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Part One

Edgy with anticipation, Stanley and Laura sat at a back table of the club, sipping drinks. Word had it that this club had once been infamous for hosting swinger parties and orgies. But those days were over. Gentrification had come into the low-rent neighborhood and now the most scandalous thing you might see around here was a drunk couple on the dance floor, moving their bodies to the slow, groovy, seductive rhythms of the live jazz music being played on the stage. The place was dimly lit, and the air was warm and heavy with the scent of booze. It was a good place to go if you didn’t want anyone to see you. And the last thing in the world Stanley and Laura wanted was for someone to see them. 

“Are you okay?” Stanley asked his fretful wife. 

“I’ll be fine. Yes, I’m fine. Do I look nervous?” Laura said. 

Stanley didn’t need to take a look at his wife because her image, every succulent inch, was forever etched into his mind. 

She was a blue-eyed brunette, just over five and a half feet tall, weighing around 120, with a tantalizing smile that never failed to draw men’s attention. Her breasts had always been his obsession, but the rest of her was also great, especially her long, beautifully shaped legs. Her lovely dark hair she wore long, since she knew how sexy it was that way. And tonight she wore a little black dress which clung to her delicious curves: her round and firm butt, and those bouncy breasts. It was only the second time she’d ever worn the dress, but then again, tonight was a special occasion. 

“No,” said her husband, “you look terrific. Hottest piece of ass in the place.” 

He gave her a bashful wink. 

She smiled, acknowledging her husband’s attempt at humor, then took a long sip of her drink, before looking around the dark club again, her soft blue eyes searching for something that never appeared. “I can’t believe we’re actually doing this, dear.” 

“Why?” 

“I just never thought that we’d be the type of people who did this sort of thing. 

We’re not even that old.” 

Stanley nodded. Reaching for something to say, he remarked, “Well, we don’t have to do this. Is that what you want? We still have time. We can back out before he gets here.” 

It was only after he’d said the words out loud that he realized how ambivalent he felt about the situation too. The bravado, the sexual charge that had been increasing these past few months was suddenly starting to dwindle the more fantasy-life coalesced into 3D reality. 

“I mean, you don’t want to back out though?” she said. 

Her husband’s smile was sly and silly, a slightly drunken smile, and yet threaded through with something else, cunning or hunger, something dark and dangerous he couldn’t quite keep from appearing on his face. “I told you, many times before, only if you’re happy doing this. Only if you’re okay. Otherwise, we can back out.” 

“Okay, I guess not then,” she said. Then she reached up and stroked her husband’s face, a gesture rich with the tenderness and caring of devoted lovers after a long and passionate night. “It’s okay. As long as you promise that you’ll still love me afterwards?” 

Stanley’s eyes, slightly bloodshot from his several drinks, bulged out. “Still love you? Are you crazy? I wouldn’t know what to do without you, Laura!” 

“So no matter what happens…” 

Stanley interrupted his wife. “No matter what happens tonight, I promise I’ll love you.” 

Now, as Stanley stared off into the distance, his thoughts had shifted into uncomfortable waters. 

Of course he loved his Laura, found her irresistibly sexy. Nor was he ignorant to the fact that any man in the world would be lucky to sleep with such a beautiful, smart, kind-hearted woman. But even Stanley had to admit that their lovemaking was not what it used to be. Like most young lovers, straight out of college, they’d started off so hot and hungry for each other’s bodies. Entire weekends were spent devouring each other’s bodies on dirty bed sheets. But these days… these days it seemed like theirs was a union based on practicality and the running of a

household. Maybe they needed to try something new? Become a little less traditional and a little more adventuresome? 

It was through the internet that Stanley had first heard of the terms: cuckold, hotwife, and bull. And he wasn’t stupid, he wasn’t that naive: he knew he was playing with a fire whose elemental forces had the ability to burn down his entire life. Just like he had heard that, according to some online reports, inviting another man into the relationship had ruined the relationship. But sometimes it also made the relationship that much stronger —more satisfying sexually and emotionally richer. 

So which one would he be? 

An idea, borne of terror and insecurity, had been nudging its way into the back of his mind. What if Laura started to look at him differently after tonight? What if she lost all respect for him? What if she (and perhaps this was the most scary) actually fell in love with this guy, their bull. 

When he was done with his anxious ponderings, Stanley looked back at his wife. 

With some effort he managed to push out all of the doubt and insecurity from his mind. “What are you thinking, Laura?” 

“Nothing, trying not to think, actually.” 

“You know what?” he said. “You’re so beautiful.” 

“You already said that, dear.” 

“I just want to make sure you know. What kind of husband would I be if I didn’t tell my wife how good she looked all the time?” 

“Aw, so thoughtful.” 

There was a long pause that stretched itself between the married couple. 

Then Stanley leaned forward, interlacing his fingers with his wife’s trembling hand. “You sure you don’t want to leave?” 

She shook her head at him. “It’s too late.” 

“What, why?” 

Then Laura pointed across the room. 

Turning slowly, Stanley saw a man approaching their table. He wore a silk shirt and loose-fitting khakis, a diamond earring in one ear. In his late twenties, he was what Laura had referred to as a “nice package.” He was an inch or two taller than Stanley, but much more athletic in build, with wide shoulders, thick dark hair, brown eyes, sculpted jaw, and a naturally olive skin complexion which suggested Italian ancestry. 

According to the young man’s online profile, he enjoyed prolonged bouts of mountain biking, martial arts, and kickboxing. Presumably this was why his body was always in such good shape, how he managed to maintain those abs which you could wash clothes on. (Laura was especially pleased with this.) Nor was he very shy about his “other package.” 

After sending several unsolicited pictures of his long, thick member to Laura, he suggested they try something new. So for the past several web cam sessions Laura and the young man had enjoyed some mutual self-pleasuring —while Stanley, of course, did the same off camera. 

Grinning at Stanley and Laura now, the man was all strut and beefcake as he approached their table at the back of the jazz club. 

When their eyes met, Stanley raised his drink, a pint glass full of lager. 

The man stopped. “Finally, alright, wow, in the flesh!” 

“Tony, right?” said Stanley. 

“That’s right. Laura and Stanley?” 

“Pleasure to meet you, again, I guess,” Laura said, her voice faltering as she let out a series of girlish giggles. 

Then Stanley moved as if to stand up, but the younger man held up his hand, a gesture which clearly meant there was no need for such formality. Then he sat down at the table, nodding and grinning, next to Laura. 

Stanley had prepared himself for this. He knew that in order to get through tonight he was going to have to endure moments which were not exactly comfortable. And seeing his beautiful wife huddled next to this strange young Italian man as if they were on an intimate basis, was no easy task for Stanley’s emotional well-being. 

Though Stanley did have to admit that the guy was probably even better looking in real life than in his pictures. And judging from Laura’s giddy reaction to his presence, she felt the same way. 

After listening to Laura and Tony chat for several moments, Stanley finally had to interrupt. “Can I ask you a question, Tony?” 

The young man sighed wearily. 

Stanley winced when he recognized the dramatic change in the other man’s demeanor, the palpable irritation he felt from not being alone with Stanley’s wife. 

Then Tony nodded, but just slightly. “What’s up, man?” 

“Oh, well, I guess I was just going to ask…” Stanley sat there, feeling his face start to redden from all the blood rushing to his head. While he mentally groped for the right words that would extricate him from this social quagmire, he saw Laura’s smile turn from happy to concerned. 

Tony, seeing how flustered the older man had become, started to grin affectionately. “Relax, man. It’s all good. There’s nothing to be worried about. 

