she would just continue finding a way to keep seeing Turrell, but take greater pains to not get caught. The only way to address those concerns, he decided, was to discuss them with her head-on. 
 
    “Look, I, uh … I appreciate you trying to make it up to me, but Brittany … none of this changes the fact that you cheated on me. How can I be assured that you're not just going to go out and fuck Turrell again and just try harder not to get caught?” 
 
    Brittany was silent for a moment, and she scrunched her brow in concentration, making it clear she was carefully considering the question Chris had posed to her, while also carefully choosing her next words.  
 
    “You're right,” she said finally. “I did cheat on you, Chris. And I'd be lying if I told you I wouldn't be tempted to do so again ... not after the effect Turrell had on me …” Her eyes became glassy for a moment as she remembered her sexy encounter with her ex-boyfrend, but she quickly snapped herself out of it, cognizant of the fact that it wasn't exactly helping her case. “But I think I have a solution that would be beneficial to both of us … one where you don't have to worry about me cheating on you, and I don't have to be plagued by guilt.” 
 
    That sounded too good to be true to Chris, but he was curious what kind of proposition his wife could possibly have in mind.  
 
    “I'm skeptical,” he said, “but let's hear your idea.” 
 
    “Well, there's no denying that you were incredibly turned on by my account of my intimate encounter with Turrell,” she said. “If you were that turned on by just hearing about your wife fucking another man … imagine how turned on you would be to actually watch it.” 
 
    Chris rolled his eyes. “So your solution is to have me watch you cheat on me? Brittany, you have to realize how absurd that sounds.” 
 
    Brittany shook her head. “It wouldn't be cheating. Listen: Couples add someone to the bedroom all the time to spice things up. You wouldn't be complaining if I were proposing adding a woman to our bedroom, would you?” 
 
    Chris raised an eyebrow. “Can we?” he asked.  
 
    Brittany gave a knowing chuckle. “That's another discussion for another time,” she said. “But I think if we started by adding a man into the mix, you'd enjoy it nearly as much as me.” 
 
    Chris thought that he was probably paranoid, but he noticed that Brittany hasn't suggested that they add another man, but rather, “a man.” Was she suggesting that Chris was not a real man himself? He wasn't sure, but he had to admit that what his wife was describing did sound strangely enticing. 
 
    “So you're saying you wouldn't really be cheating … I would be joining in. It would be a threesome.” 
 
    Brittany smiled broadly. “That's exactly what I'm saying.” 
 
    The blood was beginning to flow to Chris’s penis again, and even as he spoke, he wondered whether he was thinking with the wrong head. “Sure,” he said. “Let's try it.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 4: THE ARRANGEMENT 
 
      
 
    In the days after Chris had agreed to his wife's proposed arrangement, Brittany seemed to be walking on air. As for Chris himself, he was walking about in a surreal combination of anticipation and abject dread.  
 
    Brittany had been in contact with Turrell; she hadn't been sure at first how he would react to the idea of Chris’s involvement in their “playtime,” but he had ended up being surprisingly receptive to the idea. As he'd told Brittany, “Any opportunity to get you back into bed is a definite yes. I don't give a fuck if your husband is there or not.” 
 
    They had decided to meet up that Friday. Turrell would come to their house, and they'd have a couple drinks together and see where the night would progress from there. The hope, of course -- especially for Brittany, apparently -- was that the night would end with the three of them in the bedroom for a fun, intimate night. But Chris had made it clear that he would only agree to this if everyone involved had “veto power” -- that is, if he was feeling uncomfortable at any time, he could call it off immediately. Brittany had agreed -- a little reluctantly, he thought -- but knowing that he could back out and any time made him feel a little better about actually going through with what they were about to do. 
 
    When Friday rolled around, it was difficult, if not impossible, for Chris to concentrate at work. He walked around in a daze and finally decided to tell his boss he wasn’t feeling well so he could head out early. Instead of heading home right away, he drove to a local park, got out and walked around for awhile to help clear his head. It helped dispel a bit of the nervousness that had begun to consume him, and when he got back into his car and headed back home, he felt refreshed and ready to take on this new challenge. 
 
    He walked through the door and Brittany was nowhere to be found; when he called out to her, he heard her call back from the bedroom, “I’m up here!” 
 
    He found her in the bathroom that was in their bedroom, doing her makeup. Chris was surprised; his wife was always beautiful, of course, but she had taken great pains to make herself look truly stunning -- she looked hotter than she had in years. In addition to the makeup (which, though hot, also made her look kind of slutty), she had straightened her hair, and slipped into her shortest, clingiest little black dress. Chris instantly felt blood flowing to his penis … even though he realized his wife was not dressing up for him, but for another man. For Turrell. 
 
    “Hey, hon,” Brittany said, not turning away from the mirror as she continued to put the finishing touches on her makeup. “You ready? Turrell is going to be here in less than an hour.” 
 
    Chris nodded. “I’m ready,” he said. “I think I’ll just take a quick shower. Shouldn’t take long.” 
 
    “Sure, hon. Whatever you want to do.” 
 
    Chris quickly stripped off his clothes and hopped into the shower. As he washed between his legs, he found himself suddenly thinking about what it would be like to watch Turrell’s massive cock slide into his wife, and he started getting hard … as his hand caressed his soapy dick, he found himself suddenly jacking off. 
 
    I need to stop this, he said to himself. Save it for tonight. This is going to be one of the most erotic nights of my night, and I don’t want to be shooting blanks when it happens. 
 
    He managed to resist the temptation to finish himself off to completion. When he got out and dressed himself, he found Brittany on the living room couch pouring herself a glass of red wine … a merlot. 
 
    “Getting started, are we?” he asked. 
 
    Brittany looked up at him as she took a sip. “Just trying to calm my nerves a little before he gets here,” she said. 
 
    “So you’re nervous too, huh?” he asked. 
 
    She smiled at him. “Just a little. But after one or two of these,” she said, gesturing toward her glass of wine, “I think I’ll be alright.” 
 
    Chris took a seat beside her and poured himself a glass for himself, but before he could sample it, the doorbell rang. 
 
    “Stay where you are,” he said to Brittany. “I’ll get it.” 
 
    “Gee, I wonder who that could be?” Brittany said playfully. “Did you get a sexy black man for me?” She giggled. 
 
    “I think you got one for yourself,” Chris said, and he opened the door to reveal, as expected, Turrell; he was holding a bottle of wine, so it looked like they would have plenty for the night. 
 
    “Hi there,” Chris said, and he held out his hand. Turrell gripped it, and Chris winced at how firm his grip was. 
 
    “Hey man, what’s up?” Turrell asked. “Nice to see you and -- ah, there she is,” he said, catching sight of Brittany, who had stood and was headed toward him. “There’s my beautiful princess.” He held out his arms and Brittany came and gave him a big hug, holding her head against his chest for what Chris considered to be an uncomfortably long time. Just as Brittany began to pull away, Turrell pulled her back in close, leaned down and kissed her forcefully, for a long time … Chris watched as Brittany appeared to melt in Turrell’s arms, as her lips parted and let Turrell’s tongue swirl around her own. 
 
    The last thing Chris had expected was for Turrell and Brittany to start getting it on before they’d even left the doorway. He was amazed by Turrell’s confidence, by his audacity … to lewdly make out with a married woman right in front of her husband, as if he didn’t even exist. 
 
    Turrell pulled his lips away from Brittany’s, and Brittany looked a bit stunned. “Well, I guess the night is getting off to a quick start,” she said. 
 
    Turrell chuckled. “Sorry,” he said, “Patience isn’t my strong suit. But we can slow down a bit. Let’s sit and talk for a bit.” 
 
    Brittany led him to the living room, and she placed his bottle of wine on the coffee table and gestured to the one she already had open. She poured him a wine, and poured some more for herself, and they sat on the couch facing each other, forcing Chris to take a seat across from them. He was reminded of that night at the club, when he had found himself in an almost identical situation. Only that night, his wife had just come from fucking Turrell, and this night, she was getting ready to ride him. 
 
    “We’ve never done anything like this before,” Brittany said. “Had another person join us in bed, I mean.” 
 
    “I imagine you two must be kind of nervous,” Turrell said.  
 
    Brittany and Chris exchanged a look. “Well, just a little,” Chris said. “I think I’m probably the more nervous of the two of us.” 
 
    “Well, I brought something that might help with that,” Turrell said. He reached out into his pocket and pulled out a joint. 
 
    “Pot?” Chris asked, surprised. “I haven’t touched the stuff since college.” 
 
    “Well, I say we split it,” Turrell said. “It’ll get us all feeling a little loose and ready for the night’s, uh … festivities.” 
 
    “What do you say, hon?” Brittany asked, looking over at her husband for his approval. “Wanna smoke a little pot?” 
 
    “Uh … sure, I guess,” Chris said. “But maybe we should do it out on the back porch so we don’t stink up the house?” 
 
    “Nah, come on man,” Turrell said. “The smell don’t last that long, and I don’t want this lovely little thing freezing her cute little tush off.” He ran his hand down Brittany’s thigh as he spoke, and she looked up at him with lust in her eyes. 
 
    “Okay, I guess it’s fine,” Chris said, realizing even as he said it that he was acting subservient to Turrell, who had taken charge as if he were the man of the house. “Let’s blaze.” 
 
    Turrell pulled out a lighter and lit the joint, then took a long drag before passing it to Brittany, who then passed it to Chris. He wasn’t joking when he’d said he hadn’t touched pot since his college days, and after taking a drag he nearly coughed up a lung. He handed the joint back to Turrell, who was laughing at Chris’s discomfort. 
 
    “Hey man, you wasn’t lyin’,” he said. “You must be a cheap date.” He and Brittany exchanged a laugh at that, and they exchanged the joint back and forth to each other while Chris caught his breath again. 
 
    After awhile, they were all starting to feel the buzz, and Chris watched as Turrell and Brittany began to make out on the couch. The weed had begun to make him feel tingly all over, and as he watched the lurid scene in front of him he felt himself growing hard. 
 
    Turrell pulled Brittany up onto his lap and slid his hands underneath her dress as he kissed her. It wasn’t long before he had pulled the dress up over her head completely. 
 
    As he continued to make out with her, he slid down the sheer, lace panties Brittany had put on, and slid one of his large fingers into her cunt from behind, giving Chris a perfect view of the show. Brittany hissed with pleasure as Turrell slid his finger in and out of her in a rapidfire motion. The two of them carried on as if it were just the two of them -- as if Chris weren’t even in the room. 
 
    “Oh fuck … finger that dirty little cunt, Turrell,” Brittany said through gritted teeth. “Fuck, you finger me so well. Your fingers are as big as my husband’s little dick.” 
 
    Chris was surprised that Brittany seemed so eager to denigrate him. The sting of embarrassment from her words offset the arousal he was feeling a bit. 
 
    “Very funny,” he said, trying to alleviate the awkwardness he was feeling. He stood and walked to the couch, eager to join in. He crouched on the floor in front of the couch, face to face with Brittany’s beautiful pussy getting violated by Turrell’s almost grotesquely large fingers; he had to admit that his fingers indeed were about as big as his own penis. How emasculating, he thought. 
 
    He put the thought out of his head, though, and grasped his wife’s dress and lifted it over her head, pulling it off of her completely. Except for a brief pause to allow the dress to slip over her head, Brittany and Turrell didn't stop making out. In fact, Brittany was whimpering emphatically, almost moaning, and Turrell was breathing heavily.  
 
    Chris stroked his wife's hair as she made out with Turrell, and ran his hand across her back, relishing the feeling of her smooth flesh as she writhed on top of the large, black man beneath her.  
 
    OK, he thought to himself, we got off to an awkward start, but I'm beginning to see the appeal of this arrangement. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his penis, playing with it as he moved his hand up and down his wife's body, squeezing her juicy ass cheeks, and bringing his hand around to grip her ample breast and tease her erect nipples. 
 
    Without warning, Turrell lifted Brittany and forced her onto her hands and knees, and Chris watched as the brute guided his massive cock into his wife's pussy.  
 
    Chris hurriedly shot up and found a position that would give him a clear view of his wife getting penetrated, and he was not disappointed by the sight. His wife's pussy was glistening with excitement, and he was confident that he had never gotten her as excited as Turrell had in such a short amount of time. But was that really such a surprise? Turrell had thick, sensuous lips that even Chris had to admit were infinitely kissable. He had large, tight muscles, which Brittany had obviously relished squeezing and caressing. And Chris? He was just some middle-aged white guy with a potbelly and a wife that was way too hot for him.  
 
    But at least he got to enjoy the view, and he was sure that his wife would pleasure him with unprecedented enthusiasm given her current state of intense arousal. Eagerly, he hurried over to the other side of the couch, where Brittany was bracing her arms against the couch’s armrest as Turrell gingerly began to bury his manhood deep into his wife’s pussy -- Brittany’s head was turned over her shoulder, looking up at Turrell as she practically growled, “That's it, daddy … slide that big, hard nigger cock into my juicy little white pussy.” 
 
