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Move-in Day
 
“Oh! Sorry,” Megan said as she moved out of the way and watched the two large black men carry her and Jack's sofa through the living room door. Megan pointed over to the wall that faced the fireplace and said, “You can just put it over there, you guys.”
Megan couldn’t help looking at the men’s huge, flexing biceps as they carried the sofa past her. Both of the men were big, but the lead man was huge, well over six feet and very muscular. His helper wasn’t quite as big, but both of the men were as strong as army mules and seemed to be able to go forever without a break.
“Thanks, guys,” Megan said as they set the heavy load down.
As they passed by on their way for another load, Megan couldn’t help thinking about the rumors she’d heard about black men. She peeked down at their crotches as they walked by, wondering if they were hung like mules, as well.
As Megan pondered the issue, Chris came out of the kitchen and sidled up to her. “What are you so deep in thought about?” he asked, putting an arm around her trim waist.
“Huh?” Megan said, looking up at him, somewhat wide-eyed. “Oh. Nothing. I was just thinking about the movers. They’ve been working all day and I don’t think they’ve even taken a break for lunch.” Megan looked out at the two men as they walked up a metal ramp leading into the back of a box truck parked out front.
“They have water,” Chris said, seeming not all that concerned about them.
Megan turned back to Chris and scowled. “Chris. They’re not convicts. They need more than just water.”
Chris just shrugged, then looked around at the dozens of boxes as if a bit overwhelmed.
“Oh! Speaking of which,” Megan said, unwrapping Chris’ arm from her waist. “I completely forgot. I ran out and got them some soda earlier.”
Megan turned and walked into the kitchen. She got a giant two-liter bottle of Coke out of the refrigerator and set it on the counter. Then she dug around in one of the boxes in the kitchen and pulled out two large plastic tumblers. She got ice from the refrigerator’s ice dispenser, then filled the two huge tumblers with Coke. Megan came back into the living room just as the men were coming in with a couple of densely packed boxes labeled “Megan’s books.” Megan waited while the men set the boxes in a kind of staging area she had established.
As the two men came back heading out to the truck again, Megan smiled up at them and said, “Here ya go, guys,” handing each of them a giant glass of fizzing, ice-cold Coke.
The men stopped in front of Megan, the two of them forming a huge wall of muscle in front of her. Though Megan was five-foot-seven, the men made her feel very small and weak as they looked down at her.
“Thanks, Miss,” the lead man said in a deep baritone as he took one of the plastic tumblers from her. The other man thanked her as well. Then they both took big, multiple-gulp swallows of soda, each of them downing the whole glass in one go.
“Thanks, Miss,” the senior man said as he handed the empty glass back to her, the helper putting his glass in her other hand.
Megan held the two glasses of ice with a rather shocked expression. “Jeez, you guys,” Megan said. “You must really be thirsty. You want some more? I got plenty.”
“No thank you, Miss,” the larger man said. “We have to get back to work.”
“Are you sure?” Megan asked. She gave the men a playful, somewhat flirtatious smile as she said, “I don’t want you guys conking out on me.”
The lead man returned her smile, then said, “Oh, don’t worry about that, Miss. We can go for as long as you need us to.” The man held her eyes for a moment, letting his not so subtle sexual innuendo hang in the air.
Megan felt herself blushing at the man’s thinly disguised boast of his sexual prowess. But before Megan could think how to reply to that, the men were already halfway out the door, headed for another load. Megan was left standing there holding the empty glasses, her cheeks tinged pink against her creamy complexion.
After the men were outside, Chris turned to Megan, and said with a smile, “You done?”
Megan snapped out of her somewhat discombobulated state. “What?” she said looking up at him as if she’d forgotten he was there.
“You done flirting with the movers?" Chris said smiling. "Can we get back to work now?”
Megan’s cheeks got a shade redder. “I wasn’t flirting!” she protested. “I was just…” Megan seemed to struggle to find the right words. “…being a good host,” she finally said, as if greatly offended at Chris’ accusation.
Chris just shook his head with amusement.
But, the truth was, Megan could be a shameless flirt, and they both knew it. She couldn’t help herself. Just like her light-brown eyes and her perfectly shaped breasts, it was in Megan’s genetic makeup to flirt. Chris called it her "flirting gene". And it didn’t matter who the man was. It could be the bag boy at the supermarket, or a seventy-year-old man feeding the pigeons on a park bench. Megan just couldn’t resist toying with men. To her, it was like a sport. Some women played tennis; Megan flirted.
Quickly changing the subject, Megan took Chris’ arm and looked around at the plain, white walls and stacks of cardboard boxes. “I think it’s gonna be nice,” she said, looking around. But her tone wasn’t altogether convincing. Megan pushed her honey-colored bangs off to one side as she smiled up at Chris. “You know, once we get settled in,” she added.
But, the truth was, neither of them was all that enthusiastic about their new home in the suburbs. Megan already missed their old apartment downtown, and she was pretty sure Chris felt the same way. 
Their new home was a three-bedroom monstrosity in a gated community called Sea View Estates. Megan and Chris weren’t sure why the exclusive little enclave was called Sea
View Estates. The sea was ten miles away and they sure couldn’t see it from their place.
It had been Chris’ idea to move to Sea View. He thought it would be a good investment, and he liked the idea that Megan would be in a safer neighborhood when he had to work late, which was fairly often these days. Chris worked as an up and coming investment banker in the city.
Megan had really liked their old place downtown. It had been their first place together, an old, turn of the century warehouse that had been converted to loft-style apartments. She loved the neighborhood too, with its restaurants and hustle-bustle energy. But she kept all this to herself. She knew Chris’ intentions were good, and she was trying to be a good sport. And who knows, she might even get to like the place. There were tennis courts and a pool, and lots of walking paths around a private park with a duck pond. What’s not to like, she thought.
Megan looked up at Chris. “I saw a nice little dinette table at that furniture place we like,” she said, trying to sound enthusiastic about their new home. “I was thinking we could put it in front of the kitchen window. I can make you pancakes and we can spy on the neighbors,” Megan smiled.
Chris smiled, letting out a little chuckle. “Sounds good,” he said, looking down at her. “Go ahead and get it. Whatever you want.”
Megan smiled up at him. “Maybe I’ll go take another look next week. Maybe I’ll ask Angela to go with me.”
“Oh! Sorry,” Megan said, jumping out of the way again as the two movers came up behind her. 
The men were bringing in a large, marble-top coffee table. As they passed, Megan caught the helper peeking down at her cleavage, which was being nicely displayed inside the somewhat stretched, scoop neck of her t-shirt. Megan hadn’t realized she was so exposed. She tried to pull up on her shirt at the shoulders to make the opening at her breasts smaller, but the shirt just fell back to where it was.
Megan forgot about her tee-shirt when the men looked over to her for guidance. “Ya. Right there. That’s good,” Megan said, directing the men where to put the table.
The men set the heavy coffee table down gently.
“Thanks, guys,” Megan said.
When the men were back outside, Megan looked up at Chris and whispered, “Maybe later, you could go out and get them a pizza or something. They must be starving by now.”
Chris nodded, then looked out the living room door at the two men. “From the looks of ‘em, I’d better get two pizzas.”
Megan looked too. “Ya. They are pretty big, aren’t they.”
Megan turned back to Chris. “Come on. Let’s check out the kitchen again.” Megan took Chris’ hand and pulled him along as she went into their new kitchen.
Once in the kitchen, Chris walked over to look out the window. “It’s nice and quiet,” he said looking out. “That’s for sure.” Chris looked out at the street. It was completely devoid of any human activity, no kids, no cars going by, no nothing. “I haven’t heard a single police siren all day,” he said, smiling over his shoulder at Megan.
Megan smiled, then came over and weaved her arm into his. They stood there looking out at the perfect lawns and the carefully color-coordinated houses. All the houses were basically the same, with only minor differences in style or color so the owner would know which one was his when he got home from work.
Megan looked out at Chris’ pride and joy — a bright yellow Porsche GT3 parked in the driveway. It had a top speed of nearly 200 mph, but Chris had never driven it over eighty. He preferred a winding country road to a long, straight one. 
On the weekends, he and Megan would often go for a ride in the country. They’d drive for a while, then usually pull over somewhere for a picnic. They had actually consummated their relationship on one of those weekend drives. They had laid out a soft, plaid blanket and made love in the shade of an ancient elm tree one warm April day. Afterwards, Megan had served them cold chicken sandwiches and apple cider. It was one of her fondest memories of the two of them, and the day she knew she would marry Chris.
While Chris looked out the window, Megan walked over to check out the custom painted cabinets and new stainless-steel appliances, some of the upgrades that the previous owner had made. Megan was about as good in the kitchen as Chris was under the hood of his Porsche. But she was eager to learn. Megan could just see herself in an ankle-length print dress with ruffles beneath the skirt as she set a big meatloaf in front of Chris, smiling proudly like June Cleaver in a scene from Leave it to Beaver.
After a few moments daydreaming about being the perfect little wife, Megan came back over and sidled up to Chris, putting her arm around his waist. As they looked out, a woman power-walked past their house. She was very beautiful. She had an iPhone strapped to her swinging upper arm, a white Bluetooth earbud dangling from each ear canal. The woman looked very fit and determined, her glossy, black hair tied into a neat ponytail as she strode purposefully down the sidewalk. 
Watching the beautiful Stepford wife churning down the street, Megan suddenly felt like they had made a terrible mistake. Was that what she would become, Megan wondered — just another pretty trophy wife, spending her days working out and buying things she didn’t really need.
Though she didn’t like to think of herself that way, the truth was Megan was a bit of a trophy wife, herself. She was a model. Or at least, she had been until about six months ago. Shortly after marrying Chris, Megan decided to retire from modeling. She hadn’t been famous. She wasn’t one of those models that everyone knows, the ones on the cover of Vogue or Harper’s Bazaar. She had been a catalog model, the unsung heroes of the modeling industry, the wholesome beauties who look out from department store catalogs, or women’s fitness magazines, or timeshare brochures. But, in Megan’s case, it was mainly lingerie catalogs.
Megan had done all sorts of modeling in her thirteen-year career, but her main claim to fame, at least within the industry, was her work as a lingerie model. She had that girl-next-door look that advertisers loved, but with the body of a fifties pinup girl. Lingerie retailers fought to get her, driving her price way above the standard rate. She worked almost constantly. But, after nearly fifteen years, Megan was ready for a change. She had saved quite a little nest egg as one of the most sought-after underwear models on the east coast. And now, at the tender age of twenty-eight, she had retired with enough money in the bank to pursue her other passions. She wasn’t yet sure what those might be, but she knew she’d figure it out.
Megan looked up at Chris and gave him a little smile, squeezing the beginnings of a small love-handle above his right hip.
Seeing her somewhat uncertain expression, Chris gave her a little kiss on the forehead and said, “Should we go check on your boyfriend?”
“Chris!” She looked up at him for a moment, then slapped him hard on the bottom. “Stop that!”
“Owe!” Chris said, giving his left ass cheek a little up and down rub.
“You deserve it!” Megan said, raising her brows at him and pretending to be mad. Megan shook her head at him, smiling.
They came back into the living room as the movers were trying to bring in the last big piece of furniture, a huge armoire. The men were trying to get it through the living room door.
“Do you guys need a hand?” Megan asked as they muscled it through the doorway with less than an inch to spare on each side.
“No. We got it, Mrs. Murphy,” the lead man grunted.
Megan and Chris watched as the men maneuvered the huge piece of furniture through the door. Once they got it through, Megan came over and said, “Sorry, guys, but that has to go up to the bedroom. Do you think you can get it up the stairs ok?”
“No problem, Mrs. Murphy.”
“Here,” Megan said. “Let me help get you through all these boxes.”
Megan led the men through the living room, trying to run interference and get them through all the stuff that might impede them. “That’s it,” she said as she led them through the living room. “Watch out for the chair," she said as she guided the men past Chris’ old wooden chair.
The helper was the one walking backwards. “That’s it,” Megan said, guiding him backwards through the minefield of boxes and other things that might trip him. "Careful,” Megan said. “The table is on your left.” Megan held either side of the helper’s waist as she guided him through a tight little area. She could feel the hard muscles beneath his t-shirt. Megan was rather surprised. The man didn’t seem to have any body fat at all. All she could feel was hard muscle.
When she got them to the foot of the stairs, the helper looked back at Megan and said, “Ok. We got it from here, Mrs. Murphy.”
Megan looked up at him a bit wide-eyed. “Oh! Right. Sorry,” she said as she let go of his waist, embarrassed that she'd had to be told to do so. 
Megan stepped back out of their way as they began to ascend the stairs. She watched with concern for the men as they carried the giant armoire slowly up the stairs. As they grunted their way up, Megan stepped back over to Chris. She and Chris looked on uselessly as the men made their way up like two great beasts of burden.
When they were up on the second-story landing, Megan ran up the stairs and squeezed past them, then directed them into the bedroom. “Right there is good,” she said, pointing to the far wall of their bedroom.
As the men moved the armoire into place, Megan came trotting back down the stairs, her full, natural breasts bouncing markedly beneath her tee-shirt with each step. When she got back over to Chris she said, “Boy. That looked like a workout.”
“Ya,” Chris said. “They get it in there ok?”
“Uh huh,” Megan said, still slightly out of breath from running up and down the stairs.
Megan caught her breath for a moment, then suddenly turned to Chris as if just remembering something. “Hey! Don’t forget to get them something to eat,” she whispered so the men wouldn’t hear.
“Oh. Right,” Chris said. Chris looked at his watch. “Maybe I should go now. It’s getting pretty late.”
“Ya,” Megan agreed.
Chris looked down at her. “You gonna be ok if I leave you here alone with 'em?”
“Ya. Sure,” Megan said dismissively.
“Ok.” Chris turned and started for the door.
As Chris stepped out the door and began walking to the car, Megan suddenly turned, and called, “Get larges!”
“Ok!” Chris called back to her. “Back in a jiff!”




Sir Galahad’s Lance
 
That night, as Megan fixed dinner among stacked-up boxes of dishes and kitchenware, she noticed that the water in the sink wasn’t draining.
“Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me,” she mumbled as she tried the disposal for the third time. The disposal rumbled, but the brown water stubbornly refused to go down.
“Chris!” Megan called into the living room, “The sink’s plugged up!”
“Really!?” Chris called into her.
“Ya! The water won’t go down!”
Chris pushed himself up from the couch with a groan. He walked rather stiffly toward the kitchen, putting a palm to his lower back like a much older man, though he was only three years older than Megan. Chris wasn’t what you’d call a fitness fanatic, and the day of moving had somewhat overtaxed his soft, white-collar body. 
Chris came into the kitchen, then came over to Megan as she looked down at the sink full of dirty water and potato shavings. He flipped the disposal on for a moment. But the water didn’t go down.
“I already tried that,” Megan said, a little annoyed that he thought she was too dumb to think of it.
“Hmm,” he said, considering for a moment. “I guess I better call a plumber.”
Chris wasn’t known for being all that handy around the house. Megan doubted he even knew what a monkey wrench was, let alone how to use one.
“What? Right now?” Megan asked, not all that crazy about the idea.
“Sure," Chris said. "They have plumbers on the weekend. You just have to pay extra.”
“Ya. I know. But…” Megan gave him an imploring look. ”Chris, I don’t want anybody over here right now. It’s our first night. I don’t want some plumber banging around in here. I hardly get to see you as it is.” Megan put her arms around his neck and looked up at him, giving him a little pout. “I’ll call a plumber after dinner and make an appointment for Monday. Ok?” she said. “I want you all to myself tonight.”
Chris looked down into the sinkful of water, then back at Megan. “Sure. It’s your kitchen,” he said, somewhat chauvinistically. But Megan chose to ignore the implication that the kitchen was a woman’s domain, just happy that a plumber wouldn’t be spoiling their first night in their new home.
Chris gave her a little kiss, then went back into the living room as Megan finished dinner.
✽✽✽
 
Later that night, as Chris took a long, hot shower, Megan was in her pajamas, sitting cross-legged on the bed. She had her laptop across her thighs as she googled plumbers. After getting a list of about a million of them, she called over to the open bathroom door, “Chris! What kind of plumber do we need!”
“What!!” Chris called back, unable to hear her over the sound of the shower.
Megan ignored his response and looked back down at the Google listing of local plumbers. The trouble was that they all looked the same to her. She wasn’t sure who to call, or if there were different kinds of plumbers for different kinds of things. She scanned down the listing to see if any of them said they specialized in stuffed up drains. As she ran her eyes down the listing, Megan noticed a company called “Sir Galahad Plumbing”. The name caught her eye because it was so unlike all the others. All the other companies had names like “AAA Plumbing”, or “Budget Plumbing”, or “Speedy Plumbing.”
Megan clicked on the listing for “Sir Galahad Plumbing” simply because she liked the name more than the others. But Megan’s hopeful expectations were soon dashed. The website for Sir Galahad Plumbing looked awful, like it had been built by a high school kid just learning to build websites. The layout was blocky and unattractive, with just a couple of bullet-point lists linking to the other pages. 
But, as Megan was about to click away from the site, something caught her eye. Next to a tagline reading, “We’ll Service You Day or Night!” Megan noticed the only somewhat artistic element on the whole page — a little black and white graphic of a knight on a horse. The knight was wearing a black suit of armor and sitting atop a white steed with a long flowing mane. 
Megan studied the logo for a moment. As she did, she suddenly realized what had caught her eye. It was the knight’s lance. It seemed wrong, somehow. It wasn’t thin and pointy like the lances she’d seen in movies. This guy’s lance was much too thick, and it had a blunt, bulbous tip. It didn’t look like any lance she’d ever seen. Megan shook her head, thinking, that’s why you hire a professional graphic artist, guys.
Again, Megan was about to click away, but then she stopped again. There was something else about that lance that bothered her, something she couldn’t quite put her finger on. Megan studied the graphic again, bringing her face a little closer to the screen. Then she suddenly realized what it was. It was the position of the lance. The knight was holding the lance down by his hip and pointing it forward at a forty-five-degree angle. From the rather crudely drawn graphic, the lance appeared to originate at the knight’s crotch. It looked like Sir Galahad was sporting a ridiculously large erection. 
Megan smiled as she studied the graphic for a moment, her soft, brown bangs hanging down as she touched the screen lightly, putting the tip of her finger on the end of phallic lance.  “My god,” she murmured. “Lady Guinevere’s gonna be happy when this guy rides up.”
Megan was sold. If Sir Galahad was anything like his picture, she just had to meet this guy. She brought her face away from the screen and looked for the contact information. She found a twenty-four-hour phone number at the bottom of the page. Megan stretched over and got her cell phone off the night stand. She dialed Mr. Galahad’s number, but, apparently, got his wife. He must be out “servicing” someone, Megan thought.  But the woman was very friendly and gave Megan an appointment for Monday.
When Chris came out of the bathroom a few minutes later, Megan looked up at him and smiled. “I found a plumber!” she announced triumphantly, as if she'd just discovered a cure for cancer.
“Oh, ya?” Chris said as he scrubbed at his curly, red hair with a towel.
“Ya. The lady said they do plugged-up drains, too!” Megan said, smiling happily, as if this was an added bonus.
“Great,” Chris said, though he didn’t seem nearly as excited about it as Megan.
Chris rummaged through one of the boxes on the floor and pulled out a pair of striped, blue and white pajama bottoms. He stepped into them as Megan watched his little, pink penis disappear inside. Chris tied a bow knot in the draw string, then let out a big sigh. He came dragging over to the bed looking thoroughly worn-out from the full day of moving. He lifted the comforter and slid into bed with a great sigh of relief, as if he’d just walked across Death Valley without water.
As Chris settled into bed, Megan closed her laptop and twisted toward her nightstand. She hung her computer over the side of the bed, then, feeling it touch the carpet, slid it under the bed. As Megan straightened back up and went to get under the covers, Chris clicked off his bedside lamp and turned away from her, lying on his side.
Megan froze, looking over at him with surprise. “Hey! What are you doing?” she said, as surprised as if he’d just brought another woman into bed with them.
Chris turned his head slightly and said over his shoulder,  "Going to sleep. What’a ya think?” He fluffed his pillow a little, then settled his cheek into it. “Night, babe,” Chris said sleepily.
Megan just looked at the back of his head for a long moment, then finally said, “Chris. You can’t go to sleep yet!”
“Why not?” Chris mumbled, sounding half asleep already.
“We have to christen the new place,” Megan said, sounding shocked that he didn’t know this already.
“What?” Chris asked into his pillow, not bothering to turn to her.
“We have to christen the new house.”
“What?” he asked again.
“Chris. We have to make love. You’re supposed to make love on your first night.” 
Megan waited, but Chris didn’t move.
Instead, he said, “We’ll christen it tomorrow. I’m beat.”
“What!?
Oh, no we won’t!” Megan said, her voice going from surprised to stern.
Megan stretched over Chris’ shoulder, reaching for his lamp switch. Megan's heavy, unsecured breasts squashed down onto the right side of his face through her pajama top as she stretched for the light switch. Barely reaching, she clicked the lamp back on. Chris squinted into the light as Megan pushed off of him to get back onto her side of the bed.
Megan knelt behind his back as he remained turned away from her. “Chris. I’m serious. It’s bad luck if we don’t do it on our first night.”
Like so many other times, Chris had no idea if Megan was serious or just screwing with him. She had a way of sounding deadly serious when she was messing with him. It was one of her gifts.
“Megan, I’d love to christen the place with you,” he said, still facing away. “But I’m seriously worn-out. I must’ve carried a hundred boxes today,” he mumbled into his pillow. Chris reached for the lamp, but Megan caught his hand and pulled it back before he could get to it.
Megan held his wrist and looked down at him in disbelief. “Chris! You carried like four boxes…I carried more boxes than you did! The movers did all the work!”
Chris was quiet, knowing she was right, but not willing to admit it.
Megan brought both hands to Chris’ shoulder and started pulling on his heavy, lifeless torso, trying to role him over onto his back. “Come on, Chris! I’m not kidding! We need to have sex!”
But Chris wouldn’t budge. He lay there like a sea lion after a big lunch. Megan stopped pulling on him for a moment and planted her fist on her hips. “Chris, I’m serious!” she said, looking down at him.
But Chris just lay there as if he might have already fallen asleep.
Again, Megan tried to roll him over, taking his shoulder in both hands and pulling with all her might. But, even though Chris wasn’t a big man, he had a way of making himself a dead weight whenever Megan was trying to move him. That was one of Chris’ gifts. As hard as Megan tried, she couldn’t budge his one hundred and sixty pounds. She finally gave up. She knelt behind him breathing hard from the exertion.
Megan looked down at him as she caught her breath. After a few moments, she said, “Ok. Fine!” Megan looked around the bedroom. “Where’s that card!?”
“What card?” Chris mumbled.
“The card the movers left. If you’re not gonna christen the new house with me, I’m calling those guys back! I’m sure they won’t mind christening the place with me!”
Chris couldn’t help smiling. “Go ‘head. Call ‘em,” Chris said smiling. “I dare you.”
She raised her brows at his back. “Oh! You think I’m kidding!?”
“No. I’m sure you’re dead serious,” Chris mumbled. “Go ‘head. I double dare ya.”
Megan’s eyes narrowed to angry slits. “Ok fine! I will, mister!” 
Megan hopped off the bed and looked around the room for the mover’s card. She spotted it under one corner of her jewelry box. “There it is!” she announced.
Megan snatched the card out from under the jewelry box and came back over. She took her phone off the nightstand and climbed back onto the bed. Looking down at the card, Megan said, “Ok, Chris. You asked for it.” She knelt behind him with the card in one hand and her phone in the other. “Last chance,” she warned. “Are you gonna turn over and have sex, or do I have to call Lamar?”
“Which one’s Lamar?” Chris mumbled sleepily.
“He’s the really big one,” Megan said, her tone somewhat taunting. “You remember," she said, smiling. "The one with the really thick…” She paused a beat. “…arms.”
“Go ‘head,” Chris smiled. “Call him. Just don’t wake me up when he gets here.”
“Ooooooh!” Megan growled. “That’s it! I’m calling!”
As Megan brought up the keypad display for her phone she said, “I was willing to give you a chance. But not after that.” Megan brought the card up to her face to read the phone number. “I’m about to dial, Chris,” she warned again.
No answer from Chris.
“Ok. I’m dialing,” Megan warned again, her finger poised above the keypad display.
Still no reply from Chris. He was obviously calling her bluff.
Megan tapped the first digit of the phone number, causing the phone to emit a little tone that Chris could hear. Megan looked down at him, waiting for Chris’ reaction to the tone.
Still nothing.
“Very last chance,” Megan said. She waited a short moment, then pressed the second digit. Another tone came out of the phone.
But Chris was standing his ground.
Megan pressed the third digit. Another tone. Megan waited.
Still nothing. Chris obviously wasn’t buying it.
Megan stopped dialing and thought for a moment. Then Megan leaned over him, her heavy breasts resting on his shoulder. Megan brought her lips close to Chris' ear and whispered, “You know what they say about black guys, don’t you, Chris?” her tone low and slightly menacing.
Megan sensed a slight tension come into Chris body.
“I hear they can do it for hours and hours,” Megan whispered, her hot breath wafting into Chris' ear. “I bet those guys could christen my brains out,” she breathed, her brows  arching high as she looked down at him.
Megan waited.
After a rather long moment, Megan smiled triumphantly as Chris finally rolled onto his back. “Ok. Fine,” he said, looking up at her in defeat. “Let’s get this over with.”
Megan pulled her head away smiling happily, her demeanor instantly changing from vaguely threatening to happy as a clam. “Thanks, sweetie,” she said, dropping her phone onto the bed. “It’ll just take a minute. I promise.”
Chris just huffed and waited.
Megan pulled the covers off of him and undid the draw string of Chris’ pajama bottoms. She tried to work them down, but Chris just lay there like a lump. After trying to get his pajama bottoms down for a few moments, Megan finally said, “Chris. Stop messing around!...Lift up!”
But Chris just smiled as Megan pulled and grunted. She tugged and tugged, but couldn’t work his pajamas down. Finally, she gave up, blowing out an exasperated huff that blew her bangs forward and off her forehead like a blast of compressed air. Megan plopped back onto her calves, folding her arms tightly over her chest in anger and frustration.
Megan glared down at him, then said, “Christopher Scott Murphy! You lift your butt right this instant! Or so help me, I’m gonna call those guys and make you watch!!!”
Megan scowled down at him, waiting. “I am so not kidding!”
This little outburst seemed to finally convince Chris that Megan was serious about getting laid. “Ok, fine,” he said raising his but up off the bed.
“That’s a good boy,” Megan said, smiling.
Megan pulled his pajamas down. When she uncovered Chris’ completely flaccid, two-and-a-half-inch penis, she looked up at him sympathetically. “You really are tired, aren’t you?”
“That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you,” Chris said plaintively, like a young boy trying to convince his mother he’s too sick to go to school.
Megan gave him another sympathetic look. “I’m sorry, sweetie. I thought you were just kidding,” Megan said, her voice becoming more understanding. “You just relax, honey. I’ll do all the work.”
Megan got down to business. She started by unbuttoning her pajama top all the way. But she didn’t take it off.  As a former lingerie model, Megan knew that the key was to show a man just enough skin to get his interest. Megan’s heavy breasts swung and shifted inside her open top as she climbed over Chris’ thigh and knelt between his legs. She bent forward and took hold of his small penis with two fingers and her thumb, like she was about to take a bite of a cocktail wienie. 
Megan took Chris into her mouth and began sucking gently, bobbing up and down in short little motions appropriate for the length of his penis. Megan’s soft, round breasts hung out of her pajama top, her nipples brushing lightly across Chris’ thighs as she bobbed up and down.
But despite Megan’s flawless technique, Chris remained completely unreactive. Megan was surprised. Chris usually got hard fairly quickly. Though he didn’t always stay that way for very long. 
Megan tried altering her technique. She went a bit faster, bobbing up and down like a woman trying to win a pie eating contest. But Chris still wasn’t getting hard. She tried going really slow, sucking strongly on his thin penis until her cheeks were collapsing in on themselves and his dick was stretched out like a rubber band. But as soon as she took her lips off of him, he’d bounce right back to his starting length.
Finally, Megan raised up and took some breaths. She gave him a rather stern look and said, “Chris. Are you even trying?”
Chris brought his head up off the pillow to look down at her. “Yes,” he said defensively. “I told you. I’m really tired.”
Megan maintained her hard look as she held his still flaccid penis. “Chris, were not going to sleep until we get this done.” She held his eyes. “Now, concentrate.”
“Yes, dear,” Chris said, as if this was a burdensome chore he was being forced to perform against his will.
Megan couldn’t help smiling at Chris’ put upon tone. She went back to work. 
Megan bobbed up and down rhythmically as her breasts swayed and swung. After about five minutes, Chris was just hard enough to mount. Megan straddled his pelvis, then quickly came down onto him before he could go soft again. She began riding him in short little up and down motions, trying to work him into a full, stable erection. 
As she tried to get him fully hard, she looked down at herself.  Feeling that he might benefit from some visual stimuli, Megan pulled her pajama top open and let it slide off her shoulders, showing him her gently bouncing breasts. Thankfully, Chris seemed to respond. She could feel him getting harder. He was definitely a breast man. Megan continued to ride him gently, her breasts bouncing and shifting as she worked his cock into a full erection.
Once Chris was hard, more or less, Megan relaxed and began to enjoy herself. She let her mouth fall open slightly as she went up and down with her eyes closed. Megan liked sex, and all the playful threats about black men screwing her brains out had actually kind of turned her on a little.
Megan looked down at Chris as she rode him gently, her face relaxed and happy. After a few minutes, she said, “Tell me when you’re close. Ok?”
Chris nodded, his face already beginning to tighten.
Megan, starting to get more into it, began riding him a bit harder, her bottom making a gentle slapping sound each time she came down onto him, her breasts beginning to bounce more markedly at each abrupt change in direction.
Megan tipped her head back and made an “Mmmmm” sound as she went up and down.
Chris looked up at Megan’s full, round breasts as they bounced and swung, his expression becoming more pained each time Megan slid down his cock.
After a few more minutes, Chris suddenly said, “Megan, I think I’m gonna…”
Megan opened her eyes and looked down at him with surprise. “Really? Already?”
Chris nodded as he took short, ragged breaths.
“Can you hold on just a little longer?” Megan asked as she continued riding him.
Chris nodded and gritted his teeth at the feel of Megan’s warm, wet vagina.
But after another thirty seconds, he said, “Megan…” in a strained, breathless voice. “I can’t…”
“Ok,” Megan said as she quickly dismounted.
Megan knelt between his thighs and took his erection in her hand. She began jacking him off using her residual juices as lubricant. She watched his scrunched-up face as she worked his small erection. “Come on, Chris,” she said. “Let it out, baby.”
Chris grimaced, then arched up off the bed as his cock erupted, sending a thick jet of semen straight up about eight inches into the air. The column of semen collapsed back down onto Chris’ penis. Megan used the slick semen to continue to jack him off in case he wasn’t done yet. Chris bucked and writhed to Megan’s quickly moving hand. He groaned pathetically as she milked out a second ejaculation.
“That’s it, sweetie,” she urged as she continued to pull on Chris’s cum-covered cock.
But Chris was now whining with sensitivity, his cock shrinking rapidly in Megan’s still pumping hand. Megan kept pulling on him for a little longer, more to teach him a lesson than to encourage another ejaculation. But Chris was clearly done. He quickly shrank to the point where Megan could no longer grip his tiny member. She was forced to finally stop.
Megan gently released his shriveled and sticky penis. His small, pink penis shrank down into his matted pubic hair like a turtle bringing its head into its shell. Chris let out a big, relieved breath as his tense body relaxed down onto the sheet again. He lay there breathing in and out, trying to recover. As he did, Megan sat back onto her calves.
As Chris lay there with his eyes closed, his chest heaving, Megan looked down at her exposed breasts, then casually buttoned-up her pajama top. Megan put the comforter back over Chris as he continued to breath in and out. Then she got under the covers with him.
As Chris tried to recover, Megan just lay there watching him breath in and out, basking somewhat in her triumph over him. 
After a moment, Megan smiled and said with a little twinkle in her eye, “Now, was that so bad?”





Megan Gets Her Pipe Cleaned
 
When Monday morning rolled around, Megan had naturally forgotten all about the plumbing appointment. Chris had already left for work when the doorbell rang just as Megan was stepping out of the shower. At the sound of the bell, Megan suddenly remembered about the plumber.
“Oh, shit!” she muttered as she threw on a robe and hurried from the bathroom, afraid the plumber might leave before she could get downstairs.
“Don’t’ leave!” Megan called as she clamored down the stairs in just her robe. “I coming! I’m COMING!!!”
Megan ran across the living room holding her lapels together as her breasts bounced and swung inside her robe, still wet from the shower. Megan threw open the front, door breathing heavily. She looked out just in time to see a man walking away, heading back toward a white panel van.
Megan called out, “Sir!..I’m here! I’m sorry! I’m here!”
The man turned back around. When he saw Megan standing there, he came walking back over. “Hi. You called for a plumber, Miss?” he said, stepping up onto the porch.
“Yes. I’m so sorry. I was in the shower. I completely forgot about the appointment,” Megan said breathlessly as she clutched at the lapels of her robe.
Megan looked up at the plumber as she caught her breath. He was a sturdy looking black man in his late thirties. Megan noticed his wedding ring as she looked down at the small satchel of tools he was carrying. She read the stitched name tag on his worn work shirt. It read, ‘Carl’.
Megan took a couple final breaths, trying to compose herself. She was only in slightly better shape than Chris. She was about to ask the plumber in, when she noticed him staring down at her chest. She followed his gaze. Megan froze when she saw what he was looking at. 
Looking down at herself, Megan could clearly see her breasts through her wet robe. The thin silk was clinging to her skin like wet tissue paper. Megan’s wet breasts and semi-erect nipples were plainly visible through the now more or less transparent material. Megan quickly looked up at the man with the classic deer-in-the-headlights expression. In her rush to get downstairs, she had grabbed the wrong robe. She had meant to put on the pink, terrycloth one, but in her haste, she had put on the pink, silk one by mistake.
Megan’s eyes were wide as she looked up at the man. And to further compound the problem, the crisp morning air and wet robe were causing her nipples to extend to their full grandeur, two hard little buttons of flesh quickly extending forward against the thin silk. Megan quickly covered her erect nipples with her right forearm and hand. She looked up at the man wide-eyed and said, “Um…would you please excuse me for just a second.”
Megan didn’t wait for a reply. She simply turned and padded quickly across the living room, weaving her way back to the staircase through the small maze of boxes on the floor. The man, left standing at the open door, looked down at her shifting bottom as she hurried away, calling, “I’ll be right back!...Don’t leave!!!”
When Megan got up to the bedroom, she shut the door and turned to the full-length mirror attached to the back of it. “Oh, dear Lord,” she muttered as she looked at herself in the mirror. Her robe was clinging to every curve of her very curvy body. She may as well have answered the door buck naked. She looked lower. “Oh, Jesus,” she mumbled when she saw her pubic hair clinging to the wet silk. She just stood there for a moment, feeling slightly sick to her stomach.
Megan peeled the wet robe off and went into the bathroom to get the terry cloth one. She put it on, then came back into the bedroom. She just stood at the foot of the bed for a couple of minutes, trying to get up the courage to go back downstairs. She was so embarrassed that she wasn’t sure she could face the man again. She stood there for a few minutes, not knowing what to do. She considered calling down to him and asking if they could reschedule. But after a couple more minutes, she decided to bite the bullet and go back down. The damage was already done, she figured. She might as well get her pipe reamed out.
When Megan eventually came back down, the plumber was right where she’d left him, waiting patiently on the porch. As she walked over, she said, “I’m so sorry about that. I’m so embarrassed.”
The plumber gave her an understanding smile, as if he’d seen it all over the years. “No problem, Miss,” he said, seeming not overly concerned with Megan’s wardrobe malfunction. He seemed to be one of those unflappable types, the kind of man who would stay calm and think clearly even in the heat of battle.
When Megan got over to him, she shook her head smiling, saying, “I’m sorry. I never introduced myself.” She extended her hand and said, “Hi, I’m Megan. Sorry, I’m a little...” She gave him a frazzled look.
The plumber took her small hand in his and said in a relaxed voice, “No problem, Miss. I’m Carl Miller. Sir Galahad plumbing. Nice to meet you.”
Megan smiled warmly up at him. “It’s very nice to meet you, Carl,” she said.
At the words "Sir Galahad", Megan looked reflexively down at the front of Carl’s pants, a look so quick that Carl didn’t seem to notice. Megan was slightly disappointed. The plumber’s loose and baggy pants gave no indication as to whether this was Sir Galahad himself, or one of his employees.
Megan stood there for a moment, seeming to have forgotten why the man was there. Then she suddenly said, “Oh! Right! The sink!” Megan stepped back and held the door. “Let me just show you the problem,” Megan said, holding the door wide open for him. “Please. Come in.”
Megan shut the door behind him, then led Carl into the kitchen. Megan brought him over to the sinkful of brown, stagnant water. “It seems to be all stuffed up,” she said, looking down into the water, then up at him. “I can’t imagine what it could be. We just moved in on Saturday.”
The plumber seemed to give it a bit of thought, as if considering the various probable causes. He bent down and opened the cabinet door below the sink, taking a little peek inside the still empty cabinet. He looked up at Megan and said with his air of easy confidence, ”Let me take a look underneath.”
Megan nodded and continued to stand there as if wanting to watch. But then she realized that his statement was just another way of saying, you can go now. Megan, realizing she wasn’t needed, said, “Oh! Right. Uh. Well…I’ll just get out of your way and let you do your work.”
The plumber nodded politely, then set his tool bag down and turned his attention to the sink.
Megan hesitated slightly, as if not sure exactly how to occupy her time while he repaired the sink. Finally, she gave him a somewhat awkward smile and a little nod, then padded out of the kitchen. She stood out in the living room for a few minutes, wondering if she should stay nearby just in case he needed anything. But when she heard him start working under the sink, she decided it was a good opportunity to go upstairs and get dressed.
About fifteen minutes later, Megan was dressed and coming down the stairs to check on Carl’s progress. When she came clicking into the kitchen in high heels and a skirt, she was looking poised and put together. She was wearing an off-white silk blouse over a light, flowing skirt that came to just above her knees. Megan had recently changed her hairstyle, going with a shortish cut with lots of volume, her feathery light bangs running across her forehead and usually at least partially covering her right eye.
When Megan entered the kitchen she looked around, then saw Carl under the sink. He was on his back with his head and shoulders inside the cabinet, his stomach and lower body sticking out. She noticed that his work boots were old and battered, as if he'd had them for years. She also noticed that they were gigantic, at least a size fourteen.
Megan stepped over to Carl, standing next to his hip. “How’s it going, Carl!?” she asked brightly as she looked down at the open cabinet, Carl’s chest and head well inside.
“Good,” Carl grunted. He seemed to be tightening or loosening something down there as he grunted and strained.


But, as he did whatever he was doing, Megan looked over and noticed that the water in the sink was gone. All that was left was a ring of sediment going halfway up the walls of the stainless-steel basin. “Oh! Hey!” she said, looking into the empty sink. “You fixed it!”
Carl’s grunting suddenly came to a stop, as if he’d finally achieved whatever he had been trying to do. Megan watched as he brought a huge monkey wrench out from under the sink and set it on the floor near his thigh. “Just a little clog. Some potato skins,” Carl said as he brought his hand back into the cabinet.
Megan bent down slightly and looked into opening of the cabinet. “Thank’s, Carl!” Megan said happily. “You don’t realize how much you need the sink until it’s broken.”
“No problem,” he said from below the sink. “The pipes were a little corroded, though. It took a little work getting them off. I had to get my big wrench.”
Megan nodded. She looked down at the huge pipe wrench lying on the floor. “Ya. That is a big one, isn’t it,” she said, looking down at the nearly foot-long monkey wrench. It  looked like it weighed a good five pounds. “I don’t think I could even lift that thing!” Megan smiled.
Carl lifted his head to look out at the old battered tool by his thigh as he connected a rubber hose to the garbage disposal. “Ya. Well, sometimes you need a big tool to get the job done.”
Megan took a breath to reply, but then she stopped short, rendered speechless as she caught sight of the huge bulge in Carl’s pants. Megan was shocked. Apparently, they had ridden up while he was working under the sink, because now his pants were tight around his groin and showing the enormous mound of what appeared to be an extremely large penis.  It looked as if Carl had a knot of thick rope shoved down his pants.
Megan peeked over at the cabinet opening as Carl continued working, then bent forward a little to get a closer look at his groin. My God, she thought. That is one serious package. After a moment, a little smile spread across Megan’s face as she thought to herself, well, hello, Mr.
Galahad. At last we meet.
After taking a good, long look, Megan straightened back up and said, “I’m sorry, Carl. What’d you say?”
“Huh?” Carl said. “Oh. I was just saying that sometimes you need a big tool to get the job done.”
“Oh! Right!” Megan called down to him. “Ya. I guess so.”
Going right into flirt mode, Megan smiled and said, “You’re lucky to have such a big tool, Carl. My husband would kill for one like that.”
“Ya, well. It does come in handy from time to time.”
“Ya. I’ll bet,” Megan said, taking another look at the huge bulge.
Megan squatted down, balancing on the balls of her feet, careful to keep her knees together. She looked into the cabinet at Carl and said, “Hi! How’s it going down here?” with a playful glint in her eye.
Carl lifted his head and looked down his body at Megan’s smiling face. “Good,” he said. “I’ll be done in a minute. Just have to finish hooking up the disposal.”
“Oh! Ok,” Megan said. ”I’ll just go get my purse.” 
Megan started to rise up. But as she did, she suddenly lost her balance and started to fall backwards. Megan let out a little cry as she quickly threw her arms forward, trying to counter her backwards momentum. Unfortunately, she over-corrected and started falling forward. Megan was too far past equilibrium to stop herself. She continued falling forward, landing hard onto her knees. She reached out for anything that might keep her from falling onto Carl, but there was nothing to grab onto except air. Megan let out another little cry as she came down onto the plumber, her arms extended, still looking for something to grab.
The next thing Megan knew, she was on her hands and knees with her bangs hanging down over her eyes. Unfortunately, Megan hadn’t been able to avoid using Carl’s body to break her fall. Her left hand was resting on his thigh, his ribcage under her right palm. Megan was still for a moment as she took a breath. But then she felt something move under her left hand. She looked over at her hand through her hanging hair and saw that it wasn't Carl's thigh that she was holding. Megan had a big handful of Carl’s penis. 
Megan blew her bangs away, then looked into the sink cabinet with terrified eyes. Carl was looking out at her, his calm brown eyes looking into her terrified ones.
After a moment that seemed like an eternity, Megan finally managed to say, “Sorry…I slipped,” her big, brown eyes wide with fear. But then, Megan felt Carl’s penis move. The movement startled her into action. She pushed off of Carl and sat back onto her calves. Megan’s face was bright red with embarrassment and exertion. She combed her hair back out of her eyes and looked into the cabinet. “Carl, I’m so sorry. I lost my balance.”
But Carl seemed not all that bothered by the incident. He simply said, “No problem,” and went back to work, as if nothing had happened.
Megan looked down with concern at Carl’s crotch, thinking she surely must have hurt him. A hundred and twenty pounds dropping onto your penis can’t feel good, she thought to herself.
She looked into the cabinet. “Carl, are you sure you’re ok?” She looked back at his crotch.
Carl halted his work for a moment and looked out at her again. “I’m fine,” he said, casually, as if this sort of thing happened all the time.
Megan thought for a moment as she looked down at his pants again. “We have ice. I can put some in a plastic bag,” Megan suggested.
Carl chuckled. “No. It’s ok,” he smiled. “I’m fine.” Carl turned his attention back to the garbage disposal. “No harm done.”
Megan nodded, looking greatly distressed about the incident. After a moment, Megan got to her feet, brushing at her knees, though they weren’t dusty, just slightly red where they had come down onto the tile. Megan just stood there for a moment, wondering if she should say or do something else. Finally, she said, “Well, I’ll just leave you alone. I’ll be in the living room if you need anything.”
“Ok,” Carl said from beneath the sink.
As Megan left the kitchen, she brought a palm to her forehead and shook her head at the unbelievable morning she was having.
About five minutes later, Carl came out of the kitchen with his little bag of tools and his huge wrench, saying, “Ok. You’re all set.”
Megan stood up from the sofa where she’d been waiting rather anxiously. She said, “Thank you, Carl. I really appreciate it,” still looking very embarrassed about what had just happened. Megan picked up her purse from the coffee table. “How much do I owe you,” she asked as she took a soft, calf-skin wallet out of her purse and opened it.
“It’s one-eighty,” Carl said.
“Ok,” Megan said as she took two crisp one-hundred-dollar bills from a sleeve holding about twenty of them. Megan handed him the two hundreds, saying, “Here. This is for the work. Please keep the change.” She went back into her wallet and took out another hundred-dollar bill. She gave him an apologetic look and said, “And this is for you.”
Carl’s expression turned to one of surprise. He opened his mouth to protest, but Megan pressed the bill into his hand. “No. Take it, Carl. I insist,” she said, her tone kind but firm, as if she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. “And, I’d just like to say again how sorry I am about…uh…you know, what happened.” Megan looked down at the front of Carl’s pants, then back up at him. “Are you sure I can’t get you a bag of ice or something?”
“No. I’m fine Mrs. Murphy.”
“Megan,” she corrected him, smiling. “Please.”
Carl hesitated, then said, “Megan,” seeming a little uncomfortable calling her by her first name.
“That’s better,” Megan smiled. She looked up at him and asked, “Carl, was that you’re wife? The woman I made the appointment with.”
“Yes, Miss. That was my Florence. She does the books and makes the appointments. She even made our website.”
“Oh really,” Megan said, trying to sound impressed.
“Yep. She got herself a book at the library and did it all by herself,” Carl said.
“Boy,” Megan said, smiling, again trying to sound like she was very impressed.
Carl pulled out his phone and brought up a picture. He handed the phone to Megan. ”That’s my Florence.”
Megan looked at the photo of Carl and his wife on a beach, her in a swimsuit and Carl in loud, colorful swim trunks holding a drink with a little umbrella sticking out the top.
“That was last year,” Carl said, looking down at the photo with Megan. “We went down to the Caribbean for our anniversary.”
“Wow. She sure looks happy,” Megan said as she looked at Carl’s wife with a wide smile, her arm around Carl.
Carl nodded.
Megan handed the phone back. “Well she’s a very lucky woman,” Megan smiled. As Carl took his phone back, Megan couldn’t help thinking his wife should be happy, considering the size of Carl’s penis. What woman wouldn’t be.
Carl slipped his phone into his back pocket, then looked at his watch. “Well, I better get goin’.” He turned for the door and Megan led him over.
Megan walked Carl to the door, then held it open for him. As he walked down the concrete path, Megan called, “Have a good day!” as if he was her husband heading off to work.
Carl waved as Megan smiled after him, every man’s fantasy version of the pretty homemaker.




