
        
            
                
            
        

    
Emma and the Gambian Immigrant

By J.W. McKenna

Chapter One

Emma

Emma Campbell was flipping through the channels, idly watching the news while her boys were down for their naps, when a headline caught her eye:

Mayor of NYC asks residents to take in immigrants

She turned up the volume and watched as the mayor announced they were being overrun with immigrants, forcing the city to put them up in hotels, airports and schools. Now they were turning to residents with a spare room.

What’s more, the mayor said, you will be paid to house them.

He didn’t say how much but it got her to thinking. She and her husband Michael both had to work to afford their rundown, three-bed, two-bath house in Mount Vernon. She had a crappy job she hated and would love to stay at home with her two boys, ages three and five. She felt she was missing out on the best years of their young lives.

Michael had a good job that covered most of their expenses. She had done the math. Between paying for child care and commuting expenses, she was lucky to take home twenty-five percent of her paycheck. Depending upon how much the city was offering, she might be able to convince Michael that this could work for them.

Emma imagined taking in a young Mexican gal who could also help as a nanny. Plus, it wouldn’t hurt for her boys to learn a second language.

It was Saturday, so she knew she couldn’t call the city now. She also knew if she broached the subject to Michael before she had some facts, he would shoot the idea down. He didn’t like her working, either, but he was a practical man and he knew what it took to live in NYC today.

Emma filed away the information about which agency was handling the migrant program and turned off the TV. She could hear the boys waking up from their naps and it was about time to start dinner.

She went down the hall and said hello to the boys. Tommy, the five-year-old, looked at lot like his dad, skinny with brown hair. Davey, the youngest, took after Emma with blond hair and an exuberant personality. Sometimes, he could be a handful.

”Okay, you guys get up and you can play with your iPads for a few minutes while I make dinner, okay?”

They were happy to hear they’d have some iPad time, as Emma kept a close eye on that — she didn’t want to raise tech zombies.

She went into the master bedroom across the hall and headed to the bathroom. She wanted to look her best for Michael when he came home. Glancing in the mirror, she saw a cute blonde, aged thirty-two, but still in pretty good shape, considering. She added a bit of blush and reapplied her pale pink lipstick. She turned this way and that before the mirror and decided she was still fuck-able.

* * *

When Michael came home at five-forty-five, he looked tired. She gave him a kiss and said, “Dinner’s ready, the kids have been fed and they’re watching a movie. I waited for you. Go say hi and wash up.”

He nodded his thanks and said, “I’m beat. They screwed up a shipment yesterday and it took just about all day today to straighten it out.”

“I’m sorry,” she said.

He went out and she heard the kids squealing over their dad. His mood seemed to brighten right up. He loved his boys and whenever she brought up the idea of staying home with them, he joked he’d like to be the stay-at-home parent, not Emma.

During dinner, she didn’t say anything to him about the immigrants. Instead, she asked him about details of his heroic save and told him how the company couldn’t get along without him. He was happy to talk about work. He barely asked about hers, as he knew she hated retail sales and all the headaches that went with it.

After dinner, he played on the floor with the boys until bedtime. Watching him, she could tell the kids gave their dad a second wind. For the umpteenth time, she wondered if they’d ever follow their dream and buy a little piece of property in the woods and raise sheep and chickens.

Hell, maybe they could afford to have one more child, as Emma desperately wanted a little girl. She loved her boys to pieces, but a girl would really round out the family. She imagined having tea parties and playing dress up, just like she had done with her older sister.

Chapter Two

Emma

It took five calls Monday to find the right supervisor and get the right information. Her boss frowned on personal calls on the job, so she had to wait until she left the floor and it was slow before she could try. But by three, when she had to leave to go pick up the kids, she had it and she had been pleased.

As she took the subway to the child care place near their home, she tried to imagine how she might broach the idea to Michael. She worked out different approaches until she lit upon the best way — appeal to his fiscal side.

She collected the boys and they walked the three blocks back to their house. It was October, and the wind was getting chilly. The boys were ready for their naps, so she talked quietly to them until they settled down for an hour.

Michael arrived just before six, tired as usual, and gave her a kiss. The kids shrieked and jumped around until he went out in the living room to play with them. Emma smiled, watching them from the kitchen. He was such a good dad.

She waited until the kids had been put to bed before she brought up what she had learned.

”Mike, you know how much I’d love to stay home with the kids?”

He frowned, and a grimace tugged at the edge of his mouth. “We’ve talked about it. We just can’t afford it.”

”Well, I just found a way we can. We’d even bring in more money than I do now.”

He raised an eyebrow and said, “Yeah?”

She told him how the city was offering to pay residents with extra rooms to house immigrants and showed him figures she had written down. “We could use the spare room, just fix it up a little. Look, honey — two-thirds of my pay goes to child care and commuting. The city is offering eleven hundred dollars a month to house an immigrant. That would cover everything I bring in plus about five or six hundred dollars to the good!”

“Yeah, but you’d have to feed him or her, right? It sounds like a wash. And I don’t really want a stranger living here.”

”It could be a nice young Mexican gal who could be a nanny!” She said. “Not that I’d really need one. I like taking care of my boys. I just hate not watching them grow up. And I hate my job.”

Michael sighed. “I know. How would this work? You go down to the immigrant center and pick out a nice one?”

She laughed. “No, they would assign us one, based on our preferences.”

”Well, I guess I wouldn’t mind having a cute girl around,” he said, wiggling his eyebrows at her.

She slapped his arm playfully. “Don’t get any ideas, mister!”

”I’d be willing to entertain the idea, but what happens if it doesn’t work out? I mean, if we got a thief or a junkie or something?”

”There is a procedure for that. They'd go back to the immigrant shelter and we could try again. I just don’t see the downside.”

He gave a tentative nod. “Why don’t you go down there and see if you can find a nice gal and we could try it for a month or two and see if it’s what we really want.”

”Great! Thanks!” She gave him a big hug. “I’ll make sure she stays out of your way.”

”Oh, I don’t know — depends on how cute she is!” He gave her a leer and she laughed.

Chapter Three

Emma

It had taken a week to get an appointment with the agency that was in charge of the program. Emma went in and found a cacophony of noise, with dozens of officials at desks, talking to a wide array of NY residents.  She waited until her number was called and found a harried older woman with horn-rimmed glasses sitting at an open desk. Her name plate said, “ Sheila Emerson.”

Emma expressed interest in the program and asked if they could pick out a suitable candidate, “like a young foreign girl.”

The woman frowned. “I guess you haven’t been reading the news lately.”

”Uh, I thought I have. I mean, I know New York is being overrun with immigrants.”

Sheila nodded. “Yes, but they’re all young men, not women. I’m sorry to say, but the young women are often trafficked.”

”Oh my gosh! That’s terrible!”

”Yeah. The cartels charge the men, say, five grand to get safe passage to the border. But they tell the young girls they’ll do it for two grand if they agree to work off their debt in a nightclub, dancing or serving. But they don’t find out until later, they’re sold to a brothel somewhere. Then it’s too late.”

”So you have no women who need a place to live?”

”Not right now. But if you agree, I can set you up with a very nice young man from North Africa — that’s our most pressing need now. Most of them speak English, so you wouldn’t have a language barrier.”

Emma frowned. She knew Michael would not be pleased, but perhaps it will all work out. She really wanted to quit her job and stay home. She imagined this young man being a teen-ager, desperate to gain a foothold in America.

”I’ll do it. But my husband has to approve, of course.”

”Of course. You can try it for a few days, maybe a week, and if it doesn’t work out, you just call us and we’ll send someone out to pick him up.”

”What will happen to him?”

”Oh, he’ll go back to one of the shelters we have. With winter coming, we’re not going to throw him out on the street.”

”Okay. We’re in.”

”Great!” She called up a list on her computer and said, “We have a young man from Gambia. Oh, that’s a very poor country! We get a lot from there and Senegal and Burkina Faso. We found them to be very hard workers. I’m sure he won’t have any trouble getting a job.”

”Now it pays eleven-hundred a month?”

”Yes, the city would rather pay that than the outrageous amounts the hotels are charging us! But there is a catch! The full amount is only paid for three months, then it drops by half at the beginning of the fourth month and continues from then on. That’s because he needs to be working and paying rent to you.”

”Oh, I see. Yes, I guess that could work.” She paused. “But what if they don’t find a job by then?”

”Then you’d kick them out. It’s not like an eviction. It won’t take months. No, they know going in that this is their chance. Most are eager to work.”

“Okay, great. So, when does this happen?”

”First of all, you need to have a conversation with your husband. We want to make sure he’s on board. Next, you both come down to fill out some paperwork and I think we could bring him by your house, say, by Nov. 1. Does that sound good?”

”Yes, that’s fine.” She wondered how her husband would react to finding out a man would be staying there and not a cute Mexican girl. She would have to convince him. Emma was too far down the rabbit hole to change her mind about quitting her job.

***

She made Michael his favorite dinner and even bought a bottle of wine to celebrate their new life — at least, that’s how she saw it.

He came in, tired as usual, and she poured him a glass of wine and said, “We’ve got a border! And the city is going to pay us eleven hundred a month starting in November! Congratulations, honey! Now I can be a stay-at-home mom and this house will sparkle and you’ll have great meals every night!”

He took a sip of the wine and said, “You found a nanny type?”

”Um, not exactly. It turns out they don’t have many women crossing over. Did you know that most of them end up in human trafficking? It’s terrible!”

”Wait… Do you mean…?”

”Yes, it’s a young man from Gambia. But he’s a hard worker — they all are, I was told. I’m sure he’ll be out of the house and working in no time!”

”A man?! Are you kidding? No way.” He put down his glass.

”Honey! Think of the money! Think of what it will mean to our finances!”

”You really think having a horned-up African man in my house when I’m not home is a good idea?”

”He’s not going to be at home long! He’ll be working full time!”

”It sounds risky. What if he, you know, attacks you. Or the kids?”

”The woman at the agency assured us that that won’t happen. I mean, this is their big chance. If they did something stupid, they’d be deported.”

”Yeah, after you’re stabbed or the kids get hurt.”

”No, no. This man is young and very eager to fit in here. He’s more like a kid who had to leave his impoverished country just to survive. Do you know the average man in Gambia makes just fifty bucks a month?” She had just looked up that little statistic before Michael arrived home.