    Chris had never heard his wife talk like that, but he found himself excited as he witnessed her acting like a little slut. He took his pants off the rest of the way, and stood beside the couch facing his wife, pointing his erect little dick right at her face in an obvious invitation for her to cram it into her mouth. 
 
    When Brittany turned back around and saw her husband's dick pointed at her, Chris could have sworn that he saw a flash of disappointment wash over her face … but, dutifully, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth, bobbing up and down his shaft. As she began sucking her husband's penis, Turrell began pumping his cock into her harder and faster, as if competing for her attention. And it worked: She cried out in pleasure, throwing Chris’s dick out of her mouth, and turned back to look at her black lover in admiration, shouting, “Holy shit, yes, fuck me just like that, just like that! You fuck so good you fucking black stud!” 
 
    Chris has definitely never heard his wife talk like that before … with such animal urgency. He stroked his penis as he waited for his wife's attention to turn back to him … but it didn't. Turrell forcefully grabbed her head and leaned down and kissed her as he continued to fuck her from behind. Chris just stood there, stroking his dick and watching them. 
 
    When Turrell finally pulled away from the kiss, he pulled out of her sloppy pussy as well, turned her around and entered her again, fucking her this time in the missionary position, and now, face to face, they made out continuously, slowly -- Turrell’s relentless pounding from earlier was now transformed to something slow and sensual. Brittany was making love to another man right in front of her husband.  
 
    Okay, Michael thought as the moans of his wife and her lover grew louder. Obviously Brittany isn't capable of multitasking. That's Okay. I can live with this. Turrell will finish up with her, and once he's blown his load, I'll come in and … 
 
    That's when the realization suddenly struck him. He had been so caught up in the eroticism of the scene in front of him -- as well as by the apparently misguided hope that he'd be getting his dick sucked by Brittany -- that he hadn't even realized that Turrell was fucking his wife without a condom. 
 
     Was this on purpose, he wondered? No, that was crazy. Brittany had been drinking, so her judgment was impaired. And Turrell had come out of the gate swinging, so Brittany had gotten caught up right away. It made sense that Brittany had simply forgotten to demand that Turrell put on a rubber. She had simply been caught up in the moment.  
 
    “Um … hey, guys?” Chris said softly. Neither Brittany nor Turrell acted like they had heard him at all. “Guys?” he said a little louder. Still nothing.  
 
    He was growing panicked now. What if Turrell was close to cumming? What if his sperm flooded his wife's unprotected pussy? There was a very real possibility that Brittany might get pregnant … and there's no way Chris was going to raise another man's baby … especially one that people would so easily be able to tell was not his own. 
 
    “You guys need to stop!” Chris finally yelled, screaming the words in a blind panic. “Turrell, you need to put on a condom! Brittany, you're off your birth control -- you could get pregnant!” 
 
    It seemed he had finally gotten through to Turrell, who looked up at Chris even as he continued to slide his cock in and out of Brittany. Chris thought he could see annoyance on his face. 
 
    But Brittany took Turrell’s look as hesitation, and she was having none of it. “Don't you dare stop fucking me, Turrell,” she hissed at him. “Keep fucking me with that beautiful cock. Pump me full of that nigger seed you fucking stud. Put a black baby in me!” 
 
    Chris’s dick, which had been rock hard, had now gone limp. He couldn't believe the words coming out of his wife's mouth. Turrell apparently could, however, for upon hearing them, a large grin came over his face and he began pounding Brittany’s soaked cunt with renewed vigor. 
 
    Chris went back over to the chair and took a seat, defeated. This was not the threesome he had been promised. He was barely even involved. His fears of his wife using a supposed threesome as an excuse to fuck a bigger, better man had come true. I've become … what's the word? he wondered to himself. Ah, I remember … cuckolded. I'm nothing but a pathetic cuckold. His wife had been taken by another man, an alpha male. Well, as soon as they were done, he was going to let them have it. He was putting his foot down. There was no way he would allow this to happen again.  
 
    He watched as Turrell sat upright and pulled Brittany onto his lap facing him, so that her juicy ass was facing Chris. As Brittany lowered herself onto his cock and picked up a steady rhythm, rocking up and down, her delicious ass jiggled delightful, putting on quite the show for Chris. He couldn't believe how much Turrell’s thick cock was stretching out Brittany’s cunt … and furthermore, he couldn't believe how much it turned him on. The contrast between their skin color -- Turrell’s jet-black skin ramming into Brittany’s pale, pink pussy, her lily-white ass cheeks bouncing up and down on that monster of a cock, was like something out of the most taboo porn Chris had ever seen. Despite his discomfort over Turrell’s lack of a condom, he found himself once again growing erect, and his hand came down to his cock and he began to stroke -- gently, at first, but then faster, matching the pace of his wife with her lover, until he was masturbating furiously and suddenly exploded, spewing sticky cum all over his hand. 
 
    “Holy shit,” he said aloud, and he looked up at Brittany and Turrell, expecting them to somehow acknowledge his orgasm … but they didn't even acknowledge him. He sat there catching his breath as his wife continued to ride her stud, moaning gutturally. Turrell suddenly grasped Brittany by either hip, holding her in place, as he thrust his cock up into her like a jackhammer. From his vantage point, Chris could just barely see his wife's eyes roll into the back of her head as she came to a mind blowing orgasm. But Turrell wasn't done with her yet; he had not yet cum, and he continued destroying her tight pussy, bringing her to one orgasm right after the other -- a feat that Chris had never managed before … it took him a monumental effort just to make his wife cum once.  
 
    But Turrell? Well, he seemed to just be getting started, and he was eager to show off his stamina and strength. Without a word, he lifted Brittany up and continued bouncing her up and down his cock. And then, he stunned Chris by looking directly at Chris for the first time since he'd laid his hands on Chris’s wife.  
 
    “Hey man,” Turrell said, “Get over here.” 
 
    Chris was excited. This was it -- his turn to “tap in.” But as he stood, he realized the major problem: he was still soft ever since he'd cum, and he couldn't get hard again yet.  
 
    “Um … I was watching the two of you and masturbating and I already came,” he said. “I can't get hard again yet. I'm sorry.” 
 
    Turrell looked annoyed at Chris’s response. “I don't give a shit about that,” he said roughly. “Get your ass over here.” 
 
    By now Chris was thoroughly confused, but he was a bit intimidated by the authority in Turrell’s voice and he did as he was told. He walked right up to them, so close that he could see the individual droplets of sweat that had formed as a result of the pair's vigorous fucking. 
 
    “Uh … yes?” he asked timidly, feeling very much out of place and a bit like a third wheel, which was an odd sensation considering that Brittany was his wife.  
 
    “Bend down, spread your wife's juicy butt cheeks, and eat out that filthy little ass,” he commanded.  
 
    Chris almost gagged. Then he almost laughed.  
 
    “Eww! No! You're joking, right? I'm not doing that.” 
 
    “Did I stutter?” Turrell barked between grunts as he continued to plow Brittany’s pussy, leaving her in a state of perpetual orgasmic bliss. “You don't have a fucking choice. Now do as I say. Act like a good white hubby and make your wife feel good.” 
 
    For the first time, Chris felt a little frightened. Turrell’s words had definitely carried more than the hint of a threat of what might happen if Chris dared to disobey him. Reluctantly, he bent down and spread his wife's ass cheeks apart, filled with resentment toward Turrell the entire time (even though he did find his wife's ass sexy as hell). 
 
    But her actual ass hole? Sure, it was puckered and cute, in a perverted sort of way. But it was not at all lost on him the fact that shit came out of that hole … and he had no idea when his wife had last gone to the bathroom. 
 
    But what choice did he have? As he held her ass cheeks apart and stared into her puckered anus, he grimaced as he stuck out his tongue, bringing it up to meet the delicate flesh of her ass. 
 
    He was, indeed, as repulsed as he thought he would be … at first. This is so humiliating, he thought. So demeaning. I can't believe I'm doing this. He slowly circled his tongue around her flesh, taking in the kind of earthy, tangy taste. But as he continued, he found his rigor returning to his penis. Dear lord, this is actually turning me on. I’m actually enjoying eating out my wife’s nasty little asshole. 
 
    As he became more turned on, he began to eat his wife’s ass more vigorously, and as he desperately tried to shove his tongue as deep into her ass as it would go, Brittany moaned loudly with the twin pleasures of a her husband’s tongue in her ass and her superior lover’s Coke-can-thick cock stretching out her pussy. 
 
    “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” she screamed. “That feels so fucking good, Chris, keep eating out my ass! Fuck, how are you so good at that?” 
 
    It was weird; her words of encouragement actually filled him with a tremendous amount of pride, and he actually smiled a bit as he buried his face between Brittany’s bulbous ass cheeks. 
 
    “Let’s take this party to the bedroom,” Turrell said suddenly. “It’s gonna be a long night.” With that, he began walking off with Brittany in his arms, his cock still lodged deep within her, headed up the stairs to the bedroom, Brittany breathlessly directing him where to go, and Chris following in tow like an obedient little dog. 
 
    When he stepped into the bedroom, Turrell threw Brittany down on the bed, and told her to get on her knees and stick her ass up in the air. She did as she was instructed, and Turrell called her his good, obedient little whore. She smiled and wiggled her ass, as if enticing him. He gave one cheek a hardy slap, and she squealed in surprise; then he smacked the other cheek, and she sighed delightedly. 
 
    “I love it when you get rough,” she said. 
 
    “I know,” he said with a smile. “So do I.” He stood right at the edge of the bed, and pulled Brittany as far to the edge as he could without her falling off. He turned to look at Chris, who was standing by the doorframe taking in the scene before him passively. “You ever fuck this cute little asshole?” he asked. 
 
    “Uh … no,” Chris said. “Brittany would never let me. And honestly, I find it a little gross.” 
 
    “Anyone else ever fuck you in the ass?” he asked Brittany. 
 
    She shook her head no. “Never,” she said. 
 
    Turrell grinned. “Then I guess I’m about to take your anal virginity. Lucky me.” 
 
    Chris felt his heart begin to race. There was no way his wife could take that gargantuan cock in her ass … it was too tight. It could really hurt her. 
 
    “Uh … I don’t think this is a good idea,” he said. “You’re way to big, man. You’re going to end up really hurting her.” 
 
    Turrell just laughed. “I’ve fucked a ton of tight little assholes just like this one and they’re all fine … well, sure, they walk funny the next morning, but you know what I mean. But I’ll tell you what. If you want to make it a little easier for your wife here, you can come over and stick a few of those fingers in there to loosen her up for me.” 
 
    “You … you want me to what?” 
 
    “I want you to loosen up her anus so I can slide my big, black dick into it.” 
 
    That was not something that sounded very appealing to Chris, but he remembered how stern Turrell had gotten when he’d refused to obey his orders before, so he timidly walked over to his wife, held out a finger, and slowly inserted it into her asshole. 
 
    “Don’t just stick it in there,” Turrell said. “You’ve got to move it around … move it in and out, loosen things up. Then stick another one in, and another. You’ve got to get her to the point where she can accommodate a real man’s cock, like mine.” 
 
    He swirled his finger around her ass; Brittany grimaced in discomfort, but took it like the good slut she was. Chris inserted another finger, and then another, and he could now start to feel her asshole really start to stretch to accomodate the size of his fingers.  
 
    “That’s good enough,” Turrell barked, and he shoved Chris out of the way, and guided his cock into Brittany’s violated hole.  
 
    “Oh … oh shit, that hurts!” Brittany cried out in pain. “Oh, Turrell, be careful!” 
 
    “It’s okay, babe,” he said. “It’s going to hurt for a minute. That’s what happens.” 
 
    Chris watched for several minutes as the pain was apparent on his wife’s face. He felt like he should be doing something -- going up and punching Turrell in the face and forcing him off his wife or something. But he didn't do that. He just sat there and watched her grimace. 
 
    But the pain on her face slowly subsided, and soon she was actually moaning in pleasure. And before long, Chris realized Turrell wasn’t actually fucking her; it was Brittany pushing back and forth on Turrell’s cock. She was fucking his monstrous cock with her ass, and the motion of her ass jiggling up and down his cock was actually quite hypnotizing to Chris. 
 
    “I want to get in on this,” Chris said suddenly. But Turrell waved him away dismissively.  
 
    “You can’t lick her ass right now; I’m fucking it,” he said. 
 
    “Well, I think if we reposition a little I can fuck her pussy while you’re fucking her--” 
 
    Turrell laughed. “That’s not gonna happen,” he said. “Tell you what, since you’re apparently such a good little asslicker, you can lick my ass while I’m pumping your wife’s ass.” 
 
    “Eww, no,” Chris said. “There’s no way in hell I’m doing that.” 
 