Lunch with the Girls
 
A couple hours later, Megan was picking at a garden salad in the dining room of Ellen’s country club. Megan had a standing date to meet Ellen and Angela for lunch every Monday. The women ate at a casual pace as they chit-chatted about nothing in particular at a table overlooking the eighteenth green.
As Ellen set her water glass onto the white table cloth, she said casually, almost nonchalantly, “We got the boat.” Ellen picked up her fork and took a little bite of baked potato decorated with a sprinkling of chives.
“You did!?” Angela said, sounding excited.
Ellen swallowed. “Mm hmm. Not that either one of us knows how to sail the damn thing,” Ellen said. “But I suppose it’ll be nice to go down there and have a glass of wine in the evenings. We got a great spot at the yacht club. Right at the end of the dock, or the pier, or whatever you call it. We’ve got a nice view of downtown.”
“Wow. That’s great,” Megan said. “Congratulations!” Then, after a beat, she added, “Are we invited?” Megan smiled over at Angela, then looked at Ellen.
“Of course. Anytime you want,” Ellen said. “I’ll give you guys the gate code. You can go spend the night whenever you like.” Ellen took another scoop of baked potato. “It’s really quite peaceful down there at night.”
Megan and Angela exchanged a smile, as if they might take Ellen up on that.
Ellen looked over at Angela and said smiling, “You can bring that cute valet you’re always looking at.”
Angela’s expression quickly went from happy to bashful as she looked down at her plate, blushing. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Angela said down to her food.
“Oh, come on,” Ellen said. “I’ve seen you checking the kid out.” Ellen reached over and took Angela’s hand. “Sweetie, it’s been a year. You gotta get back on that horse.”
Angela just shook her head as she looked down at her egg salad sandwich. But the other two women could see that Angela was smiling shyly.
Ellen took her hand back. “Speaking of horses,” Ellen continued. “Did you ever get a look at that kid's package? He must be hung like a horse from the looks of it.” Ellen took a small bite of fillet mignon. After swallowing, she said, “If you don’t do it, Angela, I’m gonna take the kid for a  ride.”
“Ellen,” Megan said, giving her a stern look. “A little louder. I don’t think the cook heard you.”
Ellen looked around at the other diners, unconcerned. The majority of them were older men who’d probably lost most of their hearing years ago. “No one heard me,” Ellen said dismissively.
“What about Henry,” Megan asked. “Wouldn’t he mind you riding some seventeen-year-old car hop in the master cabin of your new sailboat?”
Ellen shrugged. “How’s he gonna find out. He’s never around. As a matter of fact, he’s down in South America right now, off looking for the next big deal,” she said rather bitterly.
The two other women exchanged a look.
“He’s in Brazil right now trying to buy some oil leases off the natives,” Ellen continued. “Probably gonna trade ‘em a handful of shiny beads,” she said sarcastically, not even trying to hide her resentment toward her absentee husband.
The other two women were quiet. It was obvious that Ellen was a bit down about her less than ideal marriage. There was a rather long and awkward silence as Ellen ate silently, not looking at the other two women, as if contemplating her marital woes.
When the silence stretched out a little too long, Megan thought a change of subject might be in order. She tried to think of something to talk about. Naturally, she thought about the incident with the plumber. She hadn't planned on telling anyone about it. But, looking over at Ellen, she reconsidered. It might be just the thing to take Ellen’s mind off her marriage, at least for a little while.
Megan sat up a little straighter and said with a somewhat theatrical tone, “Well, speaking of big packages, you guys will never believe what happened to me this morning.”
Ellen looked up from her plate as Angela turned to look at Megan.
A little while later, when Megan was finished telling them the story, her two friends just looked at her in stunned silence.
Finally, after a rather long few moments, Angela said with wide eyes, “So, you groped your plumber?”
Megan just looked at Angela for a long moment as if not believing the accusation. Then she said, “I didn’t grope anyone. Haven’t you been listening? It was an accident. I lost my balance.”
“Oh, right,” Ellen said in a playfully sarcastic tone. “You fell over and just happened to grab your plumber’s giant cock.”
“Shhh!” Megan hissed as she looked around the dining room. But, again, none of the other diners seemed to have heard.
Angela leaned in a little, her eyes wide as she asked in a whisper, “So, how big was it? You know, his…”
Again, Megan just looked at Angela for a long moment. “Angela. How would I know. I didn’t pull it out and measure it, for crying out loud.”
“Ok,” Ellen cut in. “Then how big was the bulge?”
Megan thought for a moment.  “Uh. I don’t know. Maybe like this.” Megan formed her hands into a rough sphere about the size of a small grapefruit.
Angela and Ellen looked at each other, their perfectly shaped brows arched high with amazement.
“My God,” Ellen said. “What’d you say the name of that company was? I think I might have a pipe that needs a good reaming,” she said, smiling over at Angela.
Ellen and Angela broke out laughing, drawing open looks from some of the other members.
Megan shook her head, glaring at them. “I knew I shouldn’t have told you guys.” Megan looked down at her plate and began poking at her salad with the tip of her fork, trying to ignore their laughter.
When Ellen and Angela finally stopped laughing, Ellen said smiling, “Sorry, Meg.” She gave Megan’s forearm a little squeeze. “We’re just givin' you shit.”
Megan tried not to, but she couldn’t help smiling.
Seeing that Megan had forgiven her, Ellen pulled her hand back and took another bite of steak. The three women ate quietly for a few minutes.
Eventually, Ellen broke the silence by saying, “I saw one once,” as she scooped a bit of mixed vegetables onto her fork. She took the colorful assortment of vegetables into her mouth and chewed looking over at the other two women.
“Saw one what?” Angela asked.
Ellen swallowed. “A black one,” she said casually.
The other two women just looked at her for a moment. “What? You mean in person?” Megan asked.
“Uh huh,” Ellen said, putting her fork down and dabbing at her lips with her napkin.
“At the hospital?” Angela asked.
“No. It was after college,” Ellen said, taking a sip of ice water. She set the glass down and looked at them. “After graduation, me and a girlfriend decided to celebrate by going down to Jamaica for a week. You know, get some sun. After four years in New Haven, we were both as pale as nuns and in need of some relaxation.”
Ellen picked up her fork again and stabbed her salad. The other two women waited as Ellen chewed.
After swallowing, Ellen said, “Me and my girlfriend scraped together every cent we had and got a cheap flight down to this little place in Montego Bay. It wasn’t one of the big resorts. It was this little shithole off the beaten track. It wasn’t even on the beach. We had to walk like half a mile each day just to get down there. They had a pool, but we didn’t dare swim in it for fear of getting some strange disease.”
“Sounds delightful,” Megan smiled.
Ellen smiled too, then put her fork down, dabbing at her lips again. “Ya. It was a dump. But, we didn’t care. We went down to the beach every morning and didn’t come back until it was practically time to go to bed. It was so beautiful down there.” Ellen seemed to lose herself for a moment, thinking back.
The women waited.
“Anyway,” Ellen continued. “There was this cute room service guy at the hotel. He couldn’t have been more than seventeen. He was gorgeous. Like a black Brad Pitt.”
The other two women smiled, liking where this was going.
Ellen went on. “Not only was the kid gorgeous, we were pretty sure he was hung like a stallion. Whenever he would come up to the room, we could kinda see his penis swinging around inside his trousers, like he couldn’t afford underwear, or something. There are some really poor areas down in Jamaica.”
Ellen paused and looked around, then leaned forward a little. Megan and Angela leaned forward as well.
Ellen lowered her voice and said, ”So anyway, on our last night there we decided we just had to see what this kid had in his pants. It was driving us crazy. So we ordered a couple beers and when the guy came up we offered him  twenty bucks if he’d drop his pants and let us take a look.”
The other two women simultaneously gasped, both of them wide-eyed. They just looked at Ellen for a long moment. Finally, Angela whispered, “You didn’t,” seeming utterly shocked.
Ellen made a face, as if she wasn’t proud of it. She gave them a little shrug and said, “What’a ya want me to say. We were just stupid college girls. And we were both pretty horny after a week away from our boyfriends.”
“So what happened?” Megan asked, anxious for Ellen to continue the story.
“He dropped his pants,” Ellen said matter-of-factly.
The other two women looked across the table at Ellen, shocked and horrified.
“He did!?” Megan said.
Ellen nodded.
“And?” Angela prompted.
“And we took a look,” Ellen said, as if it was no big deal.
“And?” Megan said, taking her turn to prompt for details.
Ellen leaned back in her chair again, then took a little breath as if getting somewhat bored with the topic. “What? You want all the gory details?”
“Yes!” they both replied in unison, their eyes locked on Ellen like two hungry hyenas.
Ellen shrugged again. “Well. What can I say. The kid had a huge penis.”
Megan looked around to see if anyone was listening. If anyone was, they were being very sly about it. Megan turned back to Ellen. She leaned over the table and asked, “How huge?”
Ellen thought for a moment, then said, “Uh…Maybe like this,” as she put her hands about ten inches apart. “And maybe as big around as a medium-sized cucumber.”
The two women gasped again, looking amazed.
After a moment, Angela asked, “So what happened after he pulled his pants down?”
“Um...” Ellen hesitated, then said, ”…nothing,” her voice rising a full two octaves.
The two women studied Ellen’s face closely, like two poker players trying to decide if another player is bluffing.
“Come on,” Megan finally said. “I can tell you’re leaving something out. Spill it,” she demanded.
Ellen hesitated again, looking back and forth between the two women for a long few moments. Finally, she leaned forward and said quietly, “Ok...But you guys have to swear never to repeat a word of what I’m about to tell you.” She looked at each of the women, both of them nodding energetically, eyes wide and waiting.
Ellen sat back and took a little breath. She looked around at the other diners to make sure no one would be able to hear their conversation. The two men that had been sitting closest to them had left, their half-eaten meals still waiting to be cleared by the busboy. The remaining diners were well out of earshot.
Ellen looked at the two women, then began telling them the whole story.
Ellen leaned in and lowered her voice again. “Well, like I was saying. The guy pulls out this amazingly big dick. We were both stunned. I mean, we couldn’t believe our eyes.” Ellen took another look around, then said quietly, “So anyway, I took a nice long look and was about to hand him the money when I noticed my friend. She was just staring at the guys dick. I mean, it was like she was hypnotized or something. She couldn’t take her eyes off the thing.”
Ellen paused and took a sip of water. “Before I know it, my friend is stripping out of her clothes! She strips and starts pulling the kid over to the bed. I mean, literally dragging him over there. The kid didn't seem to mind. My friend was pretty cute. And she had a body, let me tell you.” Ellen looked at Megan. “Almost as good as yours, Meg.”
“Jesus,” Megan said wide-eyed.
“Ya. I couldn’t believe it. I mean, she just kinda went crazy at the sight of that big dick. And it’s not like the girl had never seen a naked man before. Like I said, we both had boyfriends. Actually, she had a fiancé. They were planning to get married when she got back.”
Megan and Angela couldn’t take their eyes off Ellen. They were spellbound.
“Anyway, she pulls the kid over to the bed with his pants around his ankles, and when she gets him over there, she drops down and starts…” Ellen looked around again. “…sucking his dick right there in front of me. I mean, she’s working his dick like she’s been in prison for ten years. Before ya know it, the kid is rock hard. Thirty seconds later, he’s screwing my friend's brains out.”
“Oh my God!” Angela whispered.
At that point, Megan’s eyes suddenly narrowed at Ellen. “Are you screwing with us?” Megan said suspiciously. “You’re making this up, right?”
“No! Cross my heart,” Ellen said, her eyes just as wide as Angela’s. “That kid banged my friend senseless right there in front of me.”
Megan could feel her face heating up and a light sweat breaking out at her hairline. She held up a hand, saying, “Hold on a second,” as she reached for her ice water. Megan took a couple big gulps of water, then set the glass down. “Ok,” Megan said, prompting Ellen to go on.
“Well, that’s about it,” Ellen said. ”The kid screwed her for like an hour straight, then left.”
Ellen sat back in her chair as the two other women digested all this.
Finally, Megan asked, “Did he…um…?”
Ellen looked at Megan for a moment, not understanding. But then she realized what Megan was asking and said, “Boy, did he.”
“Into your friend?” Angela asked quietly.
“Uh huh,” Ellen said. “After he…um…ya know, finished, he pulled out and my friend just laid there looking up at the ceiling like she was in kind of a daze. She looked like a cheerleader who’d just finished taking on the whole basketball team.”
Megan and Angela said nothing for a long few moments, both of them seeming more than a little shocked by Ellen’s story. Megan brought her glass of ice water to her lips, her hand trembling slightly as she took a sip.
“Pretty crazy, huh?” Ellen finally said.
The other two women nodded in agreement, both of them seeming to be momentarily speechless.
After a rather long silence, Megan looked up and asked, “Who was your friend?”
Ellen leaned back shaking her head. “I can’t, you guys. I promised. I shouldn’t have told you this much.”
“Oh, come on!” they both begged. “Pleeeeeease.”
Ellen shook her head vehemently as Megan and Angela begged and pleaded to know the girl’s identity.
“I can’t you guys. Really,” Ellen said. “Plus. She’s married now.”
But, after three solid minutes of constant badgering, Ellen finally caved.
“Ok,” Ellen finally said. “I can’t give you her name, but…” Ellen paused, then said, “…I can tell you that the girl is now the wife of a certain school teacher you may know. And that’s all I’m gonna say.” Ellen crossed her arms over her chest as if that was all the information she was going to give them.
Megan and Angela racked their brains, trying to think who they knew that was married to a school teacher. After a few minutes, both women came up blank. They looked over at Ellen with imploring eyes, wanting another clue.
Ellen huffed, then said, “Ok. He’s a teacher over at St. Mary’s Academy…” She raised her eyebrows at the confused women.
Megan and Angela thought for a moment, then looked at Ellen, more stumped than before.
Ellen huffed again, louder this time to show her frustration. “Jeez, you guys. He teaches history and has more cardigan sweaters than Mister Rogers,” Ellen hinted, her brows going even higher with expectation.
The two women thought, putting all this data into their little computer brains. Then, all at once, both women realized who Ellen was talking about. Then they realized who the wife was.
“Charlotte!?” Angela suddenly blurted out.
Ellen quickly looked around, then said, “I didn’t say that. I never said that name. You understand?”
Angela nodded.
“Wow,” Megan said, “I never in a million years would’ve thought of Charlotte.” Megan looked over at Ellen. “She’s so sweet and...” Megan searched for the right word. “…I don’t know…devout.”
Ellen met Megan’s eyes. “Ya, Well... My friend was pretty devout too. You never heard a girl shout ‘Oh God!’ so many times."
Megan and Angela couldn’t help smiling as both of them seemed to picture sweet Charlotte Mulvaney screaming ‘Oh God!’ as some well-hung Jamaican pumped in and out of her.

After a moment, Megan asked, “Did you sleep with him too?”
“No,” Ellen said simply.
“Why not?” Megan asked quietly.
Ellen thought for a moment, then took a breath as if somewhat wistful about the decision. “Oh, I don’t know. To be perfectly honest, I was tempted. But, I had a boyfriend. I just couldn’t.”
“And he had already ejaculated,” Angela whispered. “Maybe he wouldn’t have been able too, anyway.”
“Ya. Maybe” Ellen said. “But, from the looks of him, I’m pretty sure he could’a got it up again. He was so young. He probably could have screwed us all night long if he wanted to.”
“Ya,” Megan said quietly. “I’ve heard that about black guys. I heard they can go a really long time. And apparently, they can get it up again really fast,” she whispered in a confidential tone.
The women all nodded as if they’d heard the same things.
They were all quiet for a long moment, Megan and Angela’s cheeks bright red.
Finally, Megan said, as if trying to lighten the mood a bit, “Well, I hope after all that, you gave the kid more than twenty bucks.”
The women instantly burst into uproarious laughter, drawing more disapproving looks. But just then, the waiter surprised them as he silently appeared at their table. He set a padded check holder down near Ellen and said, “Thank you, ladies,” with the liquidy-smooth enunciation of a professional hypnotist.
They all turned their flushed and smiling faces up to him. Ellen picked up the check and filled in the tip. “Thank you, Andre,” she said handing it up to him.
“Ladies,” the waiter said, giving them a slight bow, then backing from the table a step before turning.
When the waiter was gone, Ellen took a big cleansing breath, then said, “Well, I gotta get back to the hospital.” She pushed her chair back. “Remember. Not a word, you guys,” she warned as she stood and put her napkin on her plate. She looked at Megan and Angela for a moment, showing that she was serious.
Megan and Angela nodded like children, then stood up as well.




Spying on the Weight-lifter
 
When Megan got back from lunch, she changed into some old jeans and a t-shirt and began opening boxes. For the rest of the week Megan got down to the business of making their new house into a home, each day unpacking a bit more and finding a place for it, trying to make order out of the chaos.
Megan started with the kitchen, putting away pots and pans and plates and forks, salt and pepper shakers, glasses and mugs, egg timers, padded mittens, ice cube trays, and all the other hundreds of little kitchen things they had somehow accumulated.
Each day, Megan would tackle just one room so as not to get overwhelmed by the colossal undertaking. She was amazed at all the “stuff” they’d managed to accumulate in the three years they’d been together. But, by the end of the week, Megan had more or less gotten everything in order. And by that weekend, the only signs that they had just moved in was a stack of flattened boxes nearly as tall as she was, along with a small mountain of bubble wrap, all of which was now sitting in the corner of the unused family room.
Megan took the weekend off from domestic chores and just lounged around with Chris as they got to know their new home and neighborhood. They took a walk, checking out the duck pond, then going by the pool. Megan was actually pretty impressed. It wasn’t a bad little community. And everyone they'd nodded to on their exploration of the neighborhood had seemed very friendly.
The following Tuesday, with the house more or less in order, Megan tried to get back into some kind of normal routine. To this end, she met Ellen at the gym for their regular Tuesday workout. The two of them tried to meet every Tuesday and Thursday to workout. Neither of them was all that keen on exercise, so they hoped the arrangement would help them stay committed to their physical fitness goals.
Though Megan still had a very nice body, she knew that, as she approached thirty, she was going to have to put in a little more effort to keep it that way. So she had vowed to go to the gym twice a week, and go jogging with Chris on the weekend. Though prying Chris out of his chair often proved more of a workout than the subsequent jog. Chris seemed to be the only person in the world who hated exercise more than she did.
At the gym, Megan was halfway through her final set at the seated bench press machine as Ellen stood by, waiting for her turn. Megan grunted rather unladylike as she pushed forward with all her might on the handles of the machine, her face bright red from the effort. Megan’s arms trembled as they reached full extension. She kept her arms extended for a brief moment, then dropped the cable supported weight back down onto the stack with a loud slap! Megan breathed in and out for a moment before relinquishing the machine to Ellen. She was really out of shape, she realized.
“Nice set,” Ellen said supportively as Megan got up from the machine, breathing hard.
“Thanks,” Megan said breathlessly, her chest expanding and contracting. “Your turn.”
Ellen took Megan’s place in the machine.
Megan was breathing so deeply that her breasts were bulging slightly from the deeply scooped neck of her sports top. As Megan saw it, this was one of the few benefits of working out. It was an opportunity to show off a bit. She would never admit it, but she liked showing off her figure. She viewed her body as a kind of asset, an asset that had made her a good living over the last ten years or so. Though there were fitter women at the gym, not many of them could fill out a pair of yoga pants and a sports bra like she could.
Megan and Ellen pretty much stayed in “their” section of the gym, the section with all the cable type exercise machines – the beginner’s section. But across from the beginner’s section was another section where the “serious” lifters tended to be. That area offered only free-weight stations, some of which Megan had no idea what they were for. The free-weight area was a kind of exclusive gym within the gym, where your body had to meet certain strength requirements to enter without feeling like an interloper. Megan and Ellen called this area the Forbidden Zone, or FZ, for short. They never went into the Forbidden Zone. But, occasionally, they would watch from afar.
As Ellen took her turn at the seated bench press, Megan found herself checking out the lifters in the FZ, looking from one to the other as they lifted amazing amounts of weight. As Megan looked over at the well-muscled men, her eye fell to a young African-American man. He was only about twenty feet away, at one of the bench press stations. Megan couldn’t help admiring his physique. Even from twenty feet away, she could tell that he was very well built.
As the young black man prepared to do some bench presses, Megan could see that he had loaded three forty-five-pound plates onto each end of the bar. Megan did a quick calculation in her head; six forty-five-pound plates plus one bar equals… She added it all up — three hundred and fifteen pounds. Boy, she thought, as she considered the enormous amount of weight he was about to lift. It was like lifting two and a half of her.
Megan watched as he gripped the steel bar with careful attention to his hand position. Megan had seen this little ritual many times before among the free-weight guys. Each weight lifter seemed to have his own little ritual when placing his hands on the bar. Once the man had his hands placed just so, Megan watched as he took a breath, then pushed the unbelievable amount of weight up off the stand.
The slender, steel bar flexed slightly due to the nearly one hundred and sixty pounds at each end. Megan got a slightly queasy feeling as the man balanced the huge amount of weight above his chest. She couldn’t imagine how he was able to lift that much. She probably wouldn’t have been able to lift just the bar he was using.
The man brought the bar down to his chest, then pressed it back up into the air, grimacing. When he’d gotten the weight back up, he blew out a burst of air like a whale coming up to the surface for a breath.
As the man was psyching himself up for his second repetition, Ellen finished her set and stood up from the machine. She dabbed at her face with a gym towel as she sidled up to Megan. Megan didn’t look over at her. She continued to watch the man, his huge arms bulging as he held the great weight aloft for a moment. The two women watched as he brought the bar down to his chest a second time, then pressed it into the air again.
“Wow,” Ellen whispered, “What is that? Like three-hundred pounds?” she asked, bringing her head close to Megan’s.
“Three fifteen,” Megan whispered without looking at her.
“Jeez,” Ellen said quietly.
The man’s arms trembled under the weight as he got his wind for a third attempt. He brought the weight down to his chest a third time, then arched his lower back up off the bench as he pushed it back up. Megan’s eyes were drawn down to his arching midsection. As she looked down at his raised pelvis, she noticed something. At first, Megan thought it was a long fold in his sweatpants. But then she realized it wasn’t a fold in the fabric. It was something below the stretchy fabric of his tight-fitting sweatpants. It was the long hump of his penis running down his inner thigh.
Megan’s eyes went wide at the long bulge. She gave Ellen a jab in the side.
“Owe!” Ellen said, scowling over at Megan. “What was that for?”
“Look,” Megan whispered as she pointed her chin subtly toward the man’s lower body.
Ellen looked, but didn’t see what Megan was looking at. “What?” Ellen whispered, still rubbing at her ribcage where Megan had poked her.
“Check out his sweatpants,” Megan whispered. “Right thigh.”
Ellen looked again, then, after a moment, said, “Oh!” She studied the long bulge for a moment, then said, “Boy. That’s quite a…” But words apparently failed her.
Megan nodded her agreement as the two women looked on silently.
After that third repetition, the man let the bar clank loudly back onto a pair of “V” notches attached to the uprights of the bench press.
As the black weight lifter sat up from the bench, he happened to glance over in Megan and Ellen’s direction. The two women quickly looked down at their feet, trying to pretend they hadn’t been watching. After a moment, they slowly turned away from him and sauntered over to the next machine in their circuit, trying to act as if they hadn’t been checking him out. 
About twenty minutes later, Megan and Ellen were just finishing up their workout, trading back and forth between the leg extension machine and the leg curl machine. As Ellen sat at the leg extension machine working her quadriceps, Megan was lying on her stomach on the hamstring machine.
Megan was curling her lower legs up toward her bottom, lifting just two of the small rectangular weights via the cable and pulley system. As she grunted, bringing the twenty pounds of weight to its final elevated position, Megan heard someone say “Hi”. Somewhat startled, she let the weights slap back down onto the stack as she tilted her face up. Directly in front of her was the young, black man from the bench press, his crotch now just inches from her upturned face. Megan looked up at the man, very much aware of how close her face was to his private parts.
“Oh!” Megan said, looking up at him. She hesitated a beat, not quite sure why he was standing there. “Uhhh, hi,” she said, her tone not unfriendly, but sounding a bit surprised.
The burly, black man, who couldn’t have been more than twenty or so, now that she was getting a closer look at him, said, “Hi.” Then, after a beat, said, “I’m sorry to bother you, Miss, but I noticed you looking at me earlier.”
Megan said nothing. She just looked up at him, waiting, not feeling the need to confirm his observation. Like most beautiful women, Megan was used to having the upper hand when it came to men. And to admit that she’d been watching him would be to lose her advantage in this little exchange. So, more out of feminine pride than anything else, she remained silent on the matter. She simply looked up at him, waiting.
The man, apparently sensing that it was his move, said, ”Uh…anyway. I was just wondering if you might want to get a coffee after your workout.”
Megan was more than a little surprised at the unexpected invitation. She was used to men looking at her, but not many were brave enough to actually approach, especially since she wore a very conspicuous diamond encrusted wedding band on her left ring finger.
Megan smiled up at the courageous, young man and said, “Oh.” She was actually somewhat taken aback. After a moment, she smiled up at him and said, “Uh, that’s very nice of you, but I’m married.” She held up her left hand, showing him the nearly twenty-thousand-dollar wedding ring on her finger.
But, without missing a beat, and apparently undeterred, the handsome, young weight-lifter asked, “Happily?”
Megan broke into spontaneous laughter. “Yes. Very,” she said, smiling up at him. “But thanks for the offer.”
The young man shrugged his broad shoulders, then said, “Ok. Well. I just thought I’d give it a shot.”
“Sorry,” Megan said, smiling sympathetically. She knew how hard it was for men to approach an attractive woman.
The man gave her a small, rather defeated smile, then turned as if to leave. As he did, Megan took the opportunity to quickly look down at the long bulge in his pants.  The man’s impressive organ was running well down his thigh.
Jesus, she thought to herself as she took a quick look.  But, as Megan looked at the outline of his penis, the man suddenly turned back to her. Megan quickly brought her eyes back up.
The young black man stood there for a moment as if wanting to say something else. Megan waited, her brows raised expectantly. After a moment of waiting, Megan came up onto her elbows to lessen the strain on her neck. As she brought her chest up off the bench, her cleavage came into view, bulging from her tight sports top. Megan noticed him peek down at the top of her breasts.
“Was there something else?” she asked in a friendly tone.
The man, now looking down into her intelligent, brown eyes, said, “Uhhh, ya…I was just thinking. I’m trying to start a personal training business.”
“Oh ya?” Megan interrupted with a note of surprise, though she wasn’t at all surprised, considering the man’s obvious dedication to physical fitness.
”Ya,” he replied. ”And I was just wondering. You wouldn’t be interested in a trainer, would you?”
Although Megan had a soft spot for fledgling entrepreneurs, she really didn’t want to commit to a personal trainer. She was happy with her arrangement with Ellen. It was informal, and she didn’t feel guilty when she had to cancel for some reason. And Megan knew that Ellen felt the same way.
“Sorry,” Megan said, giving him another rather sympathetic look. “I don’t think so.” Strike two, Megan thought to herself, feeling bad for the guy. Megan looked over at Ellen, who had long ago finished her set of leg extensions and was sitting quietly in her machine, trying not to be noticed.
Ellen gave the young man a little nod as he looked over at her.
The weightlifter looked back at Megan.
“We just come a couple days a week,” Megan said, “We’re not really that serious.”
Though the man was obviously disappointed, he said, “Well, if you ever change your mind, I’m usually around.”
“Ok. Thanks,” Megan smiled. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
“Ok. Well. It was nice meeting you,” he said.
“You too,” Megan smiled. “Good luck with your training business.”
“Thanks.”
The man turned away, giving Ellen a little nod as he walked back toward the Forbidden Zone, looking somewhat dejected. He didn’t seem like a man accustomed to striking out with women.
After he’d gone, Ellen got off her machine and came over to Megan as she got off hers.
“He seemed kinda nice,” Ellen said.
“Ya,” Megan said.
“He’s cuter than I thought,” Ellen said as she turned to watch him weave his way past the big contraptions in the FZ.
“Ya. He’s kinda cute, I guess,” Megan said, trying to sound nonchalant about him.
“And that body,” Ellen said. “My God.”
Megan didn’t respond, but was thinking the same thing. The man had a gorgeous body. If Chris had a body like that, she thought to herself, she’d never let him out of the bedroom. Megan had worked with male models from time to time, but never anyone the whole package. The man was every girl’s wet dream — strong, handsome, and hung like horse.
Ellen studied Megan, who seemed lost in thought. Finally, Ellen waved her hand back and forth in front of Megan’s face, saying, “Earth to Megan. Earth calling Megan. Come in, Megan.”
“Huh?” Megan said, snapping out of her thoughts and looking over at Ellen.
“Where did you just go?” she asked, smiling.
Megan laughed. “Nowhere,” Megan said, looking slightly embarrassed at her silent musings about the black man.
Ellen studied Megan a bit closer, a doctor well aware of the mechanisms of the human body. “Are you blushing?” Ellen asked, smiling.
Megan scowled defensively. “Nooo!”
“You are!” Ellen smiled. “You’re a little hot and bothered, aren’t you!?”
“I am not!” Megan protested, turning her flushed face away from Ellen.
Ellen pulled her back around and waited.
Megan avoided Ellen’s gaze for as long as she could. But then she finally met her eyes. “Ok. Fine. Maybe I am a little,” Megan  admitted. “What? Is it against the law?”
“No. Not at all,” Ellen smiled. “I don’t blame you. That kid is hung like a bull moose.”
“Ellen!” Megan slapped Ellen hard on the shoulder.
“Oh, don’t act so shocked,” Ellen said, rubbing her shoulder. “I saw you staring at his dick.”
“I was not,” Megan protested.
Ellen gave her a look.
“Ok. Fine. Maybe I took a quick look,” Megan admitted. “But, I wasn’t staring.”
“Well, I was,” Ellen smiled. “I’m glad he was talking to you. It gave me more time to look.”
Megan couldn’t help smiling. “You’re awful.”
The women looked over at the black weight-lifter. He was deep in the Forbidden Zone now, pulling a couple huge dumbbells out of a steel rack.
Ellen turned to Megan. “Come on. We better get you into a cold shower,” Ellen said, smiling. “Before you go over there and do something you’ll regret.”
Megan smiled as Ellen pulled her toward the locker room. As Ellen pulled her through the gym, Megan said, “Maybe you’re right. I got a boner you wouldn’t believe.”
Ellen laughed out loud, and the two women giggled all the way to the locker room like two teenage girls who’ve just had an encounter with the captain of the football team.
Megan and Ellen were still joking and kidding around about the well-endowed weight-lifter as they walked into the women’s shower bay with towels wrapped around themselves.
The lady’s shower bay was a big, open area with eight semi-private stalls, the four stalls on one wall facing the other four on the opposite wall. Each white-tiled stall was a three-sided enclosure with no shower curtain. All the stalls came up to about shoulder height, allowing one woman to see just the head and shoulders of the woman in the next stall.
Megan and Ellen were the only ones in the bay at the moment. They showered in the same row of stalls, but with one empty one between them.
As Ellen washed, she looked over the empty stall at Megan and called, “How’s the cold shower!?” even though she could tell by the steam that Megan had opted for a hot one, after all.
Megan called back smiling broadly, “Just what I needed!”
“Did your boner go down!” Ellen asked with a wide grin.
Megan laughed. She looked down at herself, then looked back up at Ellen. “Not yet! I’m still hard as a rock!”
Both women broke into hysterics, the sound of their laughter echoing around the big, nearly empty, shower bay. As they showered, Ellen teased Megan mercilessly about the black weight-lifter and the size of his “equipment”. 
Soon, Megan’s side was cramping from laughing so hard. But after a while, Ellen mercifully ran out of amusingly lewd comments. She stepped out of her stall and went over to a long line of towel hooks by the main entrance. She got her towel off one of the hooks and dried off, then wrapped the towel around herself.
“I’ll see ya out there!” Ellen called as she headed for the locker room to get dressed.
“Ok. See ya out there!” Megan called back.
✽✽✽
 