Mike tipped his head. “Yeah, that’s terrible, but how can we trust him? I mean, just because some agency says? I don’t know, honey.”

”Will you just meet him? The lady said we can reject him and they’ll take him back to the shelter.”

He shrugged. “Okay, I guess. Look, I’ve got bigger problems to deal with right now. The damn car is acting up again. The stupid check engine light came on — again! You know the last time, it cost six hundred to get it fixed!”

”Think of all the extra money we’ll have now! You could even get a new car! Well, a new used one!”

Michael shrugged. “We’ll see.”

Chapter Four

Emma

Emma was determined to make this work. She had a bee in her bonnet, as her mother used to say. She had always called Emma “her hard-headed child” and she wasn’t wrong.

After all the paperwork was filed, the lady from the city agency came by with a young black man at four o’clock on the last Friday of October. Mike had gotten off work early to meet him. The kids were still down for their naps. The plan was to meet and greet and see if they could see having this young man living in their home. She knew Mike was reluctant, so she hoped the man was polite and deferential.

The spare room in their house was small, with just a twin bed and dresser, but she had prepped it with clean sheets and blankets and removed all their items from the closet and dresser. She hoped he’d like it.

Michael arrived home at ten til and the lady showed up with the young immigrant right at four. Emma could see from her husband’s expression that he had grave doubts. His jaw kept twitching, a bad sign.

The lady came in with a clipboard and introduced herself as Magda Lewis. Behind her stood a thin but muscular young man with very dark skin who barely looked up. He seemed terrified. Emma immediately felt sorry for him.

”This is Omar. Omar Danso. He’s from Banjul, the capital city of The Gambia. He’s just twenty-one. Omar, meet Mr and Mrs. Campbell.”

Omar looked up and gave a shy smile. “Hello.”

”He speaks English, so you won’t have any trouble communicating. And he’s well aware of the rules. He knows if there’s any trouble, he’ll go back to the shelter. Right, Omar?”

”Yes, ma’am. I don’t cause trouble.”

He had a lilting accent that reminded Emma of a delicate wind chime.

Michael said Hi, but didn’t offer to shake the man’s hand. Emma jumped in. “Hello, Omar. You can call me Emma. Can we show you your room?”

”Yes,” Magda said at once. “We have to do a quick inspection.”

Emma led them down the hall to the first room on the right and turned on the light. Magda nodded in satisfaction and made a note on her clipboard. “What do you think, Omar? Will this do?”

”Oh yes — this is much more than I ever had at home. Our house only had two rooms and I had to share it with six brothers and sisters, plus my parents.” He paused, “I mean, before my mom died.”

”Oh my,” Emma said and caught herself. “Uh, and across the hall is the main bathroom. You’ll have to share it with the kids.”

”This is very nice. We only had, how you say, outside house, for toilet.”

”You mean outhouse,” Emma said. “That must have been tough.”

”I was used to it.”

”Why did you leave?” Michael put in.

”No jobs, no money. Many young people leave.”

Mike nodded. “Well, you should know I’m not totally on board with this. I know my wife is. But if this little arrangement causes any trouble with my family, I’m going to pull the plug.”

Omar looked confused. “Pull plug?”

Magda said, “That means they’ll call off the arrangement. Send you back to the shelter with the other men.”

Omar looked stricken. “Oh, no trouble.”

”Well, I’d love to chat more, but I’ve got to use what daylight we have left to see if I can’t get my car running better.”

Omar suddenly perked up. “You have car?”

”Sure, that’s how I get to work.”

”Maybe I can fix. I work on cars in Gambia.”

Michael’s eyebrows shot up. “You know cars? Well, sure, come on out.”

The two men left and Emma turned to Magda. “I think this might work out after all.”

Chapter Five

Michael

Despite his reluctance, Omar proved to be a natural around engines. Once he told the young man what the codes were from the check engine light display, Omar seemed to know what was wrong. “Sounds like a bad sensor. Let me see.”

Mike held the flashlight while Omar traced the wires from the fuel injection to the firewall and unplugged one of the sensors. “This might be bad, but sometimes, they just get dusty. Happens all the time in Gambia. Do you have, um, blower?”

”Air compressor?  Yeah, right here.”

He fired it up and Omar took the hose and blew out the dust from the sensor. He reinstalled it and cleared the codes. He started the car. Mike was stunned — the check engine light went out.

”You still might want to replace it. They’re not too expensive, I don’t think.”

Mike listened to the purr of the engine, thinking how this young man just saved him a ton of money. Maybe he’ll fit in after all, he mused.

”Well, thanks.”

”I should go in. Mrs. Lewis has to take me back to the shelter.”

”Really? I thought you’d be staying.”

”No, this was just meeting. I come November first, if you say okay.”

”Yes, I’m sure my wife and I will want to talk about it.”

He nodded. “Of course.”

They went in and found Magda and Emma chatting in the living room.

“How did it go?” Emma asked.

”He fixed it!” He blurted, “I mean, like in five minutes!”

He saw Emma smile and knew his goose was cooked. There was no way he could refuse now.

They said their goodbyes and Magda told Emma to call if there were any change in plans. She assured the woman she’d call the first thing Monday with their decision.

After the two had left, she turned to Mike. “Pretty handy, having a mechanic around, huh?”

Mike gave a reluctant nod. “Yeah, but I still don’t like the idea of leaving him here alone with you and the kids. He was on his best behavior today.”

”Look, if he gets frisky, I’ll have him removed. You’ve got to give me a little credit here.”

”I don’t know. What if you have to run and errand and you come home and find he’s cleaned us out?”

”What? Stolen our furniture? Or our fine collection of plastic plates? I think you have a high opinion of the valuables around here.”

Mike shrugged. “If he rapes you, don’t come crying to me.”

”Fair enough. Frankly, from the looks of him, I could probably take him. He’s so skinny!”

”I’d call him wiry. Sneaky strong, you know.”

She rolled his eyes. “Just give him a chance, okay? He seems scared to death.”

Michael sighed. “Okay. But I’m going to reserve judgment until he’s been here a while.”

”Fair enough.”

Chapter Six

Omar

Omar was scared. Scared of the United States in general. It was so loud and noisy! And the shelter scared him too. Already one of his favorite shirts had been stolen and when he caught the man wearing it, he was threatened. He had to get out of there and when he learned that a nice young couple was willing to take him in, he was thrilled, but he didn’t get his hopes up. He’d gotten used to disappointment over the years. Life had been very difficult in Gambia. He felt fortunate to escape to this wonderful country. The journey had been arduous and expensive. It had cost him everything he had saved up working as a mechanic. He was determined to do everything he could to make it work.

He’d been especially pleased to help Mr. Campbell fix his car. He could tell the man was hostile to him and couldn’t blame him. What idiot would invite another man into the home with his wife? Especially one as cute and sexy as Mrs. Campbell. It made no sense. No African man would do that, unless it was a relative, and even then, you couldn’t always trust him.

No, he told himself. He would do nothing to cause them to doubt their decision. He probably should have mentioned that he had to take care of his brothers and sisters after his mom died. He had practically raised them for five years before the next youngest was ready to take over and he could escape.

He just wanted a chance. A chance to improve his life, to earn some money. He knew he would have to start paying rent in three months and had been shocked by the amount. But the nice lady had told him he should be making very good money here in America. More money than his father could imagine.

He hung out at the shelter, sleeping on a mat on the ground, keeping his meager belongings close until one day he heard his name paged on the overhead speaker. He hurried to the wall, where a woman waited behind plexiglass, a small round window cut in front.

”Yes, I am Omar Danso,” he told her. She checked his ID.

”Good news! The couple is willing to take you in. I don’t suppose I need to tell you this is a test. Anything goes wrong, you’ll be back here and the chances of you being placed again in a home will be slim. You might be deported.”

”Oh, no! I don’t make trouble! Thank you! That is very good news!”

He felt like he had his first break in months and he wasn’t about to ruin it. He just wanted desperately to fit in.

Chapter Seven

Emma

Omar moved in Nov. 2, as there had been a delay in processing the payment to the Campbells. Michael had told the agency he wouldn’t allow Omar to move in until it was straightened out. It had pleased both of them that it was resolved in just one day. Emma had already quit her job, giving just one week’s notice to the old witch who had been her boss. She felt the weight of the world off her shoulders as she left the store for the last time.

Michael had warmed up to Omar in the meantime, but he still didn’t fully trust him. When Omar had showed up, Magda in tow, he seemed polite enough, Emma thought, but she could tell he was watching Omar carefully.

When Magda left and it was just the three of them, Emma heard the boys stirring in their rooms and headed down the hall to get them up. Before she reached their door, she heard Michael say, “Anything happens to my wife, you’re out.”

She rolled her eyes and went in to get the boys up.

Omar was thrilled with his room, small though it might be. “I never had a door before. I mean, we had a front door, but we kids all slept in the living room. My parents’ room had a curtain.”

Emma had been appalled at the level of poverty Omar had come from. She asked him a lot of questions about his life over dinner and felt sorry for him.

”I’m sure you’ll make it in America,” she told him. “Everybody who works hard gets ahead.”

”Oh, I want to work. Some day, I hope to open my own shop.”

***

The next morning, Mike left for work at seven-thirty, leaving Emma home alone with Omar for the first time. He told Omar, “I’ll be watching you,” before he left. Omar seemed far more interested in playing with Davy and Tommy than in Emma. He told her how he used to take care of his brothers and sisters and she was pleased to hear it.

Shortly after nine, Omar got on his best jeans and shirt and announced he was going out to get a job. He had one thin hoodie and Emma worried he might catch cold. She knew the agency had given him some money, so she suggested he might stop by a particular thrift shop to pick up some warmer clothes.

Omar hadn’t understood the concept of thrift shops, but when she explained, he was happy to learn there were places where he could buy stuff cheap.

He was gone until four. Emma enjoyed having the house to herself with the boys and they played games until it was time for their naps at three. She cleaned up the house and planned dinner, feeling like Suzy Homemaker. It felt right.

Omar came home, still in his thin hoodie and she asked him how his day went. He made a face. “People don’t like us, Ms. Emma.”

”What do you mean?”

”The immigrants. They say we are taking jobs from Americans. They say there are too many of us here.”

”That’s terrible! Who said that?”

”People I asked about jobs. No one wanted me.”

”There’s got to be a car repair place who could use a good mechanic!”