    Turrell wiped some sweat off his forehead; he was beginning to fuck Brittany’s ass pretty vigorously and was working up quite a sweat. “If you didn’t want to lick my ass you shouldn’t have said you wanted to join in,” he said. “You don’t have a choice now. Start eating my ass, boy, or you’re not going to like the consequences.” 
 
    Chris couldn’t believe what was happening. It was like he was trapped in his own personal hell where he was damned if he did as ordered, and damned if he didn’t. He really just didn’t think he could bring himself to eat out another man’s asshole. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I really don’t think I can--” 
 
    Suddenly, before Chris could even comprehend what was happening, Turrell had pulled out of Brittany’s ass and descended upon Chris, grasping his neck and literally lifting him off the ground. 
 
    “Listen to me, you pathetic little shit,” he said. “You don’t seem to fully grasp what’s happened here tonight. I came into your house, invited, with you present and immediately took your wife for my own. Do you fucking understand that, you worm? I own your wife. I own her pussy. And that means I own your house, and I own you. So when I tell you to fucking do something, you do it obediently, or else you’re going to find yourself in the hospital. You feel me?” 
 
    All Chris could do was nod, and Turrell dropped him; he fell to the floor, gasping for breath. Turrell turned around and re-entered Brittany, who had been looking on with a look of mild fear, but mostly amusement, as if she’d known all along that Turrell was going to lay down the law at some point and put Chris in his proper place. With Turrell’s cock back inside her ass, it was like all thoughts of her husband left her mind completely, and she was back in a state of pure bliss, going crazy over the sensation of her slutty pussy being stretched out. 
 
    Chris, meanwhile, felt that she had no choice but to obey Turrell, but he was still recovering from being choked. He sat up and tried to regain his breath, but he and Turrell had different ideas about what it took to be obedient. 
 
    “I’d better feel your faggot tongue in my ass in the next two minutes, or your ass is grass,” he said. 
 
    Chris was suddenly feeling a lot more motivated to eat some black ass.  
 
    He managed to sit up and crawl over to Turrell, who’s ass was gyrating up and down as he pumped rhythmically and forcefully into Brittany’s pussy. It’s okay, he said, as he watched Turrell’s ass moving back and forth, you ate Brittany’s ass out earlier, and it’s mostly just going to be a lot like that. You even got turned on by it … but he pushed that thought out of his mind; of course he wouldn’t get turned on by eating out a man’s ass. 
 
    He stuck out his tongue and wondered how close he was to the two-minute threshold … but finally he decided to just take the plunge … literally and figuratively … and he plunged his tongue directly into Turrell’s ass.  
 
    It tasted roughly the same as Brittany’s ass had, but he couldn't get over the fact that he was eating out a man's ass. He winced in disgust as he flicked his tongue against Turrell’s anus. It was difficult to keep up with the movement of Turrell’s ass due to his vigorous thrusting in and out of Brittany’s ass. Chris wondered how swollen and sore Brittany would be in the morning -- she was truly experiencing the fucking of a lifetime. 
 
    Despite himself, Chris started getting turned on by the sound of his wife's lovemaking with her black lover. He couldn't help lapping up Turrell’s ass more enthusiastically, and he felt himself growing rock hard as he serviced the superior male specimen.  
 
    He let out a long, low moan that was more than a little louder than he had intended. He was mortified when he heard a gentle, yet mocking, laugh coming from Turrell. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself back there, hubby?” he asked. Chris felt totally, completely demeaned. But he didn't stop slurping up Turrell’s asshole, which he was finding surprisingly tasty. The fact of the matter was that he was enjoying himself. Dear lord, what is happening to me? He asked himself, as he began furious jerking off his small, but rock-hard dick. I'm getting off on eating out a black man's asshole … I'm an even bigger slut than my wife. But he smiled. Maybe he liked being an obedient little slut. Maybe he enjoyed being denigrated and demeaned, humiliated. Maybe something had awakened within him, and he was finally fulfilling a role he was born for.  
 
    But those were questions to answer another time. For now he wanted nothing more than to concentrate on pleasing this black stud with his tongue.  
 
    The three of them stayed just like that for a good 20 minutes or so: Brittany on all fours, arching her back as she got pounded; Turrell plunging his thick black dick into her ass with the ferocity of a wild, crazed animal; and Chris, licking and slurping and sucking on the ass of a man who turned him on in ways he never thought possible. 
 
    Before long, he sensed that Turrell was tensing up, and he realized that the added stimulation of a tongue on his ass must have sent him over the edge. Turrell gave one mighty thrust burying his cock deep into Brittany’s ass, and then yelled out as he pumped long, thick sticky streams of hot cum into her.  
 
    Despite his arousal, Chris couldn't help but feel relieved. Thank goodness he didn't cum in her pussy, he thought. She would have gotten pregnant for sure. I don't know how I would have explained a black baby to my family! 
 
    After fully depositing his seed in Brittany’s ass, Turrell pulled out and lay on his back on the bed, taking a moment to rest. He pulled Brittany onto his chest and the two shared a tender kiss.  
 
    After a moment, Chris started getting eager for Turrell to get a move on. It had been an interesting night, and he'd done some things he never would have dreamed he would do, but he was determined to make this a one-time experience. He was grateful that Brittany had ended up taking the load in her ass instead of her pussy. Now Turrell could leave, Chris could explain to Brittany that this couldn't happen again, and they could all move on with their lives.  
 
    Chris stood and moved toward the bed.  
 
    “Well, that was certainly an interesting experience,” Chris said. “Thanks for coming over, Turrell. Can I get you a drink or anything for the road, or …?” 
 
    Turrell looked up at Chris like he was insane, but also with a look of slight amusement on his face. “What the fuck are you talking ‘bout, cracker? This night is just getting started.” 
 
    Chris felt embarrassed and naive.  
 
    “I … I just assumed, because you already came, that …” 
 
    “So? You think just because I came one I can't go again? I'm not some weak-ass little pansy like you. I'm going to fuck your wife again and again and probably put a good three to four more loads in her. What do you think of that?” 
 
    Chris gulped. “Well, I--” 
 
    “Man, shut the fuck up. I don't give a shit what you say to that, that's how it's gonna be whether you like it or not.” He stood, and walked over to Chris; he placed a hand on his head and began pushing him down.  
 
    “Ow, what … what are you doing?” Chris cried, becoming a bit panicked as he was shoved down onto his knees. 
 
    “I’m getting you into position,” he said. 
 
    “Into position for what?!” 
 
    Once he had Chris on his knees, Turrell grasped either side of his head and lined up his mouth with his cock. 
 
    “You know what a fluffer is?” he asked. 
 
    “N--no,” Chris said, feeling very much like he didn’t want to find out. 
 
    “You’re going to suck my cock to get me nice and hard again so I can continue satisfying your wife in ways you could never dream to,” Turrell said. 
 
    “No, I don’t want to do that!” Chris shouted. “I’m not gay, Turrell! I don’t want to suck your cock!” 
 
    Turrell laughed. “Gay ain’t got nothing to do with it,” he said. “You think I’m gay for letting you suck my dick? Your job is simply to get me ready to fuck some more pussy. Whether you’re enjoying it or not is irrelevant. But you know what, hubby? I think on some level, you actually will like it. Because so far, you’ve enjoyed watching my monster cock sliding into your wife’s pussy, you’ve enjoyed eating out your wife’s ass, and you’ve enjoyed eating out my ass. Maybe you’ve never had any reason to think you’re gay before, but I’d put money on it that you have a hidden faggot inside of you and you want nothing more than to wrap those sweet little faggot lips of yours around this fat black cock. And I sure hope, for your sake, that that’s the case, because you don’t have a fucking choice.” 
 
    With that, he pushed his cock into Chris’s mouth, and his eyes went wide with a mixture of fear and, as hard as it was for him to admit, no shortage of excitement. Hearing Turrell call him a faggot, claiming that he would enjoy sucking on his “fat black cock,” had sent his cock twitching with little pulses of anticipation. Holy shit, maybe I am a secret fag, he thought as Turrell’s cock stretched his lips to their breaking point and headed down his throat. 
 
    He gagged immediately; he couldn’t avoid it. His eyes watered violently, yet Turrell kept pushing his cock further into his mouth, and Chris couldn’t believe how it seemed to go on and on and on. It was so long, so thick, so powerful … nothing like his own pathetic, short penis. Finally, he couldn’t help it anymore, and he spit Turrell’s cock out, long strings of spit stretched out between his mouth and his the cock. As he looked up at Turrell’s cock, he saw that it wasn’t even fully erect … it was only half-erect, if that, yet it had completely stretched his mouth to its limit. 
 
    Turrell laughed at Chris’s obvious discomfort. “It’s your first time,” he said. “I’ll cut you some slack. Just swirl your tongue around the head here …” he held out his cock and beckoned him to come forward. 
 
    Chris, who was beginning to understand the importance of being obedient to this man who was so much larger and more muscular than him, found himself sticking out his tongue excitedly. He gently tapped it against the underside of Turrell’s head, the swirled it around a few times. He moaned. He loved the smooth, soft curves of Turrell’s massive cock. Holy shit, am I really becoming a faggot? He wondered as he slid his tongue up and down the length of Turrell’s shaft. Did Turrell put ideas in my head, or have I always craved black cock deep down? 
 
    Turrell was fully erect now, and Chris was completely entranced by his massive glory. Without thinking, he found himself gripping the monster cock with both hands and forcing it into his mouth. 
 
    He had a little bit of an easier time since he was the one controlling how forcefully the cock invaded his mouth. I’m going to deepthroat this monster, he thought suddenly, and the thought actually surprised him. But he was determined. Slowly, but steadily, he forced Turrell’s large, veiny black cock down his white faggot throat. He moaned gutturally; his eyes rolled back into his head.  
 
    But it simply wasn’t possible to deepthroat such a monstrous cock all the way. He made a valiant effort, and almost made it halfway. But he realized it was his first try, and he was proud of himself for making it that far. He looked up into Turrell’s eyes, and Turrell, in turn, placed a hand on the back of Chris’s head and stroked his hair. 
 
    “That’s a good little faggot,” he said. “Fuck that nigger dick, whitey.” 
 
    Chris felt so proud; his penis throbbed. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but he found that he really liked it. 
 
    After bobbing his head up and down Turrell’s shaft a couple times, it was clear that Turrell’s rigor had fully returned and was ready to continue fucking Chris’s wife right in front of him. 
 
    “You did a good job, fag,” Turrell said as he slipped his cock out of Chris’s mouth -- Chris looked disappointed; crestfallen, even. “Yo, don’t worry about it,” Turrell said. “You’ll get to fluff me again another day. I’m gonna be fucking your wife all the time now, and I’m going to make you my personal fluffer. But right now, I’m going to pound your wife’s tight pussy.” 
 
    Chris didn’t know how to feel about that. On the one hand, he (oddly) found himself excited by the prospect of having Turrell’s cock in his mouth again, but … he was going to be over fucking Brittany “all the time?” He had never agreed to anything like that. What the fuck was happening? The moment this man had walked through the door … he had just taken over Chris and Brittany’s lives? What the fuck? What was going on? Was his entire life falling apart? 
 
    No. He wouldn’t let this continue after tonight. Turrell might have some kind of idea in his head that he “owned” them now, but that was ridiculous. As far as Chris was concerned, this was a lurid night of bedroom experimentation that would fuel sex between him and Brittany for years to come … but Brittany would not be having sex with Turrell again after tonight. Of that, he was certain. 
 
    But for now … he already had Brittany on her back and was pushing his cock into her cunt. 
 
    By now, Chris was becoming tired, but it seemed like Turrell and Brittany both had unending energy. Chris sat watching them fuck for at least an  hour, and almost fell asleep. It was the cries of his wife coming to a seemingly mind-shattering orgasm that finally perked him up. Soon after Brittany orgasmed, he noticed that Turrell was tensing up for his own orgasm -- and suddenly Chris was filled with dread. 
 
    “No, don’t cum in her!” he yelled, standing up. 
 
    But it was too late. Turrell let out a mighty roar and pumped hot streams of his hot, sticky cum deep into her fertile, unprotected womb. Chris’s arms shot up to his head; he couldn’t believe what was happening. 
 
    Brittany and Turrell both lay back, entangled in each other’s arms. Brittany looked up at her husband with a half-guilty look on her face, and tried her best to reassure him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Chris,” she said with a cringey look on her face. “But … it’s not like I’m going to get pregnant with him blowing one load in me. We’re going to be fine.” 
 
    Chris wasn’t as convinced, but what was he supposed to say? There was nothing he could do about it now. He just nodded. 
 
    “Well you know, there is one way you could make sure she don’t get pregnant,” Turrell said. 
 
    “Uh … what’s that?” Chris asked confusedly.  
 
    “You could get my cum out of her pussy.” 
 
    “Uh … I don’t think that’s possible.” 
 
    “Sure it is. Suck it out.” 
 
    Chris couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “You want me to suck your cum out of my wife’s pussy?” 
 
