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		Part One

		

	
		Steven Schmidt was sitting on the bed, enjoying that special postcoital glow. Because of conflicting work schedules, him and his wife had gone three whole days without having sex. The end result was 46-minutes of wild, uninhibited, frustrated afternoon sex. They'd been married for almost five years now.

		Then Faith, his wife, walked back into the bedroom. She was nearly nude with long blonde hair reaching her waist.

		"Hey!" she said, smiling.

		"Yeah?"

		"Is my ass getting too big?" asked Faith, resting a hand on the curve of her womanly hips.

		Faith was only wearing a pair of red silky panties that made her big soft derriere stick out —or stick out even more than it normally did when she walked. It wasn't that Faith was fat or unhealthy. If anything, she was a little too neurotic about her physical fitness. She was always eating salads and going on 3 mile jogs. But despite her best efforts, Steven's wife had a curvy bottom and full breasts and cute face. She would never be anyone's runway model, but Steven wouldn't have changed her for all the tea in China.

		"Tell the truth," she said. "Is my ass getting too big? I feel like I have a big booty now."

		"Big booties are in," her husband joked.

		"I'm being serious," she said, sounding worried as she turned so that he could examine her backside. "I'd like to know."

		Steven grinned, loving how the panties accentuated her narrow waist and round butt cheeks.

		During sex, Steven could tell that Faith had been really turned on too. Whenever his wife was really turned on, she still made him wear a condom, like always, but at the end he was allowed to pull out and jerk off on her breasts. This probably didn't sound very risqué to a lot of people, but Faith was more religious and conservative than most of the girls Steven had dated. Her father was a pastor and her mother operated a very well-known food/cooking blog. Sometimes Faith contributed articles about secret meatloaf recipes or how her faith helped her in everyday situations.

		"I don't think so. Your booty looks the same to me," he said honestly. "Don't worry. Trust me, honey. No complaints! I love your ass!"

		He did too.

		And yet, part of him knew that one day he would have to lie when she asked him that question about whether or not she was getting bigger. It happened to everyone. Even Faith's mother (a former Texas beauty queen, now mostly wore sundresses to cover up her sizeable rump.) But Steven and Faith, alas, were still reasonably young, with no kids, and at the moment Faith didn't seem to be much bigger than when he first met her all those many years ago.

		Yes, maybe her curves had gotten a little curvier, her face a little fuller —but these physical changes were very small and only increased Faith's beauty. In the course of a few short years she'd gone from a bouncy co-ed to a full-on sex goddess with a grown woman's body. In fact, from Steven's perspective, Faith’s enhanced curves only gave her natural femininity an even sexier/more animal appeal.

		"No," he said adamantly now. "I really don't think so."

		"Thanks."

		"You're welcome."

		"I mean, you would tell me, right?" she asked.

		He shrugged his shoulders. "Um, I guess so."

		"Well, I don't know. I think my ass might be getting too big though," she said.

		"Why do you keep saying that?" he asked.

		"Because," she said, pausing to reflect. "Black guys have started hitting on me more."

		Steven laughed a mirthless laugh. "Ew, really?"

		"You asked."

		"Ew," he said again. "No offense, but the thought of other guys hitting on you is pretty gross."

		"Well," she said with a mischievous grin, "not all of them were gross. Some of them were actually pretty attractive. The black guys, I mean."

		Steven shook his head, disbelieving. "Tell me you didn't just say that, Faith! Black guys? Really? Since when did you—"

		He broke off, afraid that he was about to say a curse word.

		"I like sexy men," she said. "Some black guys are sexy. Is that so wrong?"

		"Wait, are you fucking with me?"

		"Sort of," she said, now focusing her attention on the long strand of dirty blonde hair she was maniacally twirling. "Never mind, forget I said anything."

		Forget that his wife just —for the first time in her life— mentioned that she found black guys sexy? His wife? His super conservative wife? His small-waisted wife with the round ass? How was he supposed to forget that?

		Steven wasn't sure why, but he still felt somehow insulted by the fact that his wife just admitted that she found black men sexy. He couldn’t explain it, but it somehow felt like an insult to his very nature. He didn't want to just sit there, feeling wounded. He wanted to hurt Faith back. He didn't want to hurt her too much, just enough, a little more than she'd hurt him.

		"I like Asian girls," he said spitefully. "I think Asian girls are sexy as fuck, honey."

		She rolled her eyes again. "I know you do."

		Seeing that his lovely wife wasn't hurt nearly as bad as he hoped, he grew frustrated and said, "Whatever, Faith! Whatever! Yours is way more disgusting."

		Faith closed her eyes, talked very quietly. "Oh my God, Steven."

		"What?" he said with fake innocence.

		"Of course I'm not interested in anyone else," she said. "I was only saying. You know I love you. And only you. Jesus! Insecure much?"

		He was still looking at her ass. That nice, round ass. That perfect ass. Steven loved to watch her ass when it walked by, seductively jiggling, beckoning him.

		There was a short pause in the room.

		"Andrea's coming," Faith said, opening the top drawer of the dresser. She started pulling out different bras and panties, all of them silky and lacey, until she finally found a matching purple thong/bra set from Victoria's Secret. The bra she put on already clasped, but required several long moments to adjust properly. "I told you that, correct?"

		Steven didn't need to think about it, but as he sat there on the bed, watching his sexy wife slip on some new panties, he pretended that he did need a moment to think about it. "Yeah, I heard. That's right."

		"Did you forget?"

		"No."

		"Yeah I'm sure you didn’t forget that your ex-girlfriend was coming to visit us. I bet you didn't forget that," she said with a sly grin on her beautiful face.

		"It was your idea," Steven said, crossing his arms over his chest. "Speaking of remembering things."

		Faith frowned. It was true though. She had been the one who initiated contact on Facebook. The friendship had initially been met with Steven's chagrin, but over time his chagrin started to settle into something like curiosity and desire —growing desire to see these two sexy young ladies in action. Together.