After going to bed that night, Megan had one strange dream after another, most of them featuring the black weight-lifter. 
In one of her dreams, Megan was back in the lady’s shower at the gym. But this time, Ellen wasn't there. She was all alone. She had the whole bay to herself as the sound of the water reverberated off the walls. As Megan ran the bar of soap over her body, she was shocked to see the black weight-lifter walk into the bay. Megan quickly ducked down as he hung his towel next to hers on the line of hooks near the entrance. 
What was he doing, she wondered. She peeked over the top of her stall as he walked casually over to the stall directly opposite hers. Though her shower was still running, he didn’t seem to notice her. It was like she was invisible. 
Megan plastered herself against the partition wall between her stall and the one next to it. She hid off to one side of the stall’s entrance, behind a little eight-inch section of wall that formed the right side of the entry. Why was he in here, she wondered. And how had he gotten through the women’s locker room without causing a commotion.
As Megan tried to conceal herself behind the stub of wall, she peeked out at the man with just one eye. She watched as he took the bar of soap from the built-in holder and began to lather himself. She couldn’t believe his body. It was literally perfect. He looked like a superhero in a comic book, every muscle as well defined as a detailed anatomical model of the male body. 
Megan tried not to, but couldn't resist looking down at his penis. Jesus Christ, she thought. His penis was just as impressive as the rest of his body. It was maybe nine-inches long and as thick as her wrist. Megan watched intently as his cock swung and danced like a heavy rubber hose as he lathered his chest and stomach. She watched even more intently as he brought the soap down to his dick and ran it up and down the long, soft muscle as it flopped and swung.
As Megan was staring at the man’s soapy cock, she was startled to hear him call over to her. “Hi!” he said.
Megan looked up from his dick to his smiling face. He was looking over at her as relaxed as if they were running into each other out in the parking lot.
Caught off guard, Megan said, “Hi,” too surprised to think of anything else to say.
“Sorry!” the man called. “The men’s shower was full!”
He turned to face her. Even if she wanted to, there was no way to avoid looking at his thick, rubbery penis. She was somewhat mesmerized by it. It took quite a lot of effort  to tear her eyes away. When she finally managed to, she called over to him, saying, “You’re not supposed to be in here!”
“Ya! I know!” he called back. “I didn’t think anyone was in here.”
Megan peaked down at his dick again, not able to help herself, then looked back up at him. “Well, I’m in here! You have to get out!” she called, her voice a bit more demanding. “If someone catches you in here with me, we could both get in big trouble.”
Megan looked over at her towel. It was a good ten feet away, next to his on the towel rack. She considered leaving, herself. But she couldn’t get to to her towel without exposing herself to him. As she was trying to decide if she should make a break for it, the man suddenly left his stall and came walking over to hers.
Megan watched wide-eyed as he walked over to her, his long, heavy cock swinging and bouncing off his muscular thighs. When he got over to her, he stopped just outside her stall. Megan ducked back behind the little stub of tile wall, then peeked around the corner at him.
“What are you doing!?” she said, looking up at him as she tried to hide her body with her hands and forearms, her thighs tight together.
“Sorry about earlier,” the man said, as if completely unaware of the extreme inappropriateness of the situation. “I didn’t realize you were married.”
Megan, trying her best not to freak out, said, “Uh…No problem. Now, will you please leave before somebody catches us in here together!”
But just then, right on cue, they heard a whole gaggle of chattering women coming around the corner. As if startled by the sound of the boisterous group of women, the black man suddenly shot past Megan and ducked down behind her as the group of women all entered the bay at once, as if they had all just finished an aerobics class together.
Megan looked over at the naked black man, wide-eyed. “What are you doing!?” she whispered, trying not to be heard by the group of women as she moved as far from him as possible. Megan scrunched up her body and twisted away from him, trying to hide her breasts and pubic mound, but, at the same time, unwilling to relinquish her stall. He was the intruder. Not her. 
“Get out of here!!!” she hissed, her hands over her breasts, her thighs clamped tightly together.
But the black man didn’t move. He just hunched down next to Megan as the group of boisterous women hung up their towels. For some reason, he seemed to be rather frightened of them.
As one of the women, naked now, walked by Megan's stall, she spotted the crouching black man and let out a little cry of surprise, bringing one hand high and one hand low to cover herself. Her surprised cry made the other women look over. The woman outside Megan’s stall called, “She’s got a man in here!” as she looked back at the other women.
The women all came over as a group, gathering around the entrance to Megan’s stall. The water was still running as Megan rose up slowly to face them. Megan looked out at the group of women rather guiltily, then back at the black man standing behind her. He had risen as well, and was guarding his genitals with both hands.
The group of young, white women looked in at Megan and the cowering black man. The women were all fit and attractive, like well cared for housewives or young professionals. As if not quite believing their eyes, the group of women just looked at Megan and the naked black man wordlessly. Before any of them said anything, a tall brunette came pushing through the crowd, asking with an air of authority, “What’s going on?”
When the brunette got to the front of the little group, she looked into the stall and said, “What’s going on here?” her voice demanding and accusative as she looked at Megan.
Megan recognized the brunette. She’d seen her around the gym. And though Megan wasn’t sure why, the woman didn’t seem to like her very much. It seemed like whenever Megan would pass her in the gym, the woman would give her the stink eye for some reason. It was as if Megan had done something to her that she was unaware of, slighted her in some way, perhaps.
The brunette looked at Megan and said, “What do you think you’re
doing!?” She looked over at the black man, then back at Megan. “You’re not allowed to bring men in here!” The tall brunette didn’t even bother to cover herself. She just stood there buck naked with her fists planted on her hips.
Megan’s eyes went wide at the woman’s scowl and accusing tone. “I didn’t bring him in,” Megan said, defensively. “He just came in.”
The brunette looked around at the seven empty stalls, then said, “And he just happened to pick your stall,” she scowled.
For a moment, Megan was at a loss for words as she looked out at the pack of women. Finally, she said, “He just came in. I didn’t do anything.” Megan waited for some sort of retort. But when none came, Megan said, “I’m just gonna leave.”
Megan turned off the shower and moved toward the group of women. But they wouldn’t part for her. They were forming a wall of pale flesh, breasts and thighs and pubic hair all standing in her way. Megan looked up at them confused, wondering why they wouldn’t let her out.
Finally, the brunette, half turning to the group behind her,  said, “Someone get Mr. Jenkins. He needs to see this.”
Megan’s eyes went wide at the brunette’s order. “No,” Megan said.
The woman who had started for the manager paused.
“You don’t have to call the manager. I’ll go. Just let me out,” Megan said.
Megan took a little step forward, but the women held their ground. Again, Megan looked up at them wondering why they wouldn’t let her pass. Megan started to panic. She tried to push her way through the women. But the brunette pushed her back into the stall. She pushed Megan with such force that she crashed back against the black man behind her. Megan felt his hands on her shoulders as he steadied her from behind. 
But then Megan felt something else. She felt the man’s big penis against her lower back. Startled by the feel of his large cock against her skin, Megan jerked to one side, exposing the black man to the group of white women. 
There was a collective gasp when the women caught sight of the man's large cock. “Jesus!” one of them exclaimed as she looked down at the man's impressive organ.
The gasps and exclamations from the women in front led to pushing and shoving from the women in the rear as they tried to get a look. The white, upper middleclass women took turns looking at the man’s huge penis, murmurs of amazement moving through the small crowd of gawking housewives and business women. 
When the women had all gotten a good look, they settled down somewhat. But Megan could see the lust in their eyes. They were like a pack of wild dogs on the scent of something tasty to eat.
The leader looked down at the large black cock, then at Megan. “Now I see why you brought him in. I can’t say I blame you,” she said, looking down at the man's heavy penis.
After a few moment’s consideration, the brunette, obviously the alpha female of the group, called back, “Don’t get the manager yet. I’ve got a better idea.” She looked over at Megan and said, “Ya know, I’ve seen you around the gym.” She looked down at Megan’s pretty much flawless body, then back up at her face. “Little Miss perfect tits," she said, her voice dripping with some odd combination of malice and envy. "You really think you’re hot shit, don’t you?”
Megan just looked at the woman, not sure what she was talking about.
“Always walking around in those tight little tops,” the brunette sneered. “Wiggling your ass at all the men. I even caught my husband checking you out a few times.”
“Listen,” Megan said. “I don’t even know who your husband is. Please just…”
But the brunette cut her off, saying, “Gloria, go watch the door!”
The leader turned back to Megan, softening her voice somewhat as she said, “How ‘bout this. I’ll make you a little deal.”
“A deal?” Megan said.
“Ya,” the brunette said. She looked over at the black man, then down at his big hanging cock. “You suck this guy’s dick, and we won’t go get the manager. How ‘bout that?”
“What?” Megan said, looking up at her in disbelief.
“Oh come on,” the brunette said. “That’s why you brought him in here, isn't it?”
“I told you,” Megan said. “I didn’t bring him.”
“Look. Are you gonna do it or not?” the leader said.
“No! Of course not,” Megan said. “Are you crazy?”
“Well, let me put it another way,” the brunette said. “Either you suck this guy’s dick, or we’re not just gonna call the manager. We’re gonna drag you out to his office just like that, so everyone can see what a slut you are.”
Megan just looked at her. She didn’t even know how to respond to that. Megan looked past the leader, wondering if she could fight her way through the women, but then quickly dismissed the idea. These women were all in much better shape than her. She might be able to get through a few of them, but then they would pull her through the gym buck naked and bring her to Mr. Jenkins like a captured spy. The manager would listen as the women explained how she had been getting ready to blow some black guy in the shower, a clear violation of her membership contract. After which, the manager would have no choice but to unceremoniously eject Megan from the gym, naked and disgraced.
After considering all this, Megan realized she had no choice. She looked up at the tall brunette and said, “Ok. I’ll do it,” in a defeated tone.
The brunette smiled haughtily. “Good,” she smirked. “Now, get down on your knees.”
Megan hesitated slightly, but then turned her back to the women and sank to her knees in front of the black man.
“No. Turn this way,” the leader ordered. “We wanna watch, don’t we girls?”
There were murmurs of agreement.
Megan reoriented herself so that she was side-on to the women.
“That’s better,” the leader said down to Megan.
The brunette turned her attention to the black muscleman. “Sir, you don’t mind if my friend here sucks that big cock of yours, do you?” she said, smiling sweetly at him.
Though the man was clearly not complicit in all of this, he was still a man. And it was the rare man indeed who could refuse such an offer, especially from a woman as beautiful as Megan. It would be like getting a free blowjob from Miss America. As Megan knelt before him like a captured queen, the black man considered for a moment. Apparently deciding he couldn’t pass up such an offer, he reoriented himself, coming around in front of Megan so that his thick, black cock was hanging limply down in front of her pretty, upturned face.
The leader smiled.
But as Megan reached out tentatively for the big cock, the leader seemed to have an idea. “Hey. Wait a second,” she said.
Megan looked up at her.
The brunette reached over and turned the shower back on. It sprayed over Megan’s head and hit against the man’s chest. The warm water ran down his rippled abdomen, then down his fat cock. After few seconds, with the man’s penis now thoroughly wetted, the leader reached up and redirected the shower stream off to the side. She reached down and got the bar of soap off the stall floor. “Maybe you should wash it first,” she said, handing the soap down to Megan. “You want it to be nice and clean before it goes into that pretty mouth of yours,” she said coldly.
Megan looked up at her for a moment, then took the bar of soap. Megan turned back to the black man and began running the soap up and down his wet cock like an obedient slave girl.
“Get the underside too,” the brunette said, taking on the role of nitpicking supervisor.
Megan glanced up at her, then turned back to the man. She lifted his heavy cock up and began running the bar of soap along the underside of the thick shaft.
“Don’t forget about the balls,” the brunette sang out, obviously enjoying the sight of Megan tending to the big, black man.
Megan ran the soap under the man’s huge ball sack. His heavy balls shifted and moved inside his scrotum as she soaped them. She lowered his cock, then set the bar of soap down. She began working the film of soap into a lather, moving both hands all over the big cock until it was covered in a thick, white lather. With a lather established, Megan wrapped her fingers around the shaft and  ran her hand up and down it, essentially jacking the man off as she cleaned his long, soft cock
When the man’s member was covered in suds, the brunette said, “Ok. That’s good enough.” She directed the shower stream over Megan’s head again, and the water began to rinse the soap off. "Well, don’t just sit there," the leader said, “Help rinse.”
Megan reached out and worked the water over the man’s cock, helping to rinse the lather off. Within a few seconds, the big, black dick was squeaky clean.
The brunette reached over and turned the water off. “Ok,” she said. “Now you can suck it,” saying it as if giving Megan permission.
Megan looked up at the women one final time, then took the big cock in her hand and brought it forward, aiming it at her mouth. The heavy dick hung down out of her small hand, fat and limp, like a dead sea serpent. She hesitated slightly, then brought the thick dick to her full lips. Megan took it in and began to suck.
Megan bobbed quietly on the big cock as the women looked on, her heavy breasts shifting and swaying as she went forward and back at the man’s groin. The women watched with hungry eyes, some of them breathing audibly with excitement as they watched the beautiful white woman suck an enormous, black cock. Even the leader seemed excited as she watched Megan’s head go forward and back.
“That’s it, princess,” the brunette said coldly. “Suck that big, black dick."
After a few minutes, the leader looked back at the other women and said, “She’s not so high and mighty now, is she girls?” She turned back to watch as the women smiled their agreement.
But, as time went on, the women noticed something. With each passing minute, it seemed that Megan was sucking more enthusiastically. It wasn’t long before they could hear Megan’s quiet “Mmm” sound each time she took the big cock into her mouth. Megan’s upper body began to move more smoothly as she went forward and back.
One of the women, whispered, “I think she’s starting to like it.”
“Mm hmm,” another woman responded quietly, neither of them able to take their eyes off Megan’s wide-open mouth as it slid forward and back on the thick, black cock.
As the man’s cock stiffened, Megan seemed to forget about the women. She began sucking noisily on the man’s hardening dick, almost feverishly, as if the steady increase in size was spurring her on. It wasn’t long before she began to use her hands as well, jacking-off the man’s semi-rigid cock with both hands as she sucked aggressively.
The women all smiled at Megan’s surprisingly fast transformation, going from forced victim to enthusiastic participant in a matter of minutes, as if all it took to turn a “good” girl into a bad one was a huge, black dick.
As Megan’s hands slid up and down the man’s hardening cock, one of the women noticed her expensive wedding band. The woman nudged the woman beside her and said, turning her head slightly, “Boy. If her husband only knew where her hand was right now.”
The other woman turned a fraction toward the first and replied quietly, “I think he’d be a little more concerned with where her mouth is.”
The two women let out a quiet laugh as they continued to watch.
When the man’s cock was standing tall and almost too big to suck, the brunette turned and said, “Help me get her up, you guys.” 
A couple of the other women stepped up and helped pull Megan to her feet. But, like a hungry dog being pulled  away from its feeding dish, Megan stretched her neck out, trying to keep her lips on the big, black dick. But the women tore her away.
“Now, bend ‘er over,” the leader said.
The women bent Megan at the waist, bringing her head and torso out of the stall, but leaving her ass inside.
“Hey!" Megan cried. "What are you doing!?”
The women held her in place, her ass pointing back at the big, throbbing cock behind her.
“Oh, come on,” the leader smiled. “You know you want it.”
Megan tried to look up at the women. “No. Please,” she said. “I’m married!”
The leader looked back at the thick, veiny cock, and smiled. “Don’t worry, princess. After a few minutes with that thing, you’re gonna forget all about that husband of yours.”
The women held Megan in place like an offering to an African king.
The brunette looked back at him. “Go ‘head, stud. Give it to ‘er. She wants it.”
Though Megan had made the perfunctory protests required of a good wife, the women couldn’t help noticing that Megan wasn’t struggling very hard. 
The black man, unable to resist the beautiful white ass he was being offered, moved forward taking a hold of his pulsing  cock. He tipped it down and worked it between Megan’s wet pussy lips.
“That’s it,” the leader said as she watched him slide his monster cock down to Megan’s opening. "Stick that fat, black cock inside her soft white pussy."
Megan’s eyes went wide as he positioned himself at her opening and pressed forward slightly. As he pushed the big thing into her, Megan clamped her eyes shut and gritted her teeth.
Five minutes later, the brunette was proven right. Megan had completely forgotten about her husband as she cried out with each deep thrust from the black man. Megan bounced off the man’s thrusts as the women held her in place. Megan’s breasts were swinging wildly beneath her as she got the fucking of her life, the man’s heavy balls slapping against her pale skin with each hard thrust.
“Ya. That’s it, stud,” the brunette smiled. “Fuck ‘er good!”
The group of women watched raptly, their eyes pink with arousal as the black man fucked Megan’s brains out right in front of them.
“That’s it, princess,” the brunette smiled coldly. “Take that big, black cock! I only wish that husband of yours could see this. His sweet bride screaming at the end of a big, black dick.”
But Megan was too delirious with pleasure to care about anything the leader was saying. At this point, she only cared about one thing — the big dick pumping in and out of her.
After a while, Megan’s cries reached a high, desperate crescendo. The women held her as she began to buck wildly on the thrusting black cock. Megan’s body went crazy, flailing uncontrollably, as if she was having some sort of epileptic fit. 
After a long thirty seconds, Megan’s flailing and screaming suddenly stopped, and she went limp in the women’s arms, her head hanging down toward the floor, like a woman being dragged from a torture chamber after being worked over for hours.
As the women held Megan’s limp body in place, the leader looked back at the black man. He had stopped  thrusting, apparently, out of respect for Megan’s incapacitation. As Megan’s head hung loosely down, the brunette said, “Go ‘head, big guy. Finish up.”
The man hesitated slightly, but then, once again, complied. He began stabbing into Megan’s slack and lifeless body as her head swung limply forward and back. Megan bounced lethargically off the man’s hard, fast thrusts like she was unconscious, which she very nearly was. Within in a minute, the black man’s face began to twist and contort as he continued to pump in and out of Megan’s loose and sloppy pussy. The women looked on as he suddenly stopped, his cock buried to the hilt inside Megan. He held Megan’s hips in an iron grip and began flexing his powerful ass.
“That’s it,” she leader said. “Fill that married, white pussy.”
Though Megan could feel her vagina expanding with the black man’s cum, she lacked the strength or will to try to stop him. She let him pump thick streams of semen into her without a word of protest. He shot stream after stream of his warm cum into her, until her vagina simply couldn’t hold any more. When he couldn’t get any more into her, the black man pulled out and began jacking himself off, pointing his cock at Megan’s beautiful bottom. As cum poured out of her vagina, Megan felt the warm splat of the black man's semen hitting her ass. The man continued pulling on himself, unleashing thick streams of cum onto her backside. By the time he was done, Megan’s bottom was coated with a thick glaze that oozed down her ass and the back of her thighs. The women continued to hold Megan up as the man’s cock finally went soft behind her. 
As the black man’s seed dripped off Megan’s pubic hair, she heard the brunette say, “I think she’s gonna have a little explaining to do in about nine months.”
Megan breathed in and out as the women all laughed.




Shopping with Angela
 
The next morning, despite the erotic intensity, Megan awoke only recalling fragments of her dreams, disconnected little images that flashed through her brain then were gone. And by the time she was taking her shower, even the fragments had evaporated. Though the dreams had faded quickly from memory, they seemed to have a lasting effect on her. Megan awoke happy and energized, like she’d slept for twelve hours.
Megan hummed contentedly in the steaming hot shower as Chris shaved on the other side of the glass enclosure.
“You’re in a good mood!” he called into her as he ran the razor up the right side of his neck, his face half-coated with pure white shaving cream.
“Ya. I feel great!” Megan called out to him. Megan clicked open the shower door and poked her head out. “I haven’t slept that well in ages,” she smiled, her face glowing and pink.
Chris turned to her. “Maybe it’s the workouts,” he said. “They say you sleep better when you work out.”
“Ya. Maybe,” Megan said combing her wet hair away from her eyes. Megan looked out at him with a big smile. She was radiating a kind of vivacious energy. “Come on. Get in here,” she grinned. “I’ll show you how much energy I have.”
Chris laughed. “I’d love to,” he said. “But I’m already running late. And we have a big client coming in.”
“Spoiled sport,” Megan said, giving him a little pout. Megan opened the shower door wider so Chris could see her left breast. It was pink from the steam and swinging slightly as she bent out the door a little. “You sure? I promise you won’t be disappointed,” she smiled, raising her brows at him.
Chris looked over at her full, round breast and very nearly lost his resolve. “Megan, please. You don’t have to torture me,” he whined.
“Why not,” she smiled. “That’s the best part.” Megan twisted the knife a little, doing a little shimmy with her shoulders to make her breast swing a bit. But when Chris turned back to the mirror, holding his ground, Megan sang out, “Your loss!” She smiled and shut the door again.
A moment later, she tortured him a bit more by singing the words to “Afternoon Delight” as she washed her hair.
“Very funny,” Chris called into her.
Megan broke out laughing.
✽✽✽
 
When Megan came downstairs later, Chris had already made the coffee. He handed Megan a cup with lots of milk and sugar.
“Thanks,” she smiled, going up on tip toes to give him a peck on the lips.
Megan’s idea of coffee was a mixture of sixty percent milk, and thirty percent sugar, the remaining ten percent being for the actual coffee. Megan took a sip, holding the warm mug in both palms. She leaned against the counter across from Chris and looked at him as she took another sip. “Mmm. Good,” she said as she eased her lips from the mug. She looked at him for a moment, then said, “I thought I might call Angela and go down to take another look at that little kitchen table.” She took another sip of  "coffee.”
“Good idea,” Chris said.
Megan looked over at the empty spot in front of the kitchen window. “I’m tired of drinking my coffee standing up,” she said. Megan reached over and plucked the toast from Chris’ hand just as he was about to take another bite.
“Hey!” he said.
“Well… You should have made me some too,” she smiled as she took a big bite then offered it back to him.
Chris smiled. “No. You keep it. Your germs all over it now.”
Megan gave him a little pout. “If you loved me, you’d want my germs.”
Chris looked down at his watch. “I do love you. And I do want your germs. But I gotta go,” he said. He stepped over and gave Megan a quick peck on the cheek. “See ya.”
“Bye!” she called as he walked quickly out of the kitchen,  making his way to the front door.
When Megan was done with her coffee, and Chris’ toast, she went upstairs and found her cell phone. She sat down on the bed and pressed ‘Angie’ in her list of phone contacts. A moment later, Megan said into the phone, “Hey. It’s me. You wanna go with me to pick out a kitchen table?”
Megan listened for a moment, then said, “Great! Can you meet me here in about an hour? I might need your help getting it into the house.” Megan listened. “Ok. Great. See ya in an hour or so?” She listened. “Ok. See ya!”
✽✽✽
 
Later that morning, Megan and Angela pulled into the parking lot of a second-hand furniture shop that Megan liked. They went in, Megan waving at the middle-aged woman who owned the place. Megan pulled Angela past the woman, saying, “I’m just gonna go look at that table again.”
“Okey-dokey,” the woman said as Megan rushed by.
Megan pulled Angela through the warren of old furniture and vintage lamps until they finally arrived at a 1950’s Formica-top dinette table. Megan smiled down at the cute, little table, then turned to Angela. “So, what’a think?” Megan asked.
“Oh. I really like it!” Angela said.
Megan turned back to the little dinette set. “Ya. Me too. Isn’t it adorable!?”
The table had a laminate top that was off-white with random squiggles of red throughout, like a sprinkling of confetti. The chrome band running around the perimeter of the table matched the tubular, chrome legs, each leg being formed by a pair chrome tubes spaced widely at the top, then tapering gently down to the floor.
“It comes with the chairs too,” Megan said, looking down at the two matching red and off-white padded vinyl chairs positioned facing one another at either side of the table.
“Isn’t it just precious?” Megan said, smiling.
Angela smiled, almost laughing as she shot Megan a look.
“What?” Megan said.
“Your Leave it to Beaver fantasy?” Angela asked, bringing her fingers up to her chin as she tried not to laugh.
Megan could feel her cheeks warm slightly. “Maybe,” she admitted, smiling.
Megan had an ongoing, slightly embarrassing, fantasy that she wanted to be a kind of sex kitten version of June Cleaver, the mother from the 1950’s tv show, Leave it to Beaver. Megan had made the mistake of confiding this to Angela over a rare two-glasses-of-wine lunch a year earlier. Angela had never forgotten and loved to bring it up at any opportunity.
Megan sidled up close to Angela as they looked down at the table and whispered, “Do you think Ward ever bent June over the kitchen table after the Beaver left for school?”
Angela turned quickly to meet Megan’s twinkling eyes. “Megan,” Angela whispered looking around. “You’re depraved. You know that.”
“No, I’m not!” Megan said in low voice. She weaved her arm into Angela’s and whispered, “I’ll bet Ward was banging June senseless before the Beaver got halfway down the street.”
Angela shook her head, smiling as she tried to pull away. “You’re sick! Let me go!”
But this only seemed to spur Megan on. She held Angela close and whispered, “And you know what else. I’ll bet Ward was really big. Did you ever notice his shoes? They were huge!”
Angela tried to pull away, but Megan wouldn't let her go.
“I’ll bet June was on her knees sucking that big thing before the Beaver was halfway out the door,” Megan whispered, giving Angela a devious smile.
Angela pulled away finally, looking back at Megan with shocked eyes. “Megan! What has gotten into you!? You’re depraved!”
Megan started laughing. “Sorry,” she smiled. “I’m just messing with you.”
Megan turned serious. She looked down at the dinette set. “So, what’a ya think?” she asked. “Should I get it?” Megan pulled one of the chairs out and sat down, running her palm across the top. She looked up at Angela, waiting for her opinion.
“Ya. I think you should,” Angela said. “It’s definitely you.”
“That’s what I was hoping you’d say,” Megan said, grinning happily. Megan turned to look at the table. “Now, if I can just figure out how to get it into my car.”
✽✽✽
 
An hour or so later, Megan pulled up in front of her house with the dinette set strapped to the roof of her BMW like a deer she had accidently run over on the freeway. The men at the store had lent her two thick moving blankets to put on her roof, then strapped the table and chairs down with a lot of rough, brown twine, running it back and forth through the door jambs from one side of the car to the other. It looked like the dinette was enclosed in a giant spider web.
Megan and Angela got out of the car and stood there looking up at the intricate network of twine the men had created to keep the dinette set from escaping.
“How in God’s name are we gonna get all these ropes untied,” Megan asked. “It looks like it was tied on by a maniacal Eagle Scout!”
The two women looked at all the knots and the complex web-like formation encircling Megan’s purchase.
Finally, after thinking about it for a minute, Angela said, “Got a knife?”
Megan looked at her with surprise and said, “You’re a genius! I knew I brought you along for a reason.”
Angela smiled as Megan dashed into the house. When Megan returned, she was wielding a gigantic ten-inch chopping knife. “Got one!” she announced triumphantly with a big grin.
Angela’s eyes went wide at the giant killing knife Megan was holding. “What?” Angela said dryly. “You couldn’t find a big knife?”
Megan smiled. “Well, as my plumber, Carl, says, sometimes you need a big tool to get the job done!”

“Oh. Is that what Carl says?” Angela said, smiling.
“Yep!” Megan beamed over at Angela. “What can I say, Ang. Sometimes a girl needs ten inches!”
The two women broke out laughing.
When they were done laughing, Angela said, “What has gotten into you today, Megan? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you like this.”
Megan stopped and thought about it. “I don’t know. I woke up this morning feeling great for some reason. Chris thinks maybe it’s the workouts.”
“Huh,” Angela said.
Megan looked up at the pile of furniture on her roof. “Come on. Let’s cut this beast off my car.”
Ten minutes later, and just barely avoiding a trip to the emergency room, Megan had all the ropes cut and lying around the perimeter of her car. The two women grunted and strained as they pulled each piece of furniture carefully off the roof. Then they wrangled the table through the front door and into the kitchen.
When they were all done, they stood back and looked at their handywork. The table had been placed in front of the kitchen window with careful attention to centering. Then the two chairs had been placed facing one another at either side of the window.
“I love it!” Megan said, looking at her new table and chairs.
“Ya. Me too,” Angela agreed. “It’s really cute.”
“Come on. Let’s try it out,” Megan said.
The two women pulled the chairs out and sat across from one another. Megan ran her hand across the smooth laminate top. There were a few little nicks and a couple small areas of discoloration. But she didn’t mind. Megan loved old things. The little imperfections only made her love the table that much more.
Angela suddenly looked over and said, “Oh! You forgot those things!”
“Oh! Right!” Megan jumped up from her chair. She trotted out to the car, then bent into the backseat to grab a plastic bag. When Megan came back in, she pulled a set of vintage salt and pepper shakers out of the bag, then placed them on the table over toward the window. She reached into the bag again and pulled out a small flower vase made with pale yellow glass.
“Do you have any flowers?” Angela asked.
Megan thought for a moment, then grabbed the big knife and ran back outside. Five minutes later she ran back in breathing hard with a handful of small white flowers. “I stole ‘em from the house a few doors down,” she said breathlessly.
But, before Angela could say anything, Megan was at the sink, putting water in her new vase. She came back over and set the small vase of flowers on the table. “Perfect,” she said, beaming down at the table.
Megan sat back down, fully immersed in her nesting instincts. The women sighed at the perfect little tableau of domestic happiness.
“Oh, I really love it,” Megan said. “I hope Chris likes it.”
“He likes anything you like,” Angela smiled.
“Ya,” Megan said smiling. “That’s true.”
The women had some iced tea to break in the new table. Megan was very happy. She could hardly wait to show Chris.
After a while, Angela said, smiling, “So, what did you say that plumber says?”
Megan looked at her for a moment, not understanding, then remembered. “Oh!” Megan smiled and held her hands out, her palms about ten inches apart. “Carl says sometimes you need a really big tool to get the job done.” Megan smiled over at Angela and said, “When he was fixing the sink that day, he had this really big monkey wrench. It was like a foot long.”
Angela nodded, smiling, then said, “We are talking about his wrench, right?”
“Yeeeees,” Megan said, stretching the word out for emphasis.
“What else does Carl say?” Angela asked playfully.
“Nothing,” Megan smiled. “Carl is a man of few words. He lets his tool do the talking.”
Angela broke out laughing, and Megan followed suit. The two women were giddy for some reason, perhaps high on shopping endorphins, though Angela hadn’t bought a thing.
“What ever happened to Carl?” Angela asked.
Megan thought for a moment. “I don’t’ know. I only needed him the one time.”
After a moment, Angela asked, “Do you ever think about that guy? You know, after what happened?”
Megan looked down at her new table for a moment, then looked up again with a somewhat guilty expression. “Can I be honest with you, Ang?”
“Sure.”
Megan's demeanor grew more serious. “I do, actually,” she said, looking over at Angela. “Can I tell you something really embarrassing?” Megan asked.
“Please do,” Angela smiled, seeming to grow a bit more interested.
Megan leaned in and whispered, “I had a fantasy about him once.”
“Really?”
“Uh huh,” Megan nodded, giving Angela a slightly embarrassed look. Megan was quiet for a long moment, then said, “One time, when Chris was at work and I was feeling kind of…you know. I fantasized that Carl was here working under the sink and…” Megan hesitated, her cheeks tinging red. “…I fantasized that when I came into the kitchen to check on him, his penis was hanging out.”
Angela’s eyes went slightly wide with surprise. “Really?” she whispered.
“Ya…That’s pretty weird. Isn’t it?” Megan asked.
Angela sat back, thinking for a moment. “No. I wouldn’t say it’s weird, exactly.” She thought a little more, then said, “Actually, after what you said about his…um, thing, it seems only natural that you might have those kind of fantasies.”
“But that’s not the worst part,” Megan said quietly.
“Oh?”
“No. I didn’t just fantasize that his penis was out of his pants.” Megan leaned in close, lowering her voice even more. “I fantasized that I gave him a blow job. You know, right there on the floor, while he was working under the sink.”
“Oh,” Angela said. Angela didn’t seem to know what to say about that.
“That is weird, isn’t it?” Megan asked.
“No,” Angela said, “I don’t think so.”
“Really?” Megan said, as if she hoped Angela was right.
But Angela didn’t answer. She seemed to be lost in thought.
“What?” Megan asked, noticing Angela’s rather pensive expression.
Angela looked over at her and said, “Since we’re making confessions, I have one too.”
“Oh ya,” Megan said, sitting up a little. “Is it as bad as fantasizing about blowing your plumber on the kitchen floor?”
“Worse, I think,” Angela said, looking as guilty as Megan had when confessing about the plumber.
“Do tell,” Megan said, seeming very interested.
Angela paused for a long few moments, as if trying to work up the courage. Finally, she said, “You know that valet at Ellen’s club? The one she’s always teasing me about?”
“Ya,” Megan said leaning in, liking where this was going.
Angela looked at Megan for a long moment, then suddenly put both hands up and covered her face.
“What!?” Megan said.
After a moment, Angela lowered her hands. Her face was somewhat distraught. She looked over at Megan for what seemed like a full minute, then said, “I screwed him in the back of my car a couple days ago.” She quickly hid her face again, afraid to see Megan’s reaction.
Megan gasped. “You didn’t!!!”
Angela just nodded with her face still hidden in her hands, seeming completely mortified to admit it. “I did,” she said into her palms.
“My god!” Megan said. “How did that happen?”
Angela lowered her hands. “Ok. Now, this is the really bad part,” Angela said. She hesitated, then said, “I paid him.”
Megan’s eyes went wide. “What!?”
“I paid him five hundred dollars.”
Megan just looked at her, her eyes wide with amazement. “You did?”
“Ya. I pulled into the valet station and found him. Then when he gave me my ticket, I asked if I could ride with him, you know to the parking lot.”
“Ya,” Megan said following along intently.
“I asked him to park the car way over in the corner under the trees. And then, when we got over there, I handed him five hundred dollars.”
Megan’s brows rose. “Wow! What did you say?”
“I didn’t say anything. He seemed to know what I wanted. He took the money and we got in the back seat and…” But Angela couldn’t say the rest. “And when we were done, he just got out and jogged back over to the valet stand like nothing ever happened.”
“Jeez,” Megan said, her eyes wide.
The two women were quiet for a long moment. Angela took a big drink of tea and set the glass back down. “You don’t think less of me, do you?” she asked.
Megan smiled. “Of course not. I’m happy for you. That was really brave of you.”
“Really?”
“Yes. Absolutely,” Megan said. “It’s been a year since Dan left. I think you really needed something like that.”
Angela took a breath, then blew it out. “Ya. I really did. I was starting to feel…I don’t know, kind of…” Angela gave Megan a somewhat exasperated look. “I don’t know. It’s hard to explain. I just needed something. You know? Something to get me out of my funk.”
“I understand completely,” Megan said. “I’m glad you did it. It’s a first step. I’m really proud of you.”
“Thanks,” Angela said, seeming greatly relieved at Megan’s supportive reaction.
Megan reached over and gave Angela’s hand a little squeeze, then pulled it back. After a moment, Megan shot her a devious look and said, “So, how was it?”
Angela, seeming much more relaxed now, thought for a moment. “Uhhh, actually it was a little awkward at first. He was really big.”
“Oh ya,” Megan smiled. “A bit of an upgrade from Dan, I imagine.”
“Oh, God yes,” Angela said. “Dan is tiny.”
Megan nodded, listening.
“I mean, literally, Meg. I could barely feel him when we made love.”
“Oh,” Megan said, sounding a little surprised.
“He was too small to make me climax. I would have to use my hand while we were doing it.”
“Oh,” Megan said again. Then, after a moment, Megan asked, “Did you climax with the valet?”
“Boy, did I,” Angela said. “Twice. Once when he was just trying to get it in. Then later, he made me cum again. It was really pretty amazing.”
“Boy!” Megan smiled. “Sounds like quite an afternoon. So, when is the wedding?”
Angela laughed. “No. It was just a one-time thing. I just needed something to get my heart started again.”
Megan smiled. “Well, sounds like he definitely did that.”
“Ya. He sure did.”
“Well, I’m so happy for you, Ang.”
“Thanks.”
After another fifteen minutes of chit chat, Angela slapped her hands lightly down on Megan’s new table and said, “Well. I should get back and feed the cat. He gets mad when I’m gone too long.”
“Ok,” Megan said as they both stood. “Thanks for coming with me. I couldn’t have done it without you.”
“No problem,” Angela said.
Megan walked Angela to her car. As Angela climbed up into her silver Range Rover, she said, “See ya, June!”
Megan laughed.
“Say hi to Ward for me!” Angela called out the window.
“Will do,” Megan said, waving at Angela as she eased away from the curb.




The Missionary's Wife
 
A few days later, Megan and Chris were curled up on the living room sofa, watching tv. It was Friday night — Game of Thrones night.
Megan and Chris always watched Game of Thrones reruns on Friday night. It was a ritual of theirs, one of their guilty pleasures. They’d curl up on the couch with some Chinese food and a bottle of wine and watch the sex, violence, and backstabbing. Even though they’d seen every episode at least twice, they never missed Game of Thrones night. It was a standing date that was never to be broken.
As Megan had not yet found a decent Chinese take-out place close to where they lived, she picked up some chips and stuff to make dip while doing the shopping that day. On the way home, she stopped by a little wine shop and asked the middle-aged owner what goes with clam dip. After giving her a rather odd look, he took her over to a couple of moderately priced Chardonnays.
And now, with the second bottle Chardonnay nearly gone, Megan was feeling slightly tipsy. They were watching a fierce battle scene play out on a misty hillside when Megan began to feel bored and a little antsy. After fighting the feeling for five minutes or so, Megan finally reached for the remote, saying, “Let’s watch something else. Ok?”
Chris was shocked. He couldn’t remember the last time they’d skipped Game of Thrones night. And not only that. Of the two of them, Megan was the much more rabid fan. But before Chris had a chance to voice his surprise, Megan was scrolling through the onscreen guide. 
“I don’t feel like Game of Thrones tonight,” Megan said as she glanced over at him, then turned back to the tv listings.
“Ok,” Chris said, not quite able to keep the surprise out of his voice.
Megan scanned the seemingly endless list of what was currently available to watch. She wasn’t sure what she was looking for. She just knew that she was in the mood for something different.
Finally, after what seemed like five minutes of scrolling, they got past all the regular channels and came to the pay-per-view channels. Megan read each title and short description with lightning speed, never having to stop scrolling for more than a few seconds. Despite the popular theory that models are dumb, Megan was a voracious reader and could read twice as fast as Chris. He had tried to keep up with her as she read the titles and descriptions, but it was like a weekend jogger trying to keep up with a world class marathon runner. Finally, he gave up and let Megan do the reading for both of them.
Once all the regular pay-per-view options were exhausted, they finally got down to the adult pay-per-view movies. Megan’s scrolling slowed somewhat as she studied the listings a bit more carefully.
Chris cast a sidelong glance her way, surprised that she was even considering these movies. Though she would occasionally indulge him and watch one, she had never initiated a viewing herself. 
Megan could feel Chris looking over at her as she scanned through the adult movies, but she didn’t look over at him.
Megan finally stopped at a movie called ‘Dark Passion’. She read the short description — The beautiful wife of a Christian missionary develops a taste for “dark meat” when her husband is assigned to a small village deep in the African jungle.
Megan nestled into Chris like a purring kitten and whispered, “What’a ya think?”
“Uhhh…” Chris said, seeming a little surprised at Megan’s choice.
”Sounds interesting,” she whispered in a low, conspiratorial voice.
After passing on the clam dip and drinking three glasses of Chardonnay, Megan was feeling fairly amorous. She stretched up and took Chris’ earlobe between her straight, white teeth. She bit lightly as she slid a hand down his abdomen and over the crotch of his pajamas. “Well…” she said softly. “A pretty white missionary and a bunch of Africans. What could be better than that?” she asked in a seductive voice.
“Uh, ok,” Chris said, still not quite sure what to make of Megan’s sudden interest in pornographic movies. Megan could be creative in bed, but X-rated movies weren’t really her thing. She preferred things like naughty pillow talk, or the occasional role play game.
Megan sat up straight and entered their pin to rent the movie.
Thirty minutes later, Megan was watching the video intently as she stroked Chris’ four-and-a-half-inch erection, which was poking out of the slit in his pajama bottoms. 
They watched as six hugely-endowed “African” men — porn actors in cheap headdresses and inauthentic war paint — took turns with an auburn-haired beauty with large breasts. The pretty wife was taking the men right next to her passed-out husband. The African men, thinking ahead, had plied the young clergymen with a strong fermented drink. And now the hapless husband lay just inches away as the black men used their “spears” on his very willing bride.
Megan stared at the huge, black cock that was pumping in and out of the pretty Christian girl. “Boy,” Megan said, gawking openly at the man’s prodigious member. ”How on earth is she taking all that?”
Megan looked at the other men. “They’re all so big,” she said as she stroked Chris absentmindedly, not able to take her eyes off the screen.
“Ya,” Chris said, sounding a bit hoarse. He too, seemed rather amazed by the size of the black men. They were all more than twice as long as him, and much, much thicker.
“I guess it really is true,” Megan whispered as she stared at the huge, black cocks. “You know, what they say about black guys,” Megan said, looking up at Chris.
“Ya. I guess so,” Chris said, looking down at her amazed expression.
As Megan turned back to the tv, she glanced down at Chris’ penis. She looked at the giant black cocks on the screen, mentally comparing them to Chris’ penis. The difference was striking. Chris’ erection seemed like that of a young boy compared to the men in the video.
Megan watched, continuing to stroke Chris as she did. Megan suddenly noticed how hard Chris was. He seemed close to blowing his load, though Megan had just been caressing him lightly. Megan took her hand away. She looked down at his pulsing erection and whispered, “Try not to cum yet, ok?” She looked up at him.
Chris nodded, but Megan could see he was really close. She wouldn’t have been surprised to see him spontaneously ejaculate. He’d done it a couple times before. Megan let him calm down a little. 
As she turned her attention back to the tv, the missionary’s wife suddenly began to buck and scream as the big, black cock continued to pump in and out of her. “She’s cumming again,” Megan said, slightly wide-eyed. “Jesus. How many times is that?”
“I’m not sure,” Chris whispered. They watched as the young woman bucked wildly, her eyes rolling back, her mouth hanging open. “She’s just acting though, right?” Chris asked.
Megan watched. “I don’t think so,” she said, quietly. “I think she really is.”
Megan knew a fake orgasm when she saw one. If this girl was faking, she was the Meryl Streep of the porn industry.
The sight of the Christian wife cumming again got Megan incredibly turned on. She suddenly repositioned herself, getting onto her knees next to Chris. “You keep watching,” she whispered as she brought her head down to Chris’ lap and began to bob voraciously on his small cock.
As she went up and down, Megan swiveled her eye to the left, trying to watch the tv at the same time. The small cant of her head toward the tv caused Chris’ penis to push on the inside of her left cheek each time her head descended. As Megan tried to watch the movie, her left cheek bulged in time with her bobbing head.
After a minute or so, Megan suddenly rose up and looked at Chris, her face very close to his. “Pretend it’s me. Ok?” she whispered breathlessly, her chest expanding and contracting.
Chris looked at her as if not understanding.
Megan looked over her shoulder at the girl on the tv, then looked back at Chris with slightly frantic eyes. “Pretend it’s me taking that black guy,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal.
“Oh. Ok,” Chris said, his voice as raspy as Megan’s.
Megan dipped back down to his lap. She bobbed noisily on his small dick as Chris watched the red-head and imagined it was Megan. Megan sucked ferociously, her whole body undulating as she went up and down on his cock.
Chris reached down and put his hand into Megan’s pajama top. He began to squeeze her soft, hanging breasts as she bobbed up and down. Megan made “Mmmmmm” sounds around his cock as he squeezed her large, natural breasts, trying all the while to kept her left eye on the screen as she went up and down.
The Christian girl was taking a different man now. He had her on all fours and was banging her from behind. The girl was facing the camera, and Megan watched the girl’s necklace, a small gold cross, swing and twist as she took it hard from behind. Megan whined with excitement, feeling like she might cum just from watching the Christian girl take that big, black cock.
But just then, Megan felt Chris’ body go rigid. She shifted her eye away from the screen, concentrating on him now. Chris sank his fingers into Megan’s silky hair as she bobbed up and down, her light bangs flying away from her forehead as she bobbed at an even faster pace. Chris suddenly arched up off the couch as he held Megan’s head down over his cock. Megan waited breathing in and out through her nose. Chris tensed again, then groaned as he ejaculated. Megan gulped it down, then took a quick breath around his cock. She closed her lips around his penis just as Chris arched up again, shooting another strong stream of cum into her waiting mouth. Again, she drank it down.
Megan breathed around Chris’ penis, waiting to see if he had more. But it was clear from his quickly shrinking penis that he was done. He relaxed back down onto the sofa, breathing hard as the video continued to play in the background.
After a moment, Chris eased his grip on Megan’s head, and she came up off of him. She sat back onto her calves and looked at him as she wiped the saliva from her mouth and chin with the back of her hand. She was breathing as hard as he was.
Megan looked over at him, still hungry for sex. Without giving Chris any time to recover, she scooted away from him and sat back against the big, padded armrest of the sofa. She started pulling frantically at her pajama bottoms, as if she couldn’t get them off fast enough. She kicked them off and threw them on the floor.
Megan spread her legs as she looked over at Chris, almost panting now. “Do me now,” she said breathlessly, her eyes somewhat frantic as she looked over at him.
Chris came over to her on his hands and knees, his penis still slightly pumped up and dripping semen. He brought his face down between Megan’s creamy thighs. 
But as Chris' mouth neared her vagina, she whispered, “Wait!”
Chris looked up at her.
Megan looked down at him. ”Do we have anything we could use?” she asked urgently, as if she couldn’t wait much longer.
Chris looked at her, not understanding.
Megan looked over at the tv, and at the large, black penis that was going in and out of the missionary’s wife. “Do we have anything kinda big we could use?” Megan whispered.
Chris followed Megan’s eyes and realized what she meant.
“Your vibrator?” he suggested.
“No. Something bigger,” she said. Megan’s vibrator was only an inch longer than Chris’ penis, and just as thin.
Chris seemed to be trying to think of something. But before he could, Megan whispered, “Oh! I know! Wait here.”
Megan hopped up from the couch and rushed away bare-assed, heading toward the kitchen. She flicked on the kitchen light and padded quickly over to the counter to where a bunch of bananas was sitting. She had bought them earlier that day, and they were still a little too green to eat. But they were perfect for what she had in mind.
Megan pulled the biggest banana off the bunch, then got a knife and cut the excess stem off.  Then she dug around a drawer looking for her potato peeler. When she finally found it, she used it on the rough little nub at the tip of the banana. After smoothing out the hard, brown nub, she washed the banana under the tap, then dried it with a kitchen towel.
Megan came rushing out of the kitchen with the nine-inch banana in her hand. “Will this work, you think?” she asked, looking rather excited to try it.
“Uhhh…Ya. I think so,” Chris said, his eyes going a little bit large as he looked at what she was carrying.
Megan smiled excitedly and hopped back onto the couch. She put her back against the armrest again, then spread her legs. She looked over at the tv. By now, the missionary’s wife was taking two of the African men as the others took a break. One of the black men was kneeling in front of her, feeding her his cock as the second man screwed her from behind, her heavy, white breasts swinging as she serviced the two men.
Megan handed the banana to Chris, then brought one hand down between her legs, spreading her labia for him. The pink inner flesh of her vagina was glossy with a thick coating of her lubricant.
Megan looked up at Chris as if to say, go ‘head. Put it in.
Chris scooted up closer, kneeling between her spread legs. He brought the tip of the banana to her opening, then looked up at her. “Ready?”
“Uh huh,” Megan nodded, looking up at him, then back down at the large banana.
Chris brought it to her opening, then eased it into her a bit.
Megan took a breath.
Chris looked up, stopping for a moment.
“It’s ok,” she said. “Keep going.”
Chris looked back down.
Megan watched as he eased the makeshift dildo into her. Megan’s mouth dropped open wide. “Oh God,” she murmured as he began to push it in. But once he got to the thicker portion, Megan’s face tightened. She grimaced as Chris tried to push the big object into her.
After getting a few inches in, Chris looked up at her. “You want me to keep going?” he asked quietly.
“Ya,” she whispered. Megan took a breath and held it, clamping her eyes shut.
Chris resumed, trying to push the large banana into her as Megan grimaced.
When Chris had about six inches inside her, he began to fuck Megan with it, slow and gentle. Megan clamped her teeth tightly together as it went in and out.
“Oh shit,” Megan gasped as she took a quick breath, then held it again. “It’s….really……big,” she tried to say between quick little breaths.
But after a few minutes, Megan suddenly said, “Stop, Chris.”
Chris stopped, looking up at her.
Megan took a big breath, then said, “Gimme a second.” She breathed in and out for a minute or so, as if trying to get accustomed to the size of the object inside her.
Chris held the banana in place as Megan took a short break.
After catching her breath somewhat, Megan looked down at the banana, only about three inches sticking out of her. “Wow,” she said, looking up at Chris. “I didn’t realize you got so much in.” Megan looked back down, amazed.
Chris waited.
“Ok,” Megan said, signaling that she was ready.
As Chris started fucking her again, Megan watched, looking down between her thighs as the banana went in and out of her.
Megan watched with a look of utter amazement as Chris pushed the large banana in and out. She seemed fascinated by the sight of something so big disappearing into her body and then reappearing again. Megan breathed in and out, watching, slowly becoming accustomed to the large object.
After five minutes or so, Megan began to relax, as if growing more accustomed to the phallic object. And after five more minutes, she seemed perfectly fine, taking the banana without any problem at all.
“You ok?” Chris asked.
“Ya,” Megan whispered. “I’m kinda getting used to it.”
Megan watched for a bit longer, then relaxed back onto the armrest as Chris fucked her with the large piece of fruit.
Megan looked down at Chris just long enough to say, “Go a little faster. Ok?”
“Ok.” Chris started fucking Megan a bit faster.
“That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that.” 
Megan reached down and unbuttoned her pajama top. She opened her top and leaned back against the armrest, her breasts shifting and swaying gently. Megan looked over at the pretty red-head taking the two black men and in her mind’s eye saw herself. She saw herself taking the two black men. “Oh God, Chris,” she whined as she pictured herself bouncing back and forth between the two well-endowed black men.
Suddenly, Megan felt an orgasm coming fast. She tried to hold it back, tried to savor it for as long as she could. But she couldn’t control it. It was coming too quickly to hold back. A moment later, Megan’s brows furrowed, and her face tightened. “Oh fuck, Chris,” she grunted. “I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna CUM!!!!”
Megan’s brows knitted tighter, her hands clutching at the couch cushions. She squeezed the cushions tight as her whole body started to tense. “Oh fuck!!!...I’m cumming…I’m CUMMING!!!!”
Megan let out a high cry, then began to shake. She shook and trembled as Chris held the banana deep inside her. But then, after a long few moments, Megan’s face began to relax and her hands opened back up, all the tension ebbing out of her. She slowly melted down into the sofa, releasing a great sigh as she did.
Megan breathed in and out deeply, her head falling back onto the armrest. She looked up at the ceiling, her naked breasts rising and falling. After a moment, as Megan recovered, Chris began easing the banana out of her. Megan grimaced as he pulled it out. When it was out, Chris set the slightly deformed piece of fruit off to the side, waiting for Megan to recover.
But Megan just lay there for a long few moments, not speaking or moving, a slight shudder running through her body from time to time. 
As Chris waited, he looked down at her wide-open vagina. He had never seen it stay open before. He looked into the pink tunnel of wet, folded flesh, somewhat fascinated by the sight.
After a long minute or so, Megan finally lifted her head up and looked at him. She was grinning broadly, as if she’d finally achieved an orgasm after years of trying unsuccessfully. She made a long, lazy “Mmmmmmmm” sound as she looked down at him.
“Good?” Chris asked.
“Oh ya,” she grinned.
Megan brought her legs together.
“How ‘bout you? Did you like it,” she asked, curious as to whether he enjoyed using the big phallus on her.
“Ya,” Chris said. “That was kinda fun.”
Megan nodded, smiling. “Ya. It was.”
Megan came off the arm of the sofa and crawled weakly over to him, flopping her head down on his lap with a great sigh of satisfaction. She made another long, lazy “Mmmmmmmm” sound as she nestled her cheek into Chris’ thighs. She could feel Chris’ flaccid penis against her right ear and the banana under her ribcage. Megan raised her torso up and reached down for it. She pulled the banana out and dropped it onto the carpet in front of the couch, then closed her eyes.
As Megan started to drift off, she could hear the Christian woman cumming, yet again.