    “I don’t want you to do anything, but if you want to keep my seed from impregnating your wife, you’d better get to slurpin’, fag.” 
 
    Chris felt his face grow hot. “Stop calling me fag,” he said. “I’m not gay. And no, I don’t want to suck up your cum. That’s gross.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, you don’t think you’re a fag? You sure sounded like a fag when you were moaning into my asshole. You sure sounded like a fag when you were slurping on my cock, and you sure as fuck looked like you wanted me to fill up that whore mouth with the seed I just deposited in your wife.” 
 
    Chris hung his head in shame, his cheeks hot and red with embarrassment at the truth in Turrell’s words. 
 
    “I don’t give a shit about all that though,” Turrell said. “But if you care about your whore wife squeezin’ out a dark little baby, you’re better become a good little cum eater.” 
 
    Chris didn’t like where Turrell was going with this, but he had to admit he had a point. He knew that there was no way he could possibly remove all of the ejaculate from his wife’s pussy, but if he could possibly remove even a large portion of it … couldn’t he at least lessen the chances that she would end up knocked up with Turrell’s bastard child? 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he said. “You have a point. Let me suck out what I can.” 
 
    Turrell stood to give Chris some more room on the bed. Brittany spread her legs wide and actually looked somewhat excited for what was about to happen. 
 
    “Lick out his cum, baby,” she said as Chris brought his face to her swollen, well-used, sloppy cunt and stuck out his tongue. Brittany placed a hand on the back of his head in encouragement as he hesitantly placed his tongue on her pussy. 
 
    To his surprise, he actually enjoyed the salty, musky taste of Turrell’s cum. The texture of it was a bit strange … a bit gooey, and certainly very sticky, and it was still warm … but he liked it so much that he began sucking his wife’s pussy with eagerness, slurping up as many gobs of Turrell’s hot cum as possible. 
 
    Fuck, Chris thought. This clinches it. I am a faggot. At least partly. 
 
    It took him only a few minutes to thoroughly clean his wife’s sopping pussy of all of Turrell’s cum, but he lingered a few extra minutes, enjoying the lingering taste of the semen, but also the taste of his wife’s juices. For her part, Brittany seemed to be enjoying things as well. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning as Chris’s tongue explored every inch of her vagina. “Oh wow, that feels so good, Chris. It’s so soothing after getting pounded so hard …” 
 
    All good things must come to an end, however, and Turrell eventually pushed Chris out of the way and told him he was done. Turrell and Brittany continued cuddling, but Chris assumed that soon they would call it a night, Turrell would put his clothes on, and he could forget this night even happened. But to his utter disbelief, the two of them started making out and they started going at it again. Turrell’s stamina was unnatural, Chris thought -- completely unbelievable.  
 
    It wasn’t long before Brittany was sliding Turrell’s cock into her pussy again, and she was riding him, jumping up and down the length of his monstrous, thick, long cock. As the room filled with the sounds and smells of their lovemaking, Chris found himself suddenly spent. His own stamina was certainly not coming anywhere close to Turrell’s, and he was growing tired of watching them attack each other like ravenous animals. Quietly, he slipped out of the room and into the adjoining guest bedroom. 
 
    He crawled into the bed, and drifted off to sleep to the sounds of his wife’s cries of ecstasy, and her lover’s guttural, animal grunts. 
 
   


  
 

 CHAPTER 5: THE FALLOUT 
 
      
 
    Chris awoke feeling a bit confused. He wasn’t in his normal bed. Where was he…? That’s when he remembered that he was in the guest room … but it still took him a moment to remember why he was there. 
 
    Ah, yes. His wife and Turrell. It seemed like a distant dream, and for a moment, Chris thought maybe it had been a dream … or rather, a bad nightmare. But as he recalled the events of the previous night, it became clear to him that it had not been a dream at all. It had really happened. His wife had fucked another man in front of him all night … so long into the night, in fact, that Chris had fallen asleep to the sound of them fucking. 
 
    He wondered how long they’d gone at it as he got out of bed and headed out the door. He checked the bedroom, and there he found the evidence that he was indeed not going crazy. His wife and Turrell were laying in bed, both still naked, cuddled up as if they were a married couple. But of course, they weren’t, and Chris felt humiliated at the violation … it should be him lying next to his beautiful wife, cuddling with her … not relegated to the guest bedroom listening to another man make his wife cum over and over again. It wasn’t right. It was degrading. 
 
    He couldn’t bear to face either one of them, so he walked past them and down the stairs to the kitchen, where he supposed he might as well start making breakfast. He made himself some scrambled eggs, and then decided that he might as well make some extras for Brittany and Turrell … they would probably ask him to make them some eggs anyway, he thought. 
 
    Apparently the smell of his cooking had woken the two lovers up, for as he was almost finished cooking the last of the eggs, they came walking down the stairs, rubbing their eyes. 
 
    “Something smells delicious,” Brittany said.  
 
    “Ah, yeah, just making some eggs,” Chris said. “You two want some?” 
 
    “Actually, I’ve got to be going,” Turrell said, and Chris felt a huge sense of relief. Turrell kissed Brittany on the mouth -- a deep, long kiss obviously designed to make Chris uncomfortable. “Thanks for an amazing night,” he said. “I’ll catch you later.” And he walked out the door. 
 
    Brittany, who was smiling profusely after the kiss, came and sat at the kitchen table. “I’d love some eggs,” she said. 
 
    “Coming right up,” Chris said, and he forced a smile onto his face. When he scraped the eggs onto her plate, he took a seat beside her. 
 
    “So, I think we need to talk about what happened last night,” he said. 
 
    Brittany looked up at him earnestly. “I was going to say the same thing,” she said. “I’ll start, if you don’t mind.” Chris just nodded at her to go ahead.  
 
    “Thank you so much,” she said. “I know last night couldn’t have been easy for you, but it was just what I needed. I’ve been feeling stressed and unfulfilled for awhile now, but Turrell was able to relieve all of that last night. I’ve never been fucked like that in my entire life … and I’ve honestly never felt better. It means a lot to me that you were willing to cede a lot of the action and let Turrell take control … because he obviously knew what he was doing.” 
 
    Chris was a bit taken aback by his wife’s comments, because they were pretty much the exact opposite of what he had wanted to say. 
 
    “Look, I think a lot of aspects of last night were very fun,” he said. “Especially for you, but I’ll admit I found it very hot as well. But Brittany, last night was risky on so many levels. And it was also very humiliating for me … having to eat out both your asshole and Turrell’s, and to … to suck another man’s dick … do you know how embarrassed I was?” 
 
    Brittany looked sad at her husband’s words, and she grasped one of his hands as if to comfort him. “Honey, there’s absolutely no reason to feel embarrassed! So you like sucking another man’s cock? That doesn’t make you gay, sweetie, it just makes you a little bi-curious. And there’s absolutely nothing wrong with that. You should embrace that side of yourself!” 
 
    “I was forced into it,” Chris said, not even believing himself as he said it. “And besides, last night was supposed to be a threesome, but it was actually a two-some that I was forced to watch from the sidelines.” 
 
    “No it wasn’t,” Brittany said indignantly. “You were involved plenty. You ate my ass and licked my pussy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I didn’t get taken care of at all,” Chris said, and he cringed inwardly at how much it sounded like he was whining like a little baby. “The only times I came last night, was from my own hand.” 
 
    Brittany sighed. “Look, maybe things got a little carried away,” she said. “And I’m sorry if you felt left out. But I’m not willing to give up Turrell.” 
 
    Chris felt a pain in his stomach. This is exactly what he had been afraid of. 
 
    “You can’t see him again,” he said sternly. 
 
    “You don’t want to make that ultimatum,” Brittany said. “Listen, Chris, I know this is hard for you. But you don’t realize how hard things have been for me the last couple of years. I have not been fulfilled sexually since I’ve known you. I’m not saying that to hurt your feelings. I love you, Chris. But when it comes to the bedroom, you just can’t do the things to me that Turrell is able to do. And now that I’ve tasted that … there’s no going back, Chris. But it’s not like I want to marry Turrell or something crazy like that. I still love you, I still want to be married to you, but I want -- no, I need -- to get fucked like I was just fucked last night on a regular basis. Otherwise I can guarantee you I’m going to go crazy, and you don’t want that. So what do you say, baby? Can you let me continue seeing Turrell? I promise I’ll do my best to let you get more involved.” 
 
    Chris was devastated by this news, but what choice did he have? If he refused to let her keep seeing Turrell, would she leave him? Would they get divorced? He didn’t want that. It seemed that the only way to save his marriage was to let his wife continue fucking whoever she pleased. And yet, he couldn’t quite bring himself to agree to it. 
 
    “I don’t think I can--” he started. 
 
    “Wait,” Brittany interrupted him. “Listen. Let’s try it one more time, tonight. We’ll invite Turrell back over, and we’ll try it again. This time I’ll make sure you’re more involved so you can see that this is something you can live with.” 
 
    Chris didn’t want to have to live with this. But he supposed he could live with it for one more night. So, reluctantly, he agreed. 
 
    “Oh, thank you honey!” Brittany cried, giving her husband a big hug. “I’ll call Turrell right now and explain everything to him.” 
 
    Chris gave a fake grin. “Can’t wait,” he said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 6: THE FRIENDS 
 
      
 
    After getting off the phone, Brittany had informed Chris that she had told Turrell everything, and even explained that Chris was feeling insecure and wanted to feel more involved in the “festivities.” He’d agreed to everything and had said he would be there by seven in the evening. 
 
    It was now around fifty minutes past six o’clock, and Brittany was just putting the finishing touches on her makeup. Chris had to admit that she looked absolutely stunning … certainly more stunning than she’d ever looked for him. 
 
    “Holy shit, you look amazing,” he said. 
 
    “I try my best,” she said with smile. “I want to look sexy for Turrell.” 
 
    Just then, the doorbell rang. “Speak of the devil,” Chris said. 
 
    He went downstairs to get the door, and Brittany followed close behind him trying to look sexy. When Chris opened the door, there was Turrell … but he wasn’t alone. 
 
    Turrell marched into the house like he owned the place, and behind him were three other black men, all around the same age, all dressed like total and utter thugs. 
 
    “Wh … what’s going on?” Chris asked. “Who are all these people?” 
 
    Brittany looked surprised, but there was also some other look on her face that Chris couldn’t quite place. She bit her lip as she looked over the assortment of tall, muscular African-American men who had strutted into the room. 
 
    “You and I need to have a little talk,” Turrell said, looking at straight at Chris. 
 
    “We … we do?” Chris stuttered out. 
 
    “We do,” Turrell said. “Get over here,” and he pointed to the ground directly in front of him. 
 
    Chris did as instructed and came and stood in front of Turrell. And to his surprise, Turrell struck him directly in the face. 
 
    The force of the blow knocked him over onto the ground. Chris brought his hand to his face and cried out in pain. “Ow!” he shouted. “That really hurt!” 
 
    “Good,” Turrell spat. “Things are about to change around here and it’s about time you realized it.” He loomed over Chris and made him feel like he was about to shit his pants. Brittany looked on in fear, but at the same time Chris could tell she was soaking her panties. Turrell’s display of dominance was turning her on beyond all belief. 
 
    “I get a call from my girl today saying that her husband is sad because he didn’t get to participate in the ‘threeway’ we had last night,” Turrell said. “Well guess what, faggot? That wasn’t a threeway. That was you getting cuckolded by a superior male specimen, and being allowed to watch. I didn’t have to let you watch us. I could have kicked you out at any fucking time, but I didn’t, because I wanted to give you a chance to prove yourself. But you fucking failed. Now, you don’t get a choice.” 
 
    Turrell snapped his fingers and one of the men accompanying him brought out a little box and handed it to  Turrell, who opened it up and removed a metal device from it. 
 
    “Do you know what this is, cuck?” he asked as he held it up for Chris to see. 
 
    Chris had never seen anything like it in his life, and he shook his head no. 
 
    “This is a cock cage,” Turrell said. “It’s for pathetic, loser husbands like you who can’t satisfy their wives. Your penis is already useless, and this cage is merely formalizing it.” 
 
    “I’m not putting that on,” Chris said defiantly. 
 
    “I’m not asking you to,” Turrell said. He nodded, and two of his goons stepped forward and held Chris down. He screamed, but he was helpless. As the two men held him down, the third pulled down his pants and underwear, and began to fasten the device around Chris’s dick. He locked it, and then handed the key to Turrell. 
 
    “I’m your key-keeper,” he said. “If you’re a good cuck, I’ll occasionally let you out of that cage to play. But not often. And, like I said, only if you’re good and obey me. At all times. An obedient cuck is a good cuck, and anything less than that will yield major punishments for you, got it?” 
 
    Chris, feeling helpless, merely shook his head. 
 
    “Good. Well, now that you’re properly caged, I suppose we can get started.” 
 
    “Get started?” Chris asked in confusion. 
 