		Which (because Steven didn't live in a porno) seemed about as likely as winning the Power Ball. Still, it was fun to think about.

		Really fun.

		Both Faith and Andrea were southern women with blonde hair, tan skin, curvy bodies, and pleasantly thick accents. Obviously Steven had a type. Faith and Andrea were well-educated too, but when they were on the phone with their parents, they were always saying Daddy this and Daddy that. In a way it was sort of hot.

		Later that night, they picked Andrea up from the airport.

		She was dressed in a cute outfit. She was wearing a short little denim skirt, flat-heeled shoes under her painted toenails, and a low-cut white halter top which showed how big her tits were. It was a very cute outfit. There was something that had always turned Steven on: the contrast of her chained gold cross and the exposed flesh of her tits which bordered on D-cups. There was something so casual and unconsciously sexy about the outfit, it reminded Steven immediately of all the times they'd made love.

		She only had four suitcases, she explained, because she was only staying the weekend.

		By the time they arrived in the parking lot of this Italian restaurant, Steven was starting to feel a lot better about the upcoming weekend. Naturally, he'd had his concerns about his current wife and long-time ex-girlfriend getting chummy together. But right away the girls seemed to hit it off. They were like two peas in a pod. Mostly they chatted about their jobs, restaurants, yoga, and the perils of blogging too much. Steven was fascinated by this instant connection they seemed to share. Considering how similar they were in appearance, it really would have been easy to mistake the girls as close sisters.

		The only time Steven felt that he had reason for concern was when he could tell that they were talking about him. He could tell because they would always grow suddenly quiet and then start giggling and whispering, looking at him with duplicate pairs of mischievous blue eyes.

		"Hey," he said in a moment of true inspiration. "You know what we should do?"

		"What?" said Faith.

		"What's that?" said Andrea.

		Steven smiled and slapped the surface of the restaurant table. "Shots!"

		"Shots?" Faith said.

		"Oh my God," Andrea said, nodding her head in sudden recognition. "He's trying to get us drunk. I know that look. He thinks that if he gets us drunk tonight we'll fulfill his ultimate fantasy of having two girls at once. That's every guy's fantasy."

		Faith furrowed her brows, looked at her husband.

		Immediately he broke into a grin, but waved away the implication of ulterior motives. Then he simply explained that all he wanted was to have a drink or two to unwind, which according to resent surveys, is not uncommon in the Western world.

		Then Steven started ordering shots. Only after a healthy base of three shots of tequila had been imbibed, did Steven think it prudent to order different drinks. Several times he ordered himself tall glasses of draught beer while the girls ordered brightly colored drinks served with fruit garnishes. It was just past 11 P.M. when they finally stumbled out of the restaurant, agreeing that they should call a taxi since no one was capable of operating heavy machinery.

		Steven paid the cab driver later on. Faith and Andrea were already laughing their way to the front door.

		"Want something to drink?" Steven said, already in the kitchen, enthusiastic to play bartender now.

		"Sure," Faith said. "Just make something good. Not too strong though."

		"Me same," Andrea said.

		"No problem," Steven said. "Coming right up!"

		By midnight they were in the living room, the lights turned on low, TV muted, and soft music coming out of the speakers.

		It was like a dream.

		One moment they were just sitting there on the couch, talking and watching TV together, and the next moment they were turned, facing each other, kissing each other with their tongues in each other's mouth.

		Steven's first reaction was one of intense shock. He couldn't believe it. Especially since he'd never known either girl to show any sort of lesbianism. That is, neither Andrea nor Faith seemed like they wanted anything to do with other girls. And yet, here they were. Their tongues out. Kissing. Touching each other. Giggling and more kissing.

		Steven's first instinct was that it had something to do with him. On some very basic level, they probably assumed that they were connected, two females who'd been conquered by the same male, making them sexual sisters.

		Steven walked over to the couch and pulled his dick out. He had a good-sized dick that was already semi-hard by the time his boxers hit the floor. He'd done some drinking, but his penis was still swollen with blood. He quickly jerked it from being half-hard to fully erect so that it stuck out from his body at an upward angle —angry, reddish, taut, and big enough but not big enough to be in a porno.

		The girls looked good with his dick pressing against their faces. That's what he did. He walked over with his swollen member and pushed his dick between their faces so that one moment they were kissing and the next moment they were simultaneously kissing both sides of Steven's dick.

		"Good girls," he said, patting both of the lovely blondes on the head. "That's my good girls."

		They moaned together and continued sliding their tongues along the shaft of his penis. For a while it almost seemed like both girls were in a battle. Their weapons were the lusciousness of their lips, the poutiness of their stares, and the flexibility of their tongues as they flicked and licked and massaged all the penis they could.

		Then Steven grabbed the girls by the wrists, led them to the back bedroom.

		It was a clean, large room with a King-sized bed made up with white sheets and a soft white comforter.

		"On your hands and knees," he told them. "Both of you."

		They complied, both girls turning around on the bed so that they were in the same position. Their asses were facing Steven now. Their feet were hanging off the bed. Their legs were so close that they were actually touching. Though both of these young females might have been complete strangers a few months ago, they were now sharing the same vulnerable position; experiencing the same strong swirl of female emotions as they readied themselves for male penetration.

		Out of a sense of loyalty, Steven slipped himself into Faith first. He didn't do it because she was so incredibly wet and tight and horny though. He did it because he knew that she would be upset later on if she knew that she'd been reduced to offering her pussy to him and he automatically chose his ex-girlfriend's pussy. So he made a point of fucking her tight little snatch first — meanwhile, fingering Andrea, reaching over and playing with her ass and pussy and butthole.

		"Oh damn," Andrea said, writhing in pleasure.

		Steven had never felt more aroused than he did right then. It turns out that the only thing sexier than fucking a sexy blonde with a small waist, curvy ass, big tits, and cute face... was fucking two sexy blondes with small waists, curvy asses, big tits, and cute faces.