Megan gets Stretched Out 
 
The following Tuesday, just as she was pulling into the gym parking lot, Megan’s phone trilled. Megan quickly found a parking spot, then picked up her phone. It was Ellen.
“Hey!” Megan said. “Sorry. I’m just getting here. I’ll be right in.”
Megan listened, then said, “Oh,” as she looked around the parking lot for Ellen’s light-blue Mercedes. “No. No problem,” Megan said. “You’re gonna be here Thursday, though, right?” Megan listened. “Ok,” she said. She listened. “Uhhh, I don’t know. I guess I’ll just go in. I’m already here.” She listened. “Ok…Well, I’ll see ya Thursday.”
Megan ended the call and slipped her phone in the side pocket of her purse. She sat there for a moment trying to convince herself that she should go in and workout anyway. After a long, rather heated debate with herself, Megan finally gathered up her gym bag and purse and got out of the car.
In the locker room, Megan changed into her workout clothes — black leggings and a sports bra workout top. The top was her favorite. It held her ample breasts snugly, but also gave them a nice shape.
Megan walked out of the locker room and headed over to a large room normally used for classes. The room had pale, hardwood floors, and mirrors on three walls, the fourth wall being comprised of large plate glass windows that separated the room from the main gym outside. When the room wasn’t being used for aerobics or a spin class, it was where people tended to go to warmup or stretch. Megan pulled one of the stationary bikes out of a line of about thirty. She tipped it up onto its little roller wheels, then dragged it out into the middle of the room. She adjusted the seat height, then dialed the resistance down to just slightly harder than its easiest setting.
Megan rode the bike for about fifteen minutes, which was her and Ellen’s usual practice before going out into the main gym to workout. She put the bike back, then walked out to the main gym, the din of clanking metal and piped-in music coming from every direction.
When she came to the first machine of her and Ellen’s normal workout routine, Megan hesitated. The truth was, Megan hated working out. And she especially hated working out alone. Megan wavered, almost turning for the locker room to change back into her regular clothes. But, after hemming and hawing for a long moment, she finally sat down in the first machine — bicep curls. After setting the weight to fifteen pounds, she rested her upper arms on a thick pad and pulled on the bar, bringing it up to her chest. As she worked through her three sets of ten repetitions, all she could think was, why in God’s name did she need strong biceps. She couldn’t think of a single reason. 
After the bicep machine, she moved onto triceps. Then, after that, to the seated bench press. After thirty minutes, Megan was on a roll. She’d broken a nice little sweat, and her cheeks and forehead were glowing. She was glad now that she hadn’t turned around and gone back home.
Ten minutes later, as Megan was working through her second set of leg curls, she felt a little twinge in her lower back. Megan stopped and got up from the machine. She explored her lower back with her right hand wondering if she’d pulled something. Megan bent at the waist, reaching down toward her feet, trying to stretch whatever it was that she’d tweaked. As she rose from the stretch, she happened to notice the black weight-lifter from the previous Tuesday. He was about forty yards away doing military presses with a couple of huge dumbbells.
Megan continued trying to stretch out her back, occasionally looking over at the handsome black man. After stretching her back for a few minutes, Megan looked over at him again. She decided to go over and say hi. Afterall, he seemed like a nice guy, and she felt like taking a break anyway. She was also wondering how his personal training business was going.
Megan entered the Forbidden Zone and headed toward the man. As she made her way over to him deep in the FZ, she felt eyes on her, like she was an intruder — a member of a foreign tribe entering enemy territory. Some of the free-weight guys looked at her suspiciously as she glided gracefully through the forest of workout contraptions. Some of the other men, on the other hand, seemed to be admiring her, appreciating her soft female presence, a stark contrast to the hard, metallic world of the Forbidden Zone. Megan had never walked a runway in her career, but she knew how it was done. She strode through the FZ with the confidence of a super model — Shoulders back. Chest out. Tall and Proud.
When Megan got over to the black weight-lifter, she approached from behind and gave him a light touch on the shoulder. “Hi!” she said brightly.
The man started at her touch, then turned around.
“Sorry,” Megan said. “I didn’t mean to scare you,” she smiled, as if she could possibly scare the huge man.
For a moment, he didn’t seem to remember her. Megan suddenly felt rather foolish. He didn’t even know who she was. But then, after a little delay, his eyes lit up. “Oh! Hey!” he said, finally placing her, as though she was somewhat out of context on this side of the gym.
“Hey yourself,” Megan smiled. “I saw you over here, and I was just wondering how your personal training business is going.”
Megan could see his happy expression fall somewhat.
“Uhhh…” He hesitated a moment. “Not that great.”
“Oh,” Megan said, giving him a sympathetic look. “No clients yet?”
The man looked down at the floor, seeming a bit embarrassed. “No. Not yet,” he said quietly, as if a bit ashamed that he hadn’t made any progress since the last time he saw her.
Megan was quiet for a moment, feeling bad for the guy. She looked down, trying to think of something to say. As she did, she peeked over at his right thigh. She was vaguely disappointed to see that his penis bulge was nowhere to be found. He wasn’t wearing the tight sweat pants she seen him in before. Today, he was wearing baggy, flannel shorts that gave no indication as to what was inside them. 
As she looked down at his shorts, Megan saw that there was a graphic of a football silkscreened onto the right pant leg. Megan noticed that there was a blank area inside the football with the number ‘13’ written in black Sharpie.
She looked up at him. “What’s the thirteen for?” she asked.
He looked down at the front of his shorts as if not remembering about the number written there. When he saw what she was talking about, he looked up and said, “Oh. That’s just my number from high school. I was on the football team.”
Megan, falling right into flirt mode, said, “Oh." She raised her brows at him and gave him a playful smile, then said, "I thought maybe it stood for something else.” She glanced down at his crotch, then looked up at him with a little half smile.
He looked at her blankly for a moment, then seemed to get her little innuendo. He smiled, then chuckled. “No. It’s just my old number.”
Megan nodded, her playful look lingering somewhat.
After a moment, Megan changed the subject back to his fledgling business, saying, “Ya know, I wouldn’t worry that it’s taking a while to get clients. It took my husband like six months to build a client list when he started at his company.”
“Oh ya?” the man asked. “What does your husband do?”
“He’s in banking,” Megan said.
The man nodded. He looked down at the floor for a moment, then looked up. “Well, I hope it doesn’t take me six months. I might have to move back in with my folks if I don’t start making some money soon.”
Megan gave him another sympathetic look. “I’m sure it won’t take that long,” she said. Megan stood there feeling bad for the guy. After a rather long few moments, she said, “Actually, that’s another reason I came over. My friend couldn’t make it today. I was wondering if you might have time for a walk-in.”
The man’s face lit up as Megan looked up at him with her pretty, brown eyes.
“Uhhh, sure,” he said, instantly perking up. “No problem!” he said smiling broadly.
“Great!” Megan said, smiling up at him. “It would just be for today, though. My friend will be back on Thursday. Is that ok?”
“Oh, sure. No problem,” he said. The young man turned and picked up the two one-hundred-pound barbells he’d been using. Megan watched, flabbergasted as he carried them casually over to the steel rack and set them in place between the nineties and the one-tens.
When he came back over, Megan looked up at him with amazed eyes and said, “You were doing a hundred
pounds…with each arm!?”
“Uh huh,” he said, not seeming to think it was that big a deal.
Megan just arched her brows, at a slight loss for words. After a moment, she said, “Oh. I’m Megan, by the way,” putting her hand out.
The man took Megan’s hand, which completely disappeared from view. “Jordan. Nice to meet you.”
“You too,” Megan smiled.
After releasing Megan’s hand, there was a slightly awkward silence as Megan looked up at him, neither of them seeming to know what to do next. 
Finally, Megan said, “So what do we do first?”
“Oh. Uhhh,” Jordan said as he seemed to consider her question for a moment. He looked Megan over, as if appraising her general state of fitness, then said, “Uh…I don’t know. Is there anything in particular that you wanted to work on? Legs? Core strength? Stamina?”
“Oh,” Megan said, thinking. “I hadn’t really given it much thought.” She thought for a moment, then said, “Well, you’re the expert. Is there anything you can see that needs work?”
Megan stepped back and put her arms out as she did a little twirl for him. Megan was five-foot seven-inches of soft, curvaceous perfection. She had won the genetics lottery and was now reaping the benefits with that classic hour-glass figure that most women would kill for. Megan wasn’t as strong as many of the women at the gym, but, when it came to raw feminine appeal, none of them could even come close to matching hers. 
Megan looked up at Jordan after completing her little twirl. She waiting for his appraisal and any recommendations he might have. But, from his expression, she got the feeling he was fairly impressed.
Finally, Jordan said, “Uhhh…Well, your body seems…” He seemed to be at a slight loss for words. “…um…nice.” He considered for a moment. “Maybe we should just concentrate on core strength for today. That’s really the foundation.”
“Oh!” Megan said, remembering the tweaked muscle in her back. “Speaking of which, I think I might have pulled something just now when I was doing leg curls.” Megan put a palm on her lower back, just above her right ass cheek. “I tried to stretch it out, but it feels like I have kind of a charley horse right here.” Megan kneaded the spot for a moment, then brought her hand away looking up at him.
“Oh. Ok.” Jordan thought for a moment. “Well, in that case, maybe I should stretch you out a bit before we start.”
“That’s what he said.”
Megan smiled up at him playfully. 
Jordan just looked at her blankly for a long moment. But, just as Megan was starting to kick herself mentally for the stupid joke, he seemed to finally get it. He smiled.
After a moment, Megan went for a flirting double play. “So, are we gonna do it right here with everyone watching?” she asked, raising her brows at him innocently.
This time Jordan laughed right away, apparently, starting to catch on to Megan’s bawdy sense of humor. He smiled and looked around. “No. Let’s go to the warmup room.”
“Ok,” Megan said as she followed behind the big, black man like an eager young pupil on her first day of school, the other free-weight guys looking on enviously.
Thirty seconds later, Megan and Jordan entered the warmup room with the stationary bikes and the wall to wall mirrors. The room wasn’t always in use, so, to save on the electricity bill, the lights only came on when someone passed through the door. There was no one using the room at that moment, so it was dark as Megan and Jordan entered. But the room flooded with light as the sensor saw them come in.
Jordan left Megan for a moment and went over to a little alcove at the far end of the room. Ten seconds later, he came back carrying a stiff, one-inch thick foam mat about the same length and width as a sleeping bag. He came back over to Megan and laid the spongy, black mat on the hard maple floor. 
“Ok. Now, just stand right here,” he said as he pointed at the center of the mat.
Megan stepped onto the mat, but then looked up at him, and asked, “Should I take off my shoes?”
“Oh. Uh, ya. I guess so,” he said. “Sorry. I’m still new at this.”
Megan smiled at his awkwardness. She liked that in a man.
Megan knelt down next to the mat and untied her trainers, then put them off to the side. She stepped back onto the mat in her ankle socks. 
Megan stood in the middle of the mat looking up at Jordan. “So how do you want me?” she asked with a playful smile. “On my back?”
Jordan chuckled, now seeming to be fully up to speed with Megan’s flirtatious sense of humor. “Uh, ya. Actually, that’s a good idea. We’ll stretch your hamstrings first.”
“Ok,” Megan said. She sat down in the middle of the mat, then went onto her back with her legs extended and together, her hands at her sides, like she was about to be examined at the doctor’s office.
Megan turned her head to look over at Jordan as he knelt down next to the mat. But, as Jordan knelt down, Megan noticed a swinging motion inside his thin shorts. She watched the subtle outline of his penis move from side to side. The motion was so slow and pendular that she got the impression that his penis was quite heavy. Megan quickly averted her eyes as Jordan settled down onto his knees next to her.
“Ok. Let’s start by stretching out those hamstrings,” he said, looking down at her. “You said you were on the leg curl machine when you pulled your back, right?”
“Uh huh,” Megan said, nodding, the memory of Jordan’s big, swinging dick still at the forefront of her mind.
“Ok. Go ‘head and bring your right knee up as far as you can,” Jordan said.
Megan nodded, then looked up at the ceiling as she brought her right knee up toward her right breast. “Like this,” she asked, looking over at him momentarily.
“Ya. That’s it,” Jordan said. “Can you get it any higher? See if you can get it closer to your chest.”
Megan reached down and wrapped her hands around her shin, interlacing her fingers. She pulled on her knee, trying to get it closer to her chest. She could feel the muscles stretching at the back of her thigh and at the right side of her lower back. But, she couldn’t get her knee much higher than before. “That’s about as high as I can get it,” she said grunting.
“Your hamstrings are pretty tight,” Jordan said, seeming more like a physical therapist now, than a fitness trainer. He put his hands above her knee, then asked, “Do you mind?” apparently asking for permission to touch her.
“Uh…” Megan hesitated a beat, then said, “…ok,” sounding a bit unsure, but agreeing nevertheless. Megan took her hands away and put them at her sides.
Jordan leaned over her somewhat, then cupped her knee in the palms of his large hands. “Just relax your leg,” he said, looking down at her.
“Ok,” Megan said, her expression somewhat apprehensive, as if he was about to try to bend her leg in some way it didn’t want to go.
Jordan applied gentle pressure, pushing her knee upward, toward her right breast. “You ok?” he asked after a moment.
“Uh huh,” Megan said, grimacing slightly as she looked straight up into an overhead florescent light. “I can feel it stretching, I think,” she said.
“Good,” Jordan said, smiling. “That’s what we want.”
Megan shifted her eyes over at him as she grimaced at the gentle pressure he was applying.
“Still ok?” he asked.
“Uh huh,” Megan said, shifting her eyes back up at the ceiling.
After pushing on her leg for a minute or so, Jordan said, “Ok. Now, I’m gonna stretch your adductor brevis.”
“My what?” Megan said, looking over at him.
“It’s the muscle that brings your legs together,” Jordan explained.
“Oh. Ok,” Megan said, but again sounding a bit hesitant.
Jordan wrapped his hands around Megan’s right knee, which was bent and pointing up at the ceiling. While Megan’s left leg remained flat on the mat, Jordan gently pulled her right knee outward, toward him.
“You ok?” he asked again, as he pulled gently.
“Uh huh,” Megan said, though she was feeling slightly uneasy that he was basically spreading her legs apart, the subtle bulge of her vulva now showing at the crotch of her yoga pants.
As Jordan maintained his outward pull on her right knee, Megan said, “Um…Is this really necessary? I thought we were gonna stretch my back.”
“Well, it’s all connected,” Jordan said as he continued to pull gently on her knew. Megan’s eyes opened wide as Jordan brought two fingers to her inner thigh. “You feel this muscle here,” he asked, as he traced along a taught muscle high up on her thigh.
“Uh…ya,” Megan said, glancing over at him with a rather uneasy expression. Never having used a personal trainer before, Megan wasn’t’ sure if it was standard practice for the trainer to touch the client in this way. But, she decided to give him the benefit of the doubt, at least for the moment.
“You feel how tight that is?” he asked as he outlined the muscle with two fingers and his thumb
“Uh…Ya. I think so,” Megan said, but not sounding too sure. What she was sure about was that his fingers were just a few short inches from her vagina.
“That’s the adductor brevis. Yours is really tight,” he continued.
“Ya. I can tell,” Megan grimaced. “It feels like you’re about to rip me in half.” Megan made two fists as she tried to endure the gentle, but firm, outward pull on her knee.
“Don’t worry,” Jordan said. “Your body will adjust. It just takes time.”
Megan nodded, continuing to grimace.
After another thirty seconds or so, Jordan gently eased her knee back into its starting position. Megan blew out a big breath of relief.
“Ok, now straighten,” he said.
Megan straightened her right leg back down to match her left.
Jordan smiled down at her and said, “How does your lower back feel? Any better?”
Megan rolled onto her left side somewhat, then brought her hand to her right, lower back. She probed with her fingers in the area that had been tight, saying after a moment, “Actually, I think it is a little better.” She looked over at him with surprise. “How come my back feels better. You didn’t even stretch my back.”
“Well, like I said. It’s all connected,” he said. “Sometimes it’s better to stretch the surrounding muscles first.”
“Oh,” Megan said, rather impressed that the man actually seemed to know his stuff.
“Ok. Let’s do the other side,” he said.
“How come?” she asked. “I didn’t pull that side.”
“You should never stretch just one side. Always work both sides when you stretch,” he said, as if instructing her.
“Oh. Ok.”
Jordan rose up as Megan remained on her back looking up at the ceiling. But, as Jordan stepped over the corner of the mat near her head, Megan was treated to a very quick glimpse up into his shorts. Megan was shocked to see Jordan’s huge, swinging penis as he stepped around her head. But, before she could get much of a look at it, it was gone and Jordan was coming around the other side of her. She turned her head slightly toward him and watched his big dick swinging inside his shorts again as he knelt down.
“You ready?” he asked.
“Huh?” Megan said, still thinking about what she’d just seen up his shorts. “Oh! Ya. Ready,” Megan said as she brought her left knee up.
Jordan performed all the same maneuvers on her left leg, first pushing it toward her left breast, and then pulling it outward. Thankfully, he skipped the part where he ran his fingers along her inner thigh. She had already decided to say something if he did that again.
After Jordan was done with her left leg, he said, “Ok. Let’s work on that latissimus dorsi.”
Megan looked at him blankly. “My what?”
“Your latissimus dorsi,” he repeated.
Megan smiled, looking up at him suspiciously. “You’re making these names up, aren’t you?”
Jordan laughed. “No. You can look ‘em up when you get home,” he said smiling.
“I would,” Megan said. “If I knew how to spell latismus?”
“La-tiss-i-mus,” Jordan corrected.
Megan shot him a skeptical look, then said, “So, how do you want me this time?”
For once, Megan hadn’t intended for that to sound the way it sounded. But she could tell by the look on Jordan’s face that he’d taken it that way.
“I mean…should I stay on my back?” she asked. But then she realized that that sounded just as bad. Even when she wasn’t trying, everything she said was coming out sounding suggestive. She gave up trying, and waited to be told what to do.
Jordan looked down at her, and said, “Ok. Go ‘head and get on your hands and knees.”
Megan just looked at him for a long moment. “You’re kidding right?”
Jordan laughed. “No. Seriously. We need to target your lower back more directly.”
Megan gave him a skeptical look, but then, after a rather long moment, finally turned onto her stomach, then got onto her hands and knees facing the big floor-to-ceiling mirror.
“Like this,” she asked looking over her left shoulder at him.
“Ya. That’s it,” Jordan said. “Now, spread you knees a little.”
Megan looked back at him, giving him a you’re-not-serious look.
He read her expression, and laughed. “Just so you’re more stable,” he said.
Megan maintained her incredulous look for a moment more, then slid her knees apart. They slid easily away from one another on the slick vinyl mat. When her knees were about eighteen inches apart, she said with a playful tone, “That’s as far as I go on a first date, fella.”
Jordan laughed again. “No. That’s perfect.”
“Ok. Now what?” Megan said looking back at him.
“Ok. Have you ever seen a cat waking up from a nap?” Jordan asked.
“What?” Megan said.
“Did you ever notice how a cat stretches just after it wakes up? You know, it kind of stretches its front legs way out in front.
“Oh. Ya,” Megan said. “I think I know what you’re talking about.”
“Well. I want you to do the same thing. Really stretch your arms out in front of you, like you’re reaching for the mirror.”
“Oh. Ok,” Megan said.
Jordan shuffled over on his knees to Megan’s shoulder, his big dick swinging even more markedly inside his shorts. As Megan looked over, watching as his penis slowly came to rest, Jordan said, “Go ‘head and bring your chest down onto the mat.”
Megan lowered herself so that her breasts were flattened against the mat, but her bottom was still in the air. She looked over at him.
“Ok. Now, stretch your arms forward toward the mirror.”
Megan looked forward at the mirror and reached her arms toward it, her long body forming a gently sloping arc that started low at her hands, then moved upward, ending at her tailbone, high in the air.
“Like this?” Megan grunted as she reached for the mirror six feet away.
“That’s perfect,” Jordan said. “Now, I’m just gonna go around behind you, and help push again.”
Megan didn’t say anything for a moment, but then said, “Uhhh, ok.” She let her chin rest on the mat and watched Jordan go around behind her and get on his knees.
He scooted up close behind her, then held his hands just above her hip bones. “Is it ok to touch,” he asked, meeting her eyes via her reflection in the mirror.
“Depends on what you’re planning to touch,” she said raising her brows at him in a kind of warning.
Jordan smiled. “Just right here,” he said, as he brought his hands down lightly onto her hips. “Just to help you push.”
“Ok,” she said, but giving him another look of warning.
Jordan seemed to get the message. He let his fingers come lightly onto her hip bones, then applied a bit of downward pressure. “You should feel a little stretch in your lower back,” he said, maintaining eye contact with her in the mirror.
“Ya. I feel it,” she said, looking back at him via their reflection.
“Can I go a little harder?” he asked. “You’re not in any pain, are you?”
“No. Not yet,” Megan said. “I guess I can take a little more.”
But, as Megan looked back at him in the mirror, it suddenly occurred to her how this looked. It looked like he was preparing to enter her from behind. Megan couldn’t help thinking about the video she and Chris had watched a few days ago – the pretty Christian girl taking the African from behind.
“You ok?” Jordan asked.
“Huh?” Megan said, snapping out of her thought. “Oh! Ya. I’m ok.” Megan met his eyes in the mirror. “You can go a little harder, if you want. I can take it, I think.”
Jordan nodded and began to apply a bit more force. But as he did, all the overhead lights suddenly snapped off at once, the timer having run out. Megan and Jordan suddenly found themselves in a semi-dark room, lit only by the large plate glass windows which separated the room from the main gym.
In the mirror, Jordan could see Megan’s slightly worried expression. “Don’t worry,” he said. “The lights will come back on when someone comes in.”
Megan nodding into the mirror, but her worried expression didn’t change much.
Jordan resumed the gentle downward pressure on her hips.
But, as Jordan applied that pressure, Megan felt another pressure. Megan felt something very lightly pressing into the cleft of her ass. After a microsecond of uncertainty, Megan’s eyes went wide as she realized what it was. Megan went absolutely still as Jordan eased his cock against her bottom. His thick member was running all the way down, just a hair’s breadth from touching the bulge of her vagina. For a moment, neither one of them moved. But then, Megan felt the big cock stiffen slightly and touch her pubic mound.
The touch sent an electric ripple of panic through Megan’s body. She shot forward and scrambled away from him on her hands and knees. When she was a little bit away, Megan turned, and said in a wavering voice, “I’m sorry…I just remembered…There’s something…” But Megan didn’t complete any of her thoughts. She was so startled and shocked at what had just happened that she couldn’t think straight.
Megan scurried quickly over to her Reebok’s and started pulling them on with trembling hands, not bothering to lace them up as she sprang to her feet and said, “I’m sorry…I forgot…I have to.....um…I’ll…Uh…” But she couldn’t seem to form a complete sentence. Her mind was going a million miles an hour in every direction. She could barely see straight, let alone think straight.
Megan was already three paces away, her shoe laces trailing behind her as she looked back at Jordan, and said, ”Um….Can we do this…uhhhh….later maybe?” her voice tremulous and wavering. “I’m sorry. I really have to go.”
But Megan didn’t wait for a reply. She was already pushing through the glass door of the warmup room as the automatic lights kicked back on. She burst out into the hustle-bustle noise of the main gym as Jordan rose up from the mat with a confused look on his face.
But Megan never looked back. She rushed to the locker room, her whole body vibrating from what had just happened. Megan’s hands were shaking so badly that she had to dial her combination three times before she finally got her locker open. She didn’t even bother to change. She just grabbed her clothes and purse and held everything to her chest as she strode quickly out of the gym without looking over toward the warmup room.
When Megan got in her car, she threw all her stuff into the passenger side of the car, some of it landing on the seat, and some of it going down into the foot well. She just sat there for a moment, almost hyperventilating. What the fuck, Megan, she screamed mentally. What the fuck did you just do!!!
Megan started her car in a mild state of panic. It vroomed to life, and she squealed out of the parking lot, her mind racing as fast as the BMW’s engine. Megan was driving like she’d just robbed a bank. She didn’t care where she was going. She just wanted to get away, get away from the scene of her crime.
After a few minutes, Megan looked around, not even sure where she was. She didn’t recognize the neighborhood. She took a couple deep breaths trying to calm herself, then eased off the accelerator. She looked around trying to figure out where she was. She finally recognized the area and did a U-turn pointing the car toward home. But a few minutes later, as Megan came up to an expressway underpass, she suddenly made a quick right and accelerated up the onramp. She merged into the light freeway traffic, then put her foot down, heading for downtown.
When Megan got to Chris’ building, she pulled up to the automated parking gate and took the ticket it spit out at her. The gate went up and Megan pulled in, driving down the steep ramp to the parking lot under the building. She went down a couple levels, then parked in a secluded spot way in the corner of the sparsely occupied P2 level. She picked up her cell phone and pressed the contact for Chris’ office.
“Hey, Sam,” Megan said when Chris’ secretary, Samantha, answered. “Is Chris around?” Megan listened for a brief moment, then said, “Ok. Thanks.” Megan waited.
After a minute or so, Megan smiled into her phone, and said, “Hey! I’m downstairs. Do you have a minute?” Megan listened, then said, “I can’t. I’m not dressed.” Megan laughed at what must have been Chris’ reaction to that statement. Then she said smiling, “No. Of course not. I’m in my workout clothes. Can you come down for a few minutes? I’m on P2, in the corner.” Megan listened. “Ok. See ya.” Megan ended the call and put her phone in the center console.
Three minutes later, Megan smiled as Chris exited the elevator and looked around trying to find her car. Megan got out and waved from a hundred yards away. Chris smiled when he saw her, then started her way. Megan waited by the car, smiling at Chris’ lanky, loose-limbed walk, and his crooked, schoolboy smile.
When he got over to her car, Megan took a couple steps over and went up on tip toes, wrapping her arms around him in a warm embrace as she rested her cheek against his chest. After a long moment, Megan pulled back, beaming up at him. “Hi,” she said, with a big, happy grin.
“Hi, yourself,” Chris said, smiling down at her. He looked at her for a moment, then said, “What’s the special occasion?”
“No special occasion,” Megan said. “I just missed you.” She gave him a kiss, then pulled back again, smiling.
“That’s nice,” Chris said. He looked down, and said, “Why are your shoes untied?”
Megan looked down. She’d been so frazzled, she’d completely forgot about the laces. She looked up at him. “I guess I forgot.”
“Forgot?” He looked at her. “You’re a little young for dementia, aren’t you?”
“Apparently not,” Megan said, smiling at him.
Chris looked down at her loose laces, and said, “Allow me, fair maiden,” as he knelt down on one knee and reached for her right lace.
Megan looked down and smiled as he tied her shoes. When he rose wiping at the knee of his pants, Megan said, “Why thank you, kind sir.”
Megan took Chris’ hand. “Come on,” she said. ”Let’s sit in the car for a minute.” Megan pulled him over to her maroon two-door.
Chris let himself be pulled over, but was a little surprised when Megan opened the door and folded the driver’s seat forward, then started to climb into the back. When she was in, she looked out from the somewhat cramped backseat, and said, “Come on. Get in.”
Chris folded his five-foot-ten-inch frame into the back and sat next to her.
“Shut the door, ok?” Megan said.
Chris reached past the front seat and pulled the door closed, then turned to Megan. But, before he could say anything, she pressed tight against him and gave him a long, slow kiss that took his breath away. When Megan eased away, her eyes were still closed, as if still savoring the kiss. Chris, on the other hand, had a slightly shell-shocked expression. But, before he could fully recover, she did it again, then again, then again. When Megan was finally done with him, Chris looked dazed.
When he was finally able to speak, he said, “Wow…What was that for?”
“No reason,” Megan said softly, looking him squarely in the eyes. “I just love you.”
But, as she looked at him, Megan’s expression turned a bit sad. She broke off eye contact and looked down at her lap for a moment. Then she looked up at him, and said, “Do you love me, Chris?” her voice sounding genuinely unsure as to whether he did or not.
Chris let out a surprised little laugh, as if he couldn’t believe the question. “Of course, I do,” he said. “What kind of question is that?”
Megan looked down again, then back up at him. “I just wanted to make sure,” she said, her voice a bit sad. Megan sounded like a lost little girl. She was quiet for a moment.
Chris watched her, waiting. Finally, he said, “Are you ok?”
Megan looked up at him. “Chris, am I a good wife?”
Chris recoiled slightly, surprised by her question. “Of course you are, sweetheart,” Chris said, softly, sensing her fragile state. “Honey, what’s wrong?” Chris looked at her with a concerned expression.
She looked up at him, her eyes still a little sad. “Nothing,” she finally said, trying to smile. “I just really needed to see you.” 
Megan searched his eyes for a moment. Then she looked up at his curly, red hair.  It was combed neatly to one side with a small wave at the front. Megan’s mood seemed to suddenly change. She smiled, and said, “Actually, I was thinking of going to the track.”
“Oh ya?” Chris smiled. Megan had absolutely no interest in gambling, what so ever. “You get a hot tip on a horse?” he asked.
“Uh huh,” Megan nodded, grinning at him. “A really hot tip.”
“Is that so?” Chris said smiling, happy that her mood seemed to have shifted.
“I thought I’d better stop by and rub your curly, red hair for luck before I bet our life savings,” Megan said smiling. She brought her hand up and weaved her fingers into Chris’ neatly combed hair. She moved her hand all around, destroying his thick hair in the process. She looked up at his disheveled locks, and said with a smile, “My handsome, little leprechaun.”
Megan suddenly came forward and kissed him. When she pulled back, she eyed him for a moment, then said in a low, intimate voice, “Speaking of curly, red hair.” Megan forced her hand beneath Chris’ waistband and into his underwear until she found his coarse pubic hair. “I think I’m supposed to rub this, too,” she whispered huskily as she found his inflating penis. Megan slid her hand up and down Chris’ penis. “I need all the luck I can get,” she whispered. Megan kissed him again as she worked his penis inside his pants.
“Megan,” Chris said as he looked around the garage.
“What?” Megan whispered, her mouth hardly coming off  of his. “I caught you. You’re mine.” Megan kissed him again, her tongue warm and probing and hungry. Megan pulled away and gave him one of her best cover-girl looks. “Come on, Mr. Leprechaun," she breathed. "Gimme your pot of gold.” Megan began jacking Chris off inside his pants, his cock now fully hard.
“Sorry, Meg,” Chris breathed. “All the gold’s up on the nineteenth floor behind twelve inches of steel.”
Megan brought her lips to his ear, and breathed, “Twelve inches, huh?” She gave his erection a little squeeze. “It doesn’t feel like twelve inches.” She smiled, then bit his earlobe lightly. “Don’t you think you might be exaggerating just a teensy bit,” she whispered.
Megan took her hand out of Chris’ pants and began pulling at his belt buckle.
Chris looked around the parking garage again. “Megan. What if somebody walks by.”
“I don’t care,” Megan said as she quickly got his belt undone. “Let ‘em watch.”
Megan tore Chris’ pants open and started shoving them down. When she got them down below his erection, she started pushing her leggings and underwear down. When they were at her ankles, she spread her knees apart.
“Come on, baby,” she whispered hungrily. “Gimme that big twelve-incher.” Megan looked down at his stiff penis and watched him put it in. “Oh ya,” she breathed as it went into her.
Chris began to plunge in and out of Megan as she pulled him down onto her. Megan lay across the back seat with her legs spread wide and jutting out from either side of Chris’ thrusting hips. 
As Chris fucked her with fast, short thrusts, he breathed, “You’re really wet.”
“Uh huh,” Megan breathed as she looked up over his shoulder.
The leather seat began to creak, and the car began to rock slightly as Chris fucked her like a jack rabbit.
“That’s it, baby,” she whined. “Give it to me, Chris!”
The sound of slapping skin rose up around them as Megan whined and sighed, holding Chris at his shoulder blades. Megan looked up at the headliner of her car. ‘Harder, baby! “Fuck me hard!!!”
Chris brought his hand to Megan’s sports bra and began groping her through it as he fucked her.
“Pull it down,” she breathed.
Chris pulled the right side of Megan’s top off her shoulder and down below her breast. He groped her full, soft breast as he fucked her hard.
“That’s it, Chris,” she gasped. “Fuck me good!!!” she breathed as the car began to rock.
Chris took his hand away from Megan’s breast so he could support himself above her. He came off of her and watched her beautiful white breast as it bounced and jumped with his thrusts.
“Oh God, Chris,” Megan whined, her brows going high, her eyes looking up desperately. “Don’t stop, baby! Don’t stop!!!”
Chris tried his best not to cum, but he was getting dangerously close as he stared at Megan’s shifting breast.
“Don’t cum yet, Chris. I’m almost there,” she begged, her voice high now. “Hold on, sweetie.”
Chris nodded, gritting his teeth, trying his best not to cum before she did.
“That’s it, baby. Almost……..there,” Megan whined.
Chris was right on the very edge of losing control, but he kept pumping, his brows furrowed as he tried to concentrate.
“Oh God!!!” Megan cried. “Oh FUCK!!!!!!!!”
Megan suddenly stiffened and dug her fingers into Chris’ back. She pulled him down onto her as she began to shutter and shake, clamping her eyes tight. A few seconds later, Chris finally lost control, holding Megan tight as he came inside her spasming vagina.
Ten seconds later, they were both breathing in and out, Chris collapsed on top of her as Megan lay panting beneath him. Megan held Chris weakly as she recovered. “Oh God,” she breathed, her chest rising and falling as she took deep breaths. “That was amazing,” she said between breaths.
A long couple minutes later, Megan was putting her breast back into her sports top. She reached down for her tights as Chris sat next to her zipping up his slacks.
When they were both dressed, Chris said, “Boy. What got into you today?”
Megan pushed her bangs away, and said, “What? A wife needs a reason to screw her husband’s brains out?”
They exchanged a smile.
Chris looked at his watch. “I’m sorry, Meg. I’d like to stay a minute, but I really have to get back up there.”
Megan straightened his tie. “That’s fine...I’m done with you.” She gave him a playful smile as Chris gave her a little smirk. Megan gave him a peck on the lips, and said, ”You’re dismissed.”
Chris let out a little chuckle and reached up past the driver’s seat to open the door. He folded the seat forward and squeezed himself through the gap and stood. He put a hand into the back and pulled Megan out.
“Thanks,” Megan said, as she came out of the car. Megan arranged her yoga pants, and checked her top.
Chris looked at his watch. “Ok. I’m sorry, honey. But I really do have to go.” He gave her a quick peck and started to turn for the elevator. But Megan grabbed his hand. He turned back looking at her. She looked up at his disheveled mop of hair, and said, “You’re all mussed. Wait a second.”
Megan turned and bent over the driver’s seat as she reached for her purse on the passenger seat. Chris couldn’t help admiring Megan’s shapely bottom in her workout tights. He looked around the garage, then ran his hand up her inner thigh, giving her vagina a light tease.
“Hey!” Megan said, looking back at him with a smile.
“Sorry,” Chris said. “I couldn’t resist.”
Megan smiled back at him and gave her bottom a little waggle. “You sure you have to go back to work,” she said, raising her eyebrows.
“Afraid so,” Chris said.
“Your loss,” Megan said as she backed out of the car with her purse.
Megan dug around in her purse and brought out a plastic brush with loosely spaced plastic bristles. “Scooch down,” she said.
Chris bent at the knees slightly to bring his head down to Megan. She smoothed his wild hair, parting it carefully where it had been parted before. When she was done, she studied her work for a moment, then smiled, and said, “That’s better. Now you can go. Play nice with the other bankers.”
Chris laughed, and said, “Ok. See ya tonight.” He turned to go again.
When he was a few steps away, Megan called, “Don’t eat too much at lunch. I’m gonna try to make a chicken casserole! I want you hungry!”
“Ok!” Chris said, smiling back at her. He accelerated toward the elevator as he glanced down at his watch.
“Have a nice day, sweetheart!” Megan called. “Thanks for quickie!!!”
Chris shot her a look, and Megan started laughing.
When the elevator doors closed with Chris inside, Megan smiled to herself, then got back in her car and headed for home.