”I don’t know. One man, he chased me out, told me to go back to Africa.”

Emma was appalled at the overt racism. She gave him a quick hug and noticed how cold he was.

”Oh my goodness! You need warmer clothes! Did you check that place I told you about?”

”Yes, but I couldn’t find anything that would fit. And they seemed expensive to me.”

”Well, you probably want to take a long hot shower, hmm?”

”I can do that?”

”Of course you can!” She took him down the hall and showed him a fresh towel she had laid out for him. She left and closed the door behind her.

She went back to the kitchen and she noticed, after a while, that she hadn’t heard the shower go on.

Curious, she went to the bathroom door and knocked. “Omar? You all right in there?”

”Um, just a minute!”

The door opened and he peeked his head around the corner. “Yes?”

”I don’t hear the shower. Do you need help?”

”I’m embarrassed. I don’t know how to work it.”

”Oh, please! I should’ve showed you!” She pushed her way in. He backed up and she realized he was naked except for the towel wrapped around his waist. She went to the shower, which had a one-handle setup. She bent down and showed him how to pull it out and turn it left for hot and to the right for cold. “When you get the temperature right, pull this knob here and it will go into the shower head. See?”

He was nodding and as she stepped back she suddenly noticed he had what appeared to be a third leg pressing up against the towel. She was shocked. She knew what it was, but she had never seen one that big! Emma quickly excused herself and left him alone.

She retreated to the kitchen, unsettled by what she had seen. And curious. She knew, from the Internet, that blacks tended to have larger penises than other races, but this was a bit much! And had she caused that reaction? She would have to be careful around this man!

Chapter Eight

Omar

He felt embarrassed not to have been able to figure out the faucet. It had baffled him. There were no showers where he had come from. He and his siblings had all washed out of a bucket. This was too decadent!

He worried that Ms. Emma had caught a glimpse of his cock. He couldn’t help it! She was so beautiful and smelled so nice, his member just reacted and tented the towel. He hoped she wouldn’t tell her husband. He kick him out before he even got to move in.

He would have to control himself. He was lonely, yes, but he would have to meet a woman his own age, not his landlord! He felt as if he was in a very precarious position here.

Fortunately, Ms. Emma didn’t say anything to Mr. Michael, because he didn’t treat him any differently when he got home. He had seemed pleased when Omaar said he’d been out nearly all day looking for work. He told him he would go out again tomorrow and keep going until he found a job.

”I want to work,” he told Mr. Michael.

Michaell nodded and smiled. “I’m sure you will. Just keep at it.”

Ms. Emma treated him as if he hadn’t been so bold in the bathroom. He hoped she understood it wasn’t really his fault. He wondered what size penis Mr. Michael had.

He went to bed early. He was tired from running all over town and worried he might not get a job in time. He could hear the TV in the living room, turned down low and wondered if they were talking about him. Maybe Ms. Emma was telling her husband it wasn’t working out.

He tried to put it out of his mind. The bed was comfortable and he felt like he was lying on a cloud. He couldn’t believe the luxury that Americans took for granted.

Chapter Nine

Emma

She tried to pretend that seeing Omar’s huge penis tenting the towel didn’t affect her, but it did. She couldn’t help it. Mike’s cock was much smaller, but it clearly worked just fine because they had two babies to prove it. Still, she rarely came when they made love. She had to fake it. He never knew; he would be hurt, so she didn’t say anything.

She remembered back in high school, before she had met Michael, there had been a boy who made her come. Andy. She smiled at the thought. He was only her second boyfriend — she was not a slut! She had made him wait, although he was often hard around her and she couldn’t help but notice how big he was, even in his blue jeans. She had been curious then too and allowed herself to be talked into making love one night when his parents were out. She had been amazed to see his cock in person. It was much bigger than her first boyfriend’s had been!

She insisted he wear a condom and he had rushed upstairs to his parents’ room to steal one from his dad. They had kissed and snuggled and touched each other until she couldn’t stand it. He had slipped on the condom and entered her slowly. God, he had stretched her out! But it had felt really good — like she was being filled up.

She came the first time before he was fully inside her. She came again when he thrust himself deep and began to stroke. She came again when he groaned and squirted inside her. She had never felt like this before.

Emma was convinced Andy was “The One” and they would be getting married once they graduated, but Andy turned out to have a wandering eye. She caught him cheating on her with another girl and that had been that.

But she had never forgotten how it had felt to make love to him.

When Mike came along, she found him to be a solid, hard-working man — the kind who would make an ideal husband and dad. When they had made love the first time, she had been disappointed. She managed to come once, that first time, but after that, her orgasms were few and far between. She told herself things would get better after they got married and they had in many ways. Just not in the bedroom. She had gotten used to faking her orgasms so as to not hurt his feelings. She couldn’t say she was unhappy. She had a nice house and two beautiful boys and a husband who loved her. She loved him too. But sometimes, late at night, after Mike was snoring after they had made love, she found herself missing Andy and how he had made her feel.

And now Omar was in her life and in her house and she couldn’t help but wonder about his cock and how it might make her feel. Everytime that thought crossed her mind, she scolded herself. She felt like slapping her own face to get those dirty thoughts out of her mind.

But they wouldn’t go away.

Chapter Ten

Omar

He kept looking for work and kept getting rejected. It nearly broke his spirit. He had largely given up on getting a mechanic job and had started looking for anything. November was slipping away and he was very much aware that he needed to be earning money to pay rent by February first or he would be sent back to the shelter.

His spirits were always raised whenever he returned to the Campbell house because Emma was so kind to him. She liked that he enjoyed playing with her sons, that he was so polite and deferential and eagerly jumped in to help whenever she needed him.

He made sure to bathe every day, so he wouldn’t offend his hosts. He helped Michael with the car and even offered to chop wood for the fireplace until he was told they deliver it already pretty well chopped up. That had surprised him. In Gambia, they had to hike far and wide to find enough firewood for the kitchen.

Above all else, he pushed down any thoughts of Mrs. Campbell and how cute she looked. He hadn’t seen many white women before and she looked positively exotic to him. He found his cock straining in his pants every time she came near him and tried to hide it. One slip, one careless comment, and he’d be out on his ear.

So he was very surprised one day after his shower when he stepped out into the hall and found Mrs. Campbell standing there. He was only dressed in a towel and he could instantly feel his cock beginning to swell.

”Um, hello,” he said, and began to move around her. He knew the boys were down for their nap and felt this was quite dangerous.

”I have a question,” she said.

He felt torn. He wanted to answer all her questions, but he thought it would be more polite if he got dressed first. “Uh, sure, just let me get dressed.”

”No, that’s what my question is about.”

He froze. His cock now tented his towel and he backed up until he was against the door jamb. “Uh, Ms. Campbell…”

”Relax, this is just between you and me. I just have to ask you something.”

”Okay,” he managed.

”Are all penises in Africa so big?”

His mouth dropped open. “Uh…”

”I’m not trying to seduce you, I am just curious. I noticed you the other day — you know, when you had trouble with the shower — and ever since, I’ve wondered about it. I hope you don’t mind.”

”I don’t want trouble,” he said.

”This isn’t about that. I won’t turn you in. Heck, I won’t even tell Michael. I just can’t get it out of my head.”

”So… what do you want to know, exactly?”

”Are all African penises large like yours?” She repeated.

Omar had to think back. He had never thought of his penis as “big” — it was just normal. When they ran around naked, he didn’t recall any penises larger or smaller than his.

”I think they are all about the same as me.”

”That’s pretty big by American standards.”

”Okay.” He didn’t know what to do. He was up against the wall, his cock betraying him and his host was asking him all sorts of embarrassing questions.

“Would it be too much if I asked you to show it to me?”

”Uh…” His eyes darted around the hall and he hoped the kids would wake up and interrupt them. “I like it here, I don’t want to ruin it.”

”I know I’m being forward. I know I’m the one in the wrong. It’s just that… you remind me of someone. Someone I used to be very fond of.”

”His, um, penis was large?”

”Yes, but not like yours. I just want to see it. If you say no, I’ll leave you alone and won’t mention it again.”

He was torn. He wanted to do bad things to this woman, but he didn’t want Michael to find out and become enraged. “I don’t want trouble,” he said again.

She reached out and touched his hard cock through the towel. “I think part of you wants a little trouble.”

He stifled a groan. “Okay,” he said.

She gripped his cock more forcefully now and tugged him across the hall into his room. “In case the kids wake up,” she told him. He could only nod.

Emma stepped back and said, “Please. Show me.”

He let the towel drop and stood naked in front of her. He felt taken advantage of and yet, this was a dream come true. He was not ashamed to be naked, but he was in a strange country and he didn’t know all the rules. Were women just allowed to demand sex from men here?

He watched as she stared at his erect cock. “It’s so big,” she breathed.

Omar wanted her to take her clothes off. He wanted to throw her down on his bed and ravish her, but he dared not move. She stepped closer and reached out and paused, hand in mid-air.

”May I?”

He thought it was an odd question, considering she had just dragged him into this room by his penis. He nodded.

She gripped it and tried to touch her fingers on the other side and found she couldn’t. “Wow,” she said.

He didn’t move.

Chapter Eleven

Emma

She knew she was playing with fire. Everything she was doing was wrong, yet she couldn’t help herself. Poor Omar looked like a deer in the headlights, backed up against the dresser with his hard cock sticking out, her hand wrapped around it. Her pussy leaked her arousal into her panties and she knew she should let go, thank him, tell him she’s seen enough and leave. At the door, she could turn and tell him she’d never tell and she’d never do that again.

But she didn’t. She stood, feeling the heat of his hard member in her hand and her body trembled. She brought her other hand up and gripped his cock. “It’s so big,” she breathed.

Omar’s demeanor changed. He looked down at her hands and said, “It’s not fair.”

She let go with one hand and asked, “What do you mean?”

”I am naked and yet, you are fully dressed. If you are going to hold onto my African cock, at least you could show me your American breasts.”

She laughed and let go. “I’m sorry. I guess I got carried away.” She took a step back.

”Please,” he said. “I have never seen a white woman’s breasts.”

”Well, I don’t know,” she said and realized how crazy she sounded. Here she was, standing in front of a naked man, while fully clothed, and it struck her that she was acting like a colonizer.

”I’m sorry, I guess you must think I’m taking advantage of you.”