		Not that Steven could actually see their faces at the moment. Both girls were on their hands and knees, side by side like sexual sisters, thrusting their asses high in the air for Steven. As he pulled his cock out of Faith's pussy, he wondered if he was taking advantage of them. But as he slipped inside Andrea's pussy (which was just as tight and warm and wet as he remembered it) he decided that nobody here was too drunk to make these kinds of decisions. Besides, the girls seemed to be enjoying themselves as much as he was.

		As Andrea started moaning out from Steven's slow fucking of her pussy, Faith reached over, started playing with Andrea's tits, rubbing the big fleshy sweater steaks, tweaking the nipples.

		Steven pulled his cock back until just his mushroom head was still lodged in Andrea's cunt. Then he slammed himself back inside her, causing her to curse with lust.

		"Damn," said Faith, still playing with Andrea's tits. "He's tearing that pussy up!"

		Steven smiled, greatly enjoying the compliment.

		"Fuck me!" Andrea said. "I forgot how good this dick was!"

		"That's right," Faith said proudly. "He fucks me all the time with that good dick. Why do you think I always seem like I'm in a good mood."

		"Tell her what happens when you're in a bad mood," Steven said from above.

		Faith looked up at her husband, frowned. "He fucks me. If I'm sort of cranky or in a bad mood, he just pulls down my pants, bends me over a table, and literally fucks the attitude right out of me. It's amazing!"

		"Fuck yeah!" Steven said, liking that sort of talk.

		"Right there, yes, right fucking there!" Andrea said, her eyes rolled back in her head now.

		Steven fucked Andrea for a while, but then pulled out, lined his cock up with Faith's offered lips, then fucked her for several minutes, really liking the idea of mixing one girl's juices with another.

		The only problem was that fucking in this sort of fashion was almost too overwhelming. He was amazed that he'd lasted this long, to be honest. Over and over again, he kept trying to stall the inevitable money shot by focusing on some dead aunt's face, or something. But all the fucking and moaning and sex smells and tight pussies was too much to resist much longer.

		When it was finally time Steven told both girls to get on the floor, kneel side by side, so that their faces were next to each other. Knowing that he might offend one of the girls by not cumming inside her, he decided to play it safe by coming on Faith's and Andrea's faces at the same time.

		The first volley was extremely thick and landed directly on Faith's left eye. She started squinting and smiling, not daring to open her eyes because of his cum.

		The second volley was a long, medium-thick strand of white cum that ran diagonal across Andrea's face, going from earlobe to her chin.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		The next morning Steven woke up feeling like a stud. A super stud! Never before in his life had he ever felt like such a true slayer of women than now. He got out of bed and took a moment to enjoy the view of the two beautiful blondes: freshly fucked, their hair spread out as they dozed in the deep tranquility of their goddess slumbers. In the bathroom he got hard again. The sight of Faith's clothes next to Andrea's black silky panties was almost too much. He knew that Andrea was going to be in town for another two days which meant that they would almost certainly be repeating that beautiful event.

		On his way to the coffee house nearby he spent his time trying to think up new sexual positions to try with Andrea and Faith. He didn't want to miss out on some opportunity just because he'd been complacent. Nor did he want to be predictable.

		I know, he thought. I'll double stack them tonight. I'll have Faith lay on her belly. Then I'll have Andrea lay on her belly, directly on Faith. Then I'll take turns fucking each girl while they squirmed around on each other. That would be pretty sexy. I think they'd really enjoy that. They'd really get a kick out of being fucked like that.

		Steven was so excited by the prospect of fucking his wife and ex-girlfriend again that he decided to splurge and buy a very expensive coffee drink. His plan was to get caffeinated, get really horny, and wake up the girls with a big warm surprise. However, by the time he got back, the place was deserted, and there was a note on the refrigerator.

		Disappointed, Steven squinted at the refrigerator note.

		The font was feminine, loopy, and very familial. He could spot his wife's handwriting from across the room. It said, Hey dork, we went to the pool. Gotta work on our tans. Thanks for wearing us out last night. Neither one of us was walking straight this morning. You should be ashamed of yourself! Love, Andrea and Faith!

		Steven responded by throwing on his swimming suit and grabbing a towel. The apartment had a pretty nice pool which Steven and Faith had used almost every day when they first moved in, but now hardly used at all.

		As Steven got to the security gate, he tried to look over the hedge, but they'd designed it so that you could barely see anything. He entered the security code and saw that all in all there were about twenty people, most of them in shape, mid-20's, hungry business types.

		Faith and Andrea were at the back, near the kitty pool, their towels already spread across a couple of big white deck chairs.

		When Steven saw what the girls were wearing he nearly had a heart attack!

		The girls were wearing matching black thong bikinis that rode up high on their hips and barely covered their nipples. Not only had Steven never seen his wife wearing such a revealing swim suit, but he didn't even know she owned something like that! And the fact that Andrea was wearing the exact same skimpy little outfit only made the whole vision even more shocking.

		"Wow," he said as he approached both girls. "I'm literally tongue-tied. Wow!"

		"What?" Faith said, looking down the front of her chest where her big breast hung out in full display. "Oh, the swimsuits."

		"Damn right the swim suits," he said. "Faith, I didn't even know you had something like that. I wish I had known though."

		"Well, remember Jamaica?" she said.

		He nodded, recalling last Christmas when a planned vacation turned into an emergency cross-country flight to Seattle to see Faith's dying grandmother.

		"I was going to wear this," she said matter-of-factly. "Had two of them on account of them sending an extra by mistake, long story. It wasn't my idea to wear them today though, not really."

		"It was my idea actually," Andrea chimed in. "I thought it would be fun. I mean, the way I see it, we won't have these bodies forever. Might as well enjoy them while we can."

		"I couldn't agree more," Steven said, salivating when he saw Andrea turn around, granting him a perfect view of her exposed ass which was only covered up by a narrow string of tight black cloth. It took every ounce of self-control to not immediately bend Andrea over, rip her thong to the side, and start to pound that beautiful ass right there on the spot.

		Nor was Steven the only one to notice the ladies.

		As time passed Steven could see all the admiring looks Faith and Andrea were getting from the other people.