We’re just a few friends sitting around, having some drinks, and catching up.” 

After that, the trio sat there, ensconced in the boozy shadows, barely cognizant of the music or people around them in the club. Right away it seemed that Laura and Tony were hitting it off like gangbusters. Tony had a couple of drinks and then felt bold enough to reach over and grab Laura’s hand, holding it there on the table in front of Stanley’s sight. Several times Stanley saw Tony’s hand disappear under the table and it was hard to tell whether or not there was any misconduct going on already. By then Stanley’s penis was semi-hard and he both wanted Tony to be groping Laura underneath the table and he also didn’t want this to be happening. 

Around midnight they left and walked to Stanley’s car, still parked behind the jazz club. Laura was a little buzzed and gave her husband an affectionate kiss before sliding into the backseat with Tony. Being polite, Stanley asked if everyone wanted to go to the hotel now. But Tony, rather surprisingly, insisted that his house was very close, not to mention free. 

Because Stanley was feeling a little tipsy, and because Laura didn’t show any strong objections, they started heading toward the highway. It was supposed to be about a ten minute drive, give or take. 

Of course, if Stanley had known what was going to happen, how dramatically his life would change because of this split-second decision, he would have never agreed to go to Tony’s house. 

Following Tony’s instructions, Stanley tried to focus on the road, but found it impossible to not steal little glances in the vanity mirror where he saw his wife giggling from Tony’s ministrations. 

Everyone had loosened up quite a bit now. The young Italian man had his hands all over Laura now. In the back seat of the car, he ran his fingers down the hollow of her neck, then her breasts, then palmed her stomach before working his way up the inside of that sexy black dress. 

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Stanley heard Tony whisper in the back seat. “I’ve been wanting to fuck you for such a long time. Ever since I saw your picture online. 

And now —now it’s really going to happen.” 

“Thanks, I guess. I’m flattered, Tony.” 

“At first I thought you were a fake profile since women as good looking as you normally aren’t on websites looking for sex.” 

“Ha ha,” she said. 

“But there you were, looking for sex, looking for some big hard cock in that tight married pussy. What kind of panties are wearing?” 

“Black?” 

“Thong?” 

“Why yes, actually.” 

“You’re going to let me bend you over, right?” 

“I guess, if that’s what you want,” Laura said. “We’ll see.” 

“And suck my cock?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

“And let me slap those big titties around? Slap you in my face with my cock?” 

Laura didn’t tell him yes, but at the same time she didn’t tell him no either. 

Stanley, meanwhile, had gone from semi-hard to full hard-on throbbing erection. 

Things were heating up so much, so quickly, that he wasn’t sure whether or not the couple in the backseat would be able to hold off until they got to an actual bedroom. 

Tony continued. “Damn, you smell so fucking good. I like all that sexy fruity shit you’re wearing. Hey, did you like my pictures? My body? My big fat Italian cock? Have you been playing with that pussy while looking at my cock like I told you to?” 

She hesitated, laughed nervously, but eventually confessed, albeit a little drunkenly, “A couple of times, sure. You’re very sexy. You’re in such great shape.” 

“Thank God your husband has a baby dick or I might not be here right now!” 

Tony laughed at this, but Laura just sat there, obviously bothered by the disparaging comment directed at her husband, who she still clearly loved. 

“Oh shit!” Tony said, suddenly realizing something. Changing the tone and volume of his voice he directed his attention to their chauffer, Stanley. “Hey man, can you stop at this convenient store? I know we’re almost there, but I forgot to pick something up.” 

Throwing on his turn signal, Stanley pulled into the parking lot, under the bright glare of the security lights. It was late and there didn’t appear to be any other

customers. Stanley was waiting in the front seat when Tony handed him a crisp 20 dollar bill. 

“What’s this for?” asked Stanley. 

“Condoms, man.” 

Incredulously, Stanley said, “You want me to go buy you condoms?” 

“Yes, I do,” said Tony, pulling Laura on his lap. “I’m sort of busy back here. 

Come on, just be cool, man. Help me out. Buy me some condoms —also, not the regular ones. I guess I don’t need to tell you guys this. But I only rock those Magnums. Hurry up.” 

The cashier was a very pretty Hispanic girl who seemed first surprised, then amused when she saw the box of Magnums Stanley wanted to buy. 

“Good luck,” she said, giving him a big wink as he turned to leave the store. 

A few minutes later they pulled into the driveway of a surprisingly large 2-story house. Since Tony worked as a personal trainer and was going to school for his real estate license, Stanley was a little surprised to see that he could afford such a respectable-looking home. 

Inside they made a bee-line for the bedroom. 

Stanley’s heart was pounding as he saw his wife start to wiggle out of her little black dress, bending toward the men, smiling, and revealing the sexy underwear she had on underneath. She looked so beautiful Stanley almost shot a load right there in his pants. Awe-struck, he watched as she reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra so that her mouthwatering breasts started bobbing up and down in front of the men. 

Then Tony whirled around to Stanley. “It’s me first, right?” 

“Is that what you want?” asked Stanley, suddenly wishing that they’d gone to a hotel instead. 

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I want. Me first, then you. But don’t think of touching her until I’m through? Got it?” 

Stanley, not really loving the tone in Tony’s voice now, nodded his head silently. 

Stripped to her panties, Laura was checking the reflection of her sexy body in the mirror above Tony’s dresser. She ran her hands down her sides, over her flat stomach, turning side to side. Then she was glancing over her shoulder, looking at how her own ass looked in a small black thong which was boarded by dark-purple lace. That was when Tony stepped into the frame. He’d already torn his clothes off so that he was completely nude: tall, dark, sculpted with a raging hard-on which put Stanley to shame. 

“Finally, we’re together for real,” Tony said. He took Laura’s hand and pulled it to his cock, made her squeeze it, then put his much bigger hand directly on top of hers, and squeezed down, forcing her to feel him pulsing. 

“Go on. You’re doing great,” he told her. 

Then he removed his hand and there was nothing for Laura to do except stand there, squeezing and stroking the length of his fat cock while his hand roamed the contours of her sexy body: her hips, her round ass, the inside of her upper thighs, then her breasts and nipples which were already very hard, the nipples jutting painfully away in swollen expectation. 

Tony knew how to handle a woman too, he knew the importance of winding her up, getting her ready. Probably when you had a tool that big foreplay was not optional. 

Tenderly, the younger man started kissing her neck, shoulders, back, all over. As his engorged tool pressed against her soft lower abdomen, he reached around with his big hands and played with the crack of her ass, making her let out little moans and gasps as his finger slid along the outside of her pussy lips. 

“Take your thong off and give it to me,” he ordered. 

The voice was rich and deep, sending a shiver down Laura’s spine. She removed her panties (which Stanley had bought her a few months ago as part of an expensive birthday) and gave them to Tony, who then hung them on the corner of his mirror like they were a trophy. 

Then Tony glanced over at Stanley with a pitying expression. “This must be driving you fucking wild?” 

Stanley was sitting on a wooden bench, several feet away. There was a strange mixture of anticipation and dread settling into the pit of his stomach. Inside a tempest was forming. As he watched Laura and Tony paw at one another’s bodies, he felt his mind start to disconnect with his body, so that soon he felt like he was hovering a couple of feet above his body. But the momentum of the moment, the thrill of this sick perversion, greatly outweighed his more reasonable side which thought that this should stop at once. 