Megan’s Confession
 
That Thursday, Megan canceled her workout with Ellen, claiming to be too busy. Though she felt that the incident with Jordan had been just as much her fault as his, she was still a bit freaked out by what had happened. Her playful innuendos and careless flirtations had backfired in a big way, and she wasn’t looking forward to bumping into Jordan at the gym.
But, the following Tuesday, Megan decided to bite the bullet and keep her standing workout date with Ellen. Unless she wanted to find a new gym, Megan was going to have to face Jordan at some point. She might as well get it over with. So, Megan met Ellen at the gym, as usual.
As Megan and Ellen worked through their normal routine, Megan shot occasional looks over at Jordan in the Forbidden Zone. She caught him looking over at her every now and then, too, but he seemed to keeping his distance. She was grateful for that. Perhaps he regretted the incident as much as she did. Or maybe he realized by her reaction to his “overture” that she wasn’t interested in a fling with a young, black man. Whatever the reason, she was grateful that he had the sensitivity to stay away.
But, as Ellen walked over to the drinking fountain to refill her water bottle, Megan saw Jordan walking over to her. Shit, she thought. Here we go.
But when Jordan got over to her, obviously timing his visit so they could speak privately, he said, “Megan, I just wanted to apologize for the other day. I was totally out of line. I’m really sorry.”
Megan was rather taken aback by the unexpected and clearly sincere apology. Jordan seemed genuinely remorseful about the incident. Megan was caught somewhat off guard. It took her a moment to respond. 
Finally, she said, “Uhhh…” as if not quite knowing how to respond. Finally, she said, “I’m sorry, too...I was kidding around, and I obviously gave you the wrong idea. It was just as much my fault as yours.” Megan reached out as if to give him a friendly touch on the arm, but then thought better of it, letting her fingers come up short, hovering just off to the side of his huge bicep. “I should have warned you,” she smiled. “I can be a bit of a flirt.”
“No hard feelings?” Jordan asked, putting out his hand.
“Of course not,” Megan smiled, as they briefly shook hands. After releasing him, Megan said, “Oh! I still owe you for the lesson.”
“Oh. No,” Jordan said, stepping back and putting both hands out. “Let’s just call it even. Ok?”
Megan saw that he wasn’t going to budge on the matter. “Ok. Thanks,” she smiled.
They both noticed Ellen heading back their way.
“Well, I’ll let you get back to your workout,” Jordan said.
“Ok. See ya,” Megan said, feeling a great sense of relief that this was all behind them.
As Ellen came up next to Megan, Jordan was already twenty feet away and heading back into the FZ.
“Was mister big dick hitting on you again?” Ellen asked, watching his timely retreat.
Megan turned quickly to Ellen and gave her a sharp look.
“What?” Ellen said, surprised at Megan’s hard look.
“He’s not just a big dick!” Megan said quietly. “He’s a really nice guy.”
“Sorry,” Ellen said. “I was just kidding around.”
After a moment, Megan’s expression softened. She reached out and touched Ellen on the forearm. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to snap at you.”
“Are you ok?” Ellen asked.
Megan took a big, somewhat exasperated breath. “To be perfectly honest, Ellen, I’m not.” Megan looked around the gym seeming out of sorts and frustrated. “Ellen, I don’t really feel like working out today,” Megan finally said. She looked around the gym with a hopeless expression, as if she was at her wits end. Finally, she looked back at Ellen, and said, “You wanna go get some lunch? I gotta get outta here.”
“Uhhh…Sure,” Ellen said, looking at Megan with concerned eyes.
Megan took another big breath, then said, “Come on. Let’s go get drunk.”
Ellen gave Megan another concerned look, but Megan ignored it as she weaved her arm into Ellen’s and started pulling her toward the locker room.
✽✽✽
 
About half an hour later, the women crunched across the gravel parking lot of a small, cliffside restaurant they sometimes went to after working out. They pulled in next to each other and got out of their cars. The little restaurant had been converted from a 1930’s bungalow that overlooked the ocean. It was so out of the way and unknown that Megan was always afraid she’d show up one day and they’d be out of business. She didn’t know the owner, but she always imagined it was some famous chef from Paris or New York, who, like a monk moving into the mountains, had left it all behind to concentrate on the thing he loved most – cooking.
Megan asked the greeter for a table outside where they could enjoy the fresh breeze and listen to the breakers crashing on the rocks twenty feet below. The friendly, young woman with dark hair and chocolate colored eyes led them out to the patio. Though the outside tables were old and worn, the bright, white table clothes and spotless cutlery told the patrons that all the important details of their dining experience had been carefully considered.
Though the main restaurant was half full, the rather blustery patio area was nearly empty, with just a few tables occupied. Megan pointed over to a table far away from the other diners, and overlooking the rocky cliff just outside the glass wind break. “Could we sit over there?” Megan asked.
“Of course.” The girl led Megan and Ellen over to their table. A business man looked up from his soup as Megan passed, his brows going up slightly as she glided by.
Once seated, the young woman said, “Your waitress will be right with you. Have a nice lunch, ladies.”
Megan and Ellen thanked the woman. She turned and returned to the bungalow.
Megan and Ellen hardly had time to settle in when another woman came up and greeted them with a friendly smile. “Would you ladies like to hear our specials?” she asked as she handed each woman a small, hand-written menu. The restaurant changed entrée’s daily depending on the availability of the various ingredients. Ellen and Megan took the menus.
Megan didn’t look at the menu. Instead, she looked up at the waitress, and asked, “I don’t suppose you have the pesto salmon today?”
“Actually, we do,” the waitress said smiling.
“Oh, great,” Megan smiled. “I’ll have that, please.” Megan handed the menu back.
The woman nodded, then turned to Ellen without writing down Megan’s order. The number of entrees was so small that Megan rarely saw the wait staff write anything down. They seemed to be able to remember all but the most extensive or complicated requests.
Ellen looked up from her menu, and said, “I’ll just have the creamy shrimp pasta,” as she handed the menu back to the waitress.
“Alrighty,” the young woman said as she took Ellen’s menu back. “Anything to drink, ladies?”
“Just an ice tea for me,” Ellen said.
The waitress turned to Megan.
“I’ll have a white wine,” Megan said. Megan looked over at Ellen, and said, “Have a glass of wine with me.”
Ellen could see that Megan was not so much asking as imploring, as if very much needing a drinking buddy. Ellen hesitated, thinking about her afternoon schedule at the hospital. After a short moment, she looked up at the waitress, and said, “Uh…I guess I’ll have a white wine, too.”
“Would you like to see the wine list?” the waitress asked.
“No. That’s ok,” Megan said. “Whatever you recommend.”
“Of course.” The waitress gave them a little nod, then turned and started for the patio door of the restaurant.
As the waitress was walking away, Ellen looked over at Megan with surprise. “You never drink at lunch,” she said, looking at her.
Megan looked back at her friend, feeling antsy and out of sorts. She blew out a big breath, then said, “I need it today.”
“What’s wrong?” Ellen asked with a concerned expression.
Megan took another big breath. She looked over at Ellen for a long moment, then said, “I did something awful the other day.”
“What!?”
Megan took another breath and started to say something. But, just then, the waitress came over with two ice waters in sparkling clean glasses, and two white wines. She took them carefully off a round, cork-covered platter and set them on the table, saying, “Here you are, ladies.”
Ellen looked up, and said, “Thank you,” as Megan seemed to be lost in thought at that moment.
When the waitress was gone, Ellen immediately turned to Megan, and asked, “Megan, what happened?”
Megan took a big drink of wine, then placed the glass back down. She glanced behind them, though there was clearly no one within earshot. Megan said in a low voice, “You know last week, when you couldn’t make it to the gym?”
“Ya.”
“Well, I took a training class with that guy.”
“The black guy?”
“Uh huh.” Megan looked around the patio distractedly for a moment, then looked back at Ellen. ”I don’t know why,” Megan said. “I guess I felt kind of sorry for him. He looked really down. He still hasn’t got any clients. I figured I’d, you know, help him out a little. Maybe boost his morale.” Megan took another fairly large drink of wine.
Ellen just looked at her for a moment. “So. What’s so bad about that?”
“Nothing,” Megan said. “But that’s not the bad part.”
“What’s the bad part?”
“Well, we went into the warm-up room to do some stretches.” Megan picked up her wine again.
“Megan, will you slow down with that,” Ellen scowled. “Put that down and tell me what happened.”
Megan put her wine glass back down. “So anyway," Megan continued. "He was showing me how to stretch my back. I pulled it a little on one of the machines.”
“Ya,” Ellen said, following along.
“He had me get on my knees and told me to stretch my arms out in front of me.”
Ellen nodded looking at her.
“Well. He was behind me and sort of pushing down on my hips, and…” Megan stopped.
Ellen waited. “And what?” Ellen finally asked.
Megan reached for her wine, but Ellen reached over and slapped her hand. “Stop with the wine! What happened!?” Ellen held Megan’s eyes.
Megan put the wine back down and looked at Ellen. “Um……Well…He kind of…” Megan hesitated. “…pressed his penis into my bottom.”
Ellen’s eyes went instantly wide with surprise and shock. “What!!!? He took his penis out!?”
“No!” Megan gave her a look. “He didn’t take it out. But I could feel it through his shorts. He was pressing it against my butt.”
Ellen seemed to be temporarily speechless, her eyes bugging out in disbelief. Finally, she said, “I’m gonna kill that guy!”
“Ellen. It wasn’t his fault. Not completely.”
“The hell it wasn’t!” Ellen said.
“Ellen, really,” Megan said. “I mean, of course, he shouldn’t have done it. But, it wasn’t all his fault.”
Megan reached for her wine, but this time Ellen was too angry to care, and didn’t try to stop her. After Megan swallowed and set the glass back down, she said, “I was kidding around, and…” Megan hesitated, giving Ellen a guilty look. “…kind of flirting a little.” Megan paused, then said, “I didn’t mean anything by it. But, I guess he got the wrong idea.”
“Well, even if you were flirting,” Ellen said. “That doesn’t give him the right to press his dick against your ass. I’m gonna report him to Mr. Jenkins.”
“No. Don’t do that, Ellen. Please.”
Ellen just looked at her, obviously furious, but holding her tongue.
“But, that’s not the worst part,” Megan said looking very quilty.
“You’re kidding!" Ellen exclaimed. "What’d he do? Pull your pants down and stick it in?”
“Ellen." Megan gave her a look. "Of course not.” Megan hesitated, then said, “It wasn’t what he did. It was what I did.”
“What did you do?”
Megan gave Ellen a distraught look, then buried her face in her hands, saying, “Oh God. You’re gonna think I’m such slut,” Megan said through her fingers.
“What?” Ellen said, looking very worried. Then, after a long moment, Ellen’s eyes went wide. “Oh God. You didn’t…?”
Megan dropped her hands and looked over at Ellen for a moment, not understanding. Then she realized what Ellen was thinking, and said, “Oh! No! Of course not. I could never cheat on Chris.”
“Oh, thank God,” Ellen said, bringing her palm up to her chest, as if she’d almost had a heart attack. “So, what’d you do that was so awful?”
Megan just looked at Ellen for a long moment, as if trying to work up the courage to continue. Finally, Megan said, “Well, after I realized what he doing…” Megan hesitated again. “…I didn’t….you know…move.”
“What’a ya mean, you didn’t move?”
“I mean, I knew what he was pressing against me, but I didn’t move. I just stayed there, you know, letting him do it for a couple seconds.”
“Oh,” Ellen said, finally understanding why Megan was so upset with herself.
“I mean, after a few seconds I moved away,” Megan said. “But there was a moment there when we both knew what was happening, and we both didn’t move. Do you understand what I’m telling you?”
Ellen nodded, thinking. “So, that’s what you think was so bad? That you let him do it for a couple seconds?”
“Ya,” Megan said quietly. “I’m a married woman, for God sake. And I let some random black guy press his dick against my ass. I’m a slut. Plain and simple.”
Ellen let out a laugh as Megan reached for her glass of wine and gulped down a big swallow. “You’re not a slut,” Ellen smiled.
“No! That’s exactly what I am. I felt a big dick against my ass, and I forgot all about Chris. I just stayed there like some horny college coed, letting him press his big penis against my ass. That’s the very definition of a slut.” Megan downed the last of her wine, then set the glass down looking for the waitress.
Ellen laughed out loud. “Megan.” She smiled. “You were just surprised. It took you a second to react. That’s all.”
“Really?” Megan said, hoping desperately that Ellen was right.
“Of course,” Ellen smiled. “At the very worst, you’re a tease.”
“Really?” Megan asked again, seeming near tears with relief. “Is a tease better than a slut?” she asked hopefully.
“Much better,” Ellen smiled. Ellen reached over and took Megan’s hand. ”Megan, you just got a little carried away. That’s all. It happens. You were flirting a little, and it got outta hand. End of story. It’s not like you took him into the locker room and sucked his dick.”
Megan nodded, thinking. But as she thought about that, she suddenly remembered her dream from a few days ago. Megan went still as she saw herself on her knees in the shower sucking Jordan’s cock.
Ellen saw the look on Megan’s face, and asked, “What’s wrong?”
“Nothing,” Megan lied, pushing the image out of her head.
Just then, Megan started slightly as the waitress suddenly appeared. “Ok. Here we go, ladies. Creamy shrimp pasta…” The young waitress set the dish in front of Ellen. “...and pesto salmon.” She placed Megan’s dish down in front of her. “Is there anything else I can get for you two,” she asked with a friendly smile.
Megan said, “Yes. I’d like another glass of wine, please,” handing her empty glass up to the waitress.
But, before the waitress could respond, Ellen met her eyes and shook her head discreetly.
The waitress gave Ellen a small, private nod, then stepped away from the table with Megan’s glass.
Ellen looked over at Megan, and said, “No more wine…Eat something.”
Megan was about to protest, but then didn’t. She picked up her napkin and laid it in her lap, then picked up her fork. But, as she was about to take some salmon, she looked over at Ellen, and said, “I feel so guilty, Ellen. I feel like I cheated on Chris.”
Ellen smiled, as if Megan was blowing the incident way out of proportion. “Megan, stop. You didn’t cheat on anyone. Listen, you teased the bull a little too much, and got the horn. That’s all. It’s not the end of the world. Now, eat your food and forget about it.”
Megan looked down at her food, her head spinning a little. She hardly ever drank during the day, especially on an empty stomach. She flaked off a bit of fish. As she brought it to her lips, she mumbled under her breath, “Horn is right,” arching her brows high as she took a bite.
“What?” Ellen said, looking up from her plate.
Megan swallowed and looked over at Ellen. “I said horn is right. That guy was huge.”
Ellen laughed. “Ya. I remember. He’s not short in the horn department, is he?”
“He sure isn’t,” Megan said, her brows going high again.
Ellen laughed again. Megan looked over at her, and, despite her feelings of guilt, couldn’t help smiling.
The two women went back to their food, eating quietly. But, after a while, Ellen looked up and said, “So, what’d you do after it happened?”
“What’a ya think?” Megan said. “I ran outta there like a teenage girl who’s just gotten felt up for the first time at the matinee.”
Ellen nodded, smiling.
“I ended up driving to Chris’ building.”
Ellen looked up quickly, and said, “You didn’t tell Chris, did you?” Ellen looked at Megan with panicked eyes.
“I wanted to. But, I just couldn’t.”
Ellen took a big breath, as if greatly relieved. “Good! Don’t!”
Megan looked over at her with a question in her eyes.
“I’m serious, Megan. Don’t ever tell Chris what happened. You don’t want him going down there and confronting the guy. He could really get hurt.”
Megan thought about that for a moment. Then she nodded. “Ya. Maybe you’re right. That guy is pretty big.”
“I know I’m right. That guy could kill Chris. Promise me you won’t tell him.”
Megan thought for another moment, then said, “Ok. I promise.”
Ellen went back to her food, seeming relieved. After a few bites, she asked, “So, if you didn’t tell Chris, what’d you do when you got down there?”
“Uhhh…” Megan hesitated. “Ellen, can I tell you something?”
“Mm hmm.”
Megan leaned in a bit, and said in a low tone, “At first, I just wanted to see him. But when I got down there I was suddenly so horny. I’m not kidding, Ell. I practically raped Chris in the back seat of my car.”
Ellen smiled
“Really, Ellen. The poor guy didn’t know what hit him.”
Ellen started laughing, and after a moment, Megan joined her.
When they were done laughing, Ellen said, “Well, I guess, all’s well that ends well.”
“Ya. I guess,” Megan said.
The two women went back to their food. They ate and chatted about nothing in particular until their plates were almost empty. They both sat back in their chairs and groaned, each of them having eaten much more than normal.
Ellen put a hand on her stomach, and said, “Oh God. I’m stuffed.”
“Me too,” Megan groaned.
The two of them sat there looking out at the ocean, quietly digesting their food.
After a while, Megan turned to Ellen, and said, “Hey, Ell?”
“Hmm?” Ellen said, turning away from the view, and looking over at Megan.
“Have you ever had a big guy?”
Ellen seemed not to understand for a moment, but quickly realized what Megan was asking. “Oh,” she said. “Uh, no. Not really.”
Megan nodded. “Ya. Me either.” Megan thought for a moment. “Do you think it’s really better?”
Ellen gave the question some thought, then said, “I don’t know. I guess it comes down to what you like. I imagine a lot of women think bigger is better. I’ve had quite a few patients tell me they prefer a big penis.”
Megan nodded. She thought for a moment, then asked, “Do you think all black men are well-endowed? Or is that just an urban myth?”
Ellen shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t get a lot of black guys coming into my office for a pelvic exam,” she smiled.
Megan smiled. “Ya. Right.” Megan thought for a moment. “I just thought there might be some sort of research. Didn’t those guys, Masters and somebody, study all that stuff?”
“Masters and Johnson?”
“Ya,” Megan said. “Didn’t they do some big study about all this stuff?”
“Ya. But, I don’t think they got around to collecting data about the length of black guy’s dicks,” Ellen said smiling.
“Too bad,” Megan said. “That’s one study I wouldn’t mind reading.”
“Ya. Me too,” Ellen smiled. She took a sip of ice water. As she put it down, she said, “But, who knows, maybe there’s some scientist out there right now measuring black guy’s dicks and putting it all in a spreadsheet.”
Megan smiled. “Ya. Maybe.”
The two women were quiet for a while, their lunches making them a bit lethargic and untalkative.
After a little while, Ellen looked down at her watch, and said, “Oh God! I gotta get back to the hospital. Let’s get the check?”
Megan patted Ellen’s hand, and said, “You go ‘head and get going. I’ll wait for the check. It’s my treat.”
“You sure?” Ellen asked.
“Absolutely. Get outta here. I think I’d like to sit here and look out at the ocean for a while.” Megan felt much more relaxed now that she’d gotten all this off her chest.
“Ok. Thanks.” Ellen pushed her chair back and started to stand.
But before she could, Megan reached over and took her hand. “Thanks, Ell.” Megan smiled up at her warmly.
“What for?”
“You know,” Megan said, smiling.
“Oh. Stop,” Ellen said, straightening up as Megan released her. “See ya next Tuesday?”
“Absolutely,” Megan said. “Now, go! Save some lives.”




Sex Toy Shopping
 
On the way home from lunch, Megan smiled. She felt so much better after unburdening herself to Ellen. Ellen could be a bit cynical at times, but she was also a fiercely loyal friend. Megan had grown up on a dairy farm surrounded by men, three brothers and a father who woke up at four every morning. As a girl, she had loved the security of being surrounded by four strong men. But even so, she had always wanted a sister, someone to confide in late at night while the men were asleep. Ellen was like the older sister Megan never had.
As Megan drove home, she was feeling warm and relaxed, the effects of the wine lingering somewhat. As she went through the intersection of First avenue and Adams, she noticed a little adult book store up ahead. She had driven by it a million times, but had never really given it much thought. She had never even been inside one of those places. She had bought her vibrator online. Megan looked at the shop as she got closer. It was just a plain stucco building with a black and white sign that read, “Adult Books.” Megan was about to drive by, but then, at the very last second, she made a hard right into the lot.
Megan saw that there was a rear parking lot, as well. She drove back and pulled into a spot. She turned off the ignition, but didn’t get out of the car. She just sat in the car looking over at the rear entrance to the store. She wasn’t even sure why she had pulled in. She sat there for a few minutes, just looking over at the rear door, not sure what she would even want in a store like this. 
Finally, after three or four minutes, she reached for the key, which was still in the ignition. She was about to start the car and leave when she suddenly remembered the other night, when she and Chris had watched the video of the “African” men and the missionary’s wife. Megan thought about all those, huge, black penises. Then, after another moment, she pulled her key out of the ignition and opened the door.
When Megan entered the sex shop she was surprised at what she found. It wasn’t what she had expected at all. The store was bright and open, with lots of inventory on the shelves, and a fairly normal looking man browsing the magazine rack. When the man looked up and saw Megan enter, he took a double take.
Megan saw a young woman sitting behind a high, glass display case. She was reading a book near the cash register. Megan began walking toward her. Megan could feel the man at the magazine rack watching her, but she kept her eyes forward. When Megan got over to the display case, the sales girl looked up from a thick, hardcover book. Megan read the cover. The book was called, ‘Introduction to Intercultural Concepts and Taboos’.
The girl laid the book onto the glass counter, spine up. “Hi. Can I help you?” she asked in a friendly, enthusiastic tone of voice. 
The sales girl seemed to be in her early twenties with a clear, make-up free complexion, and glossy, auburn hair pulled into a neat ponytail. Her intelligent blue eyes looked out at Megan through Woody Allen style glasses that were slightly too big for her small, pretty face. Her plastic name tag read ‘Sidney’.
Megan gave the girl a tentative smile, and said in a low voice, “I hope so.” Megan hesitated a beat, glancing behind her. She looked back up at the girl, and said, “Um, I was wondering if you have something for…um…self-stimulation? You know, for women.”
“Oh. Sure,” Sidney said, as if this was a common request. She lowered her voice to match Megan’s. “Well, we have lots of different vibrators right over there,” the girl said quietly, as she looked over Megan’s left shoulder at an aisle dedicated mostly to vibrating devices.
Megan nodded, but didn’t look over at the area the girl was indicating. Instead, Megan began sauntering down the glass case as if considering its contents. Megan wandered down the case looking in at playing cards with naked women on the back, sexual lubricants, erotic jewelry, and various other odds and ends. Megan hoped the girl would follow along so they might talk more privately. Sidney took the hint and followed along. When they got to the end of the display case, Megan looked up at the young woman as she bent forward toward Megan so they could speak more intimately.
Megan said in a quiet voice, “Um…Actually, I was looking for something kind of…” She searched for the right word. ”…lifelike, if you know what I mean.”
“Oooh,” Sidney said quietly, realizing what Megan was after. “I think I know what you have in mind.” Sidney smiled, and said quietly, “If you wanna follow me, I’ll show you what we have.”
They walked back down the counter and Sydney came down two steps to get to main floor of the shop. “If you’ll just follow me,” Sydney said.
After winding their way through the store, Sydney stopped at the beginning of a long, and said, “Is this what you were thinking?”
“Uhhh…ya,” Megan said, slightly stunned as she looked down an aisle dedicated to a seemingly endless array of different types of dildos.
“Were you looking for anything in particular,” Sidney asked, as they looked down the aisle filled with every conceivable type of male penis — big ones, small ones, pink ones, black ones, nubbed ones, ribbed ones, floppy ones, stiff ones, not to mention all the ones sporting various add-on protuberances designed to stimulate various parts of the female anatomy.
“Boy,” Megan said, seeming somewhat overwhelmed by the choices. ”There sure are a lot of different kinds.”
“Yes. Well, variety is the spice of life, they say,” Sydney said, cheerily. “Did you have a particular style or size in mind?”
“Um…” Megan was speechless for a moment, like a kid in a candy store, not sure what to try first. ”I’m not sure,” Megan said. She thought for a moment, then turned to Sydney. “Is there anything you could recommend?”
Sidney gave that some consideration, then stepped over to one of dildos shrink-wrapped into clear plastic and hanging on a thin metal rod. She pulled it off the rod, and said, “This one’s pretty popular.”
Sydney held a flesh-colored dildo that was about six inches long and vaguely penis shaped. It seemed like the kind of generic, work a day dildo that a woman might tuck discreetly into her nightstand drawer. It looked like the sort of dildo a woman buys when she just needs something that fits and gets the job done.
Megan looked at it for a moment, then asked, “Uh, does it…um…vibrate, or anything?”
“No. It doesn’t really do anything,” Sydney said. “It’s just kind of a basic model. Were you looking for something that vibrates?”
Megan thought about that. “Um…I don’t think so.” Megan looked around for a moment. ”Do you have something a bit…bigger?” she asked quietly.
“Oh. Sure,” Sidney said, brightly.
They walked down the aisle a bit and Sidney removed a box from the rack. “How ‘bout this one?’” Sydney asked, holding the box out to Megan. “It’s nine inches long, and it’s molded from a famous porn star’s…um…you know…” Sydney looked around, then lowered her voice a bit. “I can personally recommend this one.”
“Uh huh,” Megan said as she looked at the box without taking it from the sales girl. After a moment, Megan said, “It looks nice.” But her tone seemed to indicate she wasn’t quite sold. After looking at it for a moment, Megan said, in a barely audible voice, “Do you have it in black?” as if she were shopping for a new handbag at Macy’s.
“Well, not this particular one,” Sydney said. “But if you’ll follow me, I’ll show what we have.”
As Sidney led her down toward the end of the isle, Megan whispered up to her, “I was hoping to find something fairly large, if you have it.”
“No problem,” Sidney said over her shoulder. Then she whispered back with a little smile, “Bigger really is better, isn’t it?”
Megan didn’t respond to that. She was a little too nervous to engage in friendly female banter.
When they got to the end of the aisle, Sidney picked up a big box from the bottom shelf. She had to use both hands to pick it up. “Is this more what you had in mind?” she asked, as she held the box so Megan could see the contents. “It’s a little bigger than the other one, but all our black ones are pretty big.”
Sydney turned the box and looked at the side panel, scanning the specifications. “This one’s…uh…” She looked for the length. ”…ten inches.” She looked up at Megan. ”Is that big enough?”
“Uh…ya. I think so,” Megan said, quietly, as she looked through the clear plastic window at the huge black penis. It reminded her of the ones she’d seen in the video.
Sydney read more of the description. ”It says it’s 9” in circumference with a very lifelike feel.”
Megan took it carefully from the girl and stared wordlessly at the huge cock inside. “It’s really big, isn’t it?” she said quietly, more than a little awestruck by the scale of the artificial penis. After looking at it for a few moments, Megan asked, “Is this one molded from a porn actor too?”
“I don’t think so,” Sydney said, looking in at the large penis. She leaned a little closer to Megan, and said, “Actually, from what I hear, this size isn’t all that uncommon for black men. They probably just pulled some random black guy off the street and took a mold of his penis,” Sydney said smiling.
Megan wanted to smile at Sydney’s little joke, but she was somewhat preoccupied as she looked in at the large, black penis.
“But if you’re interested in something from a porn actor,” Sydney said. “We have this one down here.” Sydney bent down and picked up a huge box with both hands, her small biceps flexing as she lifted it up. Sydney presented it to Megan.
Megan’s eyes went wide with astonishment when she saw what was inside the box. “Jesus!” Megan said, as she looked at the enormous, black cock inside. “That’s from a real person!?”
“Uh huh,” Sydney said. She looked into the box with Megan, then said, “How’d you like to wake up next to this monster every morning?”
“My God,” Megan said. “It looks like an elephant penis.”
“Ya. I guess,” Sydney said, looking at it. “I’ve never seen an elephant penis. But this might be pretty close. Pretty impressive, huh?” Sydney grunted as she turned the box and read the back. “This one’s…uhhh….thirteen inches.”
“Thirteen!?” Megan said, flabbergasted.
“Yep.” Sydney said, as she returned the giant dildo back to its spot with a small grunt. She straightened back up, and said, “But, to be perfectly honest, we don’t sell too many of these. I think most women are a little intimidated by it.”
“Ya. I can imagine,” Megan said. Megan looked back into the box she was already holding. “I think this one’s more than enough for me.”
“Ya. It’s a nice size,” Sydney said, looking into the box with Megan. ”It’s big, but not too big. Ya know?” Sydney leaned closer and said with a lowered tone of voice, “Actually, this one is really popular. We can hardly keep ‘em in stock.”
“Really,” Megan said.
“Oh, ya. And not just for its size. Just look at the detail,” Sydney said pointing at the thick molded veins running up the shaft. “And it has super realistic testicles and scrotum. I’d show you, but we’re not allowed to take them out of the box. You know, for hygienic reasons.”
“Oh, no. I understand,” Megan said.
“And it includes as little bottle of artificial semen, too,” Sydney continued.
“Semen?” Megan said.
”Ya. You put it in through a little opening at the base. There’s a little area on the shaft that you can squeeze to make it ejaculate.”
“Oh,” Megan said.
“The stuff is kinda like a syrup, but without the sweetness,” Sydney continued. “I guess some women just enjoy seeing it, you know, come out. But you can swallow it, or do whatever you want. It’s perfectly safe.”
“Huh,” Megan said. ”Boy. They think of everything, don’t they?”
“Ya. Well, it’s a pretty high-end product. Handmade in Denmark. It’s a very nice unit.”
Megan couldn’t agree more as she looked at the huge, black cock. It was a magnificent unit. After a moment’s consideration, Megan handed it back, and said quietly, “I’ll take it.”
“Excellent,” Sidney said.  “I’ll put it in a bag and have it waiting for you at the counter. Is there anything else I can help you with?”
“No. I think this’ll be it for today. Thanks, Sidney. You’ve been a lot of help.”
“No problem,” Sidney smiled, as she started toward the register with Megan’s purchase.
✽✽✽
 
Later, as Megan drove home, she looked down at the big, black penis on the passenger seat. She didn’t know why she was so excited, but she really was. She felt like a kid with a new toy. She couldn’t wait to get it home and take it out of the box.
As Megan drove home with her new purchase, she thought about Chris. She wondered how he was going to feel about her new toy? Would he be into it, or just be threatened by it. She looked over at the dildo again. It was over twice as long as Chris, and much, much thicker. Megan thought about it as she drove, wondering how he was going to react when she whipped out a penis that was twice as big as his. And how was she going to explain getting a black one. That might be a long conversation.
Megan wondered if she should have gotten a white one. That nine-incher wasn’t too bad, she thought. Megan considered turning around and exchanging the dildo for the white, nine-inch one. That might be easier for Chris to accept. But after debating with herself for a couple miles, she decided to keep the one she had. She liked it. If Chris got freaked out, she could just sell it on Ebay. Will they let you sell dildos on Ebay, she wondered. Oh, to hell with it, she thought. If it came to that, she would just give it to Angela as a birthday present.
As Megan pulled up to the security gate of Sea View Estates, she reached over and covered the dildo with the plastic bag Sydney had put it in. Megan buzzed her window down and smiled out at the security guard. “Hey, Tyrone! How’s it goin’?”
“Not bad, Mrs. Murphy.” He hit a button inside his little security shack, and the gate slid open.
“Thanks!” Megan said. “Have a nice day,” she said as she accelerated away.
When Megan pulled into the driveway a minute later, she put the dildo back in the bag and brought it into the house wrapped in her workout clothes, like she was smuggling a stick of dynamite into the house. 
Once up in her bedroom, Megan took the box out the bag and looked through the plastic window for a moment. She tore the top off the box and turned it upside down above the bed. She shook the box until the big dick fell out onto the bed. It just lay there on the comforter, big and black and impressive. She was slightly afraid to touch it. It was somewhat intimidating. Chris’s penis was small and cute. But this one looked slightly dangerous, like a loaded weapon lying on the bed.
Finally, Megan reached down and picked it up. She held the big cock, looking at it. Boy, she thought, rather awestruck by the scale of it. It was heavier than she thought it would be, and very solid-feeling. It seemed to have some kind of solid armature inside. It felt like a bar of steel covered in a dense silicone type material. Megan gave it a little squeeze. It was dense, but had a bit of give, just like a real erection. A real big erection, she thought to herself.
She held it at both ends and tried to bend it. It didn’t really want to bend much. It seemed very well made. If Mercedes ever went into the dildo business, this is the kind of dildo they’d produce, she thought. Something that would provide quality orgasms for years and years.
Megan lightly explored the hanging scrotum as she held the penis horizontally. The artificial balls felt like real testicles. The balls were huge, the size of goose eggs. She moved the dildo from side to side and watched the scrotum swing freely, just like a real scrotum. She could imagine those big balls bouncing off her bottom. It would be hard to tell that they weren’t real balls.
As Megan checked the dildo out, she noticed that the shaft was hollow at the bottom. She turned it upside down and looked into the cavity at the base. It was lined with a soft velvety material. She inserted two fingers and felt around inside the cavity. It went maybe six-inches into the dildo. Megan suddenly realized what the cavity was for. She put the dildo down and looked around the bed for the thin paper booklet that had fallen from the box when she shook it out. She flipped through the little instruction book until she found a section on how to wear the dildo. Sydney hadn’t mentioned that.
Megan studied the instructions for a moment. There were four small illustrations instructing the owner on how to put the dildo on. The first illustration depicted a little cartoon man viewed from the side. He was sporting a rather small erection sticking up at a forty-five-degree angle. The second illustration was of the same little man sliding the big, black dildo over his small erection. The third illustration showed the little man facing the viewer. But now, there were three straps originating from the dildo, one strap going around his waist, and one around each thigh. The final illustration was of that same little cartoon man as he prepared to stick his new appendage into a little cartoon woman with her legs spread apart. Megan broke out laughing when she saw the big smile on cartoon woman’s face.
Megan set the instructions down and looked inside the box. She hadn’t noticed it before, but at the very bottom, there was a plastic bag held in place by a cardboard tab. She reached in and tore the tab, then pulled out the plastic bag. The zip-lock bag held the three black straps.
Megan set the bag aside and picked up the dildo. She looked into the velvet-lined cavity again. She pictured the size of Chris’ erection. The cavity was almost perfectly sized to accept his modest hardon. It was as if the manufacturer had researched the average size of a white man’s erection, and then sized the cavity accordingly.
Megan got the little plastic bottle of “semen”. After looking at the instructions again, she filled the dildo through a special hidden port near the base. Then she tested the pump. According to the instructions, you just had to squeeze the shaft at a certain spot, and the semen would be pumped up to the tip. The instructions said that a light squeeze would create an oozing sort of effect, while a harder squeeze would result in a strong stream of “ejaculate”. 
Megan squeezed lightly until a small bead of the liquid appeared at the tip of the penis. It looked just like real semen. Megan looked at it for a moment, then brought the tip of her tongue to the smooth, round head of the penis. She delicately licked the bead of fake cum off. It didn’t taste like cum. It didn’t really taste like anything. Megan looked down at the big penis slightly cross-eyed. She hesitated, then eased it into her mouth. The silicone skin had a slightly plastic taste, like giving head to a gearshift knob. She took it out of her mouth making a mental note to wash it with soap and water later. Hopefully, that would get the taste off.
Megan gathered up the dildo and the accessories and hid it all in the back of her lingerie drawer. Then she put the empty box inside the bag and brought it downstairs. She stuffed the bag down to the bottom of the kitchen trash can, then covered it up with the other trash.
✽✽✽
 
Later that afternoon, as Megan sat at her new kitchen table studying a meatloaf recipe in an old Betty Crocker cookbook, she heard her phone ding with a new text message. She reached over and picked it up. It was text from Ellen, with an attached link.
Megan tapped the link, but the webpage wasn’t optimized for small devices. She couldn’t tell what the page was without zooming way in and scrolling around. Megan texted Ellen back.
Megan: What’s the link? Tried it on my phone, but it’s too small to read.
Ellen: I dug up an old article in a scientific journal. I think you might find it interesting.
Megan: Oh. Ok. Thanks! I’ll check it out.
Ellen: Thanks for lunch!
Megan: Thank YOU!!! I’ll check out the article.
Ellen: Ok. Bye!
Megan copied the link Ellen had sent, then pasted it into an email which she sent to herself. She went upstairs and pulled her laptop out from under the bed. She sat on the bed with her computer and opened the email she’d just sent herself. She clicked the link from Ellen.
The link sent Megan to an old article published way back in 1965. The article was titled Ethnographic Correlations and Demographic Variations in Adult Male Genitalia Based on Collected Data and Recovered Fossil Records.

Catchy title, Megan thought to herself.
Apparently, the article had been published by a consortium of anthropologists, cultural sociologists, and forensic anthropologists, all of them working together out of a small university in Vienna. 
Megan wondered what in God’s name this was all about, and why Ellen had sent it to her.
Megan started reading.
As she read, Megan began to realize why Ellen had sent it. It was just what Megan had asked about at lunch — an actual study of adult male penis size based on ethnicity. Megan was flabbergasted. Apparently, there really were scientists out there measuring black guys’ dicks! Or, at least there were back in 1965. The study had evidently been created to investigate, document, and hopefully explain the gradual increase in the adult male penis size over the last two thousand years or so. The article seemed to be the broad conclusions of the group of scientists based on the results of the two-year study.
Apparently, from examination of human remains, and from data collected in 1963 and 1964, it had been determined that adult male penis size had, in fact, been increasing over the past two millennia. The article featured various graphs and pie charts showing that not only had penis size increased over that time, but that there were very definite demographic, as well as ethnographic patterns associated with the increase.
One of the graphics accompanying the article showed a world map. Overlaid onto the map were various shades of gray to indicate the relative increases in penis size in that particular area. Light shading indicated small increases in size for that area. Medium gray shading indicated moderate increases in size. And dark gray shading indicated oh-my-god increases in size for that area of the world.
Megan clicked on the graphic so that it filled the whole screen of her laptop. She studied the entire graphic for a moment, then focused in on various areas of the world, noting the amount of shading for that particular area.
First, she looked at the Asian regions - China, Japan, and the surrounding countries. These areas were either not shaded at all (no increase in size), or had just the lightest shades of gray overlaid onto them (minimal increase in size). Apparently, Asian men hadn’t had much luck in the penis department over the last two thousand years. Poor guys, Megan thought.
Next, Megan turned her attention to Western and Eastern Europe. Those areas were mostly overlaid with medium gray, but with some slightly darker areas, and some slightly lighter areas, depending on the specific region. She noticed, for example, that Italy had some pretty well-endowed men, indicated by a few pockets of dark gray in the southern regions.
Megan had saved the best for last, of course. She looked down at Africa — the “dark” continent. And in this case, the name seemed to fit. The whole continent was literally covered in a very dark shade of gray, much darker than any other areas of the world. According to this graphic, the most dramatic increases in penis size had taken place on the African continent. And, not only was most of the continent shaded with a dark gray, there was a band of nearly black shading running across all of equatorial Africa. Boy, she thought to herself. That must be where all the real monster cocks come from.
The article concluded with some theories as to why the greatest increases in penis size had taken place in Africa. Though there were a few competing theories, the general consensus seemed to be the classic natural selection hypothesis. The scientist theorized that in these generally warmer climates, where women were more likely to see what they would be getting in the bedroom, they were more likely to choose a man with a larger penis. And, having mated with a well-endowed male, African women were more likely to produce well-endowed offspring. 
Apparently, it was that simple. It had taken two years of study and thousands of dollars to come to the conclusion that women prefer big dicks. Heck, she could have told them that.
Megan sat back, thinking. So, it really is true, she thought – black men really do have the biggest dicks in the world. Scientists had proved it a whopping fifty years ago!
Megan was stunned. Why had the media not published this report back in 1965, she wondered. But then, after thinking about it for a minute, Megan realized why. 
Who owned all the newspapers back then, she asked herself — rich, white guys. That’s who. And, based on this article, rich white guy’s with small dicks. That’s why the results of the study never saw the light of day. Those media moguls of the turbulent 60’s sure as hell didn’t want it getting out that there was a race of supermen out there — black men with giant cocks. This was especially true with the race wars raging in the U.S. Those rich, white guys were probably terrified that white women were gonna find out about this and be out there screwing every black guy in sight. It would have changed the whole complexion of society, literally. 
And once those white women started popping out thousands of black babies, those rich, white guys would no longer be masters of the universe. They would find themselves relegated to the back of the bus while white women were blowing all the black guys up front.
Megan smiled at her slightly outlandish theory. But, who knows. There may have been a kernel of truth in it. It’s pretty hard to keep the black man down when he’s fucking your wife’s brains out in the next room.
Megan closed her laptop and shot a text off to Ellen.
Megan: I just read the article. Really interesting!
Ellen: I thought you’d like it.
Megan: I did. Thanks!
Ellen: No problem.
But as Megan was about to put her phone down, a final text came in from Ellen — A smiley-face emoji followed by a huge black penis emoji.
Megan laughed out loud as she looked down at the X-rated emoji.
After a moment, Megan put her phone on the nightstand, then went downstairs to start dinner.




Chris Gets New Equipment
 
Chris got home late that night. He came dragging in at eight-thirty looking completely exhausted. When they finally sat down for dinner, the meatloaf was completely dried out.
“Sorry,” Megan said, as Chris tried his best to get the meatloaf down.
“What?” Chris said.
“It was better when it came out of the oven,” Megan said looking very disappointed.
“What? It’s great,” Chris said as he choked a bit more down.
Megan gave him an appreciative smile, then came over and took his plate. “I think I’ll use two eggs next time,” she said as she brought his plate over to the sink and scrapped the meal into garbage disposal. “You want me to make you a sandwich?”
“No. I’m too tired to eat anyway.”
A half hour later, Chris was snoring next to Megan in bed. She thought about what was hidden in the back of her lingerie drawer. She figured she’d feel him out about the dildo on the following night.
But the same thing happened the next night, and every night that week. Chris would come dragging in at eight or nine, barely having the energy to eat, let alone have sex. It wasn’t until Friday that Chris got home at a somewhat normal time. Which was nice, because it was Game of Thrones night, the perfect opportunity to introduce Chris to her new “friend.”
Megan bought a nice bottle of wine and ordered a pizza. They settled in and watched two episodes of Game of Thrones. But, Megan, unbeknownst to Chris, had carefully selected the two episodes, choosing them based on their erotic content. She had made sure there were plenty of sex scenes in each episode. By the time they went to bed, Chris was as horny as a medieval knight just back from a three-year crusade.
When Megan slipped under the covers, Chris was rock hard and raring to go. They kissed and groped one another like two sex-crazed teenagers with the house all to themselves. Megan was just as horny as Chris. They hadn’t had sex all week, and Megan was more than ready. Still, she tried to keep Chris at bay for the present. She knew that in his present state he wouldn’t last two minutes, and she’d have to wait another day to bring up the dildo.
“Slow down, tiger,” Megan said, as Chris kissed her and felt her up like a virgin in the back seat with the head cheerleader. “Boy,” Megan said. “You’re raring to go, aren’t ya?”
But, Chris hardly seemed to hear her, as intent as he was on getting his dick into her.
But, Megan continued to fend him off, not allowing him between her legs for fear that he’d blow his load and promptly fall asleep, his usual pattern. Megan tried to keep him somewhat satisfied by pulling on his steely cock, but easing off if she sensed him getting too excited. As she worked his penis and tried to keep him from climbing on top of her, Megan whispered, “I got something for us the other day.”
“Got something?” he said between heavy kisses.
“No. Not yet, Chris” she said, pushing his squirming body off of her, not letting him mount her yet. Chris was like an oversexed jack rabbit, desperate to get his dick inside her.
“Chris, honey. Hold on a second. I wanna show you what I got first.”
It seemed to take all of Chris’ self-control, but he finally began to relax a little. “What’d you get?” he asked as he tried to slow down.
“It’s kind of a toy,” she said as she worked his rock-hard cock with her hand.
“A toy?” Chris said, finally starting to calm down a little.
“Ya. Want me to get it?” Megan asked quietly.
“Ok,” Chris said.
Megan gave him a parting kiss, then hopped out of bed, excited to show him what she’d gotten.
She padded naked over to her dresser, her breasts shifting from side to side. As she pulled the drawer open, she looked over at him, and said, “Now, just keep an open mind. Ok? If you don’t like it, we’ll just put it back.” Megan waited for him to agree.
“Ok,” he said quietly.
Megan pulled the large cock out of her silky underwear. She hid it against her stomach as she rushed back over and hopped back into bed. Chris pulled the covers over her, and she scooted close to him. They faced one another under the covers.
“Now, don’t be shocked,” Megan warned. She found Chris’ hand and put the big penis into it.
Chris started slightly at the feel of the giant latex penis, almost dropping it. After a moment, he said, “Oh.”
“What’a ya think?” Megan asked quietly. “I thought we could use it together. I thought it might be kind of fun.”
“Uhhh…” Chris said. He didn’t seem to know what to say. It was as if she'd just given him a birthday present that he hadn’t anticipated, and had no real use for.
After waiting a moment, Megan said, “You don’t like,” sounding disappointed.
“Uh, no. It’s not that. I’m just a little surprised.” He held it for a moment, apparently trying to decide about it. “It’s pretty big,” he said.
Megan hesitated, not quite sure how to explain why she had gotten such a big one. Finally, she decided to go with a half-truth. “The girl at the store said this one was a really good one. It’s one of their best sellers,” she added, as if trying to convince him that it was a wise purchase.
“Oh,” Chris said again.
“Check it out,” Megan said quietly. She moved his hand down the surface and along the realistic veins. “It feels pretty real, doesn’t it?”
“Uhhh…Ya,” Chris said, trying his best to be supportive.
He gave it rather tentative squeeze. “It feels pretty well made,” he said, trying to say something positive.
“Oh. It is!” Megan said, coming up onto one elbow. ”It comes from Norway, or something. It’s a really good one.” Megan could hear herself trying to sell him on it, as if he’d just come home from work and she’d surprised him with an expensive, new sofa he wasn’t too sure about.
“Where’d you get it?” Chris asked.
“That little shop over off Adams.”
“Huh,” was all Chris said.
Megan could sense his reluctance. She said, “I thought you might like to use it on me.” Megan waited somewhat anxiously for Chris’s thoughts.
But when, after a rather long moment, Chris didn’t say anything, she whispered, “You don’t like it. I can tell,” again sounding rather disappointed.
“No. It’s just that…”
“Just that what?” she whispered.
Chris was quiet for a beat, then said, “Are you not satisfied with my…” But Chris didn’t finish.
“Oh, of course not, honey…Oh, I knew you were gonna think that.”
Megan took the dildo from him and put it behind her. She scooched over to him and hugged him tight. “I’m so sorry, sweetie.” Megan kissed him over and over, all over his cheeks and mouth, peppering him with little kisses. ”I didn’t mean it like that. Really.” (More kisses) She held him for a long few moments. She finally pulled away, then said, “Let’s just forget about it. It was a stupid idea.”
Megan released him, and got out of bed, taking the dildo with her as she started walking back to the dresser.
“What are you doing?” Chris asked.
“I’m putting it back. I shouldn’t have got it without talking to you first.”
“No. Wait,” Chris said.
Megan turned back to him.
“It’s ok,” he said. “Bring it back.”
“Really?” she said.
“Ya. I was just a little surprised. Let’s try it out.”
“Are you sure?” Megan asked. ”I don’t want you to feel…”
“No. It’s ok,” Chris said, quietly. “Let’s try it.”
“Ok.” Megan came back over and slipped back into bed as Chris held the covers up for her.
“Here. Let me see it again,” Chris whispered.
Megan handed it to him.
“It’s pretty solid, huh?” he said.
“Ya,” Megan whispered. “That’s what I thought, too. Doesn’t it feel real?”
“Ya. I guess. I’ve never really held one before.” he whispered.
“Yes, you have,” Megan smiled reaching down and giving his cock a little squeeze.
“Not one this big,” he said.
“Ya. Me either, now that you mention it,” Megan smiled.
As Chris tried his best to keep an open mind about her new toy, Megan rewarded him with gentle strokes up and down his somewhat diminished hardon. Her little surprise seemed to have taken some of the wind out of his sails.
“What’a ya think?” she asked. “You wanna try it out on me?”
“Uh, sure,” Chris whispered.
Chris slid down under the covers as Megan spread her legs. “Just be careful,” she whispered, as he disappeared under the covers.
“Ok,” Chris answered back up to her from beneath the comforter.
But, as Chris brought the dildo to her vagina, Megan had an idea. She lifted the blanket up, and whispered, “Hey. Wait a second.”
Chris stopped and looked up at her, the covers draped over him like a tent.
“You wanna put it on?” she whispered.
“I can put it on?” Chris asked. Apparently, he knew as little about dildos as she did.
“Ya. You wanna try it out?” she whispered, like they were two kids on a sleep over and trying not to wake the grownups down the hall.
Chris hesitated somewhat, then said, “Uh. Ok.”
Megan slipped out of bed again and went over to the dresser. She dug through her silky underthings feeling for the plastic bag. She finally found it, then came back and slipped under the covers again.
Megan stretched over and clicked on her bedside lamp. She turned back to him, and said, “Here. Let me see it.”
Chris looked down at the dildo and, for the first time, realized it was black. “Why did you get a black one?” he asked looking down at it.
Megan hesitated, then said, “Uhhh...I just thought it would be fun to try something different,” she said. “Do you mind?”
“Uh, no. I guess not,” Chris said, but not sounding too sure.
“Are you sure? I can go back and get a white one if you want.”
“No. That’s ok,” he said.
He handed her the dildo, then sat back on his calves, watching as she figured out the straps.
Megan scooted up against the headboard and studied the straps for a moment, trying to remember which ones went where. After a moment of thinking, like it was some sort of puzzle, she clipped the three ends of the three straps to the dildo. She held the whole assembly up and looked at it. She could see the difference between the two leg straps and the one wider strap that went around Chris’ waist.
She looked over at Chris, and said, “Come ‘ere.”
Megan scooted up the headboard more as Chris came up beside her, presenting his semi-erect penis to her.
“It goes like this," Megan said, as she slid the dildo over his penis. Megan couldn’t help thinking of the illustrations in the instruction booklet — the little cartoon man putting the bigger black penis over his little white one. 
Megan brought the leg straps around his thighs and fastened the Velcro ends. Then she did the same with the waist strap. Megan looked him over, trying hard to suppress a laugh. Chris looked very funny kneeling before her with a huge, black erection. But, Megan knew better than to laugh. Rule number one in the woman’s handbook – never laugh at a man in bed. He’ll never forget. And he’ll never forgive you for it.
Megan, somehow managing to hold her laughter in, asked, “How does it feel?”
“Ok,” Chris said, as he looked down at his new and improved cock.
Megan checked the straps. “Comfy?” she asked.
“Uh huh.”
Megan reached out and gave the dildo a little pull to see how secure it was. Chris’ body moved toward her as if she were pulling on his real penis. “Feels pretty secure,” she said. “Does it feel like it’s gonna stay in place if we do it?”
Chris reached down and took hold of it, trying to dislodge it. “Ya. I think so.”
Megan smiled, and said, “It looks good on you,” as if he was trying on a new tie at the department store.
“Thanks,” Chris said, seeming rather proud of his new appendage.
Megan couldn’t help thinking of the final illustration in the instruction booklet. She was smiling as broadly as the little cartoon woman had been.
Megan turned for the lamp switch, but then didn’t click it off. She turned back to Chris. “Do you mind if we leave the light on?”
“No. I guess not. How come?”
“I kinda wanted to watch,” Megan said. “Unless it would make you feel uncomfortable. Would you rather have the light off?”
“No. It’s ok,” Chris said.
Megan gave him a smile, as if to say, thanks, then scooted back down the bed as Chris held himself above her on his extended arms. When Megan was situated on her back beneath him, she picked her head up and looked down at the big, black penis. She felt a surge of sexual excitement seeing it poised above her. She reached down and took hold of the big cock. Megan worked the tip between her labia, then positioned it at her opening, knowing Chris wouldn’t be able to feel where he needed to be.
Megan held the dildo at the entrance to her vaginal canal, then looked up at Chris. “Ok,” she whispered. “Go slow. Ok?”
Chris nodded, meeting Megan’s eyes for a moment. He looked down at his new penis and took hold of it as Megan held the tip in place.
“Ready?” Chris said.
Megan looked up at him. “Uh huh.” She looked back down between her pale thighs at the big, black cock.
But, as Chris started to push, Megan took a sharp breath.
Chris stopped, looking down at her. “What?” he asked.
“Sorry,” she whispered, looking a little embarrassed, as if she’d overreacted. ”It just surprised me a little. It feels really big,” she whispered. “Try again.”
Chris eased forward again, but just a little bit so as not to startle Megan again. Megan’s jaw tightened as she held the dildo in place while Chris pushed. Chris looked down at her to make sure she was ok. But Megan was looking down at the dildo so intently that she didn’t notice.
Chris pivoted his hips, pushing the tip of the dildo against her opening. Megan grimaced, but tried not to make any sounds that might worry Chris. She really wanted to take the big thing.
But, after a long few moments of constant, but gentle pressure, Megan blew out the breath she’d been holding, causing Chris to ease off. She looked up at him, and said, “I think maybe it’s too big.”
“Oh,” he said. “You want me to stop?”
Megan thought for a moment, then said, “No. Let’s try again. Maybe just push a little bit harder.”
“Ok,” Chris said. But then, before starting, he said, “Do you think we need some sort of lubricant?”
“Oh,” Megan said. “I didn’t even think about that!”
“Do you have some?” Chris asked.
“No. I don’t think so.” Megan said. Again, Megan thought for a moment, then suddenly looked up at him. “Hey. Back up for a second,” she whispered.
Chris sat back on his calves between Megan’s legs. Megan curled forward and reached down between her legs. She dipped two fingers into her vagina, bringing them back out with a thick film of her own lubricant. She smiled up at him. “Nature’s lubricant!” She looked so pleased with herself that Chris couldn’t help smiling.
Megan smeared her vaginal lube all over the tip of the dildo, then dipped into herself a couple more times, until the first few inches of the dildo were well lubricated.
“Ok,” Megan said, as she lay back again. “Now try.” Megan held the dildo in place as Chris got onto his elbows.
Chris tried again, pushing a little harder this time. Megan held her head up off the pillow, grimacing at the pressure, like a woman trying to give birth. She felt him start to go in. “It’s working, Chris!” she grunted, amazed that it was actually going in. Megan took a quick breath, then braced herself as the big cock slowly made its way into her.
After a few long, rather painful, minutes, Chris had about two-thirds of the dildo inside her. At that point, Megan blew out a big breath, and said somewhat breathlessly, “Stop for a second. (a couple breaths) I need a minute.”
Chris held his position as Megan took some deep breaths, composing herself. It was painful, but she didn’t mind the pain that much. She knew it would have to ease eventually. And the longer the big thing stayed lodged inside her, the more the pain subsided. As Megan caught her breath, she looked down between her splayed open thighs. She was more than a little shocked at what she saw. “Oh my God!” she said, her eyes as big as saucers at the sight of that huge, black cock sticking out of her. She looked up at Chris with at mixture of amazement and surprise. They both looked down together. Megan smiled up at him, both of them a little giddy at what they were doing, as if they’d discovered some new and as yet unexplored facet of their sexual relationship.
✽✽✽
 