		Both women and men alike seemed quite taken by the presence of two stunning blondes in matching bikinis. There were several older men and two teenage boys who seemed incapable of hiding their interest in Andrea and Faith. And at one point, one of the teenage boys had to jump into the water after his friend made fun of him for getting a boner as Andrea walked by, swaying her hips, wiggling her wet ass, on the way to the soda machine.

		"Just so you know," Steven whispered to his wife, watching as Andrea bent over to put some money in the machine. "I'm fucking the shit out of both of you tonight. Tonight's going to be like last night, but even better. You were amazing last night, baby."

		Faith looked at her husband, wrinkled her nose. "Um, I'm not so sure about that."

		Steven gulped and fear gripped his heart. He was afraid of something like this. He was afraid that either Faith or Andrea would have some regret. But even still, he figured that he could use alcohol to loosen them up later in the evening. Anything was possible.

		"She's got a date actually."

		"Who?"

		"Andrea," said Faith.

		"For real? A date?" he said, still confused. "How do you know this? She tell you?"

		Faith shook her head. "She didn't have to. I saw the guy ask her out. It happened right as we got here. He was just leaving and he passed us by."

		"So what... He just asked her out on a date? Right away? He just looked at her and asked her out on a date?"

		"Pretty much."

		This didn't make sense, Steven thought. What kind of a guy has the gall to just look at a woman like Andrea (who was barely wearing a stitch of clothing) and ask her out on a date?

		A moment later Steven got his answer.

		There was a little creak sound as the security gate swung on its iron hinges. Then a tall, wide-shouldered black man walked through. He had on a flat-brimmed ball cap that was popular with lots of black athletes and rappers. He was wearing long brown shorts and a white wife beater that showed off how well built his upper body was. The guy either lived in the weight room or he just had amazing genetics.

		Without missing a beat, the black guy walked over to Andrea, smiling a big goofy smile. Standing a few feet away, he dwarfed the beautiful blonde woman. Steven couldn't believe it. Nothing about what his eyes were telling him made sense. A moment later Andrea was completely engulfed by the black man's arms in what was probably supposed to be a friendly hug, but was clearly an opportunity by a clever pervert to press his body into hers.

		Then (after what seemed like an eternity) the black guy let go of Andrea and he pulled out his phone. It looked like they were exchanging numbers. That was probably what was happening. Though as Steven watched from a distance, he privately hoped that Andrea was actually calling the cops.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Later that day, just before dinner, Andrea wanted to borrow the car. She said she wanted to go to the mall to buy something new for tonight. She wanted to get a new outfit. Faith said she could take the Volvo. But for some reason it bothered Steven to know that his ex-girlfriend was out there spending money so that she could look her best on a date with some random black guy.

		Jesus, he thought. What was this world coming to?

		It was a small consolation knowing that Andrea was only doing this because of last night. Clearly Andrea was just trying to show everyone that she was more than capable of going out and getting her own man. Even Faith said that Andrea's actions were pretty transparent.

		It was close to 7 P.M. when Andrea returned with several shopping bags from expensive clothing stores. She'd also stopped by the hair salon. Steven couldn't help to notice the Victoria's Secret bag as she walked towards the guest bedroom in the apartment. Nor could he help but to notice how long she took, readying herself for her big date.

		"Well," Andrea said, "how do I look?"

		Faith and Steven were both on the couch, watching TV like a regular married couple.

		Andrea looked amazing.

		Because of the sunbathing earlier, her skin was now golden, and her blonde hair looked a shade or two lighter. She was wearing a close-fitting top that molded to her high, tight breasts.

		Then Steven's gaze dropped to her high heels, before he noticed the flattering miniskirt which showed her nice honey-hued thighs, and the roundness of her behind. The curve of her hips turned in to a sexy waist that was fairly taut.

		"Think I'll get arrested?" Andrea said playfully.

		"You might, girl," Faith said. "I just hope you don't cause any traffic accidents."

		Listening to the girls make jokes only pissed Steven off even more. Biting his tongue, he looked at Andrea and said, "What's his name?"

		"Who's name?" she said.

		"Your new boyfriend," Steven said with a sick laugh. "The guy you're going out on a date with tonight?"

		"His name is JaCorey."

		"What? Ja-who? No way that's a real name!" Steven said sarcastically.

		"Oh it's real," Andrea said. "Did you see him? Everything about him is real!"

		Slack jawed, and feeling like someone had just hit him in the stomach, Steven watched as Andrea walked out the door, her delicious bottom looking especially tantalizing in her sexy new miniskirt.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		They ordered pizza and watched Netflix. During one of the movies, Faith even got between Steven's legs and offered her mouth. This soon led to both of them going into the bedroom to fuck. Normally, such an evening would have been extremely appreciated by Steven. But considering how wild and eventful last night was, tonight just seemed a bit underwhelming.

		"Goodnight dear."

		"Goodnight."

		Later, they were awoken in the middle of the night.

		From the back bedroom, Steven and Faith could hear the sound of someone stumbling through the front door. They could hear Andrea's voice and the voice of someone else, a man. Both of them sounded like they were drunk. Steven sighed wearily. Then he looked over at the clock and saw that it was almost 1 A. M.

		"Jesus," he said barely loud enough for his wife to hear him. "Has anyone ever heard of common decency?"

		Faith sat up, brushed some of the hair from her face and rubbed her eyes. "What time is it?"

		"It's too damn late to come busting through the doors all wasted," he answered. "That's what time it is."

		"Steven," Faith said patiently, "you have to understand something. Andrea is probably just blowing off some steam. Dear, it's not like everybody is old like us. Old and married."

		"She's the same age!" he said.

		"She's not married though," Faith said.

		Steven was about to say something else when he heard a different voice. It was the man's voice, very deep. Steven grew more irritated. He started to get out of bed, his heart filled with boiling rage.

		But Faith stopped him. "Where are you going?"

		"To put a stop to this," he said. "Just go back to sleep. I'll be right back."