After spending some time with his face between Laura’s legs, Tony positioned them so that they were in a 69, Laura on bottom, so that his blood-engorged cock was hoisted directly over her moist, inviting lips, and the young man now had a fantastic close-up view of Laura’s trimmed, soaking pussy. 

Stanley pulled his pants down to his ankles, started stroking his hard-on, but making sure not to stroke too fast. He knew that it wouldn’t take much for him to cum. And he was afraid of how he might feel once he did. 

“Damn, goddamn this little pussy tastes so good,” said Tony, inhaling deeply the intoxicating aroma of Laura’s womanhood. 

Her pussy was wetter than Stanley had ever seen. She was drenched with her own juices. As Tony penetrated her pussy lips with his tongue again Laura gasped and squeezed his thick cock with her mouth. She was flushed and her eyes radiated pure lust. She began to French-kiss his shaft, wrap her lips around his balls and suck like her life depended on it. 

Stanley couldn’t handle it any longer. Despite his best intensions, seeing Laura so turned on with a cock in her mouth drove him first to the edge, then over it. He felt his balls contract, then he started spurting. Afraid of pissing off his host, Stanley angled the tip of his penis under his T-shirt so that he came mostly on his own stomach. 

Not that Laura and Tony had noticed. 

By now Laura was straddling Tony, who lay on the bed, bouncing her up and down on his hot tool while he reached up and grabbed her creamy white throat. 

Ignoring Laura’s pleas to “please go easy” he rolled her over on the bed, still entwined, her quivering body still impaled by his powerful cock —the ridges appearing to fill every crevice of her pussy. Despite his agreeable manner at the

club, Tony had the look of an absolute monster while he thrust himself into Laura’s body. At one point, her cries of passion were so loud that he had to cover her mouth with one of his hands while he drove his cock all the way inside, allowing his big balls to rest against her asshole. 

“That’s it bitch, shut the fuck up. Just lay there and let me fuck you.” 

With his hand covering her mouth, Laura’s small pink nostrils flared while she struggled to breathe. Her eyes were wide with panic. 

“You wanted this cock and now you’re getting it. This is exactly what you and your little baby dick’d husband deserve. So just lay back and enjoy it. I’m only doing what you wanted, after all. And that’s taking this married pussy for mine.” 

Alarmed, Stanley stood up, unsure of what to do next. He wasn’t sure Tony was taking this a little too far. He suddenly felt like Laura needed him to intercede on his behalf. Feeling his shirt stick to him because of all the cum he’d just shot, he pulled up his pants, and started walking over to the bed. 

But already Tony had removed Laura’s gag and she was moaning and mewling louder and sexier than Stanley had ever heard. Not only was she not in trouble, but she seemed to be enjoying Tony’s treatment to a great extent. Already she was thrashing under his weight, begging him to fuck her with that fat cock, telling him that she was already cumming, her body exploding in passion as her pussy spasmed all over his enormous tool. 

Stanley, hanging his head, kept walking towards the bathroom to clean himself up. 

He’d just flushed the toilet when he heard the voices. 

They were male voices, slightly different in timbre, causing his ears to perk up. 

When he came back out Stanley was shocked to see four men, either nude, or stripped to their boxers, standing around the bed. The men were all younger, probably around Tony’s age, and they looked athletic. 

A tall blonde guy was sitting at the head of the bed now, gripping Laura by the hair while she slobbered all over his tool. Meanwhile Tony was behind her, keeping her in position with his hands on her haunches while he fucked her

doggystyle. 

Stanley froze, trying to figure out what to do next. 

“Yeah, fuck yeah!” yelled Tony, slapping Laura’s ass which jiggled with every powerful thrust from the big-cocked Italian. “What did I say, guys? Didn’t I say that this bitch likes to party? I told you I’d get some high quality pussy over here, didn’t I?” 

“Goddamn this fucking slut knows how to suck some cock,” the blonde guy said now while Laura moaned and drooled all over his erection. “I might have to keep this sexy little cocksucker around.” 

“Wait, wait, no, guys…” Stanley mumbled, still rooted in the same position. 

When nobody acknowledged his presence, he cleared his throat and tried again. 

“This wasn’t part of the deal, guys!” Stanley said, shaking his head in disbelief as his first cuckolding experience turned from fantasy to nightmare. 

That was when Tony looked over his shoulder, saw Stanley, grinned. Then Tony pulled his cock out of Laura’s pussy, causing her to queef really loudly, which brought big happy smiles on the faces of the other men. As soon as he was off the bed, another guy, whose cock was a little shorter, but much fatter than Tony’s, quickly got behind Laura, and grabbed his prick, and guided it into her cunt from the rear. Probably not realizing it was a different person, Laura’s bare white ass rose to meet him. The new man proceeded to start fucking her like she owed him money. He reached around her waist, started playing with one of her breasts while he pumped himself in and out of her wet hole. 

“Make that bitch cum! Make that bitch cum like the fucking whore she is!” cried the blonde guy. 

“She’s gripping my cock so fucking good. Goddamn this sweet, sweet pussy! 

Best pussy I’ve had in a while!” said the man fucking her from the back. 

Then Stanley saw Laura wince, try to turn around, most likely to see who was there, only to have the blonde guy pull her head back into his lap before she could see what was happening behind her. 

“What the fuck?” Stanley said when Tony had come over. “Who the fuck are these assholes?” 

Tony sort of laughed, showed no signs of self-consciousness as his big cock bobbed up and down in front of him. “These assholes, as you describe them, are my roommates. They’re cool guys. Hey, I see that you’ve been enjoying yourself?” 

Then Tony pointed to a large wet stain on Stanley’s T-shirt. 

“This wasn’t part of the deal,” Stanley insisted. “It wasn’t supposed to be a fucking group of guys.” 

“Calm down.” 

“I am calm.” 

“Yeah, well, plans change,” Tony said. “Besides, it doesn’t look like your wife has a problem. Does it?” 

Stanley looked back at the bed again, rubbed his eyes as though he wished he was just dreaming. 

They’d pulled her off the bed. They were standing over her, circling her so that she had no place to turn. Laura was kneeling on the ground. Each of her hands was on a different man’s erection. Each of her breasts was cupped by a different man’s fingers. They were tweaking her nipples, pulling on her sore buds while the blonde guy rammed the swollen length of his cock directly down her throat. 

The fourth guy was reduced to standing there, watching, jacking off his own cock, or occasionally setting his member down on the top of her head, or playfully smacking her on the side of her face. She looked exhausted —with her makeup all messed up, the mascara running down her face and either drool or cum splattered over both of her cheeks. 

While between her legs she leaked a mixture of her own fluids and that of Tony who’d already shot one of his big loads inside her. 

A moment later and the blonde guy pulled his prick out of her mouth, started blasting her tired face with his creamy load. And before she had time to catch her breath, another guy was standing in front of her, forcing his balls into her

mouth so that his slippery fat cock rubbed against her face. 

Suddenly Stanley realized something else that made his jaw hit the floor. “You guys aren’t using condoms!” 

Tony laughed again. “Sorry man, I sort of forgot about that myself. Don’t worry, we’re all clean guys.” 

Stanley wasn’t sure what to say next. He jerked his head up when he heard a different guy start to moan and yell that he was cumming as he jerked off all over Laura’s nose and forehead. 

“Here, call it a souvenir,” said Tony, handing Stanley the box of Magnums he’d purchased not that long ago. Then Tony grabbed Stanley by the elbow, started escorting the husband out the door. “Why don’t you just chill out here while we finish up. It’s not like we’ll be too long. Besides, it looks like you’ve already had your fun for the night, right, my man?” 