    “With the night’s big event,” Turrell said with a big grin. As he spoke, one of his friends picked Brittany up and she squealed delightedly; he headed up the stairs with her giggling, and everyone else followed them, completely ignoring Chris. He wanted to see what they were going to do with his wife, of course, so he scurried up the stairs after them. 
 
    Once in the bedroom, Turrell’s friend threw Brittany down on the bed. As Brittany made herself comfortable, the men all began taking off their clothes. Chris’s eyes grew wide as his eyes took in the sight of three giant black cocks that were just as big, thick and powerful as Turrell’s big black cock. Suddenly he was aware of what was about to happen, but he still didn’t quite believe it. 
 
    “Um, hold on just a second,” Chris said. Nobody paid him any attention, so he spoke again louder this time. “Um, hey, guys? What in the hell is going on here? Are you about to do what I think you’re about to do?” 
 
    Turrell smirked at him. “And just what do you think we’re about to do, you pathetic little cuck?” 
 
    “I think you’re about to gangbang my fucking wife.” 
 
    Turrell looked Chris directly in the eye and gave him a wide grin. “Well, then, you’re exactly right,” he said. “Sit down, cuck. You’re about to get one hell of a show. Too bad you won’t be able to touch yourself. But it’ll give you a nice opportunity to get acclimated to your cage. And hey, if you’re a good little boy and do exactly what we tell you, then maybe the next time I bring some friends over to share your wife’s pretty pink pussy and hot little mouth, I’ll unlock that cage and let you have your fun.” 
 
    “Oh, uh … okay,” Chris said. He definitely was not okay with his wife getting ganbanged by a quartet of big black thugs, only one of which she actually knew. But what choice did he have? These thugs would beat him up if he refused to let them have their way. “Is … is this what you want, Brittany?” 
 
    Brittany bit her lip, and looked up at Turrell with a guilty look on her face. “I’m sorry, babe … but yes. I want all of their cocks inside me.” 
 
    Chris, defeated, sat down in the chair across from the bed. 
 
    “That’s it,” Turrell said. “Take a seat. Make yourself comfortable. And enjoy the show.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 CHAPTER 7: THE FUN 
 
      
 
    It started with all of the men encircling Brittany, who was now stripped of her dress and sitting on the bed naked. She took turns sucking their cocks, and as she slurped on one, she stroked two others with either hand. The men stroked her hair as she sucked and stroked, and told her how beautiful she was, how good her hot little mouth felt, and how hard they were going to fuck her. Brittany just moaned in response, obviously enjoying the attention of these strong, tall, athletic black men. 
 
    Chris took it all in extremely aware of the cage restricting his cock. The erotic scene in front of him was definitely making him aroused, but every time he began to get hard, it became unbearably painful and uncomfortable as his cock strained against the cage surrounding it. How was he going to live with this thing on his dick? 
 
    It was Brittany who grew tired of the circle first; she got on her hands and knees, wiggling her ass at her black lovers, and said, “Enough sucking; I need one of you fucking studs to fuck the shit out of this tight little pussy.” 
 
    Needless to say, the guys liked the sound of that. But Turrell decided that he was going to be the first to sample Brittany’s juicy little pussy for the night. Brittany didn’t seem to mind that one bit; she looked behind her and stared at Turrell as he entered her, clear adoration present in her eyes. 
 
    Turrell build up a steady rhythm, pumping his long, dark schlong in and out of Brittany’s cunt. As they fucked, one of the men hopped up on the bed and kneeled in front of Brittany, directing his cock directly in front of Brittany’s face. She quickly and eagerly slurped it into her mouth, gagging on it as she slurped and sucked and bounced up and down on Turrell’s thick monster. 
 
    The other two men, feeling left out, came and stood on either side of Brittany so she could pleasure them with her hands. Chris marveled at the sight: Brittany was literally getting it from both ends, and she was getting it from either side as well. She looked, he thought, like a total and utter whore. A cheap slut. Cheap wasn’t even the right word. These guys weren’t paying her. By the looks of it, if they hadn’t been willing to do to her what they were doing right now, she probably would have paid them to fill all her holes. 
 
    Chris was going through a wide variety of emotions. On the one hand, it was painful to see his wife get so much more excited with all of these men than she had ever -- ever -- gotten with him. But he had to admit, it was fucking sexy watching her get used by not one, not two, but four fucking men. He’d seen more than a few porn films that started exactly like this, but he never thought he’d be witnessing something like this in person. 
 
    And yet, he couldn’t enjoy it -- not really. His dick was straining against its cage, but it was bringing him an unbelievable amount of pain. He held his useless, constricted penis, and then looked up in agony at the scene unfolding before him. I wish I could fucking jerk off! He thought to himself. This is so fucking hot! I can’t believe my wife is such a little slut! 
 
    One of the men who was getting his cock stroked pulled away and shook his head in frustration. “I’m not down with this hand shit,” he said. “I need to get this dick wet. I need to stick it in that tight little asshole.” 
 
    Turrell chuckled. “Well, I’m not using her asshole,” he said. “Be my guest.” 
 
    Turrell pulled out momentarily, and slid underneath Brittany, sliding his cock back into her. As Brittany began to ride him, the other man came around and placed his cock at the tip of Brittany’s asshole. 
 
    “Damn, man, this girl’s ass is tight,” he said. “You think I’m gonna fit?” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Turrell said. “I stretched it out good last night. You should be fine, bro. Just go slow.” 
 
    The man chuckled. “Maybe at first,” he said. He pushed the head of his cock into her ass, and Brittany yelped, then moaned as he continued pushing his length into her. The man who had been fucking her throat retook his position and guided it back into her mouth. Chris loved the sight of her gobbling his huge knob. His wife looked amazing -- getting double-stuffed, with one ass in her ass and the other in her pussy, and another giant cock invading her mouth. 
 
    The room filled with the sounds of Brittany’s interracial orgy; it was all slurping, and moaning and grunting … and it was driving Chris absolutely crazy. Precum leaked out of his cock even though it wasn’t hard. He couldn’t believe it. He didn’t think he had ever been more turned on in his entire life. 
 
    Before long, Brittany began screaming, her entire body quivering in intense, orgasmic pleasure. “Holy shit, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” she screamed. “Fuck me with your big, black cocks! Holy shit, never stop fucking me! Never stop fucking me with your big, thick cocks!” 
 
    Chris expected the men to follow suit with their own orgasms, but they didn’t. Not right away, anyway. They continued fucking Brittany for almost an hour, bringing her to several more orgasms, before they finally grew tense with their own imminent orgasms. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Turrell shouted. “Oh fuuuck, I’m gonna nut in this married slut housewife’s used up little cunt!” His hips bucked upward as he buried his cock all the way into Brittany’s pussy, and emptied his balls deep into her unprotected womb. The sight was so unrelentingly hot that Chris didn’t even care that his wife was filled with another man’s cum and was not even on birth control of any kind. 
 
    After Turrell emptied his balls into Brittany’s pussy, the guy fucking her asshole let out a mighty roar grasped Brittany’s hips as he pumped hot sticky streams of cum into her asshole. 
 
    “Oh fuck, yes, fill me up with your cum!” Brittany shouted. “Breed me! Put a black baby in me you fucking studs!” 
 
    Once they were done, the two men sat back and took a brief breather, as Brittany turned around and lay down on her back. That gave the other two men that hadn’t had a chance to cum yet the opportunity to move in and explore more of Brittany. The man who’d been fucking her mouth took the opportunity to slide into Brittany’s pussy, while the other man, who hadn’t had an opportunity to sample any of her juicy little holes yet, stood over her and guided his cock into her mouth. Brittany slurped it into her mouth greedily, as if she was starving for cock. 
 
    “Yeah, you like that baby?” the man asked her. “You like having a real man’s cock in your mouth?” 
 
    She made to take his cock out of her mouth to answer him, but he pushed it back into her mouth. “No, tell me with it in,” he said. 
 
    “Mmmffpff--yesh, I mmpffh, I love it mmpfffh daddy!” she cried.  
 
    “Awww, yeah, baby, that’s what daddy likes to hear,” he said, and he began fucking her throat just like he was fucking a pussy, ramming his cock down her throat fast and hard. Brittany was clearly choking, but she was taking it like a champ, doing her best to take every thick inch of this thug’s gargantuan cock. 
 
    It only took the man in her ass a couple minutes to empty his balls into her pussy. As he pulled out, huge, sticky globs of semen poured out of her cunt … probably a combination of that guys’ and Turrell’s, Chris thought. He couldn’t believe how much cum had been deposited deep inside her cunt. Shit shit shit, he thought. There’s no fucking way in hell she’s not going to get pregnant now. 
 
    The man stepped aside, leaving Brittany’s pussy vacant. The man fucking her throat asked her, “I’m gonna cum soon, bitch. Do you want it in your mouth or your pussy?” 
 
    Brittany, her mouth still crammed full of nigger cock, answered as best as she could. “Mfjfjjfghcum in my mmffhfh fucking mouth!” she shouted. “I mffhfhf mmm … I wanna taste your mmfhfhf cum!” 
 
    The man laughed. “You are a kinky little whore, aren’t you? Don’t worry, I’ll feed you all my cum.” He pulled his cock slightly out of her mouth and began jerking it off, bringing him the rest of the way over the brink. “Aaah, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” he yelled violently as he came. Chris looked on with fascination; up until now, Brittany’s lovers had only ever cum inside her, outside of Chris’s view. 
 
    But now he could see everything. He stared with a grin on his face as long strands of sticky semen shot out of the man’s cock and into Brittany’s mouth. It was otherworldly how many hot streams of cum soared out of his dick; it was like a never-ending fountain or something. It was so much cum, in fact, that it poured out of her mouth and dribbled down her chin, then dropped onto her tits.  
 
    “Holy shit,” the man said. “That was some hot shit. I’m spent.” 
 
    “Me too,” Brittany said, but her words were garbled as gobs of warm cum flowed out of her mouth. 
 
    Turrell stood and beckoned Chris to come to him. 
 
    “It’s your time to shine, cuck,” he said. 
 
    Chris felt his heart sink. What did Turrell have in store for him? 
 
    “What?” he asked nervously.  
 
    Turrell motioned for his friends to line up against the wall. “It’s time to put you to work,” he told Chris. “Get your faggot ass over here.” 
 
    Chris didn’t like being called a “faggot,” and he didn’t like the way Turrell was bossing him around. But once again, he had to inevitably conclude that he didn’t really have a choice in the manner. So he stood and began walking toward Turrell, when Turrell stopped him. 
 
    “Get on your hands and knees and crawl to us, fag,” he said. 
 
    Chris acted obediently, subserviently, and did what he was told. He got on his hands and knees and crawled along the bedroom floor. His cheeks were hot with embarrassment, but he did as he was told. When he reached Turrell, he looked up expectantly, wondering what the point of all this was … even as he began to suspect exactly where it was going. 
 
    “Get sucking, faggot.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What the fuck do you think I mean, you cracker-ass faggot?” Turrell said, sounding annoyed. “Don’t you remember fluffing me so I could get hard for your wife last night? Well, now that’s exactly what you’re going to do for me and my boys here. You’re going to lick our dicks up and down and get us nice and hard so we can fuck your wife again. You’re going to take turns with each of our cocks, and you’re going to start with me. Now getting sucking before I get angry, you sissy-ass bitch.” 
 
    Chris was frightened by Turrell’s profanity-laden speech, so he decided not to try to fight him on it at all. He simply brought his hand to Turrell’s giant cock, lifted it slightly, and brought his tongue to the underside of the head. He flicked his tongue back and forth for a minute, which generated an appreciative sigh of pleasure from Turrell. 
 
    “Oh yeah, faggot, that feels good,” Turrell whispered. 
 
    Chris closed his eyes, forgetting all about his reluctance and just enjoying the sensation. He lifted Turrell’s cock up more as it grew, and he brought his tongue down to Turrell’s massive balls. He let his tongue slide over one ball and then the next, and then decided to take one of them into his mouth, sucking gently. Turrell stroked his hair gently, telling him what a good job he was doing, that he was making him nice and hard and ready to fuck his wife’s whore cunt. 
 
    Once Turrell was fully hard, he decided to have some fun with Chris and he fucked his throat for a bit, really making Chris gag and choke on his cock; unlike Brittany, who had taken it well, Chris had a harder time, finding it almost impossible to breathe. But finally Turrell was done and he decided he’d rather be fucking Brittany’s pussy with it than Chris’s throat.  
 
    As Turrell moved on to Brittany, Chris was forced in front of the next cock in the line. As he sucked and slurped, he heard the moaning and grunting of Brittany and Turrell behind him, and it turned him on. Oh, how he wished he could take this stupid fucking cage off of him and touch himself while he slurped on this magnificent cock! It was killing him! But he channeled all of his sexual frustration into the lurid task at hand, practically making love to the black cock in front of him with his mouth. He snaked his tongue up and down the long, rigid shaft. He kissed the head passionately. He gently sucked his large, low-hanging, hairy balls into his mouth and moaned at the sensation. I'm such a nasty little slut, Chris thought. And I fucking love it!  
 