”The white men who took our women as slaves two hundred years ago took advantage. I don’t think anything you do could be compared to that.”

Emma nodded. She gave him a sly smile and reached up and began unbuttoning her top. “I guess the least I could do was return the favor. Just a peek, though.”

He stood frozen, his cock jutting out as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse all the way down and pulled the sides apart. Her bra came into view and she could tell he was barely breathing. She reached behind her and unhooked her bra and pushed the cups up and out of the way, exposing her C-cup breasts to Omar.

He breathed out slowly and licked his lips. “Very beautiful.”

”They’re probably not all that different from the girls back in Africa, hmm? Just a different color.”

”They are beautiful.”

”Well, thank you. I can’t remember the last time my husband said that to me.”

”Your husband would be very mad if he knew about this.”

”I’m not going to tell him — are you?”

He shook his head. He moved forward and brought his hands up. “May I?”

She nodded, unable to say no and felt his dark fingers brush against her breasts. She nearly swooned and felt her pussy expand and leak more fluids into her panties. She was sure he could smell her arousal. His hands began to explore her flesh gently, lovingly.

She reached down and grabbed his cock again and her knees began to buckle. She wanted to drop down and taste his cock and knew that would be very wrong.

At that moment, she heard Davy call out, “Mom?”

The spell was broken. She stepped back and rebooked her bra and quickly buttoned up her blouse. She smiled and said, “Saved by the bell, huh?”

Omar just stood there, mouth agape, hard cock jutting out.

Emma headed for the door, then turned and said, “This never happened, okay?”

He just nodded.

Chapter Twelve

Emma

She hurried into the boys’ room. “Hi, guys, did you have a nice nap?”

They got up and began to play with their toys, so she used the time to tell them that “Mommy was going to take a quick shower,” and went into her bedroom. She stepped into the bathroom and stripped. She could see how wet she was and felt bad for being such a bad wife.

How could you do this? She scolded herself.

But another part of her answered, You’ve missed Andy. That’s all this was. You were just curious. Mike will never find out!

She wasn’t so sure of that. The boys were around all the time now and they might notice something. Not that anything happened, she told herself, not really. She just touched a man’s cock and exposed her breasts to him. She closed her eyes, realizing how slutty that sounded.

Emma turned on the shower, hot, and stepped inside, using the heat to punish herself. By all rights, she should have used cold! She washed quickly and stepped out, noticing her skin had turned red in spots from the spray.

She got dressed in different clothes and went out to find the boys had moved into the living room and were playing with their wooden train set.

”Where’s Omar?” Tommy asked.

”He’s in his room. Let’s not bother him, right now,” she told him, “I’m sure he’s tired from looking for a job all day.” Emma could only imagine Omar was in there right now “taking care of himself” after her blatant display. She felt a sudden wave of shame.

”He’s my friend,” the boy announced.

”Yes, he is,” she agreed. “He’s all our friend.”

She busied herself in the kitchen, cleaning, until she heard Omar come out and start playing with the boys. She stole a glance and saw him on the floor, pushing the train around while the boys watched. He looked up suddenly and caught her eye. She blushed and looked away.

He said something to the boys and came into the kitchen, where she was trying to look busy.

”I am not familiar with American customs,” he said in a low voice. “What happened there?”

”Oh, uh, I’m sorry. It was all my fault. Please forgive me.”

”No, no — I liked it. I just don’t know what to do now.”

”Do nothing! I… I got carried away. I just…” She shook her head.

”I am carried away now. I try to be good. No trouble. I like it here, don’t want to be kicked out.”

”You won’t be kicked out, Omar, I can promise you that.”

He nodded. “Can we find babysitter? For boys? For just a short time?”

Emma froze. She could feel the heat return to her pussy. Her heartbeat sounded loud in her ears.

”No… No babysitter.”

”I want what you want. I feel it too.”

She nodded. “It was a mistake. Please, can we drop it?”

He nodded. “Okay. But it was nice.”

He left and she breathed a sigh of relief. But her pussy told her it wasn’t done with the matter.

Chapter Thirteen

Omar

Omar was confused. If a girl in Gambia had done that to him, he would have fucked her on the spot. Maybe African girls are more open with their sexual desires. He had heard that women in America were repressed, but he didn’t fully understand it until now.

What he didn’t know is what he was supposed to do about it. Should he pursue her and risk eviction? That didn’t sound wise. But if she wanted sex with his big black cock, who was he to say no? He wished his brother Camus was here. He could help him understand.

For now, he decided to let things cool down until he could talk to her again. The boys were always around, so that made it difficult. He would like nothing more than to just show her how an African man makes love. He was sure she would enjoy it! She seemed quite taken with the size of his cock. Maybe it will work on her mind, like a virus, causing her to want to see it again. Maybe even suck on it. Maybe even… He pushed the thought out of his mind.

Over the next few days, he said nothing to Emma about what had happened and continued to look for work. It was hard and he faced rejection constantly. One place, a grocery store, said they could use a clean-up man, but it fell through because he didn’t have his work permit in order. He would have to return to the shelter to straighten it out.

He took the bus the next day and stood in line for several hours before a clerk could see him. He managed to get his paperwork in order and returned home just before dark.

He showed his permit to Emma and said, “I think I can get job okay now.”

”I’m glad. I know it’s been hard on you.”

“Yes,” he said, “very hard.”

She glanced up and caught his expression. She blushed and Omar grinned. He knew she was still thinking about it.

While he pondered his next move, it was actually Emma who gave him an opportunity. She announced, a few days later, that she had a doctor’s appointment and the boys would be at the babysitters’ from two until five. He knew why she had said this. Or at least he hoped he knew.

”Oh,” he said. “I will probably be out looking for work.”

Her expression was subtle, but he caught it. She allowed a frisson of disappointment to cross her face.

“Okay, well, I guess I’ll see you in time for dinner.”

”Yes, unless I quit earlier, say three o’clock.”

Emma looked up at him, her eyes giving her away. “Uh, I may not be done with the doctor’s by then.”

”That’s all right.”

Nothing more needed to be said. He knew he was entering very risky territory. He did not want Michael to kick him out. But how could he resist this beautiful woman, who apparently was just wasting away, not being loved like she needed to be.

Every white woman should experience black cock, he thought.

Chapter Fourteen

Emma

She didn’t know why she had done that. Normally, she would have swung by and picked up the kids right after her doctor’s appointment. But she had given herself a good hour and a half of free time at home first.

It was wrong and she would let Omar know. It was a mistake, to flirt with him like that, to lead him on. She should know better.

It was just that… at night, when she lay next to her husband, did she feel the lure of Omar’s thick member. How it had aroused her, just to hold it. She told herself she would just maybe touch it again, before she told Omar they couldn’t risk it, that it was too dangerous for both of them.

He would understand. It was far riskier for him than her. Michael would never find out. He was too caught up in his work to notice what his wife was doing. Not that she would be doing anything.

The day of her appointment arrived and she dropped the kids off at one-thirty and took the bus over to her doctor’s office. Omar had left early and probably wouldn’t be back anyway, she told herself.

Her doctor’s visit went well, he gave her a clean bill of health and said she had recovered nicely from Davy’s birth.

When she got off the bus near her home, it was three-fifteen. When she walked up her driveway, she saw Omar at the door, waiting for her. He never had a key — she and Michael had agreed it would be best to make sure one of them was home whenever he was.

”Hi,” he said.

”Hi,” she responded, debating if she should tell him now that this was a mistake and that she was just about to leave and get her kids. But she hesitated. “Well, let’s go in for a bit, then I really should get the boys.”

He nodded and smiled and said nothing else. Emma felt the heat from her pussy and scolded herself. Don’t you dare!

She let them in and felt very torn. She hoped Omar would behave himself. For the first time, she felt very vulnerable in his presence.

”I go take shower,” he said and she nodded.

As she sat there, on a stool in the kitchen, listening to the water run next door, she found herself visualizing Omar in the shower, soaping himself up, rubbing that big black cock, making it all clean and nice…

She bit her lip and tried to busy herself. But it was too early to start dinner. She looked in the fridge and tried to think of recipes.

She heard the water shut off. A few minutes later,  the bathroom door open and steam wafted across the kitchen doorway. As if under a spell, she felt drawn to the hallway. She turned to see Omar standing there, wearing only a towel, his cock tenting it.

”Come,” he said. “Look what you do to me.”

She stepped forward, telling herself she was only going to touch it, like before. She has willpower, she can stop this at any time and she knew Omar would obey her. He would be disappointed, but he would obey.

As she neared, he let the towel fall away and his cock jutted up, a carving of black marble. “Touch it,” he said. It sounded like a command. She touched it, her fingers brushing against it. His cock swelled and she gasped.

”Imagine how that will feel, inside. It will touch everywhere, every sensitive spot. You will have many orgasms. It is impossible to resist.”

She believed him. She could count the orgasms she’d had with Michael  on two hands. The rest of the time she faked it. Nearly every time she drew close, he’d squirt and lose his erection, leaving her frustrated.

But this was different. This was black danger. She pulled her hand away and said in a small voice, “We shouldn’t be doing this.”

”You are safe. No one will know. Think of this as your one chance to have as many orgasms as you’d like, as you deserve.”

Emma nodded. She suspected this might be very true. Omar would move on at some point and she’d only have Michael after that. Poor Michael. He couldn’t help the way he was.

”Kiss it,” he said in that strong voice of his and she licked her lips.

”No,” she whispered, even as she bent down and kissed the tip. It was spongy and warm. She kissed it again.

”Take just the tip inside. Taste it.”

She’d heard that line before, in high school and college. Normally, she wouldn’t fall for it, but this was different. This was exotic. Her panties grew damp and her pussy swelled, as if already anticipating how Omar’s big cock would feel inside.

She took the tip in, tasting his clean skin, fresh from the shower. Her pussy began to take over then, despite her good intentions, her will power. She took more, feeling how big he really was and thought, There’s no way that would fit, down my throat or in my vagina.

Her pussy told her different. She began moving back and forth on his cock, taking just a few inches into her mouth, and using her hand to stroke it. His hand reached and stroked her breast through her blouse and she nearly swooned.

Suddenly, he bent down and picked her up as if she weighed nothing. She gasped and found herself being carried into Omar’s room.

”Omar,” she cautioned and he said, “Hush.”