For the second time, Tony pointed at the large wet spot on Stanley’s T-shirt. 

Stanley looked down, humiliated, and when he looked back up the bedroom door was already shut. 

In a daze, he found himself sitting on the couch, watching the TV on mute, so that he could keep a surveillance on all the grunts and sounds of skin slapping skin. 

He waited and waited. 

Several hours later, the bedroom door opened and Laura staggered out, make-up smeared, grinning, and walking a little unsteadily. 

“Hey dear,” Stanley said from the couch. 

Her black dress was on, but bunched up around her waist. In her hands she held onto her heels and bra, presumably meaning that her panties were still hanging off of Tony’s mirror. “Hey baby!” she said. 

“Did you…” 

She nodded. “I just need…some… something to drink.” 

Getting up to fetch a glass of water, Stanley had a desperate feeling that everything would turn out okay. 

But, unfortunately, it turned out to be one of the longest, most awkward car rides of his entire life. Which led to lots of small passive-aggressive stuff, which led to lots of big passive-aggressive stuff, which led to arguments, which led to distance, which led to appointments with money-hungry divorce lawyers. 

Months later, standing there, in his small one-bedroom condominium, surrounded by the unopened cardboard boxes which contained all of his worldly possessions, Stanley couldn’t help thinking how foolish he’d been to think that becoming a cuckold was a good idea. 

He couldn’t help thinking how humiliated he’d felt every time she brought it up later. 

He couldn’t help thinking how cold and confident she’d been in the court room. 

And it was then that Stanley (a single man for the first time in years) vowed never to see Laura again. 

Part Two

Smiling brightly, a woman who vaguely resembled Laura greeted him at the door of the enormous mansion. 

She said, “Stanley, hey, I can’t believe that it’s really you! You look so good. It’s just like old times. How long has it been?” 

Three things. 

The first was that Stanley knew that he didn’t look that great, especially not these days, especially since he’d put on a few pounds because of all the fast food, booze, and stress-filled days at the office. 

Secondly, Stanley pretended not to remember how long it had been since he’d seen his ex-wife. He didn’t want her to know, for instance, that it had been exactly 1 year, 5 months, and 16 days since they’d last seen each other walking out of divorce court, Laura surrounded by her team of talented lawyers which had done a pretty good job of gutting Stanley for all he was worth. 

Thirdly, as she twirled her hair, Stanley stared back, dumbfounded, not even sure that he was talking to the right person. 

Because physically she was so different now. Her eyes were the same, her smile, and laugh was the same. But the rest of her was remarkably and unquestionably changed. 

Laura’s lovely dark hair had been bleached so that now she had long, bright, platinum tresses which she kept in a ponytail at the moment. She was wearing flat sandals, very short denim shorts, and a florescent pink T-shirt with

“Raiderettes” written across the front in a girlish font. And besides being much tanner (nearly golden brown) than she’d ever looked in her life, she’d obviously had some cosmetic work done to her body so that now she fairly resembled a centerfold with gravity-defying proportions. 

Her breasts were never teeny-tiny, but now they were quite sizable. It was impossible not to notice them. She bounced slightly as she spoke, her enormous breasts giggling in a far-too-small T-shirt. Stanley was having a hard time believing his own eyes. It was almost like he was meeting not the quiet, responsible, book-reading Laura he’d been happily married to —but rather her slutty, bimbo-fied twin sister who lived off of a steady diet of silicon, Diet

Cokes, and man jizz. 

“You look… good,” he mumbled, not wanting her to know how badly he wanted to reach out and touch her new boobs. How badly he wanted to put his mouth on them, suckle the nipples which were poking through the thin pink fabric. How badly he wanted to run his hand through her bright blonde hair. How badly he wanted to shove his dick past her painted lips. 

“Thanks,” she said, giggling. “I’m so glad you made it. Did you have problems getting here?” 

Mentally, he pulled himself together enough to say, “Well, not really.” 

As luck would have it, it had only taken Stanley thirty or forty minutes to navigate all of the narrow access roads after he had passed the set of security gates which blocked access to the public. As far as he could tell the only people who could afford to live in this part of the world were extremely wealthy: stockbrokers, bankers, plastic surgeons, movie stars. 

The mansion itself was extremely large, with half a dozen white pillars in the front, lots of expensive cars in the driveway, and the trim yards were decorated with fine sculptures. 

“Laura, can I ask you something?” 

Eyeing her perfectly manicured fingernails, Laura said, “What’s up?” 

He took a moment to look over his shoulder, survey the impressive grounds of the mansion again, then turn back to face her. “Did you win the lottery?” 

She laughed like she had no idea what he was talking about. Then she pointed to her cheek, and waited. 

Not wanting to offend her, Stanley leaned over and kissed her, just a quick kiss, on the side of her face. Her skin was soft. She smelled pretty. “I’m serious Laura, did you win the lottery after we got divorced?” 

“I’m not sure I follow.” 

“This house, all those nice cars, a mansion —?” 

“Oh, heaven’s no. I don’t own this place.” 

With a huge wave of relief, he said, “Oh, I see.” 

“Why, do you like it?” she asked. 

“It’s pretty big, yeah,” he said, feeling slightly better. 

“It’s cozy,” she said. 

“Who lives here?” 

“Well, it belongs to my fiancé.” 

His heart sank. Then Stanley paused, unsure of what to say to this world-shattering news. It wasn’t that he had expected his ex-wife to remain single for the rest of her life. He knew that she would eventually find someone. But to already be engaged with another man, not to mention a man who was obviously so wealthy, it was quite shocking. Using up all of his courage, he asked, “What does he do?” 

“He’s a sports agent,” she said. “Do you know what that is?” 

“I know, Laura.” 

“Well, he used to be an athlete, he played in that NFL thing.” 

“That NFL thing?” 

“Or whatever it’s called. I don’t really know that much about sports, which I guess you already know.” 

“As long as you are happy.” 

“Oh, believe me, I am!” 

Memories of his ex-wife were still pretty fresh in his head, and sometimes they were a little too fresh. Which is why he was having such a difficult time reconciling the past with the woman standing before him now. 

Then Stanley and Laura smiled at each other. 

For a second he thought she was going to tell him to stop staring at her tits, so he was a little surprised when he heard her say, “So you got my email then?” 

He nodded. “I’m here aren’t I?” 

“Thanks for coming.” 

“My pleasure.” 

By way of explanation she said, “I guess I just wanted to make sure you were doing okay, Stanley. I feel terrible about how things ended between us. You know, I still think about you.” 

With a large lump in his throat he said, “I still think about us too.” 

She batted her eyes at him now. “Are you still single?” 

He nodded again, this time more slowly, not breaking the eye contact they’d just established. “As a matter of fact…” 

She seemed pleased, very pleased. She looked at him and purred, “Good, there will be lots of women here, sexy women, and I’m sort of hoping to find you the perfect woman.” 

In the mere moments it took him to digest her comment, she took him by the hand and led him into the large foyer area. The place took his breath away. All around Stanley could see chandeliers, artwork on the walls, a zebra skin rug on the floor, and lots of black marble and mirrors everywhere. 

Stanley, having gotten a little lost in the vastness and splendor of the mansion, didn’t immediately notice the other man approaching. 

He was a huge man bristling with muscles and could have easily passed for an amateur bodybuilder, or UFC fighter, or soldier. He was as dark as Stanley was pale —his skin a dark Nigerian black and features that were very African with a broad flat nose and broad pillowy lips. Since Laura had always said she found such features as “primitive” and “ugly” it took Stanley a few extra moments to realize that this black giant was her new fiancé. 