		"No," Faith said.

		He stopped. "No?"

		"She's an adult too," Faith explained. "Dear, I'm sure they'll quiet down very soon. If you go out there now, huffing and puffing, you'll only embarrass her. After last night, she's probably just feeling a little lonely. After all, it's your fault, dear. It sort of is."

		"My fault?" he said, perplexed. "How is this possibly my fault?"

		Faith looked at her husband, waited.

		He continued. "In what insane parallel universe could I possibly be held responsible for something like this?"

		"Seriously Steven? You really don't know?"

		"I really don't know," he said.

		"Guys can be so stupid," she said, rolling her pretty blue eyes at him.

		"Tell me then."

		"Well," began Faith, giving her husband one of her patented coy smiles. "Last night you made the mistake of reminding her of what's she's been missing. Trust me, a woman appreciates a man who knows how to use what God has given him."

		This pleased Steven immensely and he tried to not show it. He got back into bed and put his arm around Faith's shoulders. Eventually, things did quiet down and for a second it sounded like Steven could hear the front door bang close, meaning that Andrea's date night was officially over.

		"Good night dear," Faith said, snuggling up to her husband the way she always did with her rear in his crotch. "I love you.

		"Good night," he said, wrapping his arm around her. "Again!"

		They both started giggling and a few minutes later they both were sleeping soundly.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		Just after 2 A.M. Steven sat up in bed, rubbing his eyes. He thought he'd heard a woman's voice, either screaming or laughing, it was hard to tell. Looking over, he was surprised to see that the bed was empty.

		"Faith?"

		She wasn't in the room, and she wasn't in the bathroom either.

		Strange.

		Feeling like he had no other choice, he got out of bed and started walking towards the guest bedroom. Within seconds he was standing outside the door, which was partially opened. Steven stood there, taking inordinate care not to be noticed. He was listening. Inside the voices were muffled and it sounded like someone was playing music from their phone.

		Was Faith inside the room?

		Steven wasn't sure.

		He kept listening.

		It was weird to be standing in his own home, lurking like some pervert. He wanted to just open the door up and see what was going on, but something stopped him. It was his wife's voice.

		"No way," Faith was saying, laughing. "You're way prettier than I am. You're so pretty! Actually, I'm totally jealous of your bod."

		He could see them now, through the door. They were both sitting on the bed, their legs touching.

		"Please," Andrea responded. "I feel like a fat cow standing next to you. Can I ask you a question, Faith? Do you, like, live in the gym?"

		"Hardly. But thanks."

		Then the two women started laughing, sounding a little tipsy, before they decided to see who had the bigger breast size.

		Steven's pulse started to skyrocket.

		As he continued to peer through the open door he saw Faith remove her T-shirt, revealing the pink bra underneath. Andrea also took her top off. She was wearing a black lacey bra and the mini-skirt from earlier.

		It was hard to believe that this was really happening. While Steven furtively watched his wife and ex-girlfriend compare breast sizes, he felt dizzy. His whole body was weak. Compared to last night, this was hardly surprising. But the voyeurism in Steven was getting incredibly aroused with each passing second.

		That's when it happened.

		Steven was still squinting through the gap when the door was flung open and Steven felt something tighten around his neck!

		A moment later he realized that he was being pulled into the room. It was the black guy, Andrea's date. It turned out that the black guy hadn't left yet.

		Now JaCorey had his huge arm around Steven's neck, dragging him effortlessly. Steven tried to fight back but the more he struggled the more the noose tightened.

		"Looky what I found here!" said JaCorey. "Looks like we got ourselves a lurking pervert!"

		"Let me go!" Steven said, drawing strength from his anger. "This is my fucking house!"

		JaCorey laughed, not worried for a second. "First of all, man, this is an apartment. So calm down. This ain't no house, man. Don't you know the difference? Secondly, I'm about to let you go so you just need to chill the fuck out."

		Steven could feel his face turn a bright red from the lack of oxygen. Faith and Andrea were standing next to the bed now, side by side, staring at him with the most confused looks on their beautiful faces. For Steven, it was beyond humiliating. And it was bizarre how quickly things could change.

		A moment ago Steven was in heaven. Now he found himself yelling so harshly that his voice cracked like a teenager. "I'm serious! Let me go or I'm going to call the cops!"

		JaCorey laughed again. "Calm down, whiteboy. I was just kidding. I know you're not a pervert... even though you were getting your lurk on!"

		Then JaCorey let Steven go.

		"I'm glad you stopped by," the black giant said, grinning as Steven tried to get his bearings back. "You are just in time."

		"Just in time?" Steven said confused.

		He looked over and saw the bottles of beer lying around the room. It looked like they were really having a party here. Faith must have gotten up earlier and joined them. Faith was a cheap date and her eyes already looked bloodshot.

		"Yeah man, Andrea here was telling me that my dick wasn't that big. She kept saying that she's used to big cocks. Ain't that right?" JaCorey said, looking over at Andrea now, who seemed a little embarrassed to be brought into the conversation.

		"Um, I guess so," she said, wrapping her arms around her exposed stomach.

		"Yeah man, shit," JaCorey said. "Your girl said —"

		Steven held his hand up in the air, waving the other man away. Then Steven looked at Faith, who smiled apologetically, probably feeling guilty about being drunk.

		Steven continued. "Andrea and I broke up years ago. She's my ex-girlfriend. So what she does on her own time is her business. I'm married to Faith."

		Steven looked back at Faith, who bit her lip and stared at the ground, her cheeks red with embarrassment.

		Steven added, "Happily married."

		JaCorey turned towards Faith now. Keeping his eyes on the blonde woman, he started rubbing his hands together, nodding slowly. "Yup, that's right. She fine too. You got good taste in women. Shit, I'll give you that."

		"Thanks," Steven said with a mirthless laugh.

		"Anyway, so Andrea kept bragging about how big yo' dick is, man," JaCorey said, addressing Steven now. "Believe that shit? White girls is crazy, bruh!"

		"Ha-ha," Steven said, laughing nervously. "I guess so."