She couldn’t remember the last time Mike told her to hush and she was offended. That was until he placed her on the bed and yanked off her pants and panties. He dove between her legs. Her eyes went wide — Michael rarely went down on her, as he found it to be distasteful. But Omar went down on her like he knew what he was doing. She started to protest, to push him away when the first waves of pleasure rippled through her. Her mouth sagged open and she let her head fall back onto his pillow.

“Oh, god, that’s….” She couldn’t complete the sentence. She was lost on his tongue, the way he pleasured her. She had never felt anything like it. Maybe let it continue for just a few more minutes, she thought.

Her first orgasm hit her suddenly, taking her by surprise. “Oh my god!” She cried as her body shook. Omar didn’t stop. Emma could feel another one, waiting to erupt. She closed her eyes and let him force another climax out of her body.

She was lost now and was hardly aware when he loomed over her and she could feel his hard cock press against her very wet pussy. “No,” she murmured. “We can’t. Condom!”

Omar ignored her and suddenly, she felt her pussy being stretched like it had never been before. It felt wonderful. And wrong. “Oh, god,” she cried and tried to push him off. It was too late. He was halfway inside her now and beginning to pump. Another orgasm, this one even more powerful, was rising up inside her. She lost the ability to talk, to think. She was being controlled by her pussy.

Her legs came apart and she allowed Omar fully inside her. His cock hit her cervix, stretching her, reaching deep inside her and opening her like a flower. The orgasm built and built until she didn’t think it could grow any stronger. Two more hard thrusts and the dam broke. She gave a guttural cry and her body shook with the power of it. She felt as one with the world and her pussy was the center of it.

He wasn’t done. He kept stroking and another orgasm lined up like this was how it was meant to be. For many years, she was lucky to have one, now she was about to have her fourth in a row.

”God, yes, fuck me,” she cried. “You’re so big!”

Another orgasm rocked her. Emma thought she might lose her mind. She couldn’t possibly have any more! This was too much!

Suddenly, Omar pulled out and grabbed her hips, pulling her around and on her knees. She felt his hard cock re-enter here and dropped her head down on the pillows. “Oh god!” She cried. He pumped her from behind, sending all sorts of different feelings up through her pussy. Michael had never fucked her this way, only missionary.

She began to shake, this orgasm was going to be another big one. She made guttural noises, feeling his hands like talons on her hips, his big cock pistoning deep inside her.

Omar began grunting and she knew he was close. She managed to hold off her own climax until she felt him stiffen and bellow his release. She could feel his cock spraying her womb, triggering her final release. She gasped from the power of it and collapsed onto the bed.

He pulled out and lay beside her. They both breathed deeply for a few minutes, coming down from their highs.

“Clean me off,” he said and she roused herself and took his cock into her mouth. She could taste herself and it made her pussy gush anew. It shocked her when his cock grew hard again and she looked up at him, stunned.

”It does that sometimes,” he said. “When I’m really turned on by a beautiful woman.”

She smiled. “I’ll bet you say that to all the girls.”

He just grinned, pushed her down on her back and slipped his hard cock into her again.

Chapter Fifteen

Emma

She couldn’t escape the guilt. Nor the feeling of illicit pleasure she had experienced. She took the bus to pick up the kids, freshly showered and dressed, but her pussy was purring even as her mind was castigating her.

You’re a bad wife and mother! It told her.

Her pussy seemed to respond, Yeah, but look what you’ve been missing all these years!

She was definitely conflicted. Perhaps her guilt was made worse because Omar had fucked her bare and had ejaculated inside her. There was no pretending she hadn’t cheated on Michael.

But her pussy was telling her a different story. She was basking in the glow of a good hard fucking and Emma feared her traitorous pussy would demand it again.

“Nooo,” she breathed under her breath, “I can’t! Never again!”

She gathered the kids and returned home to find Omar in the living room. He opened his arms wide and the boys jumped into his embrace. “I missed you guys!” They giggled and squirmed.

He looked up at Emma and she blushed. She turned and retreated to the kitchen.

Fortunately, Michael returned before Omar could talk to her and as far as Emma was concerned, there was nothing to talk about. It would never happen again. Her pussy just purred.

Michael wanted to make love to her that night and she froze. Why tonight of all nights? Did he suspect something? She feared his suspicions would be raised if he noticed her pussy had been stretched out by a big African cock!

She begged off, telling him she had a headache and he rolled over and went to sleep. She breathed a sigh of relief.

The next morning Michael left first, as usual, and Emma worried what Omar might do. Would he grab her, take her into his room for another near rape, despite the boys? Even as she imagined it, her legs in the air, Omar’s hard cock pumping deep, the boys crying at the doorway, her pussy grew wet and swelled in anticipation.

Stop it!

Omar was a perfect gentleman, helping to get the kids fed and dressed before he left to seek employment. Emma was grateful. Despite her fears, she felt helpless to stop Omar if he wanted to take her again. He was too strong, his cock too hard, for her to fend him off. Her pussy gave her a sudden spasm and her knees grew weak. She had to sit down on a kitchen chair to compose herself.

She played with the boys, cleaned house and generally tried not to think about what had happened. If Michael had done something like this, she would never forgive him. How could she expect any different? She vowed that he would never find out because it would never happen again.

Thanksgiving was rapidly approaching, so Emma busied herself making preparations for a nice meal to share with their new guest. He hadn’t mentioned their little tryst and she certainly didn’t want to talk about it!

The big day came and Emma prepared turkey and stuffing, sweet potatoes, green beans and apple pie for dessert. Omar was surprised at the fuss and told her they didn’t celebrate any holidays with big meals. Still, he managed to eat quite a lot and afterwards, the men retired to the living room to watch football — Michael was trying to educate him on American football — and Emma cleaned up.

Both Michael and Omar had offered to help, but she had just shooed them away. She knew how she wanted her kitchen cleaned!

She watched them in front of the TV, Michael explaining the rules and felt a sudden pang. She had fucked both men and only one could make her climax like a woman was created to do.

It had only been a week and already she was missing it. She had allowed Michael to make love to her four days after Omar had fucked her and her fears about being stretched out had come true. Her husband’s cock felt inadequate inside her and it didn’t make her come. Fortunately, he didn’t seem to notice, but it took him longer to come. She faked an orgasm and told him she loved him. He had rolled over and gone right to sleep.

November rolled over into December. They got their eleven hundred dollars from the city, which put Michael in a good mood. But only temporarily.

”I’m a bit worried that Omar hasn’t found a job yet,” he confided to Emma in bed one night in early December.

”I know, but there was a problem with his paperwork. That’s all straightened out now, so he should find something soon.”

Michael grunted. “I hope he knows he has to find something by February. I’m not subsidizing some immigrant.”

”That’s not a nice way to talk. He’s been a perfect gentleman,” she responded, feeling guilty about lying. Or maybe she wasn’t lying. The sex had been her fault, after all.

”He hasn’t caused you any trouble? You know, like when I’m not around?”

Emma froze. “Uh, no, of course not! He knows he’s here on our good graces and he doesn’t want to screw that up!”

”Well, okay. But I’m keeping an eye on him!”

That had worried Emma and she tried to forget about what had happened. Omar was being kind and never made any further advances toward her, although she could tell from his expressions that he had not forgotten about what had happened.

Chapter Sixteen

Omar

Omar was no fool. He could tell Emma felt guilty about what had happened, which explained why she seemed stand-offish to him in the weeks since they had fucked. He was a bit afraid too, as he knew what would happen if she mentioned it to Michael.

He just played it cool. He had heard about American housewives from other men at the shelter. The women here were all repressed but they loved African cock. They always come back. It’s best to be patient.

He kept his eye on her, the way she moved, the way she looked at him. He could see she was weakening. Her body was telling her how good he had made her feel, how she deserved orgasms like the ones he had given her. Omar could guess that sex with her husband paled in comparison. It made him smile.

If the situation were any different and he didn’t need this place to stay until he got his bearings, he’d be fucking her all the time. And she would love it. He didn’t care if the boys heard — in Gambia, his parents had noisy sex behind a curtain for years and they never thought twice about it. Omar guessed after the first few times, Emma wouldn’t either. She would be hooked on his cock.

He imagined how it might go, once he got his own place. On his days off, he could come over at three when the boys went down for their naps and then pounce on Emma and drag her into the bedroom for a good fucking. It made his dick hard just to think about it.

It was not easy being civilized, he mused. Things were a lot more direct in Gambia.

Fortunately, his persistence in his search for a job finally paid off. He had gone around to the mechanic shops again in mid-December, just to see if anything had changed. Many were still hostile, but one place had just lost their morning man and Omar was asked if he could be reliable.

”Yes, sir, I can be!” he had promised. The owner explained that a lot of people who commuted to work wanted to drop their cars off starting at six a.m. and he needed someone there every day to fill out a ticket, collect their keys and park the cars next to the service bays for the mechanics when they come in at eight. After eight, he would spend the rest of the morning emptying trash cans and sweeping up. His day would end at noon.

Omar was thrilled to be given a chance and he was sure he could work his way into a service position — which paid a lot more — sometime later.

Because his days started before six a.m., he was out of the house before anyone else was up, but he returned home shortly after noon. This, to Omar, was perfect, as it allowed him to be home when the boys went down for their naps. Then he could fuck Mrs. Campbell until she screamed.

Chapter Seventeen

Emma

Having Omar out of the house in the morning was a blessing. She could avoid temptation. Not that she was wavering, she told herself. No, it had been a mistake and that was that.

And yet, when he came home every day and the boys would rush to greet him, she felt pangs spreading up from her loins and into her chest. She could picture him, holding her tightly as he fucked her hard, making her see stars and having orgasms that rolled one into the other.

Stop that, she scolded herself.

Everything changed on December twentieth, roughly one month since Omar had fucked her that first time.

It had been a lazy morning. Snow was falling, the first real snow of the season. Emma had remained in her flannel pajamas and her warmest robe, bunny slippers on her feet, as she cleaned the house and played with the boys.

Omar arrived home at twelve-thirty and she realized she probably should have gotten dressed. She apologized and he told her not to worry, he’d seen her in her bathrobe before.

He turned to the boys, “Hey, who wants to go outside and play in the snow?” Both boys jumped up and were very excited about the idea. Emma helped them get dressed in their warmest winter clothes and Omar took them out into the back yard to play. She watched from the window, marveling at how strong Omar was and how well he played with the boys. Her pussy began to leak and she shook her head. It had been giving her problems lately, just when she thought she had put all thoughts of Omar’s hard cock behind her.