“There you are,” he said in a low, deep voice. “Didn’t you hear me calling you

earlier?” 

“No,” Laura said. “I’m not your dog.” 

“Ah, but you still like it when I —” 

The black man’s voice faltered, mischief dancing in his dark eyes, as if he just stopped himself from telling a really funny joke. 

Standing behind her now, he wrapped one of his large muscular arms around her waist, kissed her on the neck, across her collarbone. He had very thick lips, the sort of lips that you never saw on a person of Stanley’s race. They were of a deep purple color, like that of a baby eggplant. 

Laura moaned something guttural that sounded like “noooo” or “not here, honey.” But now that she was trapped in his embrace, her eyes gleamed. She looked intoxicated —in that amorous way. 

This went on for a few long moments. 

“Hey baby,” she said to the strange black man. “This is Stanley.” 

“Yo, what’s up,” he said, extending a large hand which swallowed up Stanley’s grip like a grown man exchanging a handshake with a small boy. “Akeem.” 

A friendly salutation rose in Stanley’s throat, but he couldn’t utter it. His vocal cords froze. Hopelessness and fear overwhelmed him. He was trying to grapple with the knowledge that his ex-wife, his lovely Laura, was marrying this large, robust, wealthy, gorilla-like man. 

Then Akeem was studying Laura again, like he was judging a beauty contest or dog show. “What happened? We’ve been waiting. I thought you were going to change into your bathing suit?” 

She frowned at him like she’d just been insulted badly. “I’m already wearing my bathing suit.” 

He looked surprised. “You are?” 

Then Laura pulled at the sleeve of her T-shirt just enough to show the neon pink

string of her bikini top. And, just to make sure that she got the point across, she pulled at her shorts until a matching pink string could be seen resting against her jutting hip bone. 

“You do realize that you can’t wear that into the pool?” 

“Who says I’m going to swim?” 

“You always do. You love the water. And, more importantly, you know how much I love to watch you strut around in one of those sexy bikinis.” 

“Seriously?” Laura said. 

The black man winked at her. 

Laura sighed, rolling her eyes. “Fine, if it will get you to shut the hell up.” 

Avoiding eye contact with her ex-husband, Laura undid the small button of her cut-off shorts. Then she hooked her thumbs along the edges and started to shimmy out of the denim, easing the tight material down her smooth legs, revealing a bathing suit which barely fit. The bottom was virtually a small patch of cloth and a few dainty strings barely holding it over her private parts. 

Laura crinkled her nose at the black man. “Satisfied?” 

“Now the top.” 

“Why?” she demanded. 

“Why do you think? Take the T-shirt off now.” 

Laura blushed and said, “You’re insatiable!” 

“Yeah, well, you love that about me,” he said. 

Akeem broke out in a huge grin as Laura lifted her pink Tee over her head. The juxtaposition of his white teeth and black skin made him look positively wicked. 

For her part, Laura pretended like she was angry when she threw her T-shirt at him. Then she paused, staring up at the man who was not shy about how happy her magnificent breasts made him. Her tits were spilling out of her bikini top, 

with just enough pink cloth to cover her nipples. 

“See, don’t you feel better now?” Akeem said, pulling the bikini-clad blonde woman into him and putting his arm around her tiny waist again. 

Laura’s blushed deepened. 

Then Akeem looked at Stanley and said, “Doesn’t she look better this way?” 

Stanley gulped, felt too embarrassed to string together a coherent answer. 

Akeem smiled. The large black man wasn’t shy about looking at Laura’s body appreciatively and grabbing her ass while kissing her on the lips. 

Then Stanley watched as he saw Akeem’s big dark hands dig into the flesh of Laura’s backside. Her ass had never been flat, not like a lot of white girls, but now she had a much more substantial bubble butt that thrust out from her backside. It was hard to tell whether or not she’d been doing lots of “butt exercises” or if instead she just had a really great plastic surgeon. Stanley could see, however, why a guy like Akeem was so attracted to Laura now. She was very pretty, very blonde, with a fit and lean body, and the ass of a black woman. 

Akeem was still eyeing Laura with rapt attention. Then he gave her an affectionate smack on her ass and said, “Alright sexy, I’ll see you by the pool. 

When you’re done with your little friend here, just come and see me.” 

“I’m her ex-husband,” Stanley managed to say, but Akeem had already turned around and was out of earshot. 

When Laura realized that Stanley was openly ogling her body, she defensively crossed her arms over her chest. “What? What’s that look for?” 

“Wow!” 

“What does that mean, Stanley?” 

“I don’t know. You look so different.” 

“In a good way, I hope?” 

“I mean, it’s just, I need a few moments to process all of this.” 

“Well process away,” she said, laughing as she made a little 360 to show off her assets. “Akeem loves to pamper me, but he also likes me to look my best, especially whenever we have business people over. That’s why I try to doll myself up more than usual. He likes to show me off. It’s a status thing.” 

“Because you’re white?” 

“No, moron! Because he thinks I’m sexy and he likes to show everyone how sexy his woman is.” 

“You never did this for me. Are you wearing a thong, Laura?” 

“Yeah, well you never asked me. Come on, I’ll give you a quick tour of the place…” 

“That’s okay, you don’t have to,” said Stanley, his eyes bulging at the sight of Laura’s butt cheeks, exposed and wobbling a bit with every step forward she took. “Actually, I’m not sure how long I can stay.” 

She either didn’t hear him or pretended not to. Calling over her shoulder, she said, “Let’s go find you a new girlfriend!” 

Laura sashayed her way out to the pool area, hips swinging, putting as much into her walk as she could, while batting her eyelashes at the men and women they passed along the way. 

Stanley couldn’t help noticing how much she seemed to be enjoying this new role as the sexpot. He sensed that his ex-wife enjoyed some kind of perverse power, but a power nonetheless. He’d never seen her so full of erotic energy, so confident exposing so much of her body. The expressions on the men’s’ faces weren’t hard to read either. The men had the grins of people aching for release, dying to bend her over a table and taking her hard, pulling that little thong to the side and making her pay for wearing such a slutty little bathing suit. God only knew what a guy like Akeem liked to do to such a woman with her pretty blonde hair, plump tits, and bubble butt ass. 

Stanley figured they were going to the pool, but before they reached their destination, Laura stopped and looked at him. 

She asked, “Did you bring your swimsuit like I told you?” 

Even though he had a pair of blue swimming trunks underneath his pants, he realized now that there was no way he was stripping down in front of all these people. “Naw, I forgot.” 

“Moron. Do you want me to see if Akeem has an extra pair somewhere? You never know…” 

“That’s okay, Laura.” 

“Lots of sexy women here tonight. Maybe you can find yourself a new girlfriend?” 

“Like I said, I don’t know how long I can stay. I have some other stuff to do today.” 

But his words were useless. The thought of playing matchmaker seemed to galvanize his ex-wife. She grabbed him by the hand and started pulling him up the spiral staircase that led to the 2nd floor of the mansion. Reasoning that he’d rather be alone with Laura, then surrounded by a bunch of strangers by the pool, he allowed himself to be dragged into a bedroom that was roughly the size of his entire apartment. 

She spent a few minutes going through a dresser drawer. To Stanley it appeared she was rifling through her fiancé’s clothes, growing more and more frustrated by the fact that Stanley’s waistline had swelled well beyond the 32-inch swimsuits presently available. 

But she didn’t give up. As always, setting a goal and achieving it was very important to Laura. In a way, it was nice to see some things hadn’t changed. 