    It was very odd, he thought. Last night, in the heat of the moment, as he sucked and slurped on Turrell’s magnificent, powerful black cock, he had embraced his inner cockwhore. At that moment, he could not have thought of anything more wonderful than servicing a sexy, muscular man far more dominant than he. But at the end of the night, he had become disgusted by his own behavior. Vowing inwardly that he would never let something like that happen ever again.  
 
    And yet, here he was, once again sloppily gobbling down a fat, drooling cock, eagerly, like a little whore. 
 
    In the heat of the moment, the question running through his head was not what was wrong with him. The question was why wasn't he like this all the time -- just constantly craving stiff black cocks in his whore mouth? Because he was finding that he enjoyed it more than anything in the world. It was his calling. And he was beginning to realize that it was nothing he should be ashamed of. He should embrace his inner black cock slut, he decided.  
 
    As he bobbed his head up and down the cock in front of him enthusiastically, his hand drifted toward the cock of the man beside him. It was still soft, but he gently caressed the sensitive skin under the head before moving his hand beneath the shaft so he could fondle the man's heavy balls. As he worked, the man's cock slowly began growing firm until it was finally standing fully erect and rock-hard.  
 
    Seeing that his companion was getting extra attention while he waited for Chris’s mouth, the third man walked over to the other side of him and practically pushed his cock into Chris’s face until Chris finally reached out began fondling his cock just as he’d done with the other man. 
 
    “Mmm … yeah, play with that cock, white boi,” the man said. “Get it nice and hard … ready to slide into your wife’s slippery little cunt. You going to help me put a black baby in your wife’s pretty little white cunt? Yeah, of course you are you pathetic little cuck,” he said with a laugh.  
 
    Chris ignored his comments about impregnating Brittany. He didn’t want to think about that. He was focused on feeling like a porn star … and indeed, that’s exactly how he felt as he slobbered all over the cock in front of him, and stroked two others with each of his hands.  
 
    As he fondled the other two cocks, his appetite got the better of him. He pulled them in closer so the trio of studs formed a small circle around him, and he began rotating from one cock to the next, taking turns sucking the huge rods into his mouth while jerking off the other two. He loved being the center of attention … even though he knew it wouldn’t last for long, as each of the men would eventually be moving on to lay their seed in his wife. I have to do this sometime when it’s just me, Chris thought. Where I’m the center of attention and can keep all these sexy dark cocks to myself. 
 
    One of the men gave Chris a grateful pat on the head, thanked him for his skillful cock sucking (I must be a natural, Chris thought. It’s only my second day of cock sucking!), and then left to help Turrell stuff Brittany’s holes full of black dick. 
 
    That left one hole open; Turrell was currently fucking Brittany’s throat, and the other man was beneath her and now ramming his cock in and out of her pussy. That left her ass wide open for one of the other men. 
 
    “Sorry bro,” said the man Chris was currently stroking. “I’m gonna go claim that tight little ass for my cock. You can tap in in a few minutes.” 
 
    “You go ahead, man,” the other one said. “I’m actually impressed by this little faggot’s cocksucking skills. I think I’m gonna put him to work for awhile. I’ll come blow a load in his wife in a while. You guys enjoy.” 
 
    The man nodded and practically sprinted up to Brittany’s ass, eager to ensure she was thoroughly stuffed. That left Chris with one-on-one time with the remaining man. 
 
    The man lay down on the floor and lifted his ass up to give Chris access. “Let’s see how well you can toss a salad,” he said to Chris, who hesitated slightly; although he had enjoyed licking his wife and Turrell’s ass, it was still something he was not used to. But the man wasn’t having any of that. “Come over here and lick my fucking asshole,” he said. 
 
    “Fuck it,” Chris whispered to himself. No more hesitation. He planted his face squarely between the man’s legs and crammed his tongue between his ass cheeks and into his puckered asshole. It was a sweaty mess, but Chris was so turned on that he found it sexy as hell. He kissed, licked and sucked as deeply into the man’s ass as possible, and stroked his cock quickly up and down all the while. 
 
    “Oh shit,” the man said. “This faggot sure knows how to use his tongue. He’s a natural-born fag, that’s for fucking sure.” 
 
    Chris smiled delightedly. He was beginning to truly love being called a faggot -- because, he was realizing, he was one. A big one. Brittany must be so ashamed of him, he thought … but he didn’t care as long as he could continue pleasuring these big, thick cocks. 
 
    After a few minutes of slurping on the man’s asshole, he sat up and ordered Chris to the ground. 
 
    “Get on your hands and knees,” he said. “And point that cracker ass at me.” 
 
    “What?” Chris asked. “You want me to face away from you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” the man said. “How else am I gonna fuck your ass?” 
 
    Chris’s eyes widened in sheer terror. “Fuck my ass?” he shouted. “No one’s ever fucked my ass before! I can’t!” 
 
    The man chuckled. “You’re not doing a very good job of dissuading me. I love the thought of violating a virgin asshole. Now get in position or I’ll put you in position.” 
 
    Chris did as he was told … but nervously … tentatively. As the man’s massive cock came to rest on the small of Chris’s back, he closed his eyes nervously and braced for what was about to come, his whole body tense. 
 
    “You ready?” the man asked as he pointed the tip of his cockhead directly into Chris’s asshole. Before Chris could even utter anything in response, he was pushing the massive head of his cock into Chris’s asshole. Already, it was stretching infinitely more than it had ever stretched in Chris’s lifetime. Chris wondered if he’d torn his rectum. But the man ignored his cry of pain and just kept pushing his long, thick cock further into Chris’s rectum. 
 
    “Holy shit, holy shit, that fucking hurts!” Chris shouted. 
 
    “You think I give a fuck?” the man said, his breath heavy as he began slowly pumping his cock in and out of Chris’s anus, pushing his cock in a little deeper with every downward thrust. “This pathetic cuck ass belongs to us now, white boi!” 
 
    “Okay,” Chris said timidly, through gritted teeth resulting from his pain. 
 
    “Address me as ‘sir,’ white boi,” the man said. 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Good boy,” the man said. “Now tell me to fuck your ass harder.” 
 
    Chris clasped his eyes shut. The man’s cock was stretching his asshole to unbelievable limits; he didn’t think he had ever experienced such extreme pain. He definitely did not want the man to fuck his ass harder, but he was afraid of what would happen to him if he refused to follow orders, so to speak. 
 
    “Puh … puh-lease fuck my ass harder … daddy,” he said.  
 
    He didn’t know why he had added the “daddy.” It just felt right … a term of proper respect for the man who had so much power over him … a sign of subservience. But it had the unintended effect of getting the man even harder, prompting him to really lay into Chris’s little virgin asshole. 
 
    But with the harder thrusts, his cock pushed further into Chris’s asshole and Chris’s pain suddenly gave way to a intense pleasure … Holy shit, he realized, he’s pushing up against my fucking prostate! Holy fucking shit that feels good! 
 
    He couldn’t contain himself. “Holy shit, that feels amazing!” he shouted. “What the fuck are you doing to me, daddy?” 
 
    “I’m stroking that virgin prostate with my cock, bitch,” he said. “Now take it like the little slut you are.” 
 
    Chris was practically euphoric; he couldn’t believe how could it felt. The pain was still there but it was completely dwarfed by the pleasure. He found himself actually fucking the man back, violently thrusting his ass back to meet his cock. 
 
    “Oh yeah, fuck me!” Chris cried. “Fuck me like the little bitch slut I am, daddy!” 
 
    The man did exactly as Chris asked, grasping his hips as he continued pumping his asshole. 
 
    Brittany, who had been quite distracted by the three cocks keeping her company, suddenly noticed her husband on the floor taking his own big black cock deep in his asshole. 
 
    “Holy shit, look at Chris!” she shouted, pointing at him. Chris was in such a state of ecstacy that he didn’t even look up at the sound of his name. He just continued pushing his ass into the sexy cock getting ready to pump him full of hot cum, moaning like a shameless little cockwhore. 
 
    Turrell laughed. “Damn, he really ain’t a man no more, is he?” 
 
    Brittany laughed, too. “How pathetic. I think he likes black cock in his ass even more than I do! Hey Chris!” she called out, and Chris turned to look at her, too enraptured by the cock in his ass to register any shame. “You want that black cock to pump your ass full of nigger cum?” 
 
    “Y--yes!” he yelled out. “Fuck yes!” 
 
    “Say it,” she said. “Say what you want, cuck.” 
 
    “I want hot nigger cum to flood my virgin asshole!” he cried. 
 
    Brittany put a hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter. “Holy shit! My husband is a bonafide cockwhore! An even bigger one than I am, I think.” She and her lovers enjoyed a good laugh at that, but it was a momentary aside … not one of them was satisfied yet, and they got back to some vigorous fucking. 
 
    Not one of them even looked up to notice the fourth man suddenly tensing up and gripping Chris’s hips harder as he plunged his cock into Chris’s ass, up to the balls. 
 
    “Oh yeah, I’m going to cum in your ass, bitch!” he cried. 
 
    And then, with one final thrust, he did just that: Jet after jet of hot, white cum squirted directly into Chris’s ass as he let out a mighty roar. 
 
    “Oh fuck, yes!” Chris cried. “Cum in my ass! Cum in my virgin fucking asshole!” 
 
    “Arrgghh -- yeah, you don’t have a virgin ass anymore, you fucking slut!” he let out. 
 
    Then Chris found, to his amazement, as the man’s cock hit up against his prostate, he began cumming -- even with his dick in its cage! 
 
    Stick strands of cum dribbled out of his penis -- it didn’t shoot out like the cum shooting into his asshole. It was just a pathetic dribble … but there was so much of it, leaking all over the floor. 
 
    “Fuck oh fuck oh fuck, I’m cumming!” Chris shouted. “Don’t stop fucking me! Don’t ever stop fucking me you sexy fucking stud oh fuck yes!” 
 
    The man pulled his cock out, and marveled for a moment at the gaping hole that had once been Chris’s ass. It wasn’t very tight anymore, and it was leaking gobs and gobs of fresh cum, which was now running down Chris’s legs. 
 
    “Fuck,” Chris said, collapsing onto the floor. “That was fucking amazing.” 
 
    The man chuckled. “Sure was,” he said. “Now open up.” 
 
    “What?” Chris asked confusedly. 
 
    “Suck my cock,” the man said. “Get it nice and hard for your wife.” 
 
    Chris shrugged. What choice did he really have? He opened his mouth as wide as he could. Inwardly, he smiled. 
 
   


  
 



CHAPTER 8: THE BARGAIN 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Chris found himself cooking breakfast, naked, for four black studs and his well-fucked wife. 
 
    All four of them had stayed the night. After Chris had cum (and been filled with cum), he had crawled into the neighboring guest room, exhausted. Like a repeat of the previous night, he had listened to the sound of his wife making love as he drifted off to sleep -- only this time, the sounds were louder and more emphatic as his wife was partaking in a bonafide gangbang. 
 
    He finally got to sleep, but he awoke occasionally and heard the sounds of their lovemaking continuing long into the night. At one point he glanced at the clock and saw that it was nearly 3:30 in the morning -- and they were still going at it hard and fast! 
 
    When he finally woke up around 8, he was grateful that they had finally gone to bed. He made himself some breakfast, but he knew in a few hours the whole lot of them would be down and hungry. He left most of the breakfast-making equipment out and walked into the living room and sat down on the couch to watch some TV programs. 
 
    A few hours later, he was proven correct, as the entire entourage sauntered down the stairs. 
 
    “Good morning,” Chris called out from the living room. 
 
    Turrell glanced at Chris and smirked. 
 
    “‘Morning, cuck,” he said with a mixture of both disdain and slight amusement. “Where’s our breakfast?” 
 
    “I, uh … I can whip you guys up some eggs or something,” he said. 
 
    “From now on, you are expected to have our breakfast waiting for us when we wake up,” Turrell said. “Now get in that kitchen and make us bacon, eggs and pancakes -- the whole fucking shebang. Hey, hold up a sec.” He approached Chris, produced a key from his pocket, and unlocked the cage 
 
    Chris scurried into the kitchen and started cooking as the men and Brittany filed into the living room. As he cooked, however, the man who had fucked his ass the previous night came into the kitchen and smacked Chris’s ass -- really hard. Chris flinched, but otherwise tried not to show how much it had hurt. 
 
    “What’s with all these clothes?” the man asked. Chris was dressed in khaki pants and a polo shirt. 
 
    “I, uh … well, this is what I wear during the day,” Chris said. 
 
    “No,” the man said. 
 
    “No?” Chris asked. 
 