Emma knew she should get dressed, but she didn’t, for reasons she couldn’t explain. She made a cup of coffee and stood at the window, watching the boys and Omar chase each other in the snow, sipping quietly until the coffee grew cold.

Omar and the boys played outside for an hour and when they came in, she could see they were worn out. Their cheeks were red and Davy was already having trouble staying awake.

”Okay, boys, let’s get those clothes off and take a nap, okay?”

Even though Tommy protested, it wasn’t for long. Soon she had them in pajamas and tucked into their beds. She had another chance to slip into her bedroom and change her clothes, but she didn’t. She returned to the living room as if compelled by some strange force.

Omar was standing there, giving her a look. She thought, uh oh, and her pussy began to leak. “I should go change,” she said, too late.

He moved toward her. She wanted to move back, to turn and run, but she didn’t. She just stood there. Omar put one hand against the small of her back and slipped his other hand into her robe, then down inside her pajama bottoms and finally inside her panties, all in one swift moment.

She gasped and said, “No, stop,” but her voice was weak. She could feel his finger probing her wetness, rubbing her, inflaming her.

”You’re all wet,” he said.

She blushed. ”We can’t,” she said, “the boys.”

He ignored her and kept rubbing her pussy. Her knees grew weak and he led her to the couch. With a sudden movement, he yanked her pajamas down to her knees and pushed her back onto the couch.

”Omar! We can’t!” she said more sharply, but Omar had dove between her legs and was licking her needy pussy. “Oh god!”

He did that very well. She wanted to push him away, but her hand instead grabbed his wiry hair and pulled her tighter against her. Her legs fell apart, but the pajamas were in the way. She was grateful when Omar paused just long enough to yank one leg free, before returning to feast on her pussy.

Emma felt an orgasm rising and it startled her. How could she let this happen? She had vowed it had been a one-time thing—

The orgasm overtook her, wiping out her ability to think — or to feel guilty. Her world revolved around her pussy and what he was doing to it. She adjusted herself lower on the couch to make it easier for him to reach deep, His tongue teased her, promising another orgasm.

Suddenly, he stopped and reached for his pants. She knew what that meant.

“No!” She cried. “We can’t. Not here. The boys…”

He nodded and picked her up easily. She gasped and put her arms around his neck. She wasn’t sure if this was a good idea, but it seemed to be out of her hands. She told herself he was too strong, that she couldn’t stop him even if she wanted to.

He carried her into his bedroom and carefully laid her on the bed. He yanked the pajamas from her leg and ripped his own pants off, tossing them as well. They both still had on their tops and it didn’t matter.

Emma tried one last time to stop him — to stop herself. “Please, we can’t! The boys…”

Then his hard cock was pressing into her. Her mouth came open but no sound came out and she gasped as it slowly pressed into her. “Oh my god!”

He began to stroke and she felt another orgasm rising. She was lost to it, she needed it, she had to have it.

She began to babble, but tried to be quiet. “Yes, fuck me, Omar, fuck your white pussy,” she whispered. “Give it to me, fuck me, oh god!”

The orgasm burst within her and she shook and grabbed him, pulling him closer, feeling every inch of his cock inside her. He was not done, he kept stroking, through her climax, and she realized there was another one waiting to erupt.

”Oh god, Omar! I can’t! Oh, shit! Fuck me! Fuck me! Yes!”

The climax was so strong it almost hurt. Emma became aware that Omar was still fucking her. She felt heat spreading out from her pussy in waves. She knew he was close.

“Yes, baby, fuck me, give it to me, I want it, I want it all, come on, baby…” Omar grunted and Emma could feel his seed explode inside her. For a long time she lay there, dazed, while Omar’s cock warmed her body and she could feel her pussy squeeze out the last of his semen. Her mind went away for a while.

When she returned to her senses, Omar was holding her. His warm cock had slipped out and her pussy felt empty — and sore. Emma felt the guilt return. She had done it again! And this time with the boys home! She felt sudden shame. Emma got up quickly, pulled her pajama bottoms on. She could feel Omar’s seed leaking out of her. He looked up at her and smiled, but she just shook her head and fled.

She hurried to her bathroom and spent a long time in the shower, washing away the evidence of her tryst, but not the guilt. How could she have allowed this to happen again!? Her pussy purred in response.

At least I’m still on the pill, she thought.

When she was fully dressed, she left the bedroom, not knowing how she could face Omar. She saw him in the living room, looking pleased with himself.

“We can’t do that again!” She hissed. “It’s wrong!”

He just nodded and smiled, as if he knew she was already hooked on his big African cock. She vowed to resist him.

Before she could come up with something to say that would show her resolve, Tommy came out from the bedroom. Her demeanor changed.

“Hi, honey — did you have a nice nap?”

He nodded. Then he asked, “Mommy, what does ‘Fuck me’ mean?”

Chapter Eighteen

Emma

Emma froze. “Uh, that’s a bad word, honey. You’re not supposed to say it.”

”But you said it!”

She thought fast. “Yes, but that’s because I pinched my finger while I was helping Omar adjust his bed. It was wrong of me and I won’t say it again.”

”Okay.” Thankfully, her five-year-old’s attention span was short.

”But honey,” Emma added, “Don’t be saying those words to Daddy or he might spank you!”

She knew Michael had never spanked Tommy nor Davey, but the boy understood the threat. He nodded and said, “Can I play on the iPad now?”

Emma felt a wave of relief. “Yes, dear. But just for a little while.”

”Okay.”

Emma went to the shelf where the iPads were stored and pulled one down. Tommy began to play a game. She shot Omar a look and jerked her chin at him. They went into a corner of the kitchen and she pulled him close. “You can’t make me do that! Not when the boys are here!”

Omar nodded. “I can fix it.”

”And how do you suppose to do that?”

”I must think.”

”We just can’t do it again. I’m sorry.”

He nodded. “I can fix it,” he said stubbornly.

Emma found out the next day what he had cooked up and it was a doozy. When he came home shortly before one p.m., he took the boys out again and let them romp in the snow until two-thirty, then led them inside.

She watched him warily, wondering what he was up to. She was not going to let him fuck her in his room again — it was right next door to the boys. The master bedroom too, and she would never violate her husband’s space like that.

Part of her wanted to stop him, call the whole thing off, but the part that was driving her was between her legs. She realized now what she had been missing all her life. Her efforts to be a good, loyal wife seemed to fade when compared to the powerful orgasms he gave her. He was like a drug that she needed more of.

When the boys settled down, he put his finger to his lips and tipped his head toward the master bedroom. She shook her head violently.

”No! Not there!” She hissed.

”No, not there. Come, I show you.”

Curious, she followed him inside, ready to bolt if he pulled her toward the bed. It was sacred ground and it was too close to the kids. He moved past the bed and went into the bathroom. She stopped at the door and said, “What? Here?”

He nodded and told her to close the door. He turned on the fan and the shower. A smile grew on his face. He removed his pants and sat on the toilet seat. His cock jutted up. He patted his thighs.

“No, I’m not going to do this!” It was too much!

He took her hand and tugged her toward him. “Let me show you how it feels where you’re in charge.”

Emma looked at his cock, black marble, and felt her pussy gush. Omar tugged her sweatpants down, then off, followed by her panties. “You’re wet,” he remarked and she felt weak in her knees. He held her hips and guided her over his legs until her pussy was hovering over his hard member.

He pulled her down and she tried to resist, but lost her will power once the tip of his cock separated her labia. She groaned and Omar put his finger to his lips. She nodded and eased down onto his cock.

Sparks began to fly around in her head almost at once. She settled down and found she was in control. How much she took, how much she moved. She was fucking herself on Omar’s cock.

It sent a completely different set of sensations rolling up from her clit to her chest. Her breasts felt sensitive and her nipples expanded. Emma began to move and gasped at the power she was in control of. It was like being given her own jet plane to fly.

She moved back and forth, rubbing her clit against the thick shaft. “Oh god,” she whispered. It was going to be a good one, she could tell. She increased her thrusting and stars began to fly around her head.

All thoughts about honoring her marriage vows and stopping this foolishness evaporated. She was all pussy, fucking all cock. She moved faster, small noises escaping her throat.

“Oh, uh, god, fuck, shit, yes, oh yes, that’s it, right there!” She was climbing, higher and higher. She moved faster, making her clit ache and her pussy clench the thick cock tighter. Her head fell back and her body tensed and she growled, “Oh my fucking god!” She came so hard she passed out for a couple seconds.

She returned to consciousness to find Omar holding her. “Was good, no?” He said. “I had good idea! Boys can’t hear!”

She could only nod. Then he began to move his cock inside her and she found she just might have another orgasm. “Oh god, Omar, what you do to me!”

He grinned and tried to match her thrusts, driving himself deeper into her. Her face became a grimace, a rictus of pleasure that she controlled. She rode him hard, mashing her clit against his ebony shaft, forcing herself to have another orgasm. Emma hugged him, her nipples rubbing against his chest through her tee-shirt, which only caused another climax to swell.

She knew, in that moment, that they would do this often, maybe even every day. She had never had sex like this, never. Emma felt her muscles tighten. She threw her head back as another orgasm ripped through her.

Suddenly, Omar picked her up and placed her down on the small rug in front of the shower. “Yeees,” she breathed as his hard cock was driven into her, faster and faster. “Yes! Come in me! Give it to me, Omar!” Her legs wrapped around his waist, pushing him deeper into her.

“Unnngh!” Omar bellowed and Emma felt his seed flood her cervix. She was helpless as another orgasm rocked her.

Chapter Nineteen

Omar

He knew he had her — he could see it in her eyes. That dreamy, unfocused look that told him he could fuck her anytime now and she would eagerly spread her legs for him.

He had seen it once before, in the daughter of a white middle-aged Missionary couple who had come to Gambia to teach Christianity. He had caught one look at their daughter and signed up for classes. He had no interest in their religion, he just wanted to be close to her. She introduced herself as Maya, and Omar knew he had to introduce her to African cock.

She was hard to land — and he had a lot of competition. But he was patient and he made sure Maya could catch glimpses of his hard cock in his shorts whenever he was near her. It worked on her mind, as it always does. Forbidden fruit.