Leaving him momentarily, Laura walked over on her bare feet to the large walkin closet. 

Stanley gave a little whimper of lust when he saw her bend over at the waist to scratch her ankle. Almost nude, her round ass popped up and spread in the air. 

He could feel his penis become swollen, pressing against the front of his shorts. 

It had been such a long time since he’d been with a woman, especially a woman as attractive as Laura. The fact that she’d gone out and found a wealthy black

man to give herself to was slightly humiliating to Stanley, who tried to push the thought out of his mind because he didn’t like how inadequate the situation made him feel. 

Then Laura quickly turned around only to catch Stanley indiscreetly adjusting himself. 

She gave a knowing laugh. “Everything okay over there?” 

“Um, yeah. Sure.” 

“I’m not sure we have anything to fit you.” 

He wanted to tell her that she would fit him, that she would fit him just fine. But instead he found himself saying, “So you are happy now, Laura?” 

Which is how, a few moments later, Stanley found himself sitting next to Laura on the bed, listening to her explain how she ended up living in this mansion with Akeem. Her breathing became slightly labored as she struggled to find the right words. 

But after getting over some initial shyness, Laura told Stanley how before she’d always felt like such a strong and independent woman, but after the divorce she’d suddenly felt lost and alone. Even during the whole divorce proceedings, she knew that being a single woman wasn’t going to be easy. But nothing could have prepared her for the unrelenting emptiness she’d felt after the divorce papers were finally signed. All alone, Laura suddenly felt like she needed to have guidance from someone, someone who would show her what to do, how to behave. She felt very tiny, lost, and very afraid. That was when Akeem entered her life. 

“He’s actually been very good to me,” Laura said. “I know what you’re probably thinking. Akeem likes to play tough, likes to show me off, grab my ass in front of his friends. But that’s not really who he is.” 

“Oh, I see,” said Stanley. “As long as you’re happy.” 

“Can I ask you a question now?” she asked. 

“Sure.” 

“Are you still into all of that cuckold stuff?” 

“What? No. No way.” 

“Really? I’m surprised,” she said. 

“I told you, that was a onetime thing. It ruined our relationship. I’d never repeat that,” he said, not bothering to mention that since then he’d lost all of his confidence and he hadn’t managed to find someone he found attractive enough to commit to. 

“Yeah, Akeem thought you would.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Well, he said that once a guy reveals himself to be a cuckold, he’s probably always going to be a cuckold. You know, a cuck.” 

She laughed. 

Stanley was shaking his head. He couldn’t believe it. “Wait, you told him about that stuff?” 

“We talk about everything,” she said. “You know I don’t like secrets.” 

Stanley was too mortified to say anything at all now. 

“It was funny,” she said, trying and badly failing to ease his sense of despair. 

“Well, I guess we all have our kinks,” Stanley said, grasping at straws now. 

“Yeah, even Akeem.” 

Stanley suddenly grew hopeful. “How’s that?” 

Laura seemed to be turning over the moral arguments in her head, before she finally shrugged and blurted out, “He likes to videotape. Dominate. And some raceplay.” 

“Raceplay?” 

But before Laura could answer, from the hallway, there was the sound of a booming voice that caused her to jump a little. It wasn’t hard to figure out what this meant. She started shoving Stanley towards the closet, giving him one last sad, apprehensive look before closing the doors. 

Stanley, who still wasn’t sure what was going on, looked back at Laura. “But we aren’t doing anything wrong?” 

“That doesn’t matter. You don’t know my fiancé. Akeem is very jealous. Stanley, if he sees you hanging out in the bedroom, his bedroom, away from everyone else, he’ll think there’s something funny going on between us. I’m sorry, but you’ll just wait here until I can get him to leave. I’m really sorry, so please just humor me here for a few minutes. This really is the best way for everyone.” 

Laura wasn’t exactly trembling with fear, but Stanley could tell that there was genuine worry in her expression, causing him to give in to her wishes and assume a rather humiliating and cowering position in the closet (thank God it was quite large) until the coast was clear. 

Only a moment later, the fearsome-looking black man was standing next to the bed, looking down at Laura, who was sitting in her pink bikini with her legs prettily crossed. 

“What are you doing up here?” he growled. 

“It’s my bedroom too,” she said, deescalating the situation by speaking softly in her feminine way and batting her pretty eyes up at him. “I’m sorry, but I didn’t realize it was a crime to be in one’s own bedroom?” 

“You know what I mean,” the black man said with a no nonsense tone. 

And before Laura had a chance to respond, Akeem had already turned around and started walking towards the closet —the very same closet that Stanley was hiding out in. 

Laura, obviously trying to disguise the panic she felt, said, “Are you mad at me, Akeem?” 

“What?” Akeem stopped. Then he turned and looked at her with narrowed eyes. 

“Should I be mad at you?” 

“Well, I certainly hope not,” she said, now perched on the edge of the bed, obediently looking up at the big black man with that kittenish come-hither grin, an expression which she seemed to have cultivated and perfected during her physical transformation into that of a blonde bombshell. Even her voice seemed softer, sexier, silkier, with more purr than before. “After all, that’s why I wore this little string bikini, so you’d be happy. Don’t you like it, dear? Even though I still don’t 100% love the idea of wearing thongs in front of strangers, I do it because that’s what you want, Akeem. All of those eyes on my backside are like prying fingers. But, of course, I’d do anything you ask me to do. I love you. 

Well, what do you think?” 

Still trying to seduce him, Laura spread her legs wide, running her hands down the insides of her thighs, then up her flat stomach, along the ridges of her ribcage, before she cupped her breasts. Moving the tiny cup of her bikini top an inch to one side was sufficient to reveal how hard her pink nipples were. 

The ploy worked too, because for the moment, it seemed that Akeem had abandoned his designs for opening the closet. 

He was far more interested in Laura. 

Now he grinned, then took his time checking out the beautiful blonde displaying herself on his enormous bed. Presently, the black man had an unreadable expression on his face, a steady gaze that almost seemed to look through Laura. 

It wasn’t just his strong features and sculpted muscles, the man possessed a quiet intensity even when he wasn’t trying to. Then he lifted his chin in her direction, letting her know that he had seen her and approved. 

Akeem didn’t say a word as he stood directly over Laura now. 

“Shouldn’t we be getting back down to the party, dear?” Laura said. 

Akeem shook his head, not saying anything. He began stroking the luxurious tresses of her golden hair, patting her head in a soothing manner. His hands were large and firm. His groin was a few inches away from her face. 

“Dear, let’s wait. It’s bad hosting to stay away from the party this long, already. 

Don’t you agree? That stuff is important, Akeem. As soon as everyone is gone, I promise you that I’ll take care of you.” 

Akeem was still playing with her hair. “Take care of me? How? Exactly?” 

She giggled. “You know, suck you off.” 

“Hm, that does sound good.” 

“After everyone leaves, we have to wait, okay?” 

“Do you love me, Laura?” 

“Of course I do.” 

“Then suck my cock, show me, wrap those pretty lips around my giant black cock and show me that you love me.” 

“But our guests? This isn’t right,” she said, growing a little flustered with the large insistent man looming over her. 

Akeem seemed to sense the shift in her mood and he changed tactics right away. 

“Okay beautiful, we’ll wait. No problem. But how about you just reach into those shorts and give it a kiss, a big wet kiss, you know, to say hello. He misses you.” 

“Okay, just one kiss though? Then we go downstairs?” 

They locked eyes. 