    “You heard me,” the man said. “I said NO. Clothes are for men. You’re not a man. You’re a fucking cuck. A pathetic, worthless cuckold whose sole purpose is pleasuring real men like me and my friends. So you take off those clothes, and you cook bare-assed.” 
 
    “But what if the oil splatters--” 
 
    “I don’t give a fuck,” the man said. “Get naked.” 
 
    So Chris had stripped down and was now cooking without even so much as an apron. Completely humiliating for the “pathetic little cuck.” But at least Turrell had seemed to take some level of pity on him: He had produced from his pocket the key to his cock cage and unlocked it. Chris was eternally grateful … but he wasn’t sure how long his newfound freedom would last. 
 
    Meanwhile, he’d made enough breakfast to satisfy everyone. And he was relieved when Turrell said that he and his friends had to be going. As they started standing up and getting ready to leave, Chris hurried to the bedroom to put on some clothes and then hurried back out to the living room just as Turrell and Brittany were saying their final goodbyes to each other. 
 
    “I’m sorry, babe,” he said as he held Brittany in his arms. “I’ve got to go record some material. Maybe I’ll come over tonight. We’ll see.” 
 
    “Shit, I hope so,” Brittany said. “I think I’m getting addicted to that big black cock of yours.” 
 
    I think I am too, Chris said. But he didn’t say anything. He just observed the two of them as they said goodbye. 
 
    “Well, have fun,” Brittany said. You’re going to be at your studio downtown? What is it? Penrose Studios?” 
 
    “That’s the one,” he said. “But we’ve really got to get going. I’ll call you later.” He bent down and gave her a long, slow kiss, then turned and walked out the door, followed by his little entourage of friends. 
 
    When they were gone, Brittany came and sat with Chris at the kitchen table. 
 
    “So,” she said. 
 
    “So,” he said. 
 
    “Are we going to talk about what's been going on the last couple days?” 
 
    “What's there to talk about?” he asked. 
 
    “Well, what do you think about everything that happened?” she asked shyly. 
 
    Chris considered the question for a moment. On the one hand, despite being humiliated and denigrated most of the last two days, he had to admit that he had had a lot of fun, and explored aspects of his sexuality he hadn't known even existed.  
 
    But he had also had his wife, essentially, taken away from him. Stolen by Turrell, both her body and, Chris was reluctant to admit, perhaps her heart. That scared him. He didn't want his life torn apart. 
 
    Finally, Chris spoke. “I thought some aspects of the last two days were quite fun,” he said. “And I wouldn't necessarily be opposed to trying something like it again in the future. 
 
    “But,” he continued, “I'm not really okay with the way you basically forced this in me. If you'd been interested in having sex with another man, I would have been receptive if I had a say in who the man is! I don't like that you've just started fucking your ex-boyfriend without me having any say as to whether it's okay or not. And frankly, I am not okay with you fucking Turrell. I don't want you to fuck him again. I don't even want you to see him or talk to him again.” 
 
    Brittany took that in for a moment. “I hear what you're saying,” she said. “And I admit that I probably did act selfishly, reaching out to Turrell and then fucking him behind your back. I realize how important it would be for you to have a say in who I choose as my side lover. 
 
    “But,” she added, “Things have changed. This isn't just about sowing my wild oats anymore. I've developed feelings for Turrell. Real feelings.” 
 
    Chris hung is head. “Are you in love with him?” he asked. 
 
    “I don't know. I don't think so … not yet. But I could see it growing into that. But to be completely honest with you, it's mostly that I'm just addicted to his massive cock … and the way he fucks me! Chris, I swear I'm not saying this to try to hurt your feelings, but I think I literally have had more orgasms in the last couple days than I've had the entire time we've been together. Do you really expect me to just give that up?” 
 
    Chris was silent for a moment. “I suppose that would be unfair,” he said coldly. “But does it have to be with Turrell, Brittany? Can't it be anyone but him?” 
 
    “It is him,” she said. “If I'm being honest, with myself and you, it's always been him. Ever since I first met him in middle school. There was always this animal attraction to him, and I was never able to fully act on it in middle school, being so young and all. But now I've tasted it, and I'm hooked. And I hate to put it this way, but you do have a choice. You can either choose to let me keep seeing Turrell whenever I want -- keep fucking Turrell whenever I want -- or you can choose to leave. I’m not happy to have to give you an ultimatum like that, but it’s just a necessity of our current situation.” 
 
    Chris tried to hold back tears. “I see,” he said. 
 
    “You do, do you? Well, what’s your decision?” 
 
    “I haven’t reached a fucking decision yet,” Chris replied, with a bit more of an edge than he had intended. “I need to leave. I need to clear my head.” 
 
    “Okay, well I--” 
 
    But he didn’t wait to see what she’d said. He grabbed his keys off the key rack by the door and stomped off to the car. 
 
    But he wasn’t going to clear his head. He was going to Penrose Studios. He was going to do whatever it took to convince Turrell to leave his wife alone … to stay the fuck out of their lives. 
 
    Chris was going to reclaim his wife. And his life. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The receptionist at the recording studio was reluctant to let Chris in. He’d had to insist that he knew Turrell personally and that she wouldn’t get in trouble for letting him in. When even that didn’t work, slipping her a fifty dollar bill finally did the trick. 
 
    She pointed him down the hall and gave him some vague directions and soon Chris was standing outside the door into the actual studio itself. He knocked on the door gently, but didn’t hear any answer, so he opened the door and stepped inside. 
 
    There, sitting on a couch, was Turrell. He looked surprised when he looked up and saw Chris standing there in the doorway. 
 
    “What are you doing here, cuck?” he barked.  
 
    Chris was mortified. “Sshh,” he said. “Don’t call me that here!” 
 
    Turrell just laughed, heartily. “Why not? You think just because you’re out of your house that you’re not a pathetic little cuckold anymore? I hate to break it to you, dude, but you’re a cuck wherever and whenever.” 
 
    Chris closed the door behind him and took a few steps closer to Turrell. 
 
    “Look,” he said. “I know I’m pathetic. And I know I’m subservient. And I know I might be a little bisexual.” Turrell guffawed at that, so he added, “Okay, more than a little bisexual. But I don’t want to be a cuckold. My wife has told me that she wants to be with you. To continue seeing you … continue fucking you. I don’t want that. And I’m here to tell you that … I’m willing to do anything it takes to get you to leave her alone.” 
 
    Turrell raised an eyebrow. “Anything, huh?” he asked. 
 
    “Anything,” Chris said. He stepped closer to Turrell, and knelt directly in front of him, then scooted forward until he could lay both of his hands on Turrell’s thighs. “And I mean anything.” 
 
    “Well now, I do have a little friend here that needs some attention,” Turrell said. 
 
    “I would love to help out with that,” Chris said. He began unbuckling Turrell’s belt, then unbuttoned his jeans and began pulling them off of him. He stroked his cock through his boxers, watching his formidable snake grow into a raging monster. “And I’d love to help you out with this any time you need some, uh … stress relief,” Chris added. He slid off his boxers and his magnificent cock sprang out. Chris traced his tongue around the engorged head. “This is what I’m offering, Turrell: Take me instead. Make me your bitch. Call me up whenever you need a hot mouth on your beautiful cock. I’m more than willing. But I don’t think my marriage can survive if it’s Brittany that ends up serving you. So I’m asking you, Turrell … I’m begging you … let me be your cockwhore instead.” With that, he swallowed the entire length of Turrell’s cock and, in a valiant effort to show off, almost deepthroated the entire thing, save one or two inches that he couldn’t quite get down. 
 
    Turrell, for his part, didn’t say a word. He just leaned back, put his hands behind his head, and let Chris get to work. Chris put everything he had into this blowjob. After all, how well he did on it may very well impact the very fate of his marriage to Brittany. He bobbed his head up and down furiously; took it out and traced his tongue over every square inch. All the while, he massaged Turrell’s swollen balls, except when he took a moment to tease them with his tongue, or suck them gently into his mouth. 
 
    Turrell couldn’t hold it any further. Normally he considered Chris nothing more than a pathetic cuck fluffer, but he was truly putting a tremendous effort into swallowing his cock, and was actually doing a pretty damned good job. Within a matter of minutes, he was grunting loudly as he emptied his balls into Chris’s mouth. 
 
    Several sharp jets of hot cum hit the back of Chris’s throat. He was so surprised by the force that he recoiled, and that sent the next few jets onto his face. By the time Turrell had stopped cumming, Chris’s mouth was filled with cum, much of it leaking out of his mouth and running down his chin, and he also had a fine coating covering just about every inch of his face. He looked up at Turrell with a hopeful look on his face. I sure hope I did a good enough job to pull this off, he thought to himself. 
 
    “So?” he asked the superior black man sitting before him. “Do we have a deal?” 
 
    Turrell pulled up hoods pants, fastened them, and then re-fastened his belt. “Come sit down,” he said, beckoning Chris to the couch he'd just been sitting on. He say down and looked up expectantly at the taller, better-looking man.  
 
    “I'm going to tell you how things are going to be,” Turrell said. “You lost your wife the instant she sent me that Facebook message. She wouldn't have been looking for a fine black dick like the one I'm packing if you'd been keeping her satisfied. That's not on her. That's not on me. The responsibility for that lies squarely on your small, feminine shoulders.” 
 
    Chris couldn't help looking at his shoulders out the corner of his eye. They're not feminine … are they? 
 
    “Ever since that moment, things have changed. I stretched out your wife's pussy more than you or anyone had ever stretched it before. I hit it deeper than you ever could, hitting spots she didn't even know a dick could reach. And you really expect that if I were to stop seeing her, that she'd just go back to getting it from your pathetic little excuse for a penis? Not likely. Your wife is a big cock addict now, son. Not just a big cock addict, but a big black cock addict. If I'm removed from the picture … your wife is just going to get it from someone else. Probably behind your back. 
 
    “So you see, cuck, it's inevitable that I'm going to keep fucking your wife. Because she's going to keep fucking someone's big, black cock, and I want it to be mine. Now if you want to be involved, that's fine. We could use a cuck like you for cleanup and fluffing duties. You're good at it. You should be proud of yourself.  
 
    “But dammit, cracker, you need to learn your place. You keep trying to change things like they even can be changed. But it's already done. So let it be. Embrace your role. Because things are not going to be good for you if you try to fight it like you're doing now.  
 
    “Now, you could go ahead and leave if  you wanted to. You could say that this is too much for you. I'd understand. I'm sure Brittain would understand. You could find a different girl, one who wasn't quite so eager to chase after bigger, better men. 
 
    “But of course,” he said with a laugh, “the problem with that scenario is that you're on my radar now, cuck. I'm a competitive man. Can't help it. It's in my nature. So even if you do manage to snag yourself another woman, one even half as gorgeous as Brittany, you run the risk -- and mark my words, Chris, it's a very real risk -- that I'll hunt her down and seduce her and steal her from you just like I stole Brittany from you.” 
 
    Chris’s jaw clenched. What an arrogant bastard, he thought. But then, with a sigh, he thought to himself, Who am I kidding? He's right. He could steal just about any woman from me. 
 
    Turrell wasn't yet done with Chris. “Knowing that, Chris, I think the choice for you is clear: Stay. You love Brittany, and in some way, deep down, she still cares for you as well. You can still be together, just not in the way you two were together before I entered the picture. And make no mistake, Chris. If you stay, you will know your place, or you will not be permitted to stay. You will watch me make love to your wife. You will fluff my cock when it's not firmly inserted into one of your wife's holes. And after I fill her with my seed, you will slurp up every ounce of my cum from your wife's slutty little cunt. 
 
    “In exchange for your obedience, I can assure you that will be uncaged at least once a week, and allowed to jerk off your tiny cock to completion while watching me make love to your wife. Yes,” he added, noting the look of surprise on Chris’s face, “You will be forced into a chastity cage if you decide to stay. Because that's your proper role. You are no longer in a sexual relationship with your wife. I am. And as such, for the majority of your waking existence, you will not be allowed to function as a sexual being.” 
 
    With that, Turrell crouched down so he was face to face with Chris. He stared him directly in the eyes. His gaze was so intense that it intimidated Chris to no end. “So,” Turrell spat out forcefully, clearly the extremely dominant alpha male to Chris’s beta male, “What's it going to be then, huh? What's your decision, cucky?” 
 
    Chris had carefully taken in everything Turrell had said to him. Even as Turrell was speaking, Chris was trying to fight it, insisting to himself that his marriage was worth saving. He had first met Brittany in high school. He had loved her the second he'd first laid eyes on her. She was the first and only woman he had ever loved. He couldn't throw their years of marriage away. 
 
    But then again, if what Turrell was saying was true -- and deep down, Chris knew Turrell were indeed true -- then it sounded like the only way to save his marriage was to agree to Turrell’s terms. He had come here thinking that he was going to drive a hard bargain with Turrell. But in fact, Turrell had held all of the cards all along. The fact was, he couldn't imagine a life without Brittany, even though it was clear that Brittany would be just fine without him.  
 