Ten minutes later, Chris was going in and out of Megan’s stretched and sopping vagina as she breathed in and out. Megan smiled up at Chris as he fucked her with his new and improved cock. “Oh God, Chris,” she whispered, “That feels amazing.” She looked up at him, holding him lightly at the sides of his ribcage as her pumped in and out of her.
As Chris was currently unable to experience any physical pleasure, Megan decided the least she could do is provide a little auditory pleasure. Megan knew how much Chris liked it when she said things in bed. She knew all the things he liked to hear while they made love. But she would often refrain from saying them. Chris was easily overexcited, and her sexy pillow talk would usually bring a quick end to their lovemaking session. But now, with this no longer a concern, she felt free to indulge Chris with a little naughty pillow talk.
Megan started off slowly, figuring she would ramp up the intensity slowly.
“Ya. Fuck me, baby,” she whispered, her voice husky and low. She looked up at him, holding his eyes for a moment, her breasts shifting up and down her chest. “That’s it, stud,” she moaned. “Fuck me good.”
Megan could see him reacting to her words, his body tightening somewhat. She smiled inwardly.
“Oh, Chris!” she sighed with slightly exaggerated passion. “You’re sooo big.” She kept her eyes locked on his face. “That’s it,” she sighed. “Bang me. Bang me with that big cock.”
Megan watched as he tensed with each carefully chosen word or phrase. It was like pressing a button that connected directly to his cock.
“Oh God, Chris!” she called, playing it up big now. “Fuck me with that big elephant dick!” Megan arched up off the bed, as if barely able to contain her pleasure.
But, as Chris tensed and strained to her theatrical passion, Megan suddenly felt something happening inside her.
“Oh, fuck, Chris!” she called, no longer acting.
Megan felt a wave of pleasure beginning to build, coming from somewhere deep inside her vagina. Chris was activating some secret spot she hadn’t known existed until now. Megan writhed below him as the big dick stabbed in and out of her. Megan’s body arched upward in response to the unfamiliar sensation. She squeezed her eyes shut as the big cock went in and out. Megan’s brows furrowed, her body tightening with every deep stab.
“Oh fuck, Chris!” she called again, her tone slightly disbelieving, as if she wasn’t sure what was happening to her. “Oh, God, baby!...I think I’m gonna cum!”
Megan sounded shocked and uncertain, as if whatever was happening to her body had never happened before.
Chris fucked her harder, trying to intensify the experience for her. Megan clamped her eyes tight, her full, heavy breasts shifting and bouncing as he fucked her harder.
“Oh, Chris!!!” she cried, gripping the comforter tight.
“OH FUCK!!!” she screamed. “OH FUCK!!! I’m CUMMING!!!...I’m CUMMING!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”
Megan suddenly began to convulse and buck. She reached up for Chris, pulling him down onto her as she bucked and convulsed wildly beneath him. Megan suddenly screamed, then buried her face in the side of Chris’ neck as she dug her nails into his back. Megan bucked and groaned for a good thirty seconds as she held onto Chris for dear life.
Finally, as the orgasm began to subside, Megan’s convulsions slowly abated, passing like a short and violent earthquake. Megan slowly began to relax again. Finally, her arms fell away from Chris’s back, landing heavily onto the bed. Megan lay there looking up at the ceiling, breathing in and out. She seemed to be in a slight state of shock at what had just occurred. She just lay there, her chest rising and falling, rising and falling, her mouth hanging open as she took in air.
After a long moment, Megan mumbled, “Holy Christ,” as she brought her hand up to her forehead. After another long moment, she smiled weakly up at Chris.
Chris looked down at her, and asked, “Are you ok?”
Megan nodded, smiling. She took a big breath, then reached up and hugged him weakly, her arms trembling slightly. Megan lay there holding Chris in a post-orgasmic haze. After a few moments, Megan’s arms slipped off of him, as if she didn’t have the strength to hold him any longer. Her eyes were closed, and she was breathing softly now.
Chris tried to ease the dildo out of her without disturbing her. But, the motion roused Megan and she opened her eyes again. 
“Sorry,” she said weakly. “I started to fall asleep.”
“That’s ok,” Chris said softly. He continued pulling out of her, Megan grimacing as he did.
Chris rolled off to the side. He laid his cheek on the pillow and looked over at her. The moon was lower now, and casting a soft light into their bedroom. Megan rolled her head and looked over at him. She looked down at the dildo. After a moment, she said, “Here. Let me get that off of you.”
Megan struggled onto her side, still a bit shaky. She reached down and undid the straps, then pulled the dildo off, setting it behind her. Chris was no longer hard, but his penis was slightly larger than normal, still somewhat pumped up with residual blood. Megan nestled her cheek into her pillow looking over at Chris. “So, what’d you think?” she asked in a sleepy, rather tired voice.
Chris thought for a short moment, then said, “It was kinda fun.”
Megan smiled weakly. “I’m glad you like it.”
She nestled into the pillow again and made another “Mmm” sound, as if she was getting sleepy again. But then, she looked over at him, her face turning a bit more serious. Megan studied him for a long moment, then said, “Chris?”
“Hmm?”
Megan hesitated, then said, “I need to tell you something.”
“Ok.”
Megan hesitated again. “You asked me before why I got a black one of these things.”
“Ya,” Chris said.
Megan looked over at him for a long moment, then said, “Um…I didn’t exactly tell you the truth.”
“No?”
“No,” Megan said, her energy starting to return. She took a breath. “Something happened a couple weeks ago.”
“Oh ya?”
“Ya,” Megan said. “Chris, you remember the day we moved in, and how the sink got plugged up?”
“Ya.”
“And how I had a plumber come over a couple days later, while you were at work?”
“Uh huh.”
Megan was quiet for a long moment. “Well…something happened with the plumber,” Megan said quietly, looking over at him in the semi-dark room.
Megan saw Chris’ worried expression, and quickly said, “Oh, no! Nothing like that.” She smiled as his face relaxed again.
“But something did happen,” she continued.
Megan took a breath, then told Chris the whole story, about how she had come down in her wet robe, and about how she’d accidentally touched the plumber’s crotch. When she was done, she said, “I’m really sorry. I wanted to tell you, but I was afraid you’d be upset.”
Chris was quiet, as if considering what she’d just told him.
When he didn’t say anything for a long moment, Megan asked, “Are you mad?”
“No,” he said. Then he asked warily, “Is that all that happened?”
“Yes,” Megan said. “That’s absolutely all that happened, Chris. I promise.”
“Ok,” Chris said. “That doesn’t seem like such a big deal.”
“Ya. But there’s a little more I need to tell you,” Megan warned him.
Megan took another breath, then said, “You asked me earlier why I bought a black one of those things.” 
“Ya,” Chris said.
“Well, what I told you is true. The girl did say it was a good one. But that’s not why I got it.”
“Why then?” Chris asked.
“Well, after what happened with the plumber, I guess I got a little…” Megan trailed off. “…I don’t know…curious.”
“Curious?”
“Ya. You know, about black guys.” Megan let that sit for a moment, not sure how Chris was going to react. After a moment, she added, “You know, how they’re supposed to be so big and everything.”
Chris was quiet for a moment. He finally said, “Ya…” prompting her to continue.
But, Megan seemed unwilling to go on.
Chris waited a few moments, then said, “So, you bought a black one because you wanted to pretend you were having sex with a black man?”
Megan remained quiet for a long moment, then said, “Ya. I guess I did,” in a quiet, apologetic tone.
Chris didn’t say anything.
Megan squeezed her arm under Chris’ ribcage and scooted close. She hugged him hard, pressing right up against him, her breasts flattening against his chest. “I’m sorry,” Megan said. "I should have told you before. I was just afraid of what you'd think."
"I understand," Chris said.
They were both quiet for a few moments. Then Megan whispered, “I guess, after the thing with the plumber, it just got me wondering, you know, what it would be like to take a really big one.”
“Mm hmm,” Chris said.
As Megan held Chris close, she felt his penis starting to poke into her abdomen. Megan pulled back a little and reached down. She caressed his hardening penis for a moment, then asked quietly, “Does that excite you, Chris? Me taking a big penis?”
Chris didn’t respond for a moment. But then he said, “Mm hmm.”
Megan caressed his stiffening penis. “What about me with a black man? Does that turn you on?”
Megan got her answer when Chris’ dick flinched in her hand.
“You like picturing me taking a black man, don’t you?” 
Chris didn’t answer for a moment, but, then finally said, “Mm hmm.”
Megan was still for a long moment. Then she suddenly rolled onto her back, pulling Chris on top of her as she spread her legs. She took his erection and guided it into her still stretched vagina.
“Fuck me, Chris,” she whispered.
Megan stretched up and kissed him hungrily as Chris began to go in and out of her. Megan could hardly feel him, but she knew she was more than wet enough to stimulate him to an orgasm.
“Picture it,” she whispered. “A big, black guy on top of me.”
Megan felt him tense.
Chris quickly ramped up the speed and force of his thrusts. Megan let out a little cry of surprise.
“That’s it, baby!” Megan called as Chris fucked her like a rabbit in heat.
“Oh God, Chris. He’s fucking me with his big, black dick,” she breathed into his ear. “He’s fucking me so hard,” she breathed.
Chris began to jack-hammer Megan, his balls slapping against her ass, the covers jumping up and down above them.
“Oh God, Chris!!!” Megan called as Chris pumped her with quick, hard thrusts. “That’s it, baby!...Give it to me!!!”
But, in less than a minute, Chris suddenly stopped and let out a deep groan. Megan pulled hard on his ass as he released his load into her.
“That’s it, Chris,” she whispered smiling. “That’s it, sweetie.”
Chris groaned and flexed his ass a couple times as Megan pulled on his bottom, digging her fingers into his soft skin. 
When Chris was done, he went limp and heavy on top of her. He breathed in and out as Megan ran her hands gently over his now relaxed ass. 
As Chris recovered, Megan felt his semen leaking out of her, making its way past his loose-fitting erection.








Sunday Morning Service Call
 
The following night, Megan sat against the headboard in her pajamas watching an episode of America’s Test Kitchen on her computer while Chris watched a hockey game on a small flat screen he’d temporarily setup on the dresser.
Megan turned her laptop toward Chris, and asked. “Do you like chicken enchiladas?”
Chris looked over as the two tv cooks pulled the enchiladas out of the oven. “Ya. Sure,” Chris said looking over at the cheesy dish, the chicken-stuffed tortillas swimming in bubbling red sauce.
Megan turned her computer back to watch. “I think I’ll try ‘em tomorrow,” she said as she watched the tv cooks sample the results.
“Sounds good,” Chris said as he turned his attention back to the hockey game.
“Maybe I’ll try guacamole too. You like guacamole, don’t you?”
“Uh huh,” Chris said distractedly, not taking his eyes off the fast-moving game on tv.
Megan watched the cooking video for a few more minutes, then snapped her laptop closed.
But, Chris was still engrossed in the hockey game.
Megan leaned sideways and hung her computer down to the floor, then slid it under the bed. She straightened back up and watched the game with Chris for a few minutes. But Megan had no interest in sports. None what so ever. And, of all the sports Chris watched, hockey was her least favorite. She could never even see the puck. The only time she ever saw the thing was when it was finally inside one of the little nets at either end of the skating rink, or whatever they called it.
After forcing herself to watch for a while, Megan scooted down in bed and laid her head on Chris’s stomach. “Chris, how long ‘till this is over?” she asked, sounding utterly bored and forlorn.
Chris glanced down at her. “Not long. Maybe fifteen minutes.”
Megan looked up at him. “Fifteen minutes!” she whined.
Chris let out a small laugh. He was well aware of Megan’s disdain for sports, especially when she wanted his attention.
Chris suddenly yelled, “Ho!!!” as he leaned toward the tv. “Did you see that!” he exclaimed as the tv crowd went crazy. “Oh, man!” Chris smiled. “That was amazing!”
“Ya. Amazing,” Megan said, not even trying to hide her boredom.
Megan put her head back on Chris’ stomach as he settled back down to watch the replay, a play that had happened so quickly that it could only be appreciated in super slow motion.
After a few minutes, Megan looked over at her lingerie drawer, then asked, “Is it over now?” knowing full well that it wasn’t.
Chris chuckled. “Not yet, sweetheart.”
“Well, what am I supposed to do for the next fifteen whole minutes?” she said like a spoiled child.
“Why don’t you watch another cooking video," Chris suggested.
“No. I’m tired of watching videos” she said in the same woeful, whiny voice. After a moment, Megan slid her hand down under the covers reaching for Chris’ groin.
“Chris?”
“Ya.”
“I was wondering…Since tomorrow’s Sunday, do you think we could do something.”
“Sure. What’a ya have in mind?”
“Well, I was thinking. How would you feel about playing a little game with me in the morning?”
“A game?”
“Ya.” Megan gave his groin a little caress. “A role play game. You know, like we do sometimes.”
Megan scooted up the bed and sat against the headboard next to him. She toyed with the top button on his pajama tops as she looked over at him. “How would you feel about that?”
Chris looked over at her seeming slightly uncomfortable with the idea. “Megan, you know I’m not that good at that stuff.”
“Yes, you are!” Megan protested. “You we’re really good when you played the door to door vacuum cleaner salesman. Remember?”
“Ya. But, that was only because I did that in college,” Chris said.
“Don’t worry,” Megan said. “I’ll tell you everything you have to do. It’ll be easy.” Megan looked over at him with imploring eyes. “Pleeeeease,” she said. “I really wanna do it.”
But Chris seemed unsure. “What would I have to do exactly?”
“We’ll get to that,” she said. “But I promise it won’t be hard.”
Chris seemed to be wavering.
“I’ll really owe you,” Megan said, trying her best to close the deal as Chris hemmed and hawed.
Megan could feel him cracking. She went in for the kill.
“Ok. How ‘bout this,” she said, sitting up a little straighter and looking him directly in the eyes, “In exchange for you doing this for me, I’ll give you one free blow job anytime you want.”
This seemed to get Chris attention. “Really?” he said.
“Ya,” Megan said. “One free one anytime you want.”
“Anytime I want? No exceptions?” he asked, knowing that Megan sometimes amended the deal after it was struck.
“Ya. Absolutely no exceptions,” Megan said. “You just say the word, and I’m on my knees.”
Megan waited, sure she had closed the deal.
“Any time?” he asked again.
“Anytime. Anywhere.” Megan scooting closer, and said, “If we’re driving to the supermarket and you want a blow job. You got it. If we’re at the movies and you want a blow job. No problem. If we’re at a fancy dinner party with a hundred people standing around and you want me to suck your dick. You got it.” Megan put her hand over her heart. “Scout’s honor.”
“Uhhh…Ok,” Chis finally said. “Deal.”
Chris put his hand out and they shook, making the deal official and binding.
As Megan released his hand, she said, “Ok. Now we just need a word.”
Chris looked at her. “A word?”
“Ya. A secret word that you can say in case people are around. When you say the secret word, I’ll drop down and suck your dick.” Megan turned away and thought, trying to come up with a good word. “Oh! I know!” Megan said. She looked back at him. “Will Smith.”
Chris just looked at her. “Will Smith?”
“Ya. When you wanna cash in, just say, Will Smith, and I’ll suck that big dick of yours.” Megan knew Chris liked it when she called his penis big.
“Uh, ok,” he said. “But, why Will Smith?”
“I don’t know,” Megan said. “I like Will Smith.” She looked at him. “What? You don’t like Will Smith?”
“No. I like him well enough. It just seems like a strange word to use. That’s all.”
“Well, I thought it would be good because of what they say about him.”
“What do they say about him?” Chris asked.
Megan just looked at him for a moment, as if she didn’t believe he didn’t know. Finally, she said, “They say he’s got a really big penis. So, I was thinking, big penis, blowjob. They kinda go together. It’s an easy way for us to remember.”
“Where on earth did you hear that Will Smith has a big penis?”
Megan just looked at him again. “Oh, come on, Chris…You’re kidding, right? Everyone knows Will Smith is hung like a horse. It’s common knowledge.”
Chris just looked at her, not sure if she was messing with him. He was never sure.
Finally, Chris said, “Ok. Fine.” Then, after a beat, he smiled, and said, “Will Smith.”
Megan looked at him blankly for a moment, then let out a laugh. “Chris. Don’t waste your Will Smith now! I was gonna give you one anyway, you idiot.”
“Oh. Ok,” Chris said. Then he said, “So, what do I have to do in exchange.”
Megan gave him a devious little smile. “I’m glad you asked.” Megan’s smiled broadened, then she said, “So here’s what I need you to do…”
✽✽✽
 
The next morning at around ten, Megan walked into the kitchen, and sang out, “How’s it going, Carl?”
Megan came into the kitchen wearing the same outfit she’d been wearing the day the plumber had come — the same light, knee length skirt, and the same silk blouse with pearl buttons. Only now, she was wearing sheer Victoria’s Secret underwear beneath her outfit. Her panties and bra were so light and sheer that they were almost invisible, aside from the delicate touches of embroidery at strategic locations around her breasts and over her pubic area.
Megan’s high heels clicked sharply on the tile floor as she walked over to the sink and looked down at Chris. He was on his back, the upper half of his body under the sink, just as Carl’s had been. Megan smiled down at the big, black dildo sticking up out of his pants, then got into character.
“Oh my!” Megan said with theatrical surprise. “Carl! Why is your penis hanging out!?” Megan asked the question with the dubious acting skill a poorly trained high school drama student.
From under the sink, Chris said, in his best “black man” voice, “Oh. Sorry, Mrs. Murphy. I was hoping you wouldn’t come down so soon.”
“Carl, please. I think you better put that big thing away.
“I tried, Mrs. Murphy. But it’s too stiff.”
“I can see that, Carl. Why is it so hard?”
Chris hesitated slightly, perhaps trying to recall the lines Megan had given him. She had worked out the whole little scenario with him earlier that morning. He had tried his best to memorizes his lines, but, apparently, he was momentarily drawing a blank. Megan prompted him again.
“Well, Carl?” she said. “Why is your penis so hard?”
Chris, finally seeming to remember his lines, said, “Uh…Well, I was just thinking about when you came downstairs in that wet robe. And I guess I got a little…”
“Oh. I see,” Megan said, her voice becoming more understanding. “I’m sorry about that, Carl.”
Megan looked around the kitchen. “Let me just see if I have anything to cover you.”
Megan opened one of the kitchen drawers. “Let me see if I have a kitchen towel,” Megan said as she rummaged through a drawer. “I’m not sure if I have one that’s big enough.”
Megan pulled a dish towel from the drawer. “This one might work,” she said, unfolding a large dish towel with embroidered yellow daisies. Megan came back over to Chris and carefully draped the towel over the dildo. “There you go, Carl. I’m just gonna run upstairs and get my purse.”
Of course, this was all in the little script Megan had worked out earlier. Megan didn’t go upstairs. Instead, she went out to the living room and sat on the sofa leafing through a fashion magazine for a few minutes.
When she came back into the kitchen, she said, “How you doing, Carl? Any luck with your…?”
“I’m afraid not, Mrs. Murphy,” Chris called up from under the sink. “But I’ll be done here in a few minutes. I’ll be outta here soon.”
“Carl. You can’t walk out to the truck like that! You’ll be arrested!” Megan squatted down next to Chris. “Here, let me just take a look.”
Megan peeled back the dish towel, and set it aside on the floor. “My God, Carl! I think it’s even bigger!” Megan exclaimed, reciting her lines with a theatrical flair. Megan looked down at the big penis for a moment, as if considering the problem. Finally, she said, “Let me just see if I can get it back in your pants, ok?”
“Ok, Mrs. Murphy.”
Megan took a hold of the dildo and pretended to try to wrestle it into an old pair of Chris’ work-around-the-house pants. After pretending for a moment, she said, “No. It won’t go back in.”
Megan looked down at the dildo as if considering how else they might tackle the problem. After a few moments, she said, “Carl, I think there’s only one thing we can do. We need to get you to ejaculate somehow. Maybe if it’s not so stiff we can get it back in.”
“Uh. I guess that would work, Mrs. Murphy. But I’m still not done fixing the sink.”
“Carl, you just finish your work. I think I might be able to get you to ejaculate.”
Megan couldn’t resist smiling into the cabinet at Chris as he pretended to attach a pipe with the one small wrench he owned. It was tiny compared to Carl's big twelve incher.
Megan directed her attention down at the dildo. She pointing it vertically, and said, “Boy, you’ve really got a big one, don’t you!”
Megan peaked in at Chris, giving him a teasing little smile, then added, “It’s so much bigger than my husband’s.”
Chris lifted his head up and shot her a little smirk, nearly causing Megan to break out laughing.
Megan suppressed her laugh and started giving the dildo a handjob. “Jeez!” she said, as she stroked the huge cock. “It’s really thick.”
After a few minutes of jacking the dildo off, Megan said, “Let me know when you get close, ok Carl? I don’t want it to get on my new blouse.”
“Ok, Mrs. Murphy,” Chris said, again using his black man voice.
Megan jacked the dildo off for another minute or so, then said, “I think I better use my mouth too. This doesn’t seem to be working.”
Megan brought her mouth down onto the dildo and began bobbing as she continued to jack the dildo off.
After a few minutes, Megan brought her mouth off the big dick, and said in an excited voice, “You’re getting close, Carl! It’s getting really hard!”
Megan dove back onto him, sucking more aggressively on the big dick, as if trying to get “Carl” to the finish line. Megan’s breasts swung slightly in her light bra as she went up and down.
After another minute or so, Megan came off of him again. “You’re almost there, Carl!” she gasped. “Just a little more.”
Megan dove back onto the dildo, sucking feverishly as her hand went faster.
After a few more bobs, Megan came up again, and said, “Here it comes, Carl!...Here it comes!!!”
Megan squeezed the semen pump with her left hand while continuing to jack him off with her right. A thick jet of fake semen shot straight up out of the dildo. “That’s it, Carl!” Megan smiled. “We did it!!!”
Megan kept jacking him off as she brought her mouth down onto the dildo. She squeezed the pump again as she closed her lips around the big head. Megan’s cheeks bulged as she pumped fake semen into her mouth. She gulped it down, then came up gasping. “Keep going, Carl! We need to get it all out!”
Megan started bobbing on him again. She squeezed the pump, filling her mouth again. Megan swallowed, then came up gasping. “Oh my God, Carl! You cumming like a race horse!” Megan brought her mouth down onto the dildo again, but when she squeezed the pump, nothing came out. She tried again, but again nothing came out. Megan looked in at Chris, and said, “I think I got it all, Carl.”
Megan sat back onto her calves breathing in and out for a moment. After she caught her breath, Megan said, “Hopefully you’ll be able to get it back into your pants now.” Megan took a couple more breaths.
“Thanks, Mrs. Murphy,” Chris said in his black man voice.
“No problem, Carl,” Megan said breathing heavily. “My pleasure.”
After a few moments, Chris said, “Ok. All done.” He struggled out from under the sink and placed his little wrench on the floor.  ”You’re all set, Mrs. Murphy. The sink’s all fixed.”
Chris picked up his wrench and stood. Megan put out her hand, and Chris helped her to her feet.
Once standing, Megan brushed at her knees, and said, “So how long before your penis goes back down, Carl?”
Chris looked down at himself. “Sometimes it takes a while.”
“Oh,” Megan said, sounding surprised. Megan looked down at her watch. “Actually, I have a lunch date soon. I hope it won’t take too long.”
Chris looked down at the dildo. “It’s usually not more than a half hour or so.”
“A half hour!” Megan exclaimed. She looked down at her watch again. “I have to meet my friends at the club in a half hour.”
Megan considered for a moment. “I’m sorry, Carl, but, we’re just going to have to do it again. I can’t wait that long.” Megan looked down at the dildo sticking out of Chris’ pants. “You certainly can’t go out to the truck like that. One of the neighbors might see.”
Chris looked down at the dildo, then back up at Megan.
“But I don’t think I can give you another blowjob,” Megan said, bringing her hand up to her chin and moving her lower jaw from side to side. “I think I might have dislocated my jaw a little.”
Megan thought for a moment. “Oh. I know!” she said, as if just getting an idea.
Megan clicked over to the breakfast table on her shiny, black high heels. Once over at the table, Megan reached under her skirt and began working her panties down. When they were down around her feet, she stepped out of them and kicked them off to the side. Megan bent forward and put her forearms onto her vintage table, then looked over her shoulder at Chris.
“Come on, Carl. We’ll just put it in a little bit. That should do it,” Megan said looking over at him.
“Are you sure, Mrs. Murphy?” Chris said in a deep voice.
“What else can we do, Carl.” Megan looked at her watch again. “I really have to be leaving soon.”
“But won’t your husband mind?”
“Carl. I’m not going to argue with you. Now, I’m paying you good money. So, expect good service.” Megan tried to look stern, but almost started cracking up. “Now, get over here and stick that thing in so I can get outta here!”
“Yes, Mrs. Murphy,” Chris said trying to sound cowed.
Megan tried hard to suppress a smile.
As Chris walked over with his big dick wagging from side to side, Megan reached back and pulled her skirt up onto her lower back.
Chris moved up behind her and took hold of the dildo. He brought it to Megan’s now very wet vagina.
Megan looked back at him. “Ok. Now, just put in a few inches. I read somewhere that if I take less than half, it’s not really cheating.” Megan couldn’t help smiling back at Chris. She was particularly proud of this line.
“Ok. Mrs. Murphy.” Chris eased the dildo in.
“Oh God,” Megan murmured, falling momentarily out of character at the feel of the big penis entering her. She looked up slightly with an expression of great relief. “That’s it, Carl. Just like that. Nice and easy.”
After savoring the big cock for a moment, Megan looked back, and said, “Ok. Now kinda move it around a little. See if you can get it to ejaculate again. But not inside me. Maybe just do it on my bottom,” Megan said.
“Ok Mrs. Murphy,” Chris said in a deep voice.
Chris began moving the big dildo in and out a little, essentially teasing Megan with just the tip. Megan sighed quietly as he moved the cock in and out a few inches.
“That’s it, Carl,” Megan said back to him as she looked forward at the
closed curtains. “I just hope no one walks by and sees me taking a big, black guy.”
Chris continued to torture Megan with just a few inches of the dildo. She sighed with her mouth hanging open and her eyes half closed.
After a few minutes, Megan looked back again. “Any luck, Carl?”
“Not yet, Mrs. Murphy.”
“Oh, darn!” Megan said as if greatly disappointed that this wasn’t working. She thought for a moment. “Maybe try going a little deeper,” she suggested. “And maybe a little harder. That should do it, I think.”
“Ok,” Chris said. He pushed in a few more inches.
Megan took a sharp breath at the deeper penetration, her body tensing for a moment, then relaxing again. “Boy, Carl. That’s one big cock you’ve got there.” After a moment, she said, “Ok. Now move it in and out.”
“Like this,” Chris said, as he began to fuck Megan.
Megan began to bounce forward slightly off of Chris’ thrusts. “Ya. Like that,” she said as she bumped forward in time with his modest thrusts.
Chris fucked her for a few minutes, and Megan’s mouth fell open. “Oh God,” she breathed. “Maybe go just a little bit harder.”
Chris fucked her a bit harder.
Megan smiled as she began to bounce more sharply off of Chris’ thrusts.
After a few minutes, Megan said, “You know, now that I think about it, maybe I’ll just skip lunch with Ellen and Angela.”
Chris smiled down at Megan’s perfect ass. “Are you sure, Mrs. Murphy?”
“Uh…..huh,” Megan said between thrusts. “I…..can see…. them….anytime,” Megan tried to say as she bumped forward.
✽✽✽
 
Ten minutes later, Megan was crying out as she took hard thrusts from behind.  
“Oh God!!!” she called. “Oh GOD!!!!!”
Megan’s was still bent forward, leaning on her elbows as she took Chris’ solid thrusts. Only now, her blouse was open all the way down to where it tucked into her skirt, and her right breast was hanging out. Megan’s breast was bouncing and swinging as she took hard, deep thrusts. Megan gripped at the smooth surface of the table as she bumped forward with each slapping impact, the little table scooting and skidding on the tile floor as she got fucked hard from behind.
“Ya!......Fuck me, Carl!”
Chris gripped Megan’s hips strongly, stabbing deep into her.
“Ya. Take that big, black cock, Mrs. Murphy!” Chris grunted.
Chris slammed into her as Megan tried to brace herself, her palms squeaking on the smooth Formica top as she tried not to get pushed right up onto the table.
“Yes, Carl!!!” Megan called. Gimme that big, black dick!!!!!!!!!”
Megan took the hard pounding as her pale breast swung and bounced, nearly coming up to her chin, her brows knitted tightly together at the relentless pounding. The little table began to skid across the floor. Megan’s new flower vase lay tipped over and wedged against the curtain, its water spilled out and running over the edge.
“Oh God!!!,” Megan cried out, her mouth hanging open, her eyes scrunched tightly closed.
“You like that, Mrs. Murphy?” Chris grunted. “You like that big, black cock?”
“Y….es!!!” Megan tried to say. But Chris was fucking her so hard it was difficult to get the word out.
“You like getting fucked by black men, don’t’ you,” Chris growled.
“Y…es!!!” Megan tried to say again as Chris pummeled her nonstop.
“Oh Fuck!” Megan grunted. “Oh my fucking God!!!!!!!!......Fuck me, Chris!...Fuck ME!!!!!!!!!!!!”
But then, just a few moments later, Megan tried to say something through the endless barrage of hard stabs.
“kuh…ris……I’m…g….na………..cum,” she tried to say as her body shot forward with each hard impact.
A second later, Megan began to convulse wildly as she continued to take the hard stabs from behind. She let out a high, desperate cry, a cry that was surely heard out on the sidewalk. Megan collapsed down onto the table as Chris continued to fuck her hard, her body bucking wildly as her naked breast swished against the cool Formica.
Megan came and came. She couldn’t seem to stop cumming.
But finally, she did stop. She suddenly went limp. But, Chris, perhaps not realizing the situation, continued to pound away at her limp body. The table rattled and skidded along the floor as Megan moaned incoherently, trying to say something.
“Kuh…ris,” she tried to say. “Please!...St…op…..Please!!!!”
Chris, finally seeming to recognize her state, stopped instantly at her weak entreaties. “Oh! Sorry,” he said, looking down at her with sudden concern.
“That’s…” Megan took some breaths. “…ok.”
Megan lay there sprawled across her little table breathing in and out as Chris breathed in and out behind her.
✽✽✽
 
Ten minutes later, Megan was in the shower.
Chris clicked open the glass shower door and peaked in at her She turned to him with a look of surprise, then smiled. “Hey,” she said smiling.
“How ya doin’?” he asked.
“Better,” Megan said. “My legs still feel like spaghetti, but I’m ok.”
“Sorry about that,” Chris said. “I should have realized.”
“No. It’s ok,” Megan said as she continued to run the bar of soap over her body. “A few more seconds though, and I might have actually passed out,” she smiled.
“Maybe we should have some sort of a safe word, or something,” Chris suggested.
“Ya,” Megan said smiling. “That might be a good idea. You’re getting pretty good with that thing.”
“Thanks,” Chris said as he watched Megan run the bar of soap over her soft breasts.
Megan grinned at him. “What? You see something you like?”
Chris smiled. “Pretty much everything.”
Megan smiled broadly. “You’re sweet.”
Then, with unexpected quickness, Megan suddenly reached over and grabbed the waistband of Chris’ underwear, then pulled him into the shower.
“Hey!” Chris said, as she dragged him under the shower spray.
Megan pulled him close and hugged him as the water ran down their bodies, his boxers instantly becoming soaked, and transparent.
After a moment, Megan pulled back and smiled up at him. She pushed the bar of soap down into the front of his boxers and began working it all around his groin. As she soaped his penis and pubic hair, she looked up at him, and said, “You were really good.”
“Really?”
“Ya. I was pretty impressed.” Megan could feel his cock quickly becoming hard as she ran the bar of soap all around inside his boxers. “Your black man voice could use a little work, though,” she teased.
“Is that so,” Chris said, smiling down at her. “I thought it was pretty good.”
“Ya, well. Not all black men sound like Darth Vader,” she teased.
Megan didn’t wait for a retort. She pushed Chris’ soaked underwear down to the middle of his thighs. Megan began jacking Chris off using the thick lather she’d created. Megan looked up at him, holding his eyes as she worked his cock with practiced skill.
Megan looked down at her stroking hand and Chris’ rock-hard cock. “Come on, Chris,” she said. “What are you waiting for? Are you trying to impress me or something?”
A few seconds later, Chris shuttered and shot a long, languid jet of cum up between them.
“That’s a good boy,” she smiled as Chris’ cum went down the drain.




A Quick Semen Run
 
The following week went by uneventfully. Chris continued to work late each night on the quarterly report. Megan had lunch with the girls on Monday, as usual, and worked out with Ellen on Tuesday and Thursday. She was actually starting to like working out. She seemed to be sleeping better, and she felt like she was getting the tiniest bit stronger. She had actually increased the weight on one of the machines.
But it was Saturday, and Chris and Megan had dinner reservations for a popular new restaurant in the city. Chris had made the reservations nearly a month ago. The restaurant had been getting such rave reviews that it took that long to get a table, unless you were famous, or knew somebody. Chris had had to use his bosses name just to get the reservation. His name didn’t yet have the kind of clout necessary.
While Chris went into the office to do some last-minute tweaks on the quarterly report, Megan did a little shopping and ran a few errands. One of the errands she had to do was to get more semen for the dildo. Megan had gone a little overboard in the kitchen the previous weekend, and now the dildo was empty. So, after doing all her other errands, Megan headed for the sex shop again. Megan had a new idea for a sex game and planned to use the dildo that night if Chris was up for it. Semen wasn’t absolutely necessary for tonight’s game, but she wanted to get some anyway, just in case they needed it. Megan though it might be fun to have Chris “ejaculate” into her tonight. She was curious what that might be like.
After leaving Ralphs with two shopping bags of groceries, Megan headed for the adult store. She pulled into the rear parking lot again, still a bit nervous that someone might recognize her car if she parked out front. She headed for the rear door hoping Sydney was working. As she walked in, Megan was happy to see that she was. Sydney was right where she’d been the last time, her face buried in a textbook, though this one was different, something having to do with primitive art.
Sydney looked up from her book and smiled as Megan came walking over. “Oh! Hi!” Sydney said, her face lighting up as Megan came up to the counter.
“Hi, Sydney. You remember me?”
Sydney gave her a look. “Of course, I do! You’re famous.”
Megan was slightly taken aback by the statement. She hesitated a beat, then said, “I am?”
“Sure, you are!” Sydney said smiling broadly.
Sydney spun around on her stool and rummaged through a cabinet behind her. She turned back around and slid a magazine across the glass counter toward Megan. Megan picked it up. It was one of her old lingerie catalogs, maybe three years old. Megan was on the cover of the somewhat battered catalog, giving the camera her best sweet and sexy smile as she modeled a lacy, pale-pink underwear set with garters and stockings.
Megan said, “Oh!” as she looked at herself, twenty-four years old, and probably at the height of her beauty. “Where’d you get this?” she asked, looking back up at Sydney.
“We buy adult magazines and resell them,” Sydney said. “Your catalogs are really popular.”
Sydney took the catalog back and looked at it. “After you left, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d seen you somewhere. Then I finally remembered where. You’re in half the lingerie catalogs we sell,” Sydney said, pointing her chin at a wall full of secondhand magazines and other assorted masturbation material — used adult magazines, old girly posters, sexy swimsuit calendars from years past.
“Well, that’s kind of embarrassing,” Megan said, trying not to think about what men were doing with her old catalogs.
“Oh, don’t be silly. Your catalogs are more popular than the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit magazines. We can barely keep ‘em in stock. Some guys come in everyday just to see if we have any.”
Megan looked down at the floor as if a little embarrassed. She looked up again. “That’s nice, I guess,” she said, clearly not all that comfortable with this sort of notoriety.
“So, what brings you back in?” Sydney asked. But, before Megan could reply, Sydney leaned over the counter, and whispered, “Let me guess. You decided to go for the thirteen-incher.” Sydney raised her brows expectantly and gave Megan a playful smile.
“Oh. No,” Megan smiled, looking down again. She looked back up, and said, “I was just wondering…do you guys sell um…” Megan leaned closer, curling her fingers over the top of the high display case. “…extra semen for that thing I bought?”
“Oh, sure.” Sydney got up from her stool and walked down the glass counter a few steps, then slid one of the back panels open. She reached into the display case for a small box that looked like it might contain a tube of toothpaste. “Just one?” Sydney asked, looking over at Megan.
“Um…Better make it two,” Megan said. But as Sydney was reaching for a second one, Megan said, “Let’s just do three, I guess. That way I won’t have to bother you for a while.”
Sydney gave Megan a mischievous look, then said, “Looks like someone’s been having fun.”
Megan blushed and looked down at her feet for the third time in the last two minutes.
Sydney grabbed the three boxes and walked back over. She slipped the boxes discreetly into a plain, paper bag, then folded the top neatly. “Here ya go,” she said, as she slid the bag across the counter.
“Thanks. How much is that?” Megan asked as she opened the clasp of her purse and looked for her wallet.
“Oh, no charge,” Sydney said, waving her hand dismissively.
Megan looked up surprised.
“I couldn’t charge a famous model,” Sydney smiled.
“Oh, no. I couldn’t do that,” Megan protested as she pulled her wallet out.
“Don’t worry about it. Really,” Sydney said. ”This stuff costs my uncle like fifty cents a box. He won’t care.”
Megan hesitated a beat, but then said, “That’s so nice of you,” as she put her wallet back. “Thank you.”
“No problem,” Sydney said. “Maybe next time you come in, you can sign a few of your catalogs for me. Guys around here would pay a fortune for a signed picture of you.”
“Really?” Megan said.
“Oh ya!” Sydney picked up the catalog again. ”That’s why I snagged this one. Just in case you ever came back in.”
Megan looked at the catalog. “You want me to sign it?” Megan asked.
“Would you!?” Sydney smiled.
“Sure.”
Megan waited as Sydney tried to find a sharpie.
When Sydney finally found one, she handed it to Megan.
“Right on the cover?” Megan asked.
“Ya. But don’t cover your picture.”
Megan looked for an appropriate location, then signed on the lower right corner, just below her calf. As an added touch, she put a little heart at the end of her name. “Is that ok?” Megan asked, sliding the catalog back to Sydney.
Sydney picked it up and looked at it. “Perfect!” she said. “Thanks!”
“No problem.” Megan said, picking up her bag of semen. “You mind if I just browse around a little?”
“Of course not. Let me know if anyone bothers you.”
“Oh. Ok,” Megan said, as if she hadn’t considered that possibility.
Megan turned, and Sydney picked up her book again.
The store was a bit busier than the last time Megan had come in. Megan figured it was because it was Saturday. As she strolled around, Megan could feel eyes on her from the all-male clientele. But, none of the men seemed creepy or threatening. They just seemed a bit curious about her. Even so, Megan was careful not to make eye contact with anyone.
Megan glided down the aisles silently, casually taking in the various items for sale: adult magazines, X-rated videos, various types of toys.
She moved slowly through the DVD section, sharing the area with a man in his forties. The man seemed normal enough. He was wearing jeans and sneakers with a clean, white button-down shirt. She surreptitiously checked his left hand. No wedding ring, she noticed. She felt a twinge of sympathy for him. Perhaps he didn’t have a girlfriend either, she thought. Maybe this was his only source of sexual release. Megan felt him occasionally peek over at her. Finally, she gave him a little nod as if to say, how are you?
He gave her a shy, almost imperceptible nod in return.
But then, as an afterthought, Megan combed her bangs away with her left hand, giving him a clear view of her wedding ring. The man must have read the gesture correctly, because he kept a respectful distance.
As Megan strolled the DVD’s, she read the various handwritten plaques telling what type of videos were in each little section. When she saw a plaque that read ‘Interracial’, she stopped. Megan tilted her head to the side reading the titles on the spines of the DVD cases, wondering if they had the video she and Chris had watched — ‘Dark Passion’. But she didn’t see it.
She checked out a few of the other interracial DVD’s. Each one she pulled out pictured an incredibly well-endowed black man on the cover, and sometimes a group them. And always there was a white woman, sometimes posing with one of the men’s penis in her hand, or sometimes on her knees surrounded by the men, all of them aiming their impressive cocks at her face. She found the covers very arousing. She wanted to continue browsing through them and maybe buy one. But the longer she stood there looking, the more self-conscious she felt. She decided to leave the DVD’s for another day. She left the area and wandered into unexplored parts of the store.
Megan stopped in front of a small display of sexy outfits for women. The outfits seemed to cater to the various role play games a couple might engage in. If Megan ever wanted to play a sexy nurse, or a police woman with a long, black nightstick, she knew right where to go for the outfit. Megan reached over to check out a nice little cheerleader outfit, complete with blue and white pom-poms and white patent leather boots. It was obviously an homage to the Dallas Cowboy cheerleaders. Megan wondered if Chris would like to screw a cheerleader some Sunday afternoon, maybe during the half-time show. That might be kind of fun, she thought
After browsing the store for a while longer, Megan finally found herself back where it all started — the dildo aisle. She strolled down the aisle, looking at the scores of different types and sizes of dildos. When she came to the one she had bought, Megan stopped and looked at it for a moment. It was identical to the one in her lingerie drawer, right down to the distinctive pattern of molded veins running up the shaft. Megan had pretty much memorized that pattern of veins last weekend when she was sucking the dildo on the kitchen floor.
Megan took step to the right and looked down at the huge thirteen-inch dildo Sydney had showed her a couple weeks ago. She peeked over at Sydney, who was ringing up a customer, then squatted down, balancing on the balls of her feet. She looked at the enormous thirteen-inch cock, marveling at its scale. It just didn’t seem possible that a man could be that big. But, apparently, this was from a real person She thought about that for a moment. There was some guy out there walking around with this in his pants, she thought, looking at the enormous penis. 
Megan considered the man’s partner, a woman he might have picked up in some bar. Megan could imagine the look of shock on the woman’s face when her one-night-stand dropped his pants and whipped out a thirteen-inch dick. Megan smiled at the thought, then rose up and made her way back to the glass counter.
Sydney laid her book down as Megan came back over. “See anything interesting?” she asked.
Megan smiled shyly. “Ya. But I think this’ll do me for now,” she said, raising the paper bag. “It was really nice seeing you again, Sydney.”
“You too,” Sydney said giving Megan a genuine smile.
“See ya,” Megan said. She turned and started for the rear exit.
“Don’t be a stranger,” Sydney called after her.
Megan smiled back over her shoulder. “I won’t!”