		"So I told her, if yo' dick is bigger than mine, I give her a hundred bucks. We made a bet. One hundred dollars."

		Steven stood there, staring, but not understanding the words. His brain was too addled by the lack of sleep and overall weirdness of the situation.

		"Well?" JaCorey said.

		"What?" Steven said. "I'm not exactly sure —"

		"Let's see it, man. Whip out that hog! Let's get your girl paid!"

		Andrea started laughing now, but it was a shallow and nervous laughter.

		Suddenly realizing what was going on here, Steven said, "You can't be serious, man!"

		"You want your girl to get a hundred bucks, right? Come on, man. It's just a dick. All us dudes gots one. You are a dude, right?"

		Feeling like his masculinity was being called out, Steven hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his sweat pants. He knew that no one was actually expecting him to show his dick. Which is why they would be even more surprised when he showed him his package. Surely that would wipe that stupid grin off of the black guy's face.

		WRONG!

		When JaCorey saw what Steven was working with, he broke out into the loudest, longest, cruelest fit of laughter. It was some truly merciless laughter that went on forever.

		Faith and Andrea looked away, embarrassed for Steven.

		Then JaCorey's laughter got even louder when Steven suddenly started to pull his sweat pants back up. "Damn whiteboy!"

		"What?" Steven said. "I mean, I know that I'm not a porno star, but I'm average."

		JaCorey looked at the two shirt-less blonde women and rolled his brown eyes in comical exaggeration. "Where's the rest of it, whiteboy?"

		"The rest of it?" Steven said, wishing badly that he hadn't pulled his sweatpants down.

		Then JaCorey pulled his wallet out. He found five $20 bills and handed them to Andrea.

		"What's this for?" she said.

		"Naw, I won the bet. Not even close. Whiteboy basically has a clit," JaCorey said. "But I decided to give you the money anyway just because I feel so bad for you."

		"Thanks," Andrea said, balling the money up in her fist, then going up on tippy toes to kiss JaCorey on the cheek. "Thanks a lot!"

		"You ready to see a real cock now?"

		"Sure," Andrea said. "It's only fair. We showed you ours!"

		"Wait, maybe we shouldn't," Faith said, looking a little uncomfortable on the bed.

		JaCorey looked over at Steven and winked. Then he slowly started to pull down his jeans and boxers.

		"Holy fuck!" both women said at the same time.

		Steven had always heard that men were more concerned by the size of a penis than women were. Even Faith had said this. On more than one occasion she'd assured her husband that not only was his penis more than capable of fulfilling all her female desires, but she wouldn't have wanted him to be an inch bigger.

		That said: judging from the expressions on the girls' faces as they ravenously stared at the long, thick, dark appendage dangling between the black man's legs, Steven realized that Faith had only been saying that to make him feel good. It was humiliating. A horrible pain exploded in Steven's stomach.

		JaCorey's cock must have been 10 or 12 inches in length and it was very thick. It was magnificent, the sort of cock that a god would have. Steven had watched his fair share of porn (always with white male actors, usually ones that resembled himself) and he'd never seen anything close to what JaCorey was packing. It was humbling. Steven could literally feel his own penis start to shrivel up inside his body.

		The black man wasn't even hard yet. He was uncircumcised so that the entire package was covered in dark veiny skin. The tip was still pointing at the ground, but when he saw the three sets of eyes focused on his tremendous sex organ he gave a few playful thrusts, causing the shaft to bounce up and down.

		"What do you think?" he said with a cocky smile.

		Faith and Andrea continued staring at the black man who had just exposed them to something they'd possibly heard about, but never actually witnessed.

		"This your first black cock?"

		Just for show, JaCorey bucked his waist a few times, causing the big black monster to swing back and forth between his legs.

		Then Andrea grabbed Faith's hands, intertwined their fingers, and squeezed tightly. "Are we your first white girls?"

		JaCorey smiled a knowing smile. He still hadn't pulled his pants back up either. He just stood there, waiting. And the longer he stood there, staring at the two beautiful blonde women, the more his cock began to stiffen. Apparently the sight of their smooth skin, their big blue eyes, their full breasts, their curvy hips, was filling his massive black organ with lustful blood.

		Then JaCorey turned towards Steven and said, "Shut the door."

		"What?" Steven said, his mind in a state of emotional turmoil.

		On the one hand none of this felt right. Steven knew that he should take Faith and leave immediately. But on the other hand he'd never been so close to another man who simply radiated raw masculinity. It wasn't just JaCorey's huge and athletic physique. It wasn't just his big black cock, or heavy cum-filled balls that were twice the size of Steven's. It was also the way the black man held himself —his confident demeanor. In the presence of this dominant black alpha, Steven felt himself almost feminine in comparison. And thus he knew that if this black man was having this effect on him, then it must be 100 times worse on Andrea. Faith too!

		"Shut the door whiteboy," JaCorey said. "You can stay as long as you don't make a peep. Got that? Not a fucking peep!"

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		He sat in a chair in the corner of the room. That was his chair. He knew that if he wanted to stay and watch he'd have to be quiet.

		Faith was like a woman in a trance as she obediently kneeled next to Andrea and started to suck on JaCorey's big cock.

		The girls were taking turns. First Andrea would slobber all over the black rod, then Faith would wrap her lips around the head, allowing his cock to stretch her mouth wide. Sometimes Andrea would suck the head while Faith licked the shaft and played with the balls. The girls really seemed to be enjoying themselves. It was like they'd done this a thousand times already. Sucking a big cock just came natural to them. Then JaCorey grabbed both girls by the hair —and with two big handfuls of blonde hair— he closed his eyes and smiled triumphantly.

		"Worship that fucking cock," he said. "I know you want to. This is what you were made for. To worship me. To suck black cock!"

		His dirty talk only seemed to turn the girls on. And consequently they became more and more aroused, enthusiastically licking the coal-black shaft while they used their free hands to rub their pussies.

		At first Steven just sat there in the chair, watching.

		But his body was betraying him.