One day, near dark, they had wandered away from the camp when her parents were occupied with helping a villager give birth. Maya and Omar had stood close. His cock was aching. He took her hand and placed it on his cock and said, “See what you do to me?” She had held it, feeling the heft of it. It was similar to what Emma had done. At last, she had pulled away, telling him they needed to get back.

Touching his cock had caused her to think about it, dream about it. Within a week, he was fucking her. She had multiple orgasms on his cock. He had seen that same look on her face as Emma just had. Both white women were hooked on thick African cock. Maya’s parents caught them one day and there was a huge scene. They left Gambia shortly thereafter. He never saw her again, but he could bet she was still fucking black men behind her parents’ back.

Michael was the wild card. Omar still had to be careful. He had hit the jackpot, don’t risk it all with a reckless act, like fucking her when the boys were up. He liked the boys a lot — they reminded him of his younger brothers back in Gambia. Tommy was especially bright — he’d have to watch out for him.

He pulled out of her to see his seed leak out. She caught it in her hand and waved the other at the shower, which was still running cold water. He turned, his cock still shiny with their juices, and adjusted the temperature. He helped Emma to her feet and felt a small surge of pride to see her legs were shaking. She kept one hand firmly on her pussy.

She stepped under the hot water and took her hand away and Omar watched as his semen was washed down the drain. His pride turned to sadness as he would like nothing more than to fuck a baby into her. His cock hardened at the thought and his concerns about Michael faded.

He joined her in the shower. Emma looked startled but it was clear he wasn’t asking for permission. If she thought they were just going to wash up, she was mistaken. He turned her toward the spray and she had to lower her head to avoid it. Omar took advantage and pulled one leg up and slipped his slippery member into her from behind.

“No! We can’t!” She said weakly, but it was too late. He began pumping and she braced herself against the wall and let him have his way. He didn’t think he could come again, but when he heard her gasp out yet another climax, he had one last squirt for her sore pussy.

Chapter Twenty

Michael

On Saturday, the weather warmed just enough to coax the kids out in the backyard. Michael was teaching Tommy to play T-ball and he was improving. Davy wasn’t coordinated enough and started to cry, but Michael told him that when he was Tommy’s age, he’d be just as good. That seemed to settle him down.

Michael tried to teach Tommy how to catch, but he had trouble closing his hands in time. He missed one gentle overhand throw and the plastic ball bonked him right on the forehead.

“Fuck me!” He shouted and Michael burst out laughing. “Hey! That’s not nice! You’re not supposed to say that!”

“Sorry, Daddy.”

“Where did you learn that? Not from your friends, I hope!”

“No, Mommy said it when she hurt her hand helping Omar fix his bed. But she said I shouldn’t say it, either.”

Michael froze. “Mommy said those bad words when she was with Omar? Are you sure?”

Tommy nodded. “It musta really hurt, ‘cause she said it a lot!”

Michael turned and sat down heavily on a bench. Everything fell into place: Her happy demeanor of late, her reluctance to make love to him and when they did, the feeling that her pussy had gotten looser.

He felt his blood run cold. He had objected to this idiotic idea from the start, but she had told him she wanted a young woman. He would have been happy with that. Instead, she talked him in to allowing Omar! He should have called it off right then, but Emma had assured him nothing could possibly happen. The idea was laughable — and insulting. Don’t you trust your wife? Of course he did! Right?

He stood. “ You boys practice for a bit, I have to run inside, okay?”

“Okay, Daddy! I’ll try to hit the ball!”

He didn’t hear him. He just nodded and went inside. Emma was in the kitchen, deciding what to make for dinner and Omar was in the living room, chilling. They both looked like they didn’t have a care in the world.

He pointed at Omar. “ I want you out of this house — NOW!”

He turned to Emma. “And I want a divorce!”

He waved his hand at both of them. “I know what’s going on here!” He could barely speak, he was so enraged. He wanted to punch Omar in the face but knew that the man was bigger and stronger than he was. Instead, before either of them could respond, he turned and headed down the hall to the bedroom.

Chapter Twenty-One

Emma

Emma couldn’t believe it. How did he find out? They had been very discrete. Hadn’t they? She glanced over at Omar, who looked like he’d seen a ghost, and held up one finger. She hurried down the hall to talk to Michael.

“What’s going on?” She asked as soon as she closed the bedroom door behind her. “What brought all this on?”

Michael told her that he’d had his suspicions, but they were confirmed when Tommy reported he’d overheard his mother shouting “Fuck me!” while in the room with Omar. She tried to explain it away by telling him he must’ve misunderstood, but Michael wasn’t having it.

“Stop, Emma, just stop. Don’t try to lie your way out of this. I’ve probably known since the first time I noticed how stretched out your pussy felt! So don’t make it worse by lying!”

Emma broke down and began to cry. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean for it to happen!”

“Too late now! I want him out! And I’ll be sleeping in his room until I can hire an attorney. You should probably start looking for a new place to live. The boys will be staying with me!”

She shook her head. “Please! I don’t want this! And we can’t afford it anyway! Let’s try to fix it!”

“Maybe you should’ve thought about that before you started fucking the African!”

He was unmoved by her pleas. He pushed her aside and went out to Omar’s room, Emma close behind. He seemed pleased to find the young man packing up his valise.

“That’s right! Go! This is how you repay my hospitality? I oughta punch you in the face!”

Emma thought the idea was laughable, as Omar was bigger, younger and stronger than her husband, but she didn’t want any violence in her home. She noted that Omar seemed cowed by his threats and didn’t stand up for himself. He knew he was in trouble. She could tell he feared he might get deported over this.

She watched as Michael berated Omar until he had packed up and headed for the door. She caught his arm as he stepped out and said, “I’m going to try and fix this, okay?”

Omar nodded as Michael yelled, “Fix it? There’s no fixing this!”

He slammed the door and turned, ready to berate her again, when he saw Tommy standing in the kitchen, Davy right behind him. His demeanor changed at once. “Oh, hi, boys… You done playing outside?”

“Why are you yelling at Omar? What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing. Omar said he had to leave and Mom got upset, that’s all. You know how much she liked having Omar around!”

The dig was not lost on Emma and she stepped forward and said, “Why don’t you guys play with your iPads in your room until dinner’s ready, okay?” She went to the bookshelf and brought down the tablets.

Emma could tell from Tommy’s expression that he knew something was going on — he and his brother don’t get free use of their iPads in the middle of the day. Wordlessly, he took the tablets and headed down the hallway, Davy close behind.

When the bedroom door closed, she turned to her husband and whispered, “Can we talk about this? Please?”

“There’s nothing to talk about! I allowed an immigrant into my happy home at your insistence and you couldn’t help but fuck him! This is all on you!”

“Please! Keep your voice down! The kids!”

“Oh, they’ll know soon enough! Davy’s too young, but Tommy is smart enough to know what the word ‘whore’ means!”

“It’s not like that! I’m not… I mean…”

“It is exactly like that! What was wrong? My dick too small for you? Is that it?”

“No!” She said at once, but she knew it to be true. She had never complained about faking her orgasms — after all, he did give her two wonderful boys!

“Then what was it? I got too boring, too predictable? You needed a little dark meat in your life?”

Emma felt her anger rise. “That’s rather rude — and racist!”

“Oh, so now you’re all offended! You weren’t offended when you cheated on your husband! You never came to my defense!”

She was trying to think of a response when he continued, “Just what was it about him? What would cause you to throw away eight years of marriage?”

“It’s not… I don’t… You…” she sputtered.

“Well? It’s got to be something! Come on, what made you want to ruin your marriage? I’ll bet I know!”

“Please! It’s not… I’m sorry! It just happened! I won’t do it again! Just please—“

“Oh no! You’re not getting off that easy! Come on, out with it — why would you do such a thing?!”

He badgered her, not letting her collect her thoughts, making her feel trapped. She looked for a way out — anything but admit the truth. But he wouldn’t stop.

“Come on! You must’ve had a good reason! I want to hear it! Come on, you slut—“

The word stung and she blurted out, “He makes me come!”

There was a sudden silence in the room. Emma felt her cheeks flush and she immediately apologized. “I’m sorry, honey! I didn’t mean it!”

His expression went cold. “Sure you did. I couldn’t make you come, but he can. So of course you had to fuck him! Makes perfect sense!”

“No, I…”

“Tell me, how many times — if any — did I make you come?”

“Uh, I… I don’t know. Lots of times!”

“I can tell you’re lying! I know you too well. Come on, the marriage is already over — you can at least be honest with me!”

She turned away, embarrassed and ashamed. “I don’t know,” she murmured.

“Come on — once? Twice? Never?”

She turned and looked at him, tears in her eyes. “I love you and I loved the closeness we shared…”

“That doesn’t answer my question. Tell me — you can at least do me the courtesy of being honest!”

She blinked back tears and felt them spill over and run down her cheeks. “I came sometimes.”

“What? Like twice?”

“More than that.”

“So all this time you’ve been faking it?”

“I didn’t want to hurt your feelings! You are a good man and a great husband and father! But, you know you don’t last very long!”

She hated telling him. She could see him reel back in shock. “You asked me!” She said.

“Yeah, I asked. Serves me right.” He paused as if collecting his thoughts.

What he said next surprised her.

“So, tell me: What is it about Omar that makes you come? His big dick?” His anger seemed to have dissipated and he seemed genuinely curious.

“I’m not sure…” She tried, but Michael wasn’t having it.

“Come on, don't give me that. You owe me the truth.”

She shrugged, trying to make it sound like no big deal. “Uh, he’s just, uh, more aggressive or something. I don’t know.”

“Come on — what else? We both know the answer. I just want to hear you say it.”

Emma sighed. “If you must know, yes, he’s a little bigger than you and he lasts longer — happy now?”

Michael nodded. “I knew it — from the first time I made love to you and felt you had gotten looser down there. I should’ve called you on it right then, but I didn’t want to believe it!”

He shook his head. “At least tell me he wore a condom!”

“Uhhh…”

“Fuck! He fucked you bare? Fuck me!” He turned away in disgust. “I’m glad I didn’t go down on you! Whew!”

“You never do that,” she reminded him.

“Yeah? Well, you never give me blowjobs any more, so I guess we’re even!”

She had a sudden thought. “I’ll give you all the blowjobs you want if you don’t divorce me!”

He laughed. “Too little, too late.”