“It’s a deal,” said Akeem. 

“I’m going to hold you to that,” she said. 

“Nothing wrong with a little peck,” he said, using his dark fingers to stroke her shoulders, her arms, her neck, before giving her a final wink. 

Laura beamed a smile up at him. Then a rush of nervous excitement seemed to sweep over her as she reached for the front of the black man’s shorts, not saying a word. 

Then there was a silence in the room, a lack of words as Akeem’s shorts slid down his legs and something very big and very black sprang forward, nearly smacking Laura directly in the face. Akeem nodded for her to continue. 

Suddenly, dangling in front of Laura’s angelic face was Akeem’s cock, which

was large with a big vein in it. As he got harder, his cock stiffened and it grew, so that it bounced slightly at about a 45 degree angle. 

Even though this wasn’t her first viewing, Laura’s stare flew open at the sight of such a huge tool. Her blue eyes were full of amazement and lust. 

“Just one kiss?” she reminded him. 

“Sure, sure.” 

But even then, the sexual charge between the two was already so high that nobody in the room actually thought that this would end with a single kiss. 

As Laura tracked the bobbing purple head, Akeem reached down, trailed his fingers across her breasts, pinching her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, making her moan as she wrapped her own dainty little fingers around the wide circumference of his sex. 

Already she was touching it. She looked like a child who couldn’t help herself. 

And after she gave him a few perfunctory squeezes, her pale skin looking so good against his ebony flesh, Akeem groaned in lust, his strong jaw set as he waited for her lips to pucker. 

“Ready?” she said. “Here comes your one kiss!” 

“Oh, fuck yeah.” 

An intense connection flowed hot between them as Laura willfully and obediently began stroking him, giggling as she cupped the heaviness of his balls which dangled between his two very muscular legs. Then she puckered her lips and leaned forward, soon peppering Akeem’s shaft with small pecks, interspersed with longer and wetter kisses as if she was trying to make out with his cock. 

Akeem was fully hard now, his cock jutting at over twice the length of Laura’s first husband. And while they may have agreed on just a kiss, clearly he had different plans. He fixed one of his large black hands on the back of her blonde head, then proceeded to feed his cock to her, testing her gag reflex. Laura was whimpering and drooling on herself. She tried to use her hands to slow Akeem’s progress, but her delicate fingers were slapped away. 

“Hands behind your back, you know the rules,” Akeem warned her. 

Laura was startled by this. She tried to correct herself. But apparently her reaction time was too slow for Akeem’s liking. 

A moment later he’d pulled her across his lap, her buttocks propped up in the air, and her legs open, and Akeem’s coal-black hand coming down again and again, causing the meat of her ass cheeks to wobble and redden. When the spanking became too painful for Laura she started whimpering and begging him to stop. 

Then she tried to wiggle off his knee, but that’s when Akeem clasped both of her wrists, pinning them behind her back while he continued spanking her thonged ass like he was punishing a troublesome step-daughter. 

Then there was a pause. Laura remained still over Akeem’s knee, not daring to move until she was told to. 

“On the bed. Face down, ass up.” 

She obeyed pliantly. Laura looked like she was in a delirium as she crawled onto the bed, placing her knees at the very edge, her small pink toes dangling off the bed as she waited for her black lover to come and mount her from behind. 

“My sexy white wife,” Akeem sighed. “Bitch I’m going to fuck you like a bitch. 

Because you’re my bitch. This white pussy is all mine.” 

“Oh yes, baby, it’s all yours,” Laura said. 

Already Akeem’s hands were gripping her flared hips, pulling her haunches back to meet his throbbing meat. Laura’s flower had a slick coat of greasiness, so turned on was she from kneeling and sucking his cock and getting spanked across his knee. The tip of the black cock looked so huge as it started to make its initial probings of her white pussy. And Laura almost jumped out of her skin, letting out an involuntary high-pitched squeal as he fitted himself into her tight hole. She begged him to go slow, but Akeem continued to push himself inside her, stretching out the walls of her womanhood so that she began moaning and mewling. 

Impaled, was the word to describe it. She was being brutally impaled. 

After about five minutes of this, Akeem pulled all the way out, his cock darker

because it was glistening beautifully with Laura’s juices. Then he slammed himself back inside, over and over again. Laura’s tightness, the angle and position of his mighty thrusts, made her once-tight pussy fart over and over, causing Akeem to chuckle appreciatively. 

Then he started pushing it all the way in, and just leaving it inside her body, the mushroom head obviously resting against her cervix like a gun ready to go off at any second. They were both covered in a film of hot and sticky sweat. Laura’s body shivered and convulsed underneath his muscular ebony frame. Leaving his cock buried in her womb caused her to involuntarily try to crawl away —but there was no such escape to be found. He was too big, too heavy, too deep inside her, to allow her more than an inch or two of freedom before he easily pulled her back onto his shaft and held her like that, helpless and impaled. 

“Dear God, fuck me, now!” Laura breathlessly called out, her face flushed and lips parted. “I’m cumming, that fucking big black cock is making me cum again!” 

“Fuck this is some sweet pussy, best pussy I’ve ever had,” Akeem growled back, wrapping his fingers around the back of her neck and pushing her face into the bed as he continued thrusting his cock into her body again and again. 

It was always easy to tell when Laura had reached an orgasm. She always came in a sudden rush, her eyes rolled back, bucking wildly as the orgasm coursed through her body. And that’s exactly what she was doing now. She was writhing about, totally lost in the sensations, calling Akeem’s name out while he kept sliding his fat cock inside her as she bucked beneath his glistening ebony skin. 

“Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop!” Laura begged. 

“Bitch, I’m just getting warmed up,” the black man said, watching her round ass jiggle with every thrust. “If you want this nut, you got to earn it. You got to show me that your pussy is worthy of my fucking seed.” 

Then she let out a long, husky moan. Her entire body seemed to lock up. So Akeem grabbed a big handful of her blonde hair, yanked her head back and started to really give it to her while she creamed all over his cock, slamming her deep, over and over again. 

“I’m cummmmmmmmmmminngg… sooooo haaaarrrrrddddd.” 

Then Akeem said he was ready to bust also. He gave several quick pumps, before driving his entire black cock inside her, holding her hips as he shot load after load into her warm pink pussy lips. As he grunted in satisfaction, Laura began banging her fists on the bed, her sweaty face mostly covered up by her hair, as she shook her head back and forth, letting out little shrieks. 

“Damn you Akeem, damn you and that big cock! It feels so fucking good in my pussy. You and that goddamn big black cock!” 

“Naw baby, you just got one of those tight little white pussies that make us brothas go crazy.” 

Desperately trying to get her breath back, Laura lay there in a quivering mess beneath her black lover. Then Akeem dismounted her, smacked her on her plump ass to let her know what a good job she did. Delight and a deep satisfaction with the world colored her cheeks. She was a hot mess alright. But she also seemed to take pride in knowing that she was able to please such a large and masterful man as Akeem. Their union was clearly a source of self-confidence for Laura, who continued to lay there, panting up at the ceiling like a bitch in heat. Then the lovers laid there, no one speaking for what seemed like an eternity. That is, until Akeem got up and started walking over to the closet. 

A moment later and the closet doors were flung open. Stanley, kneeling, found himself in the rather awkward situation of staring up at Akeem’s towering body, still nude, his large bobbing cock coated in Laura’s juices still. 

For a terrible second Stanley knew for certain that he was about to get the living shit beaten out of him. But then a large smile broke across Akeem’s face as he stared down at the pale-faced white man. 