		He knew that he should be disgusted by seeing his wife and ex-girlfriend with this black beast. But instead his little penis had never felt harder. How was this possible?

		At first he just sat there, then he started rubbing himself, then he put his hand down his pants, then felt so brave that he pulled his own pants down past his hips, giving himself an unobstructed grip on his swollen white-pink member.

		He wasn't that embarrassed, however, since nobody seemed to notice him.

		Steven couldn’t believe this was happening.

		But if there was ever a man who needed two women to satisfy him, it was definitely JaCorey. He told them to get on the bed. He made them lay down on the bed, side by side, spreading their legs for him. He started fucking Andrea first. Then he pulled his cock out, which was monstrously huge and covered with Andrea's juices. He lined the tip of his cock up with Faith's pussy and started to push. The contrast in colors was amazing.

		At first Faith sounded like she was experiencing more pain, than pleasure. But JaCorey didn't slow down. The more she moaned and cursed out the more he slammed his dark meat inside her, punishing her for how sexy she looked.

		It didn't take long before he made both Andrea and Faith orgasm.

		Meanwhile, the sight of his wife on her back, her toes curled, her tan-skinned arms and legs wrapped around this hulking black monster, caused Steven to ejaculate immediately.

		It was hot sex. It was hotter than any sex Steven and Faith had ever had together, including the previous night. It was also hotter than any porno he'd ever seen.

		But unfortunately, unlike a porno which you can stop after you cum, Steven was forced to sit there (post-orgasm) and watch his wife get steadily plowed over-and-over again by the long thick meat of the lustful black man.

		It was only when JaCorey started to kiss Faith —their tongues sloppily exchanging fluids— that Steven started to cry. His first instinct was to leave —leave now and repress the memory of tonight. But before he could take action, his penis started to rise again, little by little. And he sat back down in his chair, in his cuck chair, jerking his small penis, while losing his sense of time.

		By now the whole room reeked of sex.

		There was a heavy, masculine funk in the air. It was an animal smell. It was a barnyard smell. The bed was already covered by wet spots from the three lovers banging away with reckless abandon.

		At one point JaCorey told Andrea to get on her back again. After making Faith squat over Andrea's face, he started to fuck Andrea, drilling her swollen lips, over and over again.

		In a passionate voice, Andrea was saying, "Fuck me! Fuck! Fuck me with that big black cock!"

		"Damn this pussy is tight!"

		"I love it!" Andrea said.

		"I can't believe how tight you are!" he told her.

		"You're so fucking deep!" Andrea said.

		"See, this is what you get," the black guy said in a voice that was almost a growl. "This is what you fucking get! Looking all sexy today! Shaking that big ass, that big white ass! Why you do that? This is what you get, sexy white girl! As soon as I saw you walking around in that lil' bikini I knew that you were gonna get some of this Alabama black snake between your legs! I love sexy white girls! I love dat white pussy!"

		"Oh yes, FUCK ME!" Andrea said, her voice somewhat muffled by Faith's dripping pussy.

		"Tell me again," he said. "Tell me how you love this black cock in you... Tell me now, you fucking sexy white bitch!"

		Andrea didn't miss a beat. She screamed out: "I LOVE BIG BLACK COCK!"

		"Turn around. I want to fuck you doggy style. Sexy white bitch! I want to fuck you like the sexy bitch you are! I like watching my big black meat sliding into that pussy from behind. I like to see that white ass jiggle as I fuck you hard and deep, the way you deserve, baby."

		"Yes baby, yes!"

		For nearly a minute there was only the loud animal sounds of two people angrily screwing each other. Andrea was the loudest. (Steven kept worrying that one of the neighbors would mistakenly call the cops and report a murder.) Every time their bodies slapped together Andrea would groan out loudly while her black lover grunted in reply.

		"I love your fucking huge dick!" Andrea said enthusiastically. "I could get addicted to that dick!"

		"I know you could, girl," her new lover said. "I can tell. You be' creaming all over my cock. I like that shit. I bet no whiteboy eva' fuck you like dis before, huh?"

		"Fuck, fuck me!"

		"You hear what I say?" the black man said. "I said, I bet no lil' dicked white boy eva' fuck you like dis before, huh?"

		A few moments passed and then Andrea could be heard again. Her voice was soft and sugar sweet. She said, "No, baby, never. Not like this."

		That last comment hurt Steven. He felt his manly pride become deeply wounded at the sound of his ex-girlfriend telling another man that he was fucking her better than Steven ever did. Oh yes, there was still part of his brain which couldn't understand (or didn't want to understand) what he was looking at.

		"Aight bitch," JaCorey said, looking at Faith now. "You next!"

		Faith looked down at the sight of Andrea's head between her thighs. She looked back at the black man and said, "Me?"

		"Face down, ass up! Don't make me have to tell you twice!"

		Faith quickly moved into position.

		JaCorey watched with smug pride as she offered her big round ass to him. He couldn't resist the urge to reach down and slap one of her cheeks, causing her to yelp out in surprise.

		Before putting himself inside her, JaCorey looked over at the miserable figure of the white husband and grinned. "Check dis out! You should take notes, coz I'm about to show you how a real man fuck a booty like dis!"

		Feeling as nauseous as he was aroused, Steven continued to stroke his little member.

		His wife was naked, on the bed. She was on her hands and knees, her ass sticking up in the air. She was perpendicular to the headboard. Behind her was a giant man, his ebony skin gleaming in the light. His cock was enormous and fully hard. Faith started to moan in anticipation of receiving his cock. Steven had never seen her act so submissive and so turned on.

		"Wiggle that ass!" JaCorey told her.

		Like a bitch in heat, Faith started shaking her ass from side to side, trying to entice the big man into penetrating her.

		It was hard to believe that this was the same woman Steven had known for all these years. It was hard to reconcile all the fond memories the married couple had accumulated over the years with the submissive sex-crazed woman Steven was looking at now.

		"That's a good white bitch!"