A Romantic Evening
 
Chris got home from work as Megan was taking a shower. About an hour later, Megan appeared like a vison at the top of the staircase. When Chris caught sight of her his eyes went wide. Megan smiled down at him for a moment, then came sauntering down the staircase, slow and smooth, hips shifting seductively inside her form-fitting dress. Chris watched her somewhat awestruck as she descended the stairs. In the four years they’d been together, he never seemed to get used to how absolutely stunning she was.
When Megan reached the bottom of the stairs, she sashayed over with a little half-smile on her face, eyeing Chris like a panther on the prowl, her pale-yellow evening dress hugging every curve of her very curvy body. Megan’s dress had been custom made for her. It fit her perfectly. Her full, powdery white breasts were highlighted nicely by the shimmering fabric, which draped across the front of her breasts in gentle, downward-arcing folds, a thin strap running up and over each bare shoulder.
Chris watched Megan glide over to him like a woman in a dream. When she was right in front of him, her scent wafting over as she eased her lips gently onto his. She kissed him. When she eased away, Chris wobbled slightly, as if he might fall over.
After a moment, Chris just barely managed to say, “Uh…maybe we should just stay in tonight,” his voice cracking slightly.
Megan let out a spontaneous laugh, then said through her laughter, “Ohhhhh no. You gotta feed me first, fella.”
Megan handed Chris a fine, gold chain with a diamond pendant. “Would you mind?” she asked as she turned her back to him.
The simple necklace complimented the small cascade of diamonds hanging from each of her earlobes. Chris brought the necklace over her silky, blown-dried hair, then lowered it, laying the three carat pear-shaped stone onto her sternum. He fastened the clasp and let the diamond find it natural place down in the soft, round cleft of her breasts.
Megan put a hand to her necklace, as it to make sure it was there. She stepped back, and said smiling, “How do I look?”
Chris was momentarily speechless.
Megan let out a little laugh at Chris’ somewhat tongue-tied expression. “I’ll take that as a compliment,” she said smiling.
Megan stepped back up and took Chris’ hand. She pulled him along like a puppy on a leash as she headed toward the front door. Megan snatched her Chanel clutch off the coffee table on the way.
Chris and Megan went out to the driveway, and Chris opened the passenger side door for her.
Megan smiled up at him, and said, “Why, thank you, kind sir,” as she slid into his little sports car, careful to pull the hem of her dress passed the door jamb.
“Not at all, mademoiselle,” Chris said, bowing slightly as he clicked the door shut.
Megan let out a little laugh at Chris’ “French accent.” It was almost as bad as his black man voice.
Three minutes later, Chris zoomed out the front gate of Sea View Estates doing well over the recommended fifteen miles per hour. Megan smiled and waved at the security guard as they flew through the gate. But, as they passed, Megan saw Tyrone shake his head at Chris’ flagrant violation of the gate speed limit.
Megan reached over and gave Chris’ thigh a little squeeze. “Slow down, sweetie,” she said quietly.
Chris eased off the accelerator.
“That’s a good boy,” she said, giving his thigh a light pat.
As they made their way to the expressway, Megan checked herself in the mirror of the sun visor, then flipped it back up. She relaxed back into her seat as Chris gradually increased speed again, no doubt imagining he was racing through the streets of Monaco as he navigated the long, sweeping turns of the sparsely populated area. Megan just looked over at him shaking her head. Boys and their toys, she thought to herself smiling.
✽✽✽
 
Twenty-five minutes later, Megan and Chris came to a gentle stop in front of an ivy-covered brick building with old, wooden windows, their shutters held open by nineteenth-century rot iron pins attached to the brick. There was a warm glow emanating from each wavy-paned window as candle-lit couples enjoyed their meals inside.
After opening Megan’s door and offering his hand, an athletic looking blond kid trotted around the front of Chris’ car and handed him a valet ticket. Megan waited for Chris to come around, then entwined her arm into his. They walked up the little flagstone path under a beautiful old Elm tree decorated with hundreds of little, white fairy lights. Some of the people waiting outside looked over at Megan as if wondering if she was an actress they may have seen somewhere, but couldn’t quite place.
Inside, Megan and Chris were greeted by an attractive woman in her mid-twenties standing behind a lectern with a small light illuminating the reservation list and a multi-line telephone. The hostess was pretty, but her attractiveness seemed to diminish somewhat as Megan came up to the lectern on Chris’ arm.
The dark-haired woman looked up from the reservation list and smiled. “Good evening,” she said, brows raised as if awaiting the name of the arriving couple.
“Hi,’ Chris said. “Reservation for Fairchild,” Chris said, using his boss’ last name.
The hostess looked down at her list for a moment. “Yes,” she said, locating the name. She looked up again and took two large menus from a holder, then said, “If you wouldn’t mind following me, Mr. and Mrs. Fairchild.”
Megan shot Chris a smile at the new name he had acquired for the evening.
The hostess led Chris and Megan through the small, intimate restaurant past quiet conversations and gently clinking flatware. As she led them to their table, Megan would have to occasionally suppress a smile as Chris’ fingers brushed lightly against her bottom, the dim lighting hiding his teasing fingertips from the other diners.
When they got to their table, the hostess handed them each a menu, and said, “Your waiter tonight will be Brian. He’ll be right with you. Have a nice evening.”
“Thanks,” Chris said. Chris noticed the hostess take a quick, perhaps envious, peek at Megan’s cleavage as she turned to go.
As the hostess headed back to the lectern, Megan looked over at Chris, and said, “Wow. This place is great!”
“You like it?” Chris asked.
“Oh, ya.” Megan said, as she leaned over and gave him a little kiss on the cheek. “I love it.”
Chris and Megan’s table was situated in a sort of private area of the restaurant. There were just two other booths in their little section, both of them opposite Megan and Chris’ table, but far enough away that they could speak without being overheard. The white linen table cloth was already set with heavy silverware and two long, thin candles in delicate silver holders. The candles were already lit and providing a warm glow to Megan’s soft features as she soaked up the romantic ambience like a young girl enjoying her first outing to a fancy restaurant.
✽✽✽
 
About twenty minutes later, as they snacked on a grilled shrimp appetizer and freshly baked bread, Megan gave Chris a mischievous look, then said, “I got more semen today.” Megan reached for her bread, suppressing a smile.
Chris looked at her blankly for a moment, then got the joke. He smiled, and said, “Are we out already?”
“Yep.” Megan lowered her voice, and said, “You really came a lot last time.” She gave him another mischievous grin, a twinkle of amusement in her eye.
“Me?” Chris smiled.
Megan smiled. “Well, I guess technically, Carl came a lot,” Megan said as she raised her bread to her lips and took a small bite. Megan chewed, then swallowed. “I got extra,” she said, again wanting to laugh. She leaned close, and whispered, “You can really hose me down tonight.”
“Megan,” Chris said, looking rather shocked.
“What?” Megan said. “You know you want to,” she said smiling broadly.
Chris just smiled, shaking his head a Megan’s bawdy sense of humor.
Megan took a shrimp from the white porcelain dish with a small bowl at the center. She dipped half the shrimp into the sterling silver bowl filled with melted butter. Megan brought the shrimp to her lips. She eyed Chris as she inserted the butter-coated end of the shrimp into her mouth, her full lips pursing out around it suggestively. Megan raised her brows at him, then bit down, showing perfect, white teeth.
As Megan chewed, Chris snapped out of the little spell she had cast over him, and asked, “So, uh…You went back to that shop?” he asked.
“Mmm hmm.” Megan swallowed. She dipped the remainder of the small crustacean into the butter, then finished him off.
Megan dabbed at her butter coated lips, then said, “That girl was there again. I guess her family owns the place. She’s so nice. I really like her.”
“What’s her name again?” Chris asked.
“Sydney.”
“Oh right,” Chris said nodding, as if remembering.
“And, you’ll never believe this,” Megan said, “She knew who I was. They had one of my old catalogs down there.”
“Oh ya?”
“Ya. One of my lingerie catalogs. I guess the men buy them to…” Megan took a quick glance around, then made a little up and down motion with her fist below the table.
“Oh,” Chris said. He looked at her for a moment, then took a shrimp. As he dipped the shrimp in the butter, he asked, “Does that ever make you feel strange?”
“What?” Megan asked.
“You know, that guys are out there…” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “…masturbating to your pictures?”
Megan thought for a moment, then shrugged. “Uh…No…Not really. The pictures are supposed to make men horny. The clothing manufacturers want men to get turned on,” Megan said. “They’re more likely to buy lingerie for their partner.”
Chris nodded as he chewed the shrimp.
“If the men don’t get turned on by my pictures, I’m not really doing my job,” Megan concluded.
Chris nodded again, swallowing. He picked up his glass of ice water and took a sip, then set it gently down again.
“Why? Does it make you feel funny knowing men are looking at me while they…” Megan asked.
“Uh…I don’t know. I never really thought about it before.” Chris considered for a moment. “I guess it doesn’t bother me. I’d probably do the same thing.”
Megan smiled. She leaned over and gave him a little kiss on the cheek. “Sicko,” she teased.
Chris gave her a little smirk.
They were quiet for a moment, Megan seeming very content as she looked around at the exposed beams and worn wooden floors of the century old building.
After a few moments, Megan’s attention was brought back to Chris as he said, “You know, I heard Will Smith comes here all the time.”
Megan looked over at him quickly, her eyes wide with interest. “Really!?” Megan said sounding excited. “What? Does he have a house in Boston!?”
But Chris didn’t answer her question. Instead, he said, “I hear Will Smith really loves this place.”
Megan pulled back and studied Chris for a moment with a questioning look. Then, after a rather long moment, her eyes went wide. “Oooooh, no. Forget about it, Chris. No way!” she said in a low, emphatic tone. “Absolutely not!”
But Chris just smiled smugly, then said, “Anytime. Anywhere. Those were your exact words.”
“Chris. Come on. You can’t be serious!” Megan looked around, somewhat panic-stricken.
“That was the deal,” Chris said, maintaining his air of righteousness. “Scout’s honor, you said.”
“Chris, I can’t!” Megan looked genuinely terrified at the prospect of having to give him a blowjob in the middle of a fancy restaurant. She tried bargaining with him. “How ‘bout this,” she said, locking her terrified eyes on his. “I’ll do it in the car on the way home. You like when I do it while you’re driving,” she said with hope in her voice.
But Chris just shook his head. “Nope!”
Megan looked around, evaluating her immediate surroundings should she somehow have to do this. Luckily, they were in a semi-private area, with just two other couples about fifteen feet away. Megan looked over at the couples, one younger, one middle aged. Neither couple seemed interested in Megan and Chris.
Megan turned back to Chris. “Please, Chris! I’ll give you three free ones if you don’t make me do this,” she begged. Megan was now petrified. She could see that Chris was enjoying himself, paying her back for all the times she’d teased him mercilessly or screwed with his head. She could see it in his calm face. It was payback time, and Chris wasn’t budging.
Seeing that Chris intended to really make her do it, Megan finally said, “Ok. So, what do you suggest, Chris? The second I put my head in your lap we’re gonna get kicked out. I hope you don’t mind getting pulled through the restaurant with your penis hanging out of your pants. Because that’s what’s gonna happen.”
Chris looked over at her calmly, and said, “Nobody’s gonna see a thing.”
Chris took one of the large menus off the table and opened it. The unfolded menu was huge, maybe eighteen inches tall and twenty inches wide. Chris rested the menu on the table, holding it vertically to shield them from view. Chris just waited without a word, a little smile playing on his lips.
Megan gave him a scowl. “Ok. Fine,” she hissed. “I hope you enjoy this, because this might be the last time you ever get it!”
Chris said nothing. He seemed happy to finally have the upper hand. It was a rare thing with Megan.
Megan hesitated for a moment, hoping he’d let her off the hook at the last minute. But he remained steadfast, not breaking under her scrutiny. Megan finally let out a little huff of defeat, then said as she began to duck down, “Just let me know if someone is coming. Can you do that at least?”
“Sure. No problem,” Chris smiled magnanimously. “Now get down there.”
That comment triggered a hard scowl from Megan, as if to say, boy, are you gonna pay for this.
Megan peaked over at the other two tables, then brought her head down to Chris’ lap.
Megan felt Chris drape the table cloth over her head. It was dark under the table, with barely enough light to see what she was doing. Megan looked over in the direction of the other two tables again. She could tell they couldn’t see her with the table cloth in the way. Megan undid the clasp of Chris’ pants, then pulled his zipper down. She fished his semi-erect penis through the slit in his boxers, then whispered up to him, “Is it all clear?”
“All clear,” he said, smiling, as he looked over the top of the large, open menu.
Megan took his soft erection into her mouth and started bobbing on it, the table cloth rising and falling at Chris’ lap. After just a few minutes, Chris’ erection was more than solid. He was as hard as a steel pipe. Megan wondered if this was one of Chris’ turn-ons — public sex. Megan thought about that as she went up and down on him. Chris liked having sex when they went into the countryside for a drive. They’d almost always do it under a tree or by a little brook if they stopped to have a picnic.
As Megan went up and down on Chris’ cock thinking about all this, he suddenly whispered, “Someone’s coming! Stop. Someone’s coming!” as he pulled on her shoulders.
Megan stopped instantly and tried to quickly bring her head up. But she did it too quickly and banged her head on the edge of the table. “Owe,” she whined as she pulled the table cloth off her hair. Megan tried to stay behind the menu as she quickly ran her fingers through her disheveled hair.
As their waiter got closer, Megan eased into a sitting position and scooted away from Chris. By the time Brian stepped up to their table, Megan was blotting at her saliva-coated lips and chin with her napkin.
When the waiter got to their table, Megan and Chris looked up at him from behind the menu, both of them with a slightly guilty expression, as if the waiter had caught them trying to pocket the salt and pepper shakers.
The handsome twenty-something waiter said, “Well. Have we decided?”
Megan looked up at him for a long moment, trying to catch her breath. Finally, she smiled, and said, “I’m sorry, Brian. Can we just have a few more minutes?”
“No problem,” Brian said. “Take your time. I’ll be back in a bit.”
When Brian was well out of earshot, Megan looked over at Chris. “Ok. You’ve had your fun, Chris. Are you done?”
“Ok,” Chris smiled. “I’m sorry. I was just screwing with you.”
“Ha, ha. Very funny,” Megan said. “Just wait ‘till I get you home. I’ll show you some screwing.” Megan raised her brows at him in a kind of feminine threat.
Chris seemed to lose some of his bravado under Megan’s rather intense gaze.
Megan, sensing that she again had the psychological advantage, reached under the table and gently took hold of Chris’ still hard cock. “Speaking of screwing,” she said, “I had an idea for when we get home.”
“Oh ya,” Chris said.
“Ya,” Megan whispered. “Tell me what you think about this.” Megan teased his dick as she said, “I was thinking tonight we could pretend that I’m taking a nap.”
“A nap?”
“Ya,” she smiled. “I thought maybe we could pretend that you’re at work, and I’m upstairs taking a nap while Carl is fixing the sink downstairs.” Megan scooted closer, her hand sliding up and down Chris’ erection. “I was thinking that maybe Carl sneaks into the bedroom while I’m asleep?”
“Oh,” Chris said, starting to see where this was going.
Megan continued. “What if he sneaks in and…you know, sticks it in me while I’m sleeping.” Megan considered for a moment, then said, “Or better yet…Maybe I let him do it,” she suggested. “Maybe I want him to do it.”
Megan felt Chris’ cock jerk in her hand. “You like that better?” she asked quietly. “Me letting him do it to me while you’re at work?”
“Ya,” Chris whispered.
Megan could hear the excitement in Chris’ voice. “Ok,” Megan said, “Let’s do that.”
But just then, Megan and Chris saw the waiter headed back their way. Megan separated herself from Chris and sat up straight, but kept her hand on his erection.
The young waiter stepped up to their table, and asked, “Well. Have we decided,” in a cheerful voice, directing his attention mainly to Megan, with whom he seemed to have developed a slight infatuation.
Megan smiled up at the young man as she teased Chris’s erection under the table. “I’m sorry, Brian,” she said. “But, I’m afraid we won’t be able to stay.”
“Oh,” the waiter said, seeming surprised and genuinely disappointed that they would be leaving, or at least that Megan would be leaving. “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said.
“Yes,” Megan said trying to sound disappointed. “Something’s just come up.” Megan gave Chris’ cock a gentle squeeze while maintained eye contact with the waiter.
“Oh. I see,” the waiter said. After a slight hesitation, as if this had never happened before, he said, “Well, I’ll just get your check.”
“Thank you, Brian,” Megan smiled.
When the waiter was gone, Chris looked over at Megan. “You don’t wanna stay?” he asked.
“We’ll come back another time,” she said. She gave his penis one final caress under the table, then said, “I’m suddenly hungry for something else.” Megan flashed him a mischievous look.
“Oh,” Chris said.
Megan brought her hand out from under the table, and took a sip of ice water.
A few minutes later, the waiter walked up and discreetly placed a padded check folder on the table. “I hope we’ll see you again,” he said, again seeming to speak mostly to Megan.
“Thank you so much, Brian,” Megan said, smiling up at him. “You’ve been really great.”
“I hope we’ll see you again,” Brian smiled. He gave them a slight bow, then backed from the table.
When Brian was gone, Megan whispered, “Ready?” in a hurry to get home.
Chris gave her an embarrassed look. “Uh…Gimme a minute. Ok?”
Megan laughed lightly at Chris’ predicament, then had one last shrimp.




Searching for Megan's Treasure
 
But, as Megan was eating her shrimp, and Chris was waiting for his erection to go away, two burglars were being waved through the front gate of Sea View Estates.
One of the burglars was a professional thief by the name of Jamal. Jamal mainly did commercial burglary. But, a couple of weeks earlier, he had overheard a conversation at his neighborhood bar. A plumber from the neighborhood had been telling the bartender about a beautiful woman who lived in Sea View Estates. The thief’s ears had pricked up even further when he heard the plumber mention how much cash the woman had been carrying. Jamal eavesdropped on the conversation a few stools down, gathering all the information he would need to find the woman’s house and, hopefully, her money.
As it happened, Jamal knew one of the security guards at Sea View Estates, a man named Tyrone. Jamal had been patiently biding his time for the past two weeks, waiting for Tyrone’s call. And that call had finally come. It had come just after Chris and Megan sped through the front gate on their way to dinner. Tyrone could see that the wife was decked out to the nines, and surmised that the couple must be going out on the town. He figured they probably wouldn’t be back before eleven. Tyrone had called Jamal and passed on this information in exchange for a small percentage of whatever proceeds were realized from the robbery.
Perfect, Jamal had thought as he hung up the phone with Tyrone. If the guard was right, this would give Jamal and his partner more than enough time to get into the house, find the money, and be gone before the couple got back.
And now, as Chris was discreetly putting his penis back into his pants, Jamal was watching his partner, Marcus, slip a thin metal shim into the jam of Chris’s sliding glass door. After patiently working the shim for a few moments, Marcus felt the lock yield. The two men donned black ski masks in case there was some sort of motion-activated video surveillance watching over the house. They stepped into the dark family room, a tall pile of folded cardboard boxes over in the corner, along with a small mountain of bubble wrap.
The two burglars looked for signs of a security system, but saw no evidence of one. They began searching the house for the cash they hoped was there somewhere, each of them using a tiny flashlight no bigger than a fountain pen.
A half hour later, the men still hadn’t found the money. They were about to give up, but Jamal decided to search the bedroom one last time. 
As Jamal did a more thorough search of the dresser drawers, he came across something he had missed earlier. Tucked way in the back of a drawer full of silky underthings, Jamal found a large, black dildo. He pulled it out and made a “psst” sound over to his partner across the room.
When Marcus came over, Jamal held the beam of his flashlight on the ten-inch penis. Marcus smiled. Marcus had run across this more than a few times in his career - a large, black dildo hidden in the back of a white woman’s closet, or tucked deep inside her knitting basket. Marcus wondered sometimes if the husbands were aware of what their wives had secreted away for a rainy day. Marcus suspected that it didn’t even have to be raining. Perhaps the big, black penis came out the moment the husband left for work.
Jamal nestled the dildo back into the tangle of silk and lace. After shutting the drawer, he shone his flashlight around the dresser, looking for a photograph, curious about the woman. When the small beam of light hit Megan’s wedding photo, the man just looked at it for a moment, somewhat taken aback by the fresh-faced beauty smiling out at him from the picture. The young woman, wearing a brilliant white wedding dress, was smiling happily as she held the arm of her new husband, the groom looking slightly befuddled, perhaps wondering why such a woman had chosen him, of all people.
Jamal made another “psst” sound to his friend, waving him back over. Marcus came over again as Jamal kept his light on the photo. Megan was beaming at the camera, her fitted wedding dress highlighting a trim, hourglass figure. When Marcus saw the shapely young woman with the pretty brown eyes, he mumbled, “Damn.” Jamal nodded in agreement. After a moment, as if reluctant to do so, Jamal set the photo back in its place, then returned to his search for the cash.
He finished searching the dresser, but found nothing. He decided to check the closet one more time before giving up and calling it a night. He went into the large walk-in closet as Marcus looked under the mattress. Jamal looked around for a moment, then noticed a row of expensive looking dresses, each enclosed in thin plastic and hanging from a padded hanger. Jamal noticed a slight part between two of the dresses, a little gap he hadn’t seen before. He stepped over and widened the gap. And finally, there it was — a small wall safe with the door slightly ajar.
Jamal opened the door and looked inside. He reached in and tossed some documents and paperwork down to the floor. But then he saw a bulging, brown envelope. He took it out and unwound a little string holding the flap closed. He looked inside. It was stuffed with one-hundred-dollar bills. He thumbed through the bills, smiling. It had to be nearly ten thousand dollars.
Jamal came out of the closet walking with purpose. “Got it!” he said, as he made his way quickly to the bedroom door. But, as the two men started to exit the bedroom, they heard the front door open downstairs. Then they heard a woman’s voice say, “Just gimme a few minutes to get ready, ok?”
The men ducked back into the bedroom as the woman came quickly up the stairs. They looked around, both of them seeing the open closet door at the same time. They strode silently past the foot of the bed, ducking into the big, walk-in closet. They swung the door nearly all the way closed just as Megan came rushing in, slightly out of breath from the stairs.
The men watched through a one-inch gap in the door as Megan came into the unlit bedroom and went quickly into the bathroom. It was dark, and they had hardly been able to get a look at her before she disappeared into the bathroom. The bathroom light clicked on and light poured out into the bedroom, illuminating the queen-sized bed with its thick, off-white duvet, a pattern of small cotton tufts, like miniature pom-poms, decorating its surface.
After a moment, the men heard the sound of Megan peeing, then the toilet flushing. Then they didn’t hear anything at all. They waited, wondering if they should make a run for it while she was in the bathroom. It might be their best opportunity. But the bathroom door was wide open, and they’d have to pass in front of it on the way out of the bedroom. They didn’t want to frighten the woman, maybe cause her to scream and bring her husband running. And even if they passed unseen by the woman, they still had to get past the husband downstairs. Jamal decided to stay put and wait for a better opportunity to sneak out, hopefully, once the couple was asleep.
Just then, Megan came out of the bathroom completely naked. The men could see it was the same woman from the photograph. But they were somewhat taken aback. The photograph hadn’t prepared the men for what they were seeing. The woman was gorgeous. The men watched in stunned silence as Megan removed her earrings and necklace in front of the dresser, then placed them in a small dish. The two burglars’ cocks were growing stiff as they watched the beautiful young woman.
Megan walked over to the bedroom door, her perfect bottom shifting from side to side. She leaned out the door, and called, “Don’t come up yet! Gimme a couple more minutes! Okaaay!!!”
“Okaaay!!!” Chris called back from the living room, as he checked the hockey scores on ESPN.
Megan came back over to the dresser, her breasts shifting from side to side as she walked over. She reached over to a circular box with a small bow on top. She pulled the top off and took out a feathery powder puff. She tapped the puff lightly on the box to remove the excess powder, then, ran the powder puff across the top of her breasts and down the cleft between them. She got a bit more powder, then ran the powder puff up between her thighs as she spread her legs just enough so the feathery puff could get high up between them, tickling across her labia and slightly distended clitoris. The feminine scent wafting over to the spying men in the closet just six feet away.
Megan set the powder puff back in the box and replaced the circular lid. She opened a drawer and took the dildo out. The two men exchanged a look as she set it on the dresser and started digging around for the straps. But after a few moments of looking, Megan turned toward the open bedroom door, and called, “Chris! I can’t find the straaaaps!”
“What!” Chris called up to her, as he watched highlights from today’s game.
“Oh. Never mind!” Megan called. “I found ‘em!” Megan untangled the straps from a piece of black lingerie.
“Are you ready!” Chris called up.
“NO!!! Don’t’ come up yet!!!”
Chris put his feet back up on the coffee table and kept watching the highlights.
Using the light coming from the bathroom, Megan took the straps and attached them to the dildo. Chris knew how to put the dildo on, but she wasn’t sure if he knew how to attach the straps to it. The last thing she wanted was to interrupt their little game so she could show Chris how to put his penis on. Megan laid the dildo out with the straps all attached and nicely arranged for Chris. She was surprised at how excited she was. She had really missed using the big dildo over the last week. She had been tempted to use it a few times while Chris was at work. But she had resisted.
With the dildo ready to go — Megan had filled it with semen earlier — she looked in her lingerie drawer for something to wear. She wanted something simple but sexy, something that wouldn’t get in the way when Chris came up behind her to stick the dildo in. Megan pushed things around, looking for just the right outfit. Then she saw it. She pulled out a sheer baby-doll nightie, very simple, but very sexy. It was like a transparent, mini-skirt, with a hint of soft, feathery trim at the hem. The faux fur trim made the nightie look like something Santa Claus’s bride might wear on their honeymoon.
Megan found the opening at the bottom and lifted the nightie over her head. She put her arms through the sleeveless arm holes, then let the nightie float down over her breasts. It hung down just below her bellybutton, leaving her naked below the waist. There was a matching pair of panties made of the same see-through material. But, Megan left the panties in the drawer. She would go bottomless tonight. It would make it easier for Chris to play out the little scenario she had outlined in the car on the way home.
Megan looked at herself in the mirror above the dresser. Her negligee was so light and wispy that her breasts were clearly visible. She gave her shoulders a little shimmy and watched her heavy breasts shift from side to side, the material tickling her nipples. Megan combed her bangs off to the side with her fingers, then fluffed her hair a bit to give it a bit more volume, as well as give it that slightly disheveled look that men seem to like so much.
As a final touch, Megan closed the bathroom door almost all the way, leaving it just a fraction ajar. This gave the bedroom just enough light to see her on the bed, but not so much as to ruin the ambience.
Satisfied that they were all set for their night of interracial role play, Megan went over to the door and peeked her head out. “Ok!...Ready!!!” she called down to Chris.




An Offer Too Good to Refuse
 
Megan waited at the door until she heard Chris click the tv off. She turned and took a running jump up onto the bed like an excited little girl eager for story time. Megan clamored up to the headboard on her hands and knees, giving the men in the closet a nice view of her naked ass. Megan stretched over to the nightstand reaching for her padded, satin sleeping mask. She always kept it there because she often took a nap in the afternoon, and she couldn’t sleep without it. She had actually gotten the idea for this little scenario while taking one of her afternoon naps.
A few days earlier, Megan had been upstairs lying down while Chris was at work. She was wearing her sleeping mask, as usual, and, as she started to drift off, a fantasy began to form in her mind. She saw herself lying there in bed as Carl worked on the sink downstairs. Why she would be taking a nap while a strange man was downstairs didn’t really enter into her thinking. The point was that she was alone and vulnerable, always a good start for an afternoon fantasy. 
As she lay there that afternoon, she imagined Carl sneaking upstairs and quietly entering her room. Of course, in the fantasy she was wearing something skimpy, something easily torn off of her by a strong, black man. The erotic scenario had culminated in her waking up to the feel of Carl’s big cock inside her, a kind of X-rated wakeup call. Even now, as she waited for Chris, the thought of that fantasy was making her wet. Though she and Chris had altered the fantasy somewhat on the ride home from the restaurant.
Megan heard Chris coming up the stairs. She quickly got into character, donning her sleeping mask, then blindly fluffing her hair again. She plopped down onto her right side, tucking her hands beneath the pillow, adopting the classic “I’m-sound-asleep” pose. Megan extended her lower leg down the comforter, then pulled her upper leg up high, her knee up near her ribcage. This arrangement of her legs put her vagina on full display to anyone who might be standing at the foot of the bed.  Megan was pretty sure there wasn’t a man alive who would be able to resist such a tantalizing offer.
As Chris came upstairs, Megan tried to slow her breathing and pretend to be asleep. She parted her lips slightly and breathed in and out quietly, her brows in a relaxed, neutral position. 
Megan heard Chris enter the room. A jolt of excitement ran through her as she pictured Carl entering the bedroom. She heard Chris quietly shut the door. The soft click of the latch made her suppress a smile of excitement and anticipation. The game was about to begin, and she couldn’t wait. Megan tried her best to maintain her “I’m-sleeping” expression, though she really wanted to smile. She liked playing these little games. It gave their sex life an exciting new dimension that she really enjoyed.
In the quiet of their bedroom, Megan listened to every little sound Chris was making. If there was one good thing about Sea View Estates, it was that it was a lot quieter than their old apartment downtown, where the wailing of a siren, or the drunken calls of college kids exiting a bar often intruded on their love making at just the wrong moment.
Megan listened intently, trying to decipher each little sound as Chris prepared for their little game. First, Megan heard a metallic tinkle. This was an easy one. It was the sound of his belt buckle. Then there was the sound of his zipper going down. The room was so utterly quiet that she could even hear Chris’ slacks sliding down to the floor. 
But then she heard something she couldn’t identify. It was a sort of sudden, muffled sound, followed by a heavy vibration, like something big being dropped onto the thick carpet. Megan couldn’t place the sounds, but she resisted the temptation to peek out from beneath her mask. She didn’t want to spoil the mental image she had in her mind of Carl sneaking up behind her, his big cock stiff at the sight of her exposed vagina. She imagined herself as a sort of modern-day version of Sleeping Beauty. But it wasn’t a kiss that was about to wake her from her slumber. It was something much better. Poor Sleeping Beauty, Megan thought. She didn’t know what she was missing.
After some other indistinct, muffled sounds, Megan heard creaking. She allowed herself a small smile. This was a sound she knew well. She heard it every morning as Chris sat in his favorite chair to put on his shoes. The chair was one he’d bought years ago, a sturdy old library chair. He refused to get rid of it, even though Megan had begged him many times. Hearing the familiar creaking, she figured he must be taking off his shoes.
Then there was a rather long period, maybe minute or so, where the sounds were varied and indecipherable, strange stretching sounds, and more muffled sounds she couldn’t identify. Then there was silence. Megan listened, waiting. But she heard nothing at all. After a while, she started to get a little annoyed. What was he doing, she wondered.
But after waiting a little longer, and just as she was about to pull her head up and peek out from under her mask, Megan heard the bedroom door open again. She had no idea why Chris was opening the door. Did he need to go downstairs for some reason, she wondered. Then she thought that maybe he was trying to create the illusion that Carl was sneaking into the bedroom. Megan smiled. That must be it, she thought.
As the door slowly creaked open, Megan made some groggy, “waking-up” sounds. “Carl?...Is that you?” she asked in her best “sleepy” voice, as she lifted her head up slightly.
But, there was no reply.
Megan waited for Chris’ preplanned response, but it didn’t come. She waited a little longer, then prompted him again.
“Carl, I’ve been waiting. What took you so long?” Megan said sleepily. “I must have fallen asleep.”
But again, there was no reply.
Megan wasn’t sure why Chris wasn’t answering. Maybe he had forgotten his lines and was standing there like a kid in a school play, not knowing what to do. Megan went on, figuring he would catch on after a while.
Megan stretched her arms up languidly toward the headboard as she raised her ass in the air, adopting pretty much the same position she had taken with Jordan the day he had pressed his cock into her ass.  
“Come on, Carl,” Megan said sleepily. “My husband will be home soon. I need that big dick of yours.”
After a rather long moment, Megan heard the bedroom door close again. She smiled. She could sense him coming back over to the foot of the bed.
“Come on, Carl. What are you waiting for?” Megan asked, turning her masked face back over her shoulder as she raised her ass a little higher.
After a moment, Megan felt the mattress compress behind her. “That’s a good, boy,” she smiled. "Get on up here and gimme that big cock," she said in a lazy, languid voice. Megan gave her bottom a little side to side waggle as an enticement.
She felt Chris come up the bed. Megan smiled, and said, “That's it. I’ve got a little reward for all your hard work.”
The mattress sank down directly behind her. Megan spread her thighs wide, her knees sliding away from one another over the bedspread. She could feel that she was dripping wet.
After a little delay, Megan was slightly startled when she felt the tip of the dildo lightly make contact with her pubic hair. She let out an “Mmmm” sound as the head of the dildo teased the outside of her pussy. Megan smiled lazily, and said, “Don’t tease me, Carl.” She undulated her hips, feeling the head brush lightly against her labia. 
“What?" she smiled. "Are you gonna make me beg for it?” 
There was a pause. Then a deep “Mm hmm” came from behind her.
“Ok...Pleeeease, Carl. Stick that big, black cock inside me. I’m begging you.”
Megan undulated like a serpent. She was so horny she could barely stand it. But she tried not to rush. She tried to make the game last. As the big penis teased her lightly, Megan moved her hips up and down seductively, waiting.
After a moment, Megan felt a slight pressure against her pussy. Her mouth dropped open. She really wanted it. It’d been a long week without sex, and she was more than ready. She was desperate. Megan undulated her hips again, teasing the head of the dildo as if it was a real penis.
Megan took a sharp breath as the tip of the dildo suddenly slipped between her labia. She smiled as the big dick parked itself at the opening of her vaginal canal. It was all she could do not to push back onto it.
Then the big head began to press against her opening, threatening to push into her at any moment. After waiting as long as she could, Megan turned her head slightly, and said, “Give it to me, Carl. Please.”
The big cock suddenly slipped into her. Megan took another sharp breath, then relaxed again. She worked the tip of the dildo with her wet pussy, then asked with a smile,
“Is that all I get, Carl?”
In answer, Megan felt Chris slowly push the dildo into her. Smiling broadly, Megan said, "Oh ya...It’s so much bigger than my husband’s.”
As the dildo went in, Megan was somewhat distracted by what sounded like distant shouts. It was as if someone was yelling in a house down the street. This seemed odd to her. She had never heard shouting in their new neighborhood before. But before Megan could give the shouts much thought, her focus went back to what was entering her body. Megan hugged the pillow to her chest as the big cock sank deeper and deeper.
Once the dildo was pretty much all in, the thrusting began. Megan began to shift forward and back on the bed squeezing the pillow, hugging it tightly to her chest as she took gentle thrusts from behind.
“Oh God,” Megan breathed, as she quickly succumbed to the deep penetrations. Megan sighed and moaned as she got fucked gently, but deeply. 
After just a few minutes, Megan suddenly went stiff, surprised at how quickly Chris had made her cum. She shook and groaned into her pillow as the unexpected orgasm moved through her. When it was over, Megan breathed in and out, the cock motionless inside her as she recovered. 
After a few moments, Megan raised her head up, and said back to Chris somewhat breathlessly, “Wow. That came outta nowhere. Are you doing something different?”
A deep “Uh huh” came from behind her.
Megan smiled at Chris’ black man voice. It was much better than before. 
Megan breathed in and out for a few moments, recovering, then said, “Ok. Go ‘head.”
The gentle penetrations resumed.
Megan, now completely relaxed, let her head hang down over the sloping edge of the pillow as her body got pushed forward slightly with each deep insertion. She took the thrusts quietly with a relaxed and happy expression, as if she were getting a massage at a high-end spa, a look of utter contentment on her pretty face.
But, as time went on, the thrusts got gradually harder. At a certain point, she felt Chris take hold of her hips with surprising strength. He began to pull on her each time he stabbed into her. Then he would push her away again as he withdrew. The resulting effect was that he seemed to be using her body to pleasure himself, like she was some sort of life-sized sex puppet. She wouldn’t have thought that Chris was physically strong enough to control her body in this way. He must be getting into it, she thought, as he pushed and pulled her on and off the dildo. Megan sort of liked the way he was taking control of her.
"That's it, Carl!...Ride me, baby!...Ride me!!!" she smiled.
It wasn’t long before the whole bed was shifting and rocking, the headboard banging against the wall as Megan got fucked hard. 
As time went on and the intensity increased, Megan began to cry out.
“Oh fuck!” she called back to him as she got pummeled, her body now bouncing off the hard thrusts.