“Like what you saw?” 

“I um, I mean, I didn’t actually mean,” Stanley stuttered, unable to come up with anything more coherent than that. 

Then Akeem shook him a stern look. “Did you jerk off in my closet?” 

Stanley, looking past the large downward-curving cock, shook his head in a pleading way. He had jerked off, but he’d made sure to cum inside his shorts so that there wasn’t a stain. “No, no way, I promise.” 

“It’s okay honey, don’t be so nervous,” Stanley heard Laura call out from the bed. 

Then she added, “Did you like the show?” 

“Show?” Stanley gulped. 

“Laura told me about your cuckold stuff,” Akeem explained. “At first I wasn’t going to do it, but then she sort of twisted my arm. You should thank her, she didn’t have to do it. So, you gonna thank her now?” 

“Thank you, Laura,” Stanley mumbled, feeling that Akeem wasn’t giving him the option to say no at this point. 

Still standing over Stanley, Akeem elaborated, “And I got to be honest, at first I wasn’t really feeling it since I’d rather just fuck the shit out of Laura when and where I want. That’s how I roll. But suddenly the thought of fucking a white guy’s wife, or ex-wife, or whatever, started to really turn me on too. It’s some real kinky shit. But, like damn, us brothas have come a long way in the world! 

It’s good to be alive in 2018.” 

Then he started laughing, causing his body to shake so that a few drops of cum flung off, narrowly missing Stanley below. 

“Stop bragging,” Laura said, giggling on the bed. “When you got a cock like that, and can fuck like that, you don’t need to brag. Everyone saw what you can do.” 

“Just telling the truth,” Akeem said, still laughing. 

Still on his knees, Stanley wanted to dispatch himself from this uncomfortable situation as quickly as possible. To be perfectly honest, it had been a long time since he’d even fantasized about being a cuckold, and just like that, here he was, suddenly thrown back into that most humiliating role as the submissive voyeur. 

He preferred not to think about what this meant in terms of who he really was. A guy who makes stupid choices? A guy who has bad luck? Or was he simply just a natural born cuckold, a beta, who was genetically wired to derive the most possible pleasure from watching other men fuck beautiful women the way that Stanley could never hope to? 

And a better question: How had this even happened? 

Stanley was perplexed. 

Laura had some kind of special power over him. That was the only reasonable explanation. Because Stanley realized that he’d only been in Laura’s presence for less than an hour and already he’d masturbated while watching her fuck another man —a black man! 

And at the time, yes, it had been quite erotic, maybe one of the most erotic things he’d ever seen. But now that his load had been blown, and now that Akeem was standing over him and laughing, the only thing Stanley wanted was to get in his car and drive back to his apartment. A man could only take so much psychic torture in one day. 

Then Stanley felt something on his arm. Before he had a chance to realize what was happening, Akeem was leading him over to the bed. Stanley looked down, amazed by how sexy his bimbo-fied wife looked now, laying flat on her back, her gorgeous legs spread over an incredibly large wet spot. That was also when Stanley realized how much the air in the bedroom smelled of sex, all musky and animalistic. 

Unsure and confused, Stanley looked to Akeem for some guidance. 

Akeem gave an almost imperceptible nod. 

But when Stanley started to unbutton his pants (thinking that he was being given a chance to fuck Laura again, to fuck this new version of her) Akeem quickly slapped his hands away. 

“What?” said Stanley, his eyes suddenly wide. 

It was Laura who offered the explanation. “Stanley, dear? I have a question for you. Will you kiss it now?” 

“Huh?” 

From the bed, she gave Stanley a very seductive look, licking her lips as her hands started to roam down her flat stomach, then between her legs. Her pussy lips looked so swollen, the pink flesh almost a little bruised. Running out of her opening was a thick creamy substance which reminded one of clam chowder soup. 

Stanley could already feel how hard he’d gotten. His erection wasn’t as hard as the first erection, but it was still painfully hard. 

“Kiss it for me, baby,” Laura moaned. “Like old times. You were always so good at it.” 

When Stanley hesitated, Akeem nudged him in the ribs, and said, “Go ahead, boy. Look at how fucking sexy she looks. Now that’s one sexy woman. And she’s calling you, begging you to help her out in her time of need. So, what are you waiting for?” 

In response Stanley stammered something unintelligible, blushed. But he was already lowering himself to the bed, positioning himself between Laura’s legs. 

The closer he got, the more he could smell her sex, which mingled with the smell of her lover’s sex. It was like nothing Stanley had ever experienced. Like a crazed man, he couldn’t help it. He immediately started licking. His tongue worked quickly to taste every inch of her, all around her hard, protruding clit, then deep inside her wet cunt. As he pushed as much of his face inside her as he could, smearing his nose and cheeks with her juices and trying to focus, he heard something which almost made him want to weep with happiness. 

“Oh yes, Stanley, like that. You’re so good, I’ve missed this so much. Good boy. 

Keep licking… Goddamnit… What am I going to do with you? I might have to keep you around…” 

Part Three

But of course, words screamed in the throes of carnal pleasure don’t always mean much. And after that weird and wonderful day in Laura and Akeem’s bedroom, Stanley didn’t see his ex-wife for quite some time. Of course she’d invited him to the wedding, but the idea of being stared at by everyone, the idea of having to face all those pitying glances was too much for Stanley. He knew he was being paranoid, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that Akeem was the type of guy to tell all of his friends how he’d fucked Laura in front of her ex-husband, then made him eat a creampie out of her pussy just for good measure. 

And even after the marriage ceremony, he kept getting emails and text messages inviting him to different social occasions —Laura obviously trying to rekindle their social friendship, often referring to Stanley as “her best friend.” 

It was years later then when Stanley’s life changed for the better. 

He was standing in the grocery store, and funnily enough he was reading one of those tabloid magazines which featured a large pictorial spread of a certain reality TV star who was known for her beautiful big derrière. 

That’s when he saw her. Her hair was colored a chestnut brown, cut short, and she was wearing yoga pants which showed off one of the most incredible bubble butts Stanley had ever seen. She was slowly pushing a grocery cart down the aisle, surrounded by three young children who were all very black. There were two boys and one girl, and the girl had that curly light-brown hair which suggested mixed heritage. For a while Stanley could only see her from the back (which was nice considering how good those yoga pants looked on her) so when she finally turned around he was shocked to see that it was his Laura. 

“Oh my God, Stanley! How long has it been?” she said, beaming as they met in the center of the grocery store. 

“A few years, I suppose. Maybe more. Wow, looks like you’re a mommy now?” 

Laura’s face brightened as she took inventory of her three healthy black children. 

“Yeah, I’ve been really blessed. Not that they can’t be a handful. But Akeem Jr. 

and DeShawn there are athletes just like their daddy. And Monique is so smart it would knock your socks off.” 

Stanley laughed nervously. 

Later, when Laura told Stanley about the divorce, and how it took her a while to adjust to life as a single mom, Stanley couldn’t help noticing how beautiful she still was. If anything, she looked even more beautiful. He really liked her hair too, not bimbo blonde, but cut short and classy, making her look young. Clearly she still put a lot of effort into staying in shape. It showed. So when she asked Stanley if he wanted to “have some drinks” soon, as unbelievable as it sounded, Stanley found himself agreeing, feeling as nervous as he had on their first date back in college. 

“Great, I’ll see you then,” he said with a sheepish grin. 

“I’m so excited now,” Laura said. “I think I’ll tell the babysitter to plan on staying late.” 

“Very, very late,” he said. 

THE END
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