    “Well?” Turrell asked, growing impatient. 
 
    Chris smirked, and the smirk then turned into a grin. “Let me wrap my faggot lips around that big black cock one more time, and we'll have ourselves a deal,” he said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER 9: THE SURPRISE 
 
      
 
    Chris was thoughtful as he drove. A lot had happened in the better part of a year, since both he and his wife had fully, completely submitted to Turrell as the alpha bull in their cuckold relationship.  
 
    Chris was constantly confined to his cage now. He'd found it incredibly frustrating at first. It took a couple months for him to get used to. But now, after becoming so acclimated to it, he couldn't imagine life without it. It had become a part of him. Not being able to orgasm for weeks on end had put his body in a state of sort of hyper-arousal. And when he was afforded the opportunity to orgasm, he inevitably jerked himself off to one mind-blowing, incredibly-intense orgasm after another, due to how much sexual energy he had pent up, just begging for sweet, sweet release. 
 
    It wasn't just the built up sexual energy, though, that leaded to such powerful orgasms. Much of that he owed to Turrell and Brittany. 
 
    In the weeks since those first fateful nights, Turrell had moved into Chris’s house so he could have access to Brittany’s sexy body whenever the mood struck him -- and vice versa. Very few nights had passed without Chris taking in the sight of Turrell pumping cum deep into his wife's pussy. 
 
    It was those scenes that were primarily responsible for the intensity of Chris’s orgasms. He had become a very big fan of the chemistry between his wife and her lover and even after all this time, the erotic scenes they played out together consistently sent him over the edge into the best orgasms of his life -- ones that never, ever got old.  
 
    Of course, there was another element fueling Chris’s fire … and that was largely thanks to Turrell, not Brittany. Chris had long since embraced his feminine, faggy side and looked forward to sucking and licking Turrell’s cock back to its full rigor between him releasing loads into Brittany.  
 
    If he was being honest, the only reason he was still even partaking in this fucked up arrangement was that he was utterly, hopelessly addicted to Turrell’s cock and cum. The only disappointment was that more often than not, he was forced to sample Turrell’s cum from Brittany’s pussy. It just wasn't the same, unfortunately. He liked feeling the hot cum hit the back of his throat, or coat his face. He really liked the feeling of cum feeling his ass but that, unfortunately, had not occurred again … though Chris was determined to make it a repeat performance eventually. But for now, he would just savor the taste of the sticky globs he sucked out of his wife’s well-fucked, soaked cunt. 
 
    It wasn’t just Turrell’s cum, of course. Turrell often brought over friends, acquaintances … even a couple strangers, people he had just met the previous night out at the club, all for an opportunity to shoot a hot load into a whore’s pussy … Brittany’s pussy. Some of the men had even begun paying Turrell for the privilege, which Chris supposed technically made Brittany a whore, a prostitute, and Turrell a pimp. The titles certainly suited both of them, Chris thought. 
 
    Turrell had even shared her with family. One weekend, his dad and brother had come to visit, and all three of them had taken turns stuffing all of Brittany’s holes. Her hot little mouth. Her plump, juicy ass. And always her tight, slipper little pussy (even though it was becoming decidedly less tight due to all the monster cocks that were constantly stretching it out). 
 
    One time, Chris had come home from work to the loudest sex sounds he’d heard yet. When he went upstairs to the bedroom, he walked in on the sight of a train of no less than 10 guys all taking turns covering Brittany in their cum. 
 
    Of course, it didn’t take long for things to start to change … or rather, for Brittany to start to change. She’d begun putting on a little bit of weight … in her breasts … her hips. Then her belly had begun to grow. And it became very obvious very soon that she was pregnant. Very, very pregnant.  
 
    Chris had mixed feelings about it. On the one hand, he held out hope that the child was his. He had, after all, fucked his wife several times before she’d begun fucking Turrell and other big, black studs. There was always the chance that it was his sperm that had impregnated her. The timeline was so murky that it was impossible to tell for sure who the father. 
 
    But on the other hand, it seemed painfully obvious to Chris that the father was most likely either Turrell, or one of the other black studs who had been almost ritually depositing their superior sperm into Brittany’s womb. It just made sense. Their cocks were so much longer than Chris’s … devastatingly so … and so it only made sense that they were basically coating her womb directly, making it very likely that their sperm were getting where they needed to go. Yes, Chris often did his best to slurp out as much of that cum as possible in an effort to keep Brittany from getting pregnant (at least, that’s what he told himself … that it wasn’t about the delicious taste, it was about preventing an unwanted pregnancy), but who was he kidding? He was only lapping up the cum that was leaking out. There was much more deep inside her, out of the reach of Chris’s tongue. It was almost certain that the baby was Turrell’s, or one of his friend’s. 
 
    Either way, they would be finding out soon enough. Because Brittany’s water had broken, and now they were all on the way to the hospital. Chris was driving, Turrell was in the front seat and Brittany was in the back seat breathing hard and trying to stay calm. In just a matter of hours, Brittany would give birth to a little child and they would know once and for all if the baby was white -- Chris’s -- or black -- Turrell’s. 
 
    “How are you doing back there, sweetie?” Chris asked, absentmindedly, his mind swirling with thoughts of what would happen if the baby was black … how he’d tell his family, how he’d avoid stares from people on the street. 
 
    “How the fuck do you think I’m doing?!” Brittany shouted. “Can’t you go any faster?” 
 
    Well, Chris did try to drive a little faster at that, and after about 10 minutes they arrived at the hospital. A nurse came out with a wheelchair and wheeled Brittany inside, with Chris and Turrell following close behind. 
 
    Once they were all situated in a hospital room, Chris and Turrell sat next to each other while Brittany lay in a hospital bed. A doctor came in. 
 
    “Hi there,” he said. “I’m Doctor Johnson and I’m going to be delivering the baby today. Which one of you is the father?” 
 
    Chris hung his head in shame, but Turrell just smirked. “That’s what we’re here to find out,” he said with a bit of a laugh or chuckle. 
 
    “Oh,” the doctor said nervously. “Okay then. Well.” He turned to Brittany. “How are you doing, Brittany? You ready to have this baby?” 
 
    She nodded her head nervously. A half hour later, she was in the delivery room, and Turrell and Chris were both there beside her, dressed in blue hospital scrubs to keep the environment as safe and sterile as possible. 
 
    “How are you doing?” Chris asked, squeezing her hand. 
 
    “Oh shit oh shit oh shit oh shit oh shit,” she said, breathing heavily. “Fuck me. Fuck. Fuck! Holy shit. Shit shit shit. This is really happening, isn’t it? This fucking baby is coming. Holy shit, it hurts, though.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Chris said through gritted teeth. Brittany had grasped his hand very hard and he had to admit that it hurt quite a bit. 
 
    The doctor came in and made Turrell and Chris stand off on the sidelines. They did as they were told and the doctor began telling Brittany to push. She screamed violently as she did as the doctor instructed her to do. This scene repeated a couple times and left Chris a little frightened. He had never seen Brittany scream like that -- yes, she was very vocal when she was getting pounded by Turrell, but those cries of intense pleasure were quite a bit different from the agonized screams of pain that were now being emitted from her.  
 
    But then, after several minutes, her cries of pain began to subside. Instead, they were replaced by the cries of something else … a baby.  
 
    I can't believe it, Chris thought. It's really happened. She gave birth to a baby! I wonder if it's a boy or a girl. Although I suppose the question I should really be asking myself right now is, I wonder if it's white or black?  
 
    He couldn't tell if the doctor looked surprised or not, because his back was turned to him. But finally, the doctor lifted the child up and both Turrell and Chris got a good, long look at it.  
 
    “It's a beautiful baby boy!” the doctor announced. As he held the child up, Chris took in the sight. 
 
    The child was very obviously black. Chris supposed that technically he was only half black, since Brittany was white … but just going off of looks, the boy’s skin was only a little bit lighter than his father's … than Turrell’s. Holy fucking shit, Chris thought. Shit shit shit! This is my worst fear come true! How in the hell, how in the name of all that is good and holy, am I going to explain to my family, to my mom, that Brittany’s baby is black … that it isn’t mine! My reputation, my life, is ruined. 
 
    But he tried to appreciate the moment, despite feeling like his entire life was falling apart. It was the miracle of life, after all, and Brittany seemed pleased to be holding her baby even though it was screaming and crying at the top of its tiny little lungs. That was typical of a mother’s love, Chris reasoned. Mothers loved their children no matter how obnoxious they might be, and seem to everyone else around them. 
 
    “Turrell,” she said. “Come hold your son.” 
 
    Turrell smiled and approached the hospital bed. Brittany held out the wee child and Turrell took him and gently cradled him in his massive arms. 
 
    “It’s a beautiful boy,” he said. 
 
    As lovely a scene as it was, Chris couldn’t help but feel a bit indignant. He just had to speak up. 
 
    “Um … how do you know it’s Turrell’s?” he asked. 
 
    Brittany turned to look at him, an indignant look on her face. “What?” she asked. 
 
    “How do you know it’s Turrell’s?” Chris said, repeating his question. “I mean … I hate to be ‘that guy,’ but to be fair, you fucked a lot more black guys than just Turrell. It could be any one of theirs.” 
 
    The doctor, who was still present in the room, looked about awkwardly. “Um … maybe I should go …” he said, but Brittany stopped him. “You can stay,” she said. “I don’t care if you hear what I have to say to this pathetic excuse for a husband. 
 
    “Yes,” she continued, “my child may not be Turrell’s child genetically, although he very well may be. But Turrell is still this child’s father. Do you know why, Christopher?” 
 
    Chis felt silly now for having said anything. He hung his head low in shame. “No,” he said. “I don’t know why.” 
 
    “It’s because Turrell is a real man, who can be a real man for this child. He can show this child how to be a man by example. If you raised my son, he would no doubt turn out to be a pathetic, limp-wristed sissy. And I don’t want that for my son. So Turrell will be raising my child as his son. Not you.” 
 
    “Yes,” Chris said quietly. “Yes, you’re absolutely right. I’m sorry I said anything.” 
 
    “Now don’t think that means you’re off the hook,” Turrell said, chiming in. “We’re still going to expect you to help our boy here. Changing diapers, cleaning up vomit -- all the dirty work that we don’t want to do. You’ll be expected to babysit him too when he’s older so Brittany and I can go out dancing or meet up with a group of my friends for some, uh … late night fun, you know what I’m saying, cucky-boy?” Turrell let out a laugh. “Hope you enjoy being a nanny. Think you’re up for it, cuck?” The doctor looked exceedingly uncomfortable as Turrell spoke. 
 
    “I have to get going,” the doctor said. “Ma’am, congratulations on your new baby boy.” He left in a rush. 
 
    “Well?” Turrell said after the doctor had left. “Are you up for it? Keep in mind what will happen if you say no.” 
 
    “Um, yeah … yeah,” Chris said. “I’m absolutely down for anything you guys throw my way. As long as you let me stay and, uh … exercise my privileges.” 
 
    Turrell laughed. “We’ll see, man. We’ll see.” 
 
    A few hours later, they were headed back home with the new baby snuggled firmly in his mother’s arms. 
 
    “So, you thought about what you’re going to name the little dude?” Turrell asked.  
 
    Brittany nodded. “I’ve not absolutely decided anything yet, but I have a pretty good idea,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah?” Turrell asked. “Okay. What you naming the little tyke?” 
 
    “I want to name him something reminiscent of his heritage,” she said. “I thought about naming him Turrell … Turrell Jr. … but that felt a little too on the nose. As an alternative, I was thinking maybe … Jamal. What do you think of the name Jamal, Turrell?” 
 
    Turrell smiled. “It’s fitting,” he said. He bent over and placed a finger on Jamal’s cheek. “Welcome to the family, little Jamal.” 
 
    Chris continued driving. I can’t believe this is what it’s come to, he thought. I’m going home to my house, where I live with my wife, her black, live-in lover and now, as of today, with their love-child -- who may actually be the product of a different black man -- who I am going to have to clean up after like a literal nanny. What in the fucking world has my life become? 
 
    His thoughts were interrupted by Turrell. “Aren’t you going to welcome little Jamal into the world, cuck?” he asked. 
 
    “Could you … could you not call me that?” Chris asked. “Around … around the kid? Could you not call me ‘cuck’?” 
 
    Turrell’s face grew stern. “I’ll call you what I want,” he said. “Now welcome Jamal into the world … you pathetic fucking cuck.” 
 
    The blood drained from Chris’s face at Turrell’s stern words. He gulped. “Uh … yes, of course,” he said. “Welcome to the world, little Jamal.” 
 
    It was just the latest act of subjugation to Turrell. And Chris was confident that in no way would it be the last. 
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    Like what you read? Leave a Review! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Did you like this book? If so, I'd greatly appreciate your taking the time to leave a quick review on Amazon so other people are aware of it. Thanks for reading!  
 
    -        J.R. Williams 
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