Megan’s light bangs were hanging down over her mask now. They were swinging and bouncing off her forehead as she took harder and harder thrusts from behind. Megan had told Chris in the car to be a bit rough, but this was more than she had expected. But she didn't mind. She actually kind of liked it.
“That’s it, Carl!” she called. “Fuck me, baby!...Fuck my white pussy!!!”
Megan brought her arms out from under the pillow and stretched them up toward the headboard. She put her palms up against the banging headboard, bracing herself against the onslaught of hard thrusts. Megan could feel the life-like scrotum slapping against pussy, the big balls as heavy as lead. Chris was somehow getting the whole dildo inside her.
“Don’t stop!!!” Megan cried, as she bounced forward with each hard impact. “Fuck my white pussy with that big, black COCK!!!!!!” she yelled, hoping the neighbors couldn't hear her.
This went on for a while, Megan urging Chris on as she braced herself against the headboard, barely able to keep herself from being fucked right up the bed. But, just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, Megan pivoted her face upward, and said between gasping breaths, “Oh, fuck... I’m gonna cum again,” as her hair swung and bounced off her mask.
Megan cried out as her body began to convulse and buck on the still thrusting cock.
“Oh God, Carl!” she shouted as her body spasmed and bucked wildly on the big dick. “Do it!!! Do it now!!!”
This was Megan's prearranged signal that Chis should squeeze the semen pump and "ejacualte" into her. She really wanted to feel what that would be like. 
But Megan didn’t feel anything. Chris wasn't "ejaculating" for some reason. She tried to signal Chris again. “Fill my pussy, Carl!" she called back to him. "Do it now!!!”
Megan felt Chris’ fingers dig into her hips, gripping her hard. He began to fuck even harder and faster.
“Oh fuck!” Megan cried. "Ya! Give to me, Carl!!!"
After a minute of hard, fast fucking, Megan finally felt Chris begin to pump the fake semen into her.
“That’s it, Carl!” she called back. “Gimme that black man's cum!!!”
Megan felt another jet of cum enter her. Then another, and another.
“That's it, Carl!...Fill my married pussy!!!”
Megan felt her vagina expanding, trying to accept all the cum Chris was pumping into her. It kept coming and coming and coming. 
But then, just when she thought she might explode, it suddenly stopped. After a moment, she felt the grip on her hips ease. Megan let her head drop as she breathed in and out. She melted down onto the pillow breathing hard, her back rising and falling as she took in air. 
After a long few moments, Megan turned her head, and said breathlessly, “Wow, honey. That was…” But Megan stopped when she felt something strange. At first, she thought it was her imagination playing tricks on her, because what she was feeling wasn’t possible. She stayed very still for a long moment. Was the dildo getting smaller? She waited, feeling what was happening inside her vagina. It was! The dildo was somehow shrinking! A cold chill ran through her as Megan realized something was very wrong. She tore her mask away and twisting around to look behind her. Megan’s heart nearly stopped when she saw the masked man, his cock still buried deep inside her. 
Megan shot forward, pulling herself off of the man’s semi-rigid penis. She plastered herself up against the headboard, looking back at him with an expression of sheer terror. She couldn’t believe her eyes. This couldn’t be happening! Her mind raced as she tried to make sense of what she was seeing. Was she asleep!? Maybe she had fallen asleep while waiting for Chris, and now she was having some kind of strange sex dream. 
As Megan tried desperately to come up with some rational explanation for what she was seeing, she saw something in her peripheral vision. She looked over toward the closet and saw Chris. He was naked below the waist and tied into his chair, some sort of improvised gag in his mouth. And there was a huge masked man standing next to him.
This was just too much to process. Megan’s mind simply locked up for a second. She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t move. She was frozen with fear. Megan stayed plastered up against the headboard, like her back was glued to it, like she wanted to push right through it and out of the nightmare she was having. 
She looked wide-eyed at the masked man standing next to Chris. The man was giant, maybe six foot six and powerfully built. He towered over Chris. Megan looked down at Chris’ lower body. His pants and underwear were down around his ankles. Megan turned her attention back to the man standing next to him. As she looked up at the featureless black ski mask, the man slowly raised his right index finger to his thick lips, which were protruding through a hole in his mask. 
In answer to the man’s silent command, Megan nodded her head vigorously, her eyes as big saucers as she looked up at him.
As Megan breathed in and out, nearly hyperventilating, the man on the bed began crawling backwards on his hands and knees, his drooping cock curving downward toward the comforter as he backed away toward the foot of the bed. As he got off the bed, Megan felt his cum leaking out of her. The man climbed off the end of the bed and reached down for his pants. Megan watched as he tucked his still swollen penis back into his pants. That penis, a real penis, had just been inside her, she thought, looking down at the large black cock. 
Megan’s attention was drawn back to the bigger man as he stepped away from Chris and approached the left side of bed. Megan slid along the headboard, moving away from him as he came over to her. When he was at the side of the bed, Megan looked up at him, her heart pounding out of her chest. 
The man regarded Megan for a long moment, but said nothing. Megan just looked up at him, breathing in and out. She wondered if she should make a run for it. But then she looked over at Chris. She couldn’t leave him. She looked back up at the man. As she did, he brought a single finger up to his lips again.
Megan nodded briskly, shakily. She wanted to bring her hands up to cover herself, but she didn’t dare move. She felt like she was facing a dangerous animal and didn’t want to make any movements that might startle or antagonize him. 
Megan waited as he looked openly at her body, her breasts plainly visible through her thin negligee. After a long moment, Megan summoned the courage to speak. “Who are you?” she asked, shakily. “What do you want?”
The man looked up from her breasts, but didn’t speak, or even move. He stood as still and silent as a shadow on the wall. 
Megan waited. 
After a long few moments, the man finally reached into his pocket and pulled out the brown envelope full of cash. Megan recognized it immediately. She looked back up at the man, and said, “Please. Just take it and go.” Her voice was unsteady, but emphatic.
But, after another agonizingly long moment of silence, the man simply shook his head.
Megan looked up at him, waiting. She wondered why he wasn’t speaking. Was he mute, she wondered. Then she realized that neither of the men had spoken. They hadn’t uttered a single word. But then she realized she was wrong. The first man, the one who had just screwed her, had said “Mm hmm” a couple times. She had thought it was Chris. But she had obviously been wrong.
Megan tried again to reason with the man. “Please, sir,” she said. “Just go. You can have the money. I don’t care about that. Just please go.”
The man put the envelope back in his pants pocket, then just stood there looking down at her for a long few moments. 
Just when Megan was beginning to hope he might actually grant her request and leave, he did something unthinkable. He reached down and began to unclasp his pants. Megan looked on in horror as the big, black man undid his pants and slowly pulled his zipper down. She looked up at him with a question in her eyes, then looked back down. Megan watched as the man reached deep into his pants, then pulled out a gigantic penis. Megan's mouth dropped open, her eyes going wide as she looked at what had to be about a twelve-inch cock. All she could do was stare in disbelief. 
After a long moment, Megan looked up at the man as if to say, what in God’s name do you intend to do with that thing?
In answer to Megan’s silent question, the man raised his hand and curled his index finger toward himself, beckoning her over.
Megan’s eyes went instantly wide at his silent command. She shook her head vehemently, looking terrified.
He waited a moment, and, when she didn't move, beckoned her again with his index finger. 
But Megan clamped her lips tight in defiance and shook her head like a little girl stubbornly refusing to eat her vegetables at the dinner table.
At Megan's second refusal, the man looked over at his partner and made a small motion with his head, the motion directed toward Chris. The man at the foot of the bed seemed to know what the gesture meant, because he immediately took two strides toward Chris.
Megan’s eyes went wide at the man’s sudden movement toward Chris. She called out, “No! Wait!”
The partner stopped just short of Chris and looked over at her as if waiting for what she had to say.
Megan looked away from Chris and up at the man next to the bed.  She looked up at his masked face for a long few moments, considering her options. But after racking her brain for a long moment, Megan slumped, realizing she had no options. “Ok...You win,” she said in a resigned tone. She looked over at Chris, then back up at the giant, black man. "I'll do whatever you want. Just don't hurt my husband. Please."
After letting that hang in the air for a moment, the black man curled his finger one last time as Megan looked down at her fate — a foot-long cock waiting for her. The man's penis was hanging heavy and inert, like it was filled with liquified lead. He just stood there like some pornographic version of Frankenstein’s monster – a monster with a monster cock.
Megan eased her back off the headboard and began to reluctantly scoot over to him, trying not to expose herself in the process. When she got over to the side of the bed, the big man backed away to give Megan room. She slid down off the bed and stood barefoot and half naked in front of him. Megan knew what she was expected to do. 
After delaying as long as she could, Megan slowly sank to her knees in front of him. She knelt before him like a captured white woman supplicating herself before an African king. She resisted the strong urge to look over at Chris who was just a few feet away, catty-corner to the foot of the bed. She didn't want to see the helpless look in his eyes as she prepared to do something unthinkable right in front of him.
As Megan gathered her courage for what she was about to do, the man bent down and cupped her left breast in his huge hand. He groped her gently through her wispy negligee. Megan looked away as he kneaded her heavy, well-formed breast for a moment, as if admiring its perfection. When he was done, he straightened back up and  put both hands on his hips, apparently signaling that he was ready to be serviced. The black man waited patiently, his thick cock heavy and motionless in front of her. 
Finally, knowing she had no choice, Megan reached out and lifted the heavy organ, pointing it toward her face, a full six inches of his enormous penis hanging limply from her hand. Just the part hanging out of her hand was longer and fatter than Chris' best erection. Megan brought her other hand up to help support the drooping end. She held the man’s cock with both hands, then brought her head forward. She hesitated slightly, then opened her mouth as wide as she could and took him in.
The man’s cock was so thick that her full lips stretched thin and tight as she tried to take him in. She brought her head forward, his huge cock filling her mouth completely. She could  barely get more than the head in. Megan held the man in her mouth for a long moment, as if trying to get accustomed to the unfamiliar penis. Then she began making tentative forward and back motions, sucking obediently on the end of his giant, black cock.
At first, Megan’s forward and back motions were stiff and mechanical. For the first five minutes or so, she seemed to simply be going through the motions, performing a necessary task in exchange for her husband’s safety, a simple trade. But, as time went on, things began to change.
After about ten minutes, the burglars began to notice small changes in Megan’s demeanor and body language. Her hunched and tense shoulders lowered and relaxed. Her breathing seemed to change as well, becoming more relaxed and even. 
After about fifteen minutes,  Megan's stiff, mechanical bobbing grew smoother and more graceful, her brows arching high on her forehead as she bobbed forward and back almost lovingly. 
Soon, Megan began making  quiet “Mmm” sounds around the black man's extra-large penis. The sounds vibrated up from her throat with each forward motion of her mouth.
The two black men, well aware of her gradual transformation, exchanged a look. It had taken the burglar just fifteen minutes to seduce the loyal wife. And all it had taken was to stick a huge, black cock in her mouth.
It wasn’t that long before Megan reached some kind of threshold or tipping point, like the critical point in a nuclear reaction, where the reaction could no longer be controlled or stopped. Megan no longer had control herself. She began to suck noisily on the black man's cock, now bobbing ravenously on the head of his dick. It was like she had discovered some wonderful new drug, and the only way she could get it was to suck it out of his giant, black cock. Megan began jacking him off as she sucked noisily, as if trying to milk out as much of the drug as she could. 
Megan’s soft, white body undulated before the man. She sucked greedily, her breasts swinging gently inside her negligee. It was as if, in just fifteen short minutes, she had become addicted to what he was feeding her. And, like most addicts, she seemed desperate to satisfy her cravings.
The big, black man reached down and weaved his fingers into Megan's soft, brown hair. He guiding her head gently as she bobbed forward and back. He sighed deeply as the beautiful housewife let her tongue ride along the sensitive underside of his cock and tickle the opening of his penis. Every so often, he would reward Megan with a thick bead of precum, which she would lap up hungrily and swallow down.
After about twenty minutes, the black man knew Megan was completely under his control. She was now making love to his cock like a bride on her wedding night. Apparently, knowing that the spell he had cast over the beautiful housewife was only temporary, the man acted quickly. He reached down and pulled Megan to her feet. She rose up  in a sexual daze, confused and still hungry for the man's  cock. Megan swayed slightly as he held her shoulders, like a woman who’s had too much to drink at a cocktail party. 
Acting quickly, before Megan had a chance to regain her senses, the man laid her back onto the bed. Like a drugged woman, she didn’t fight him. She lay back compliantly, her legs hanging down toward the carpet, her vagina at the very edge of the bed. Megan felt like she was in a dream as the black man picked up her limp legs and spread them apart. 
The big, black man looked down at her waiting vagina, a line of moisture glistening in the dim light, running  down from her swollen clitoris. The man held Megan’s legs open and stepped up to her, his throbbing erection just inches from her neat triangle of pubic hair. Taking advantage of her disoriented state, he worked his big cock between her labia as he held her legs apart. Megan didn’t react. Like a drunk woman, her sensory signals were slow and sluggish. She just lay there as he prepared to mount her. Before Megan even realized what was happening, the man was easing his cock into her. But as he pushed it in, Megan finally seemed to register what was happening. She lifted her head and looked down. But it was too late. He was already inside her. Megan just watched as the huge black cock sank into her.
By now, Megan’s trance-like state had worn off somewhat. She grimaced as her vagina stretched tightly around the man's huge cock. She clamped her eyes tight as the big intruder forced its way in.
The man wasn't even halfway in when Megan suddenly stiffened. Megan clenched her teeth tightly together, her jaw muscles quivering as tried not to cry out. The black man stopped pushing for a moment to let her cum.
When it was over, Megan blew out a big breath, and the man began pushing into her again. Again, Megan grimaced as he went deeper. But, after getting just a few more inches in, Megan suddenly came again. She clamped her teeth tight as the orgasm rose up from deep inside her vagina and spread quickly through her whole body. Megan endured the orgasm silently, trying to spare Chris the sound of her climax. She squeezed handfuls of the comforter as the orgasm ran its course.
When it was over, Megan blew out another big breath, then gasped for air as if erupting up from beneath the water after being thrown down by a big wave. But the man wasn’t done yet.  He still had a lot more to go.
When the black man couldn’t get any more of his cock inside her, he began to fuck Megan. He stood at the side of the bed, pumping in and out of her as she looked up at the ceiling with an expression of utter disbelief. Never before had she felt anything like it. Megan shifted up and down the bed as the man pumped in and out of her, her large breasts shifting with a liquidy  motion beneath her sea-through negligee.
After a few minutes, Megan came again, her body tensing for a long few moments as she tried to trap her cries inside.
When it was over, the man went back to work on her, not even giving her a small break to recover. He fucked her with slow, deep thrusts that took her breath away. She took his thrusts silently, stoically, as her body shifted up and down the bed. She  tried to endure the humiliation as quietly as possible, for Chris’ sake. It was bad enough that he had to watch his wife getting fucked by a hugely -endowed black man. He didn’t need to be subjected to her sighs and moans, as well. She was determined not to succumb again.
Megan concentrated, trying hard not to let the man break her again. And for a while, she was successful. She remained silent, taking the fucking with a furrowed brow and tightly closed lips. The only sound was the gentle squeaking of the mattress as the man’s cock sank in and out her.
But after a while, Megan felt herself begin to succumb again. Megan tried to concentrate on Chris, tried to resist the pleasure the black man was giving her. But it was no use. As the minutes ticked by, Megan’s resolve was gradually broken down by the relentless pumping of the man’s enormous cock. It was like being fucked by a machine, and Megan's resolve was slowly eroding. After not that long, the quiet squeaking of the mattress was joined by another sound – Megan’s quiet sighs of pleasure.
Megan sighed with contentment, her heavy breasts shifting up and down her chest as the man began to fuck her a bit harder. She had tried her best. But he had won again. Her sighs were now escaping as easily as the air that left her lungs with each deep stab of his cock.
Soon, Megan's sighs grew louder, loud enough for Chris to hear.  He looked on helplessly as the big, black man pleasured his wife as he never could. 
Sensing Megan's weakening resolve, the man began to fuck her even harder. Soon, Megan’s sighs turned into moans. She had tried her best, but she couldn’t control them any longer. Her moans of pleasure filled the quiet bedroom. She had lost again. He had beaten her with the size and power of his member. 
After only ten minutes or so, Megan was gone again, replaced by a woman she didn’t know, a woman who wanted only one thing — a big, black cock.
✽✽✽
 
When it was over, twenty minutes later, Megan just lay there looking up into the darkness with a blank expression. She was breathing in and out, a light sheen of perspiration along her forehead. Her vagina was full again as the masked black man grunted the last of his semen into her.
As she lay there looking up, she felt the man begin to go soft inside her. He didn’t pull out right away, though. He seemed slightly winded by his efforts. He stood there for a few moments, catching his breath while Megan lay impaled on his giant, black dick.
After a long few moments, he finally pulled out. His soft cock fell out of her vagina, then, after twelve inches of freefall, came to an abrupt stop, swinging whip-like for a  moment before finally coming to rest, as heavy and inert as when he’d first pulled it out of his pants.
Cum immediately began pouring out of the Megan’s now gaping vaginal canal. Megan took a big breath, relieved that she had somehow survived the ordeal. Her legs were still splayed open and hanging limply down toward the floor, her toes hovering just above the carpet. She just lay there with a dazed expression.
Megan felt light-headed, as if she’d been hyperventilating the whole time, which, now that she thought about it, wasn’t altogether inaccurate. She tried to lift her heavy head, but couldn’t quite manage it. It sank back down into the comforter. After a moment, she tried again. Megan lifted her head and looked down her body at the man. She watched as he casually fed his limp cock back into his pants, like a tradesman putting his tools away after a good day’s work. 
As the man zipped up his pants, Megan’s strength gave out completely. Her eyes rolled back as everything went gray, her head falling back onto the comforter with a soft thud.
When Megan opened her eyes again, some minutes later, the men were gone and Chris was shouting into his gag.
Megan struggled up onto her elbows, somewhat disoriented, as if waking from a dream. She turned onto her stomach and eased down to the floor. “I’m coming, Chris,” she mumbled weakly as she slid down off the bed, wincing as her feet came down onto the carpet. But she ignored the pain and turned to go over to Chris. She took the one step necessary to get to him, then promptly collapsed in front of his chair, hugging his bound legs, her face on his lap, Chris’ semi-erect penis pressing against her cheek.
Megan looked up at him, ignoring his soft erection. “Are you ok?” she asked. But she immediately realized the stupidity of her question. Of course, he wasn’t ok, she thought. He was tied to a chair, and had just watched his wife get banged senseless by two black men. How on earth could he be ok. Not to mention the fact that he couldn’t even answer with the gag still in his mouth.
“Oh! Sorry,” Megan said, as she went around behind him to untie the gag.
Megan picked frantically at the knot of the makeshift gag — one of her silk scarves from the closet. She worked at it for a full minute, but the knot was impossible to undo. Megan came back around to face him and began trying to work the gag out of his mouth. She finally got it down below his lower lip. She pulled it down further, getting it below his chin. Chris spit out a pink ball of fabric, fabric which later turned out to be a pair of Megan’s silk panties.  Chris’ gag hung around his neck like a silk cravat.
“Are you ok?” Megan asked again.
“I’m ok,” Chris said. “Are you ok?”
Megan felt suddenly very ashamed. “I’m so sorry, Chris. I had to. I thought they were gonna hurt you.”
“I know,” Chris said, his voice hoarse and dry. “I know. It’s ok.”
She held his eyes for a moment in deep apology. “Here. Let me get this stuff off you,” she said as she went around behind the chair again.
The men had used various items from the closet and bathroom to tie Chris up — a couple of belts, a pink, terry cloth bathrobe sash, and an electrical cord. When she finally got all that off of him, Chris worked his arms trying to get the cramps out. Megan came back around and knelt in front of him again as he sat in the chair. She reached up and hugged him hard around the neck. She held him for a solid minute.
When Megan finally pulled away, she studied his nose for a long few moments, trying to evaluate his injury. There was a small trickle of drying blood beneath his left nostril, and the bridge of his nose was swollen.
“Oh my God!” she said looking at it. “We need to get you to a hospital.”
“No. I’m ok,” Chris said as he rose stiffly from the chair. Chris reached down for his pants. He pulled them up, tucking his semi-erect penis inside. Megan waited as he fastened the clasp. When he had his pants back on, she asked, “What happened? Why were your pants down?”
Chris sat back down heavily, Megan still kneeling at his feet. He rubbed at the back of his stiff neck as he said, “I was getting undressed when those two guys came outta nowhere and hit me. The next thing I knew I was being gagged and tied up.  I tried to warn you but with all that stuff in my mouth I guess you couldn’t hear me.”
Megan thought back, remembering the muffled shouts she thought had been coming from down the street.
“Chris, I’m so sorry. This is all my fault. If I hadn’t been wearing the mask…”
“No, Megan. It’s not your fault,” Chris said definitively, as if to nip that notion in the bud. ”If it’s anyone’s fault, it mine. I’m sorry.”
“There’s nothing to be sorry for, Chris. They surprised you. There was nothing you could do.” Megan looked him in his eyes. “I’m just glad you’re ok.”
“Are you sure you’re ok?” Chris asked.
“Ya. I’m sure,” she said holding his eyes.
“You’re not hurt, are you?” Chris asked, looking her over.
“No. I’m ok. Really,” Megan said.
Chris took a big breath, relieved.
After a moment, Megan reached out tentatively toward Chris’ nose. She lightly touched the swollen bridge. Chris winced, and Megan quickly pulled her finger away. “I think it might be broken, Chris,” she said, grimacing at the painful looking bump. “We should really get this looked at.”
“No. Really, Megan. I’m ok.”
Megan nodded, taking his word for it. After a moment, she rose up, wincing again at her sore private parts. “I’m just gonna put something on.”
Megan walked gingerly over to the dresser and pulled out a pair of cotton panties and a bra, then went into the walk-in closet. When she came back out a few minutes later, she was wearing a pair of faded jeans and a white, untucked cotton blouse.
Chris stood up as she came over to him. He took her hands and held her eyes. “Are you sure you’re ok?” His question seemed to be more about her psychological and emotional state than her physical condition.
“Ya,” Megan said. “I think so.”
Megan stepped close and wrapped her arms around him. She held him tight, her right cheek resting on his left pectoral muscle. After a long few moments of just holding Chris without saying anything, Megan finally pulled back and looked up at him. “Chris, what are we gonna do?”
Chris looked over at Megan’s phone on the dresser. “I better call the police.”
He stepped over and picked up the phone. But as he was about to dial 911, the phone made a little ding sound, and a notification came onto the screen.
Megan came over. “What is it?”
“An email,” Chris said, looking down at her phone.
Megan took the phone and looked at the new notification. She didn’t recognize the sender, but she got the odd feeling that she should check the email. She went to her email app and saw the new message. The subject line read “don’t go to the police.”
Megan looked up at Chris. “Oh my God. I think it’s them.”
“The burglars?” Chris asked, surprised.
“Ya. I think so,” she said.
“How did they get this number?” Chris asked.
“I don’t know,” Megan said. She thought for a moment, then said, “I left my phone here when we went out to dinner.” She looked over at the dresser. “It’s been right there all night. They must have copied down my number before they left.” She looked up at him. ”I never lock it when I’m home.”
Megan looked back down at the new email in her inbox. She opened it. There was no message, just an attachment — a video. Megan got a bad feeling. She hesitated, then tapped the screen to play video as Chris watched over her shoulder.
When the video started, it showed Megan on the bed, lit softly by the light from the bathroom. The video showed Megan getting banged hard from behind and calling out, “Don’t stop!!!...Fuck my white pussy with that big, black COCK!!!!!!”
“Oh my God,” Megan said, her eyes going wide as she looked down at the small screen. “They video-taped me.” Megan tapped the screen to pause the video.
She looked up at Chris. “Did you see the other guy taping me?” she asked.
“No. He was behind me most of the time.”
They looked back down at the phone and restarted the video. The masked man in the video was holding onto Megan’s hips as he thrusted in and out of her with a cock that was pretty much the same size of her dildo.
“Oh my God,” Megan said again as she watched herself take the masked black man. She wasn’t just taking him. She was taking him happily, urging him on, hardly a woman under any sort of duress.
Megan stopped the video again, and muttered, “I can’t believe this.” She let the phone drop to her side as she stepped over to the bed looking a bit shell-shocked. She fell heavily against the edge of the mattress looking down at the floor vaguely.
Chris waited, just looking at her empathetically. Finally, he asked softly, “Are you ok?”
Megan shook her head as she continued to stare blankly down at her feet. After a moment, she looked up, and said, “Chris, what if somebody we know sees this?” her eyes wide with terror. “What if they put it on the internet, or something?”
Chris just looked at her, knowing there was little he could say to alleviate that fear. The fact was, these men could do anything they wanted with the video. It could be on every porn site in the world by tomorrow morning.
Finally, Chris said, “Megan, even if they did, it’s a pretty slim chance that anyone we know would see it.”
Megan thought about that for a moment, then said, “Ya. I guess,” a small note of hope coming into her voice. She looked back down at her phone and thought for a long few moments. Finally, after a good minute, she looked up at Chris, and said, “Chris, I don’t think we can go to the police. Not with this video.”
Chris didn’t say so, but he was thinking the same thing. If they went to the police, the first thing those men would do is hand over the video, a video showing Megan happily taking one of them from behind. This would hardly bolster their case against the men.
Chris said, “Are you sure?”
“Ya,” Megan said, still thinking about it. She came over to him. “Even if they find these guys, which I’m not convinced they will, all they have to do is show this to the police.” Megan held up her phone. Her image was still on the screen — her with her mouth hanging open and a big, black dick half way inside her. ”When the police see a video of me banging one of the guys with a big smile on my face, they’ll promptly drop all the charges and throw us out of the police station. Those guys won’t even spend the night in jail,” Megan said looking at Chris. “And not only that,” she continued. “The whole police department will probably have seen the tape before we’re even back in the car. They’ll all be sitting around the break room laughing as they watch me getting banged silly by the guy.”
Chris thought about all that for a moment, then said, ”Well, we could just explain.”
“Explain?” Megan looked at him with disbelief. “Explain what, Chris?
“We could just tell the police that you thought it was me behind you. And that’s why you we’re saying all that stuff,” Chris said.
Megan looked at him like he was crazy. “Oh, that’s a great idea, Chris.” she said, sarcastically. “I can just see it now…Yes, officer. That is me. But I thought that guy was my husband pretending to be a black man while he screwed me with a ten-inch strap-on.” She gave him another disbelieving look. “Jesus, Chris. I’d rather get screwed by the starting lineup of the New York Knicks than admit something like that to a bunch of policemen.”
Chris nodded, seeing her point.
“So…” He hesitated. ”…no police?” Chris asked.
Megan thought for another long moment. “Chris, I just don’t think I could go through the humiliation.”
Megan thought for another few moments. Finally, she looked up at Chris, and said, “Ok. Here’s my thinking.” Megan paused a beat. ”Yes. It was a horrific experience. And yes. They had sex with me. But, aside from your nose, we came out of this relatively unscathed.” Megan paused another beat, then said, ”Maybe we should just cut our loses. I mean, I don’t like letting these guys get away with this any more than you do. But I think it might be our best option.”
Chris thought about that for a long moment, then said, “Listen, Meg. I’ll do whatever you want. If you wanna just put it behind us, then that’s what we’ll do.”
Megan gave him a relieved look. “I just wanna forget this ever happened, ok?” Megan gave him an imploring look.
“Ok,” Chris said. He combed her bangs out of her eye with one finger.
Megan looked visibly relieved. But then, after a moment, she said, “I just hope that video doesn’t get out. Hopefully, they’ll just show it to a few of their buddies, then forget they have it. Maybe they’ll drop their phone into a lake or something,” Megan said, trying to smile.
“Ya. That’d be nice,” Chris said, trying to smile with her.
Megan stepped over to him and they hugged one more time.
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About an hour later, Megan and Chris were lying in bed and still wide awake. They were naked under the covers and facing one another, both of them too pumped up with residual adrenaline to sleep. Chris had gotten each of them a double shot of whiskey to try to ease their jangled nerves and help them sleep. But it wasn’t working. They just lay there looking at one another in the dark.
Megan wasn’t much of a drinker, so the whiskey had definitely helped. But she was still too keyed up to sleep. She reached over to Chris’ nose again. She had made him hold a bag of peas on it for a while, and the swelling had gone down quite a bit. She ran her fingertip lightly over the bump, now somewhat fascinated with his injury, like he’d taken on the aura of a tough guy, a man not afraid to get into the occasional scuffle, or knife fight.
“Are you sure we shouldn’t get this looked at,” she whispered as she gently traced along his injury.
“No. It feels better, actually. I don’t think it’s broken.”
Megan was mildly disappointed. She kind of liked the idea of being with a man with a broken nose. She wouldn’t even have minded a knife scar or two, perhaps one below his left eye, and another one on his chest he never talks about.
“My brave little leprechaun,” she cooed quietly, smiling at him in the dark, the whiskey starting to work its magic on her.
Chris smiled at her slightly teasing tone.
Megan took her finger away and brought her face close to his. She pressed her soft lips lightly against the bridge of his nose, then pulled back.
“Is that better?” she whispered.
“Mm hmm,” Chris said, nodding. But then, after a moment, he said, “But, I could probably use another.”
Megan smiled and brought her lips to his nose again. She gave him another gentle kiss.
“How does it feel now?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.
“Ok. I guess,” Chris said begrudgingly, like a child milking sympathy from his mother after a minor playground injury.
“That’s my big boy,” Megan teased, smiling over at him.
The two of them lay there quietly for a while regarding one another in the semi-dark room, not saying anything. For some reason, the scary encounter with the two burglars was making Megan feel especially close to Chris, as if a new level of intimacy had been achieved by surviving the experience, like two soldiers going through battle together.
After a few long minutes of quiet, Chris finally broke the silence when he said, “Megan…can I ask you something?”
Megan instantly felt her body tense. By his tone, she had a pretty good idea where this was going. She hesitated a beat, then said, “Uh huh,” trying to keep her voice neutral and quiet, though she was scared to death of what he was about to ask.
Chris seemed to consider for a moment, as if trying to decide how to word his question. Megan waited, more than a little apprehensive about what it might be.
Finally, Chris said softly, “You liked it, didn’t you?” His voice was quiet and intimate, but with a note of apprehension, as if he was slightly afraid to hear her answer.
Megan’s stomach dropped at Chris’ gentle inquiry. This was the one question she had hoped he would never ask. Megan’s knee jerk reaction was to say, “Like what?” playing for time as she thought how to answer. But, she didn’t do it. She knew what he was asking, and she wasn’t going to pretend she didn’t. She owed him that.
After a moment, Megan said softly, “Chris, are you sure you wanna talk about this right now. Maybe we should wait until tomorrow.” Or never, she thought to herself.
“I’d like to talk about it now, unless you really don’t want to,” he said quietly.
Megan was silent for a moment, then she whispered, “Ok. If you really want to.”
Chris nodded, as if to say, yes, I do.
Megan settled herself somewhat as she lay there looking over at him, as if this conversation might be a long, and potentially painful one.
“Ok,” she said, as she considered how to answer. Obviously, his short question was just another way of asking whether she like getting screwed by a black man with a twelve-inch penis as thick as her forearm. Megan thought how best to answer. She wanted to be honest, but not cruel.
Finally, she said softly, “Um…If you want me to be completely honest, Chris..." Megan hesitated for a long moment.  "Yes...I guess, I did kinda like it.”
Megan waited, not sure what his reaction would be.
Chris nodded. Then, after a moment, he said quietly, “You liked how big he was?”
Megan hesitated, trying to think if there was some other less painful way to put it. But she couldn’t think of any other way to say it. Finally, after delaying as long as she could, she finally said, “Uh huh,” and left it at that.
Megan held her breath and waited. She looked over at him empathetically, knowing this must be a hard thing  to hear, especially when he was somewhat insecure about his size to begin with. After a moment, Megan tried to ease the blow somewhat by adding, “But, Chris, that doesn’t mean I don’t like yours,” she said gently. She brought her hand over to him and laid it on his hip bone, giving him a little squeeze. “Yours is just fine.”
Megan instantly started kicking herself mentally. Why did she have to say fine? Why couldn’t she have said, amazing, or spectacular. The fact was she did like Chris’ penis. It wasn’t the biggest penis in the world, but it was hers, and she loved it. Megan knew she’d blown it, though. Rule number two in the woman’s handbook – Never tell your man you like another man’s penis more than his.
Chris was perfectly still, and not saying a word now.
Megan waited. She wondering what he was thinking. He was probably picturing that enormous, black penis plowing in and out of her. He had literally had a ringside seat. How was the poor guy ever gonna get that image out of his head?
After waiting a long few moments, Megan said gently, “Chris? Are you ok?”
After a slight delay, he said, “Ya.”
“Are you sure?” she asked quietly.
“Mm hmm.”
From his voice, Megan got the impression he was taking it fairly well. Still, she tried to reassure him by saying, “Chris, I think it’s just a physical thing. I think a woman’s body just reacts differently to a large penis.” But after saying it, Megan wasn’t sure if she’d made him feel better or worse. Boy, she was really batting a thousand today, she thought to herself.
Chris nodded, as if to say he understood. But, then he went quiet again, as if in deep thought. After a moment, he asked, “He made you cum a lot, didn’t he?”
Megan’s heart nearly stopped. For some reason, she hadn’t anticipated this question. Though she didn’t know why. What husband wouldn’t ask that.
For the first time, Megan seriously considered not telling him the truth. Or at least fudging the truth. But, what was point. He must have heard her. That’s probably why he was bringing it up. He must have heard her cum all those times. Not to mention the final couple of orgasms, where she had bucked so wildly that it must have looked like she was being electrocuted by the man’s cock.
Megan made her voice as soft as she could, and said, “Yes, Chris…He made me cum a lot,” continuing her policy of brutal honesty, but hoping it would help them get past this.
Chris went still again. “How many times?” Chris asked softly.
Oh Christ, Megan thought to herself. This was starting to get sadistic. The man could only take so much. Still, she couldn’t bear to lie to him. He obviously wanted the truth. She could hear it in his voice.
Again, Megan made her voice very soft as she said, “Chris, I honestly don’t know. But it was a lot.”
Chris was quiet for a long moment.
“Chris. I’m so sorry. I tried not to. I really did. But he was so big…”
Megan instantly stopped herself from finishing that sentence. She knew the moment it came out of her mouth that it was the exact wrong thing to say. She tried to quickly back-peddle, saying, “I mean…”
But, Chris cut her off, saying, “No. It’s ok…You’re just being honest.”
Megan was so disappointed with herself that she let her hand fall from Chris’s hip in utter despair. But as her hand moved down Chris’ abdomen to the sheet, her fingertips inadvertently brushed across his penis. Megan’s brows went up in surprise when she felt his hardon. Megan reached back up and found his erection. She was a little shocked. He wasn’t just hard. He was rock-hard. Practically ready to burst!
As she gently explored Chris’ rather impressive erection, Megan said, “Honey, you’re really hard.”
She waited for some sort of explanation. But none came. He stayed silent, unwilling to explain his highly aroused state.
Megan caressed his pulsing erection as she whispered, “Honey…” She made her voice very quiet and intimate. “…does that turn you on? That he made me cum so many times?”
Chris didn’t answer.
Megan caressed his cock as she thought for a moment. “Or maybe his size?” she asked quietly. “Did it excite you to see me take such a big penis?”
But Chris still refused to speak.
Megan waited for a long few moments.
“Honey, I saw that you were kinda hard when I untied you,” Megan said quietly. “I know it turned you on a little. That’s ok, sweetheart. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”
But Chris refused to answer, obviously embarrassed.
Finally, Megan said, “Come on, sweetie. I was honest with you. Won’t you please be honest with me.”
Megan waited. But still, Chris wouldn’t budge. He simply wouldn’t discuss it.
Megan thought for a moment, wondering what she could say or do to make him feel less embarrassed. Finally, she said, “Chris, can I tell you something?”
After a long silence, he finally let out a small, “Mm hmm,” like a young boy being coaxed by his mother to talk about something he’s ashamed of.
Megan scooted closer to him, the tip of her nose almost touching his as she tried to make the conversation more intimate. Megan whispered in a confidential tone, “I didn’t want to tell you this, Chris but…” Megan paused, caressing Chris’ erection with very light touches of her fingertips. “…you know when that guy made me suck his penis?”
Chris nodded.
“This is pretty embarrassing, but…at first, I didn’t want to do it.” Megan gave Chris’ hardon a gentle pull, suddenly becoming more aroused. “But then, after a while, I kinda started to get turned on.”
Chris was quiet for a moment, then he said, “Ya. I saw that.”
“I’m sorry, Chris. I’m sorry you had to see that.”
“What got you so excited?” Chris asked.
Megan was actually glad Chris was asking her this. He was shifting the focus off of himself and onto her. Which was what she was hoping.
“I’m not sure,” Megan said softly. “I think it was a combination of things. I guess how big his penis was. But not just that,” Megan said thinking. “I think it also excited me that you were watching. That you were watching me suck a huge, black penis.” Megan was quiet for a moment, then she whispered, “Actually, it’s kind of turning me on just thinking about it.” Megan gave his cock a couple gentle pulls.
“Oh,” Chris said.
Megan played lightly with the ridge of his penis, tracing the head of his dick then teasing the underside. She knew this was one of his favorite spots. Chris arched and strained as she teased the area just below the opening of his penis. Megan thought of this spot as Chris’ clitoris. He was incredibly sensitive there.
“Did you like watching me suck that guy's penis?” Megan whispered as she teased his cock under the covers.
“Uh huh,” he said.
Megan was quiet for a long few moments. Then she said, “Chris, can I show you something?”
“Uh huh,” he whispered.
Megan found Chris’s hand and brought it down between her legs. She opened her thighs and inserted two of Chris’ fingers into her wide-open vagina. “He really stretched me out down there,” she whispered, sounding rather excited about it.
Chris felt around inside Megan’s sloppy  vaginal canal.
Megan winced a little as he explored her insides. “Careful,” she said. “I’m still a little tender.”
“Oh. Sorry,” Chris said as he pulled his fingers out.
“No. It’s ok,” Megan whispered. She got his hand and put his fingers back in. “I like it. Just do it easy.”
Chris started gently going in and out of her.
“Ya,” Megan whispered. “Like that.”
Megan breathed in and out as Chris’ fucked her gently with his fingers. After a few moments, she brought her hand up and deposited some saliva in her palm, then brought it back down to his penis.
She stroked him gently, and whispered, “Did you watch, Chris? Did you watch that big penis going in and out of me?” her breath hot against his face.
“Uh huh.”
“You liked watching, didn’t you?” she asked quietly as she continued to stroke him.
“Uh huh,” Chris breathed.
Megan got more saliva and brought her hand down under the covers again.
“Your cock is so fucking hard, Chris,” Megan said as she sucked air in through gritted teeth.
Chris tensed as she worked his hardon with her slippery hand.
“You liked watching me take that big, black cock, didn’t you?” Megan whispered huskily.
“Uh huh,” Chris said as he continued to gently fuck her with two fingers.
“Chris. Put all your fingers in,” Megan said as she began stroking him a bit faster.
Chris brought his two fingers out and added his other two, forming them into a sort of cone shape. He slid them back in.
“Oh fuck,” Megan gasped as she arched toward him, looking up over Chris’ head for a moment. “Deeper, Chris,” she breathed.
Chris pressed his fingers deeper, all the way to the last knuckle.
“Ya. Like that,” Megan said with her eyes closed.
Megan’s hand went dry again. She brought it out for more saliva, then reached down under the covers again. She pulled strongly on Chris small, but very hard cock. “Fuck me, baby!” she whined as Chris moved his hand in and out of her.
Megan writhed and undulated to Chris’ plunging fingers. Her pussy was sopping wet now, a squishing sound audible from under the covers. Megan’s mouth was hanging open. “Oh fuck,” she whined. “Oh FUCK!”
“You like big cocks, don’t you?” Chris breathed.
Megan knew what he wanted to hear. “Yes,” Megan breathed. “I like big cocks.”
They continued to pleasure one another quietly, both of them writhing under the covers.
“You like big, black cocks, don’t you?” he whispered.
“Yes,” Megan breathed. “I love big, black ones,” she said smiling, putting special emphasis on the word “black” because she knew that would excite him.
Megan breathed in and out, still pulling on Chris’ throbbing cock, surprised he hadn’t blown his load yet. He was trying to make it last, she realized. It must be taking every ounce of his self-control, she thought.
Megan felt her own orgasm getting closer with each squishing stab of Chris’ fingers.
“Oh fuck, Chris!” she whined, her orgasm coming quickly now.
“You liked getting screwed by two black men, didn’t you?” Chis grunted, his hand squishing in and out of her.
“Ye…..sss,” Megan tried to say. “I….did!” her voice strained and high now.
Megan was gasping now as Chris got nearly his whole hand into her. The bed was squeaking under the little tent of covers formed by Megan’s raised knee.
Chris pushed his hand as deep as he could get it, and Megan gasped. He moved it in and out, nearly fucking her with his whole hand now. Megan squeezed her eyes tight, gritting her teeth.
But, after just a couple more stabs of Chris' fingers, Megan suddenly cried out, “Oh God, Chris!...I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna CUM!!!!”
Megan had to momentarily release Chris’ cock for fear of hurting him. She clutched at the sheet as her body began to tremble and shake. Chris kept his hand deep inside her as Megan came hard, her face turned down into the sheet as she let out a deep groan. She shook and trembled for a few long seconds, then, as her orgasm abated, she reached for Chris’ cock again. Megan pulled on him frantically, and after only a few seconds, he shot hot cum through her pumping hand. Chris groaned and shot another strong ejaculation onto the sheet between them. Chris quickly shrank in her hand, and Megan released him.
When the storm had passed, they both lay breathing in and out with their mouths hanging ajar. Megan's face  was against Chris’ chest. She was wrapped loosely in his weak embrace, her chest heaving as she took in air. Both of them were completely and utterly spent, Megan shuttering with an occasional aftershock. Neither of them could move or speak. All they could do was breath. They were like two survivors of a shipwreck, both washed ashore and shivering in one another’s arms, huddled against the cold winds. 
After a couple of minutes, Megan curled herself into a ball and nestled into Chris’ body like she needed more shelter from those winds. Chris wrapped his arms around her, neither of them having the energy to speak. The silence stretched out for a long few minutes, then, finally, it dragged them both down into blissful slumber.




Moving Back to the City
 
A month later, Megan and Chris were back in their old apartment downtown, the now welcome sounds of traffic and shouting voices coming up from the busy street below.
The day after the incident with the two burglars, Megan and Chris had talked it over and had come to the conclusion that no place is truly safe. Even a home in a gated community with a security guard is no guarantee they wouldn’t occasionally come face to face with the darker side of life. So, they decided, if no place is safe, they might as well live somewhere they liked. So, the next day, they started packing up all their things again. Luckily, they still had tons of boxes and bubble wrap.
A week later, they moved back to their old apartment, which, again luckily, hadn’t yet been rented. Megan even got the same two burly, black movers as before. Megan had dug up Lamar’s card and called them to do all the heavy lifting. Even after what had happened, she didn’t have anything against black guys. There were always a few bad apples in the bunch, she figured.
And now, back in their old apartment, with all their stuff back in place, Megan was curled up on the sofa next to Chris, as happy as a clam to be home again, even if that home was just the second floor of a repurposed brick warehouse with clanging radiators and drafty, double-hung windows. She didn’t care. She loved old things, and her little kitchen table fit perfectly.
It was Friday night, and the two of them were looking out over a sea of little, white Chinese takeout boxes as they re-watched the second season of Game of Thrones for the third time. Megan was taking a big bite of eggroll as she looked wide-eyed Hodor’s penis. Hodor was her favorite character, mainly because of the size of his dick.
As Megan finished off her eggroll, she gazed raptly at Hodor’s prodigious member. After swallowing, she slid her hand into Chris’s pajama bottoms, and said, “Boy. That Hodor’s hung like a stallion!” as she stared at the flat screen.
Chris pivoted his face down to her, giving her an incredulous look. “You’re kidding, right?”
Megan pulled back and looked up at him. “What?” she said.
Chris looked over at the tv, then back at her. “You do realize that’s a prosthetic, don’t you?”
Megan pulled her hand out of his pajamas looking surprised he would say such a thing about her precious Hodor. “No, it’s not,” she protested. She looked back at the tv. “Look how it’s swinging around. That thing’s gotta be real, Chris.”
Chris just smiled and shook his head, not quite sure if she was serious, or just pulling his leg again, one of her favorite pastimes. Megan had a gift for keeping a straight face when she was fucking with him.
He looked down at her big, innocent eyes for a moment, then gave up trying to figure out if she was messing with him, or not. Finally, he said, “Ok. Fine. Have it your way.” He went back to watching the show.
Megan cracked a little smile as he turned back to the tv.
Megan settled her cheek back on Chris’s shoulder, then slid her hand back into his pajama bottoms. She teased his penis lightly as they watched. For some reason, she always got very horny when Hodor was in one of the scenes.
As Megan teased Chris’ dick lightly, she thought about what was in her lingerie drawer — a brand new dildo. Sydney had smiled broadly as Megan heaved the heavy box up onto the glass counter and slid her Visa card over. Sydney even threw in some extra semen as Megan signed a few lingerie catalogs, putting a little smiley face at the end of her flowing signature.
Megan ran a fingertip lightly up Chris’s stiffening cock as she pictured the thirteen-inch, black penis nestled into her silky underthings. She stretched up, bringing her lips against Chris’s ear as she whispered, “But…speaking of prosthetics…”
The End
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