		After JaCorey slapped Faith's ass cheeks again, he kept his hands on her raised butt; and Steven couldn't help but to notice how big JaCorey's hands were compared to his own hands.

		The contrast in size was especially noticeable in genitalia. JaCorey's dark weapon still looked so unbelievably large as it pointed directly at Faith's sacred treasure. Steven could see her toes curl as JaCorey's weapon made its first explorations in the space between Faith's ass cheeks.

		"I can't wait to nut in this pussy," JaCorey said.

		"Mmmmm... Baby...."

		"You want me to stick it in now? You ready for your first black dick?"

		This time Faith responded by moving her hips so that there was a slight ripple in her soft white ass.

		That was all JaCorey needed to see. He lined up the tip of his cock with Faith's hole and pushed forward. The pink elastic ring stretched to accommodate the black man's shaft. JaCorey kept one of his hands on Faith's ass, squeezing the soft flesh as he pushed farther inside her.

		"Oh DAMN!" Faith said. "You're fucking inside me!"

		JaCorey's eyes were fixed on the sight of his dark meat disappearing into the soft flesh of the white woman. "Fuck you white girls got the tightest pussies. You squeezing me so good."

		Faith pounded her little fist into the mattress. "You're so fucking big! BIG! You're going to break me."

		"Naw, baby, you're going to get used to it. Trust me. I just got to stretch you out. Ask yo' friend."

		Andrea was watching, her back resting against the bed's headboard. One of her feet was on the ground and her other leg was bent at the knee. She was watching JaCorey just start to fuck Andrea doggy style. Andrea watched and kept her hand on her swollen pussy lips. "He's right," she said in a soothing voice. "You'll get used to it. Just try and relax. At first I didn't think that I could take all of him. But then he stretches you out. It's amazing."

		"See," JaCorey said, feeding Faith's pussy some more thick, dark inches, "listen to yo' friend. She knows what she's talking about. Just relax. I can't wait to nut up inside you too! This body needs my cream! Damn baby, you about to get Africanized!"

		For Steven, the worst part was that he had never seen his wife act like this in the bedroom. As JaCorey continued to pound away on Faith's soft flesh, it was like watching her real self come out for the very first time. Her face was flushed and there were little strands of hair sticking to her head. Her lips looked red and swollen from sucking his big dick. She had this bitch-in-heat look to her now. She looked "cum hungry" and incredibly aroused.

		"Get on your back, bitch!" JaCorey said. "I want to be looking in those pretty blue eyes when I nut!"

		There was a mad, desperate scramble on the bed as Faith moved underneath her new lover.

		Then Steven heard his wife say something which he knew he would never be able to erase from his memory. Breathing hard, she said, "Damn my pussy is going to be so sore tomorrow. I don't know how much more of that black cock I can take."

		JaCorey kept stroking Faith, pushing his cock back between Faith's pussy lips which were covered in juices now from the intense fucking she was receiving. Then JaCorey laughed. "Damn right that pussy is going to be sore. You're going to be thinking of this big negro dick for a long time."

		"Oh baby," she moaned with lust.

		He pushed himself all the way inside, so that his heavy black balls were now resting against her puckered anus. Leaving his cock all the way inside Faith, JaCorey leaned down and started kissing her, his tongue greedily exploring the inside of her mouth. Faith kissed back, wiggling underneath his weight, moaning from the sensation of having such a well-endowed lover plugging her delicate snatch.

		When JaCorey finally pulled back, began stroking her pussy again, Faith looked up at him and said, "Seriously, you're so big. I'm not sure how much more of this cock I can take."

		"You like it though, right bitch?"

		Faith, not realizing that she had just been verbally demeaned, nodded her head at him. "I love it. It feels so good. Please cum though."

		JaCorey laughed and laughed. "You really want me to cum, huh? Man, that shit is sexy as hell. I love it when white chicks start begging me to cum. I love the look on their faces. It's always the same. To everyone else, you walk around like you own the world. But right now, on yo' back, with yo' legs spread, you just a cum hungry whore begging black dudes to bust they nuts up inside you!"

		After that, neither one of them said a single word. JaCorey just kept slowly fucking Faith, looking her directly in the eyes, teasing out the moment they were sharing.

		Suddenly JaCorey's face started to strain and Faith saw it. She knew that he was getting close to cumming too. She wrapped her hands around his back, dig her nails into his dark flesh. "Cum, cum for me!"

		JaCorey kept stroking her white pussy while he leaned down and kissed her again, forcing her to take his tongue again.

		"I'm finna cum!" he said finally.

		"Cum, yes, cum for me!" Faith said, clearly exhausted and ready to roll over and go to sleep.

		"I'm cumming! Here it cums!"

		She twitched and shimmied on the bed, wrapping her arms around her new lover, moaning as they both orgasmed together.

		Then he pulled his cock out of her.

		Faith's pussy was reddened by his powerful thrusts and her clit was swollen enormously. JaCorey used one of his long, black fingers to explore her insides again. It was only then that Steven noticed what JaCorey was doing. He was attempting to expel the contents of Faith's creampie. Suddenly a stream of warm liquid drained from her pussy.

		"Now that's what I'm talking about!" JaCorey said, obviously impressed by his work.

		Later, after JaCorey was gone, and it was just Faith and Steven lying in bed, Steven turned to his side and started to sob quietly.

		"What's wrong dear?" Faith said, putting her arm on his shoulder, consoling him.

		Steven, however, kept sobbing.

		Faith started to sniffle herself. Crying had always been infectious for her. "Oh baby, what did we do?” she lamented. “How did this happen? I'm so sorry, dear. It was a terrible mistake. I'm sorry, I'm so very sorry. Will you please forgive me? I honestly have no idea what happened. You must hate me, Steven. You must think that I'm the worst woman in the world."

		Steven finally composed himself enough to respond to his earnest wife. "No, that's not it. I'm not crying because I'm upset. I'm crying because you looked so beautiful tonight. I’ve never seen you like that. I'm crying because I'm married to the most wonderful woman in the world. You make me so happy, dear!"
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