Chapter Twenty-Two

Michael

Michael left the lawyer’s office in a very bad mood. The attorney — a woman — had come highly recommended. He expected he would tell her how his wife was caught cheating on him and he wanted the house and the kids. Let her get a job and pay child support!

But that’s not what she told him. Very gently, trying to let him down easy, she informed him that the way the courts were set up, he’d be the one who’d have to move out.

”Your wife doesn’t work — she can’t support herself and two kids. And the court doesn’t want the state to have to pay,” she said. “Plus, you’d be at work all day, so the kids would have to be raised by a nanny. I’ve never seen a judge go for what you’re asking.”

Michael realized she was right — he had just been angry. He wanted to lash out at Emma. The problem was, he loved her. And he was ashamed to admit that hearing about Omar’s big dick made him hard. Fortunately, Emma hadn’t noticed.

On his way down to the car before heading back to work, Michael calculated just how much this would cost. A two-bedroom apartment was quite expensive now. And the attorney had given him a rough estimate on child support, based on his income. Then there was the mortgage — he’d still have to pay that!

There was no way he could afford to get a divorce. He tried to tell himself that Omar was gone, so the problem was solved.

Except it wasn’t. Deep down, he had guessed Emma had been faking it with him — why should she be any different? He’d had four disappointing relationships before he married Emma and they all ended, with some mitigating circumstances, because he couldn’t make his girlfriends’ climax.

He would probably be better with his mouth, he thought. Not that he really enjoyed doing it. He worried about germs and odors and all that. There had been an exception, however. He remembered Becky, a girl who had more experience than him. She had been kind, but didn’t lie to him. She told him the same thing Emma had — that he came long before Becky could climb up to her orgasm. But she had taught him there was another way he could make her come. Fortunately, she had a sweet, juicy pussy and he found he actually liked licking her, watching over the curly pubic hair as she writhed and cried out with her orgasms.

Hell, he should’ve married her! But she fell for another guy and he had been too jealous to stick around and be the clean up man.

Shit! He opened the car door and sat heavily inside. What the hell was he going to do now? He had his pride — he had announced a divorce and now he’s supposed to meekly crawl back to Emma and say he didn’t mean it because he can’t afford it?

He felt low. He started up the car and drove to his office, his mind whirling.

Chapter Twenty-Three

Omar

Omar was back at the damned shelter. He had had it so good, if he could’ve just kept his cool! But despite what had happened, he couldn’t regret his liaison with Emma. She was a beautiful white woman and he loved fucking her. She was so responsive! So grateful! So sexy!

How could Michael have found out? He suspected Tommy had something to do with it.

He still had his cell phone the government had given him. He knew Emma had the number. He didn’t dare call her — he didn’t want to cause her any more trouble. He hoped they could work it out.

Michael looked like he had wanted to kill him. He wasn’t worried about a physical confrontation — he would’ve backed down immediately for fear it would lead to his deportation. He would do anything to avoid that.

He wondered if Michael would report him and ruin his chances to get in with another family. Heck, he thought, it’s probably already too late. If the agency learned why he was suddenly kicked out, he might be deported.

He felt torn between his desire for Emma and his desperate need to stay in the U.S. The officials had asked him why he was back, as they wanted to know if the state was off the hook for paying the Campbells. He had lied and said they were just away for a few days and didn’t want him in their house alone. Better to have them think they were racist that tell them he had gotten kicked out for fucking the misses! He’d be on a plane back to Gambia the next day!

The only bright spot was his job. Yes, he had to get up early and be there by six a.m., when the early bird customers dropped off their cars for repairs. He liked getting off around lunchtime. Full time would allow him to earn enough to live in this city, but it had been perfect for his time with Emma. He had imagined he’d be there for a long time, fucking her nearly every day. She had told him she was on the pill, but he’d love to put a baby in her one day.

Chapter Twenty-Four

Emma

Michael came home in a bad mood and she assumed it was because of her. She did her best to soothe him. She shooed the kids into their room with their tablets. She made him a drink, told him she was sorry for the umpteenth time, and promised to never stray again.

But what he said took her by surprise.

”You were right — I can’t afford to get a divorce.” Briefly, he outlined his visit to the attorney.

Emma felt a surge of hope. “Please, let’s try to work this out. I’ll do anything!”

”Like what?”

”Well, I won’t see him again! He’s probably back at the shelter. Heck, he’s probably going to be deported — if you said anything.”

He waved his hand. “I got bigger things to worry about.”

She felt a wave of relief for Omar. Plus, it might keep him in New York. Her pussy gave her a little spasm of heat. Her brain scolded her immediately.

”What else?” He asked.

”Uh…” She had a sudden thought. “Blowjobs! I know you’ve missed them! I used to give them to you all the time when we were dating!”

”Yeah, that sure as hell went away quick!”

”I’ll give them to you every day, if that’s what you want.”

He nodded. “It’s a start.”

”What else would you like?”

Michael started to speak, then paused. “I don’t know yet. I’ll get back to you on that.”

Emma nodded, happy to have given up so little! Well, she had to give up Omar, which was a lot. She wasn’t sure if she could do it. But if it would keep her family together, she would have to.

She was lost in thought when Michael said, “Well?” He pointed to his zipper.

”Now?”

”Hey, forget it. I can probably get a divorce somehow.”

She dropped to her knees and unzipped him. “We have to be careful about the boys,” she warned him.

He nodded and smiled when she took his semi-hard cock into her mouth. It felt familiar and then not. Omar’s cock had been much bigger, in her mouth and in her pussy.

She got into the rhythm and remembered the techniques that Michael had liked. Soon he was hard and she took all of him inside easily. Within a few minutes, he groaned and shot his load into her mouth. She swallowed it all, like a good wife should.

She carefully tucked him away and zipped up. Standing, she felt a bit dizzy and he caught her. “You okay?”

”Yeah, just stood up too soon.”

”Well, that was very nice. Let’s see how long it lasts.”

”Oh, I made a promise! I intend to keep it!”

Michael wanted another blow job in the morning. They hadn’t made love, although Emma had been ready if he was in the mood. But he hadn’t touched her. Now he seemed like he wanted her to do all the work. She felt she was atoning, so she didn’t mind.

She took him in and soon his cock grew hard. She teased him with her tongue and she felt he was about ready to erupt when he said, “Slow down, for a minute.”

Puzzled, she did as he asked, just gently mouthing his cock. Something was up.

”Tell me what it was like, the first time,” he said.

“What? You mean with Omar?”

“Yeah.”

She hid her confusion. Wouldn’t that just make him mad? Yet his cock was rock hard in front of her.

”Uhh, I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she said, giving his cock a lick.

”No, it’s okay. I really want to know. I’m not mad. I mean, not now.”

”Really? You really want to hear?”

”Yeah, and use your hand while you tell me.”

She wrapped her fingers around his cock and gently stroked it as she tried to remember how it was with Omar the first time.

“It was my fault,” she said. “He walked back from the shower to his room in a towel and his … thing … was really big. I’d never seen anything like it.” She continued to stroke him, but lightly — she didn’t want him to come yet.

”And?” He pressed.

”It was a couple of days later he was walking across the hall again in that towel and I asked him if all African men were, um, endowed like that. And he, uh, offered to show me. I’m embarrassed to say I really wanted to see it.”

Michael’s voice seemed tight. “And did he?”

”Yes… And it was big! And dark!”

Suddenly, he groaned and erupted all over her hand. Emma was shocked — she had hardly touched him, wanting to prolong the moment. But it was clear her story had a very strong effect on her husband.

”Ohh,” she said, “you came a lot. Here, let me clean you up.” She licked him clean as he groaned. She didn’t not mention that she thought it odd that Michael would come when she was describing her lover’s cock!

The next day, as she was giving her husband his “afternoon blow job” in their bedroom, while the boys played on their tablets in the living room, he once again asked her about Omar.

”You said he — or maybe black guys — are more aggressive. What did you mean?” He asked as she suckled his cock.

She pulled back and began gently stroking him. “Uh, are you sure you want to know?”

“I’m just, uh, trying to understand.”

She lightly stroked his hard cock while she talked, trying to keep him from coming too soon while she collected her thoughts. She had watched him get off on hearing about it all yesterday.

”Well, he’s kinda aggressive, but at the same time, he’s very worried about being kicked out of the system and deported. So I don’t think he was very aggressive compared to maybe black guys in the U.S.”

”Uh huh. Just tell me, how it was, how you felt.”

”I don’t want to hurt your feelings.”

”As long as you’re doing that, my feelings won’t be hurt. In fact, it’s kind of a turn-on.”

That surprised her that he would admit it. She hid that reaction and decided to see just how far Michael would like her to go.

“Would you like to hear about our first time?” She asked, putting his cock back into her mouth and giving it a tease.

”Ohhh, yes. Please.”

Emma described how he had eaten her out first, which had taken her by surprise. “I came twice just from that,” she told him. She did not mention that Michael rarely did that for her.

”By the time I had come to my senses, he was already inside me,” she said. “He was so big! I came again!”

”Is that why you didn’t use condoms?”

”Yes,” she said, “I wasn’t planning on any of it! He took me by surprise.”

He suddenly groaned and erupted all over her face. She let him without pulling back and scooped up his seed and swallowed it while he watched, a big smile on his face.

”I think you liked hearing about Omar,” she said as she stood up. She grabbed some tissues off the dresser to wipe off her face.

”Well, uh, I don’t know…” he said.

”Maybe you’d like to watch us, hmmm? Be a fly on the wall?”

He had an odd reaction. He acted shocked and disgusted, but she could tell he was intrigued by the idea. “No, no,” he said. “That would be … weird.”

She filed that away for later.

Chapter Twenty-Five

Michael

He didn’t want to admit it, but he liked hearing about his wife fucking Omar. By all rights, he should still be angry. So why did her talking about it make him come so hard?

He knew the reason, one he was ashamed to admit. He had a long history of secretly enjoying porn that featured men with big dicks fucking women. He knew it was his reaction to being told by women that he had a small penis. He lived vicariously through the men on those videos, pretending that was him who was bringing girls to orgasm after orgasm.

Naturally, over the years, he had gravitated to black men fucking white women as his go-to porn of choice. He had never told Emma. He had always snuck a few peeks at it while he was in the bathroom and she was busy elsewhere.

When she had described her sexual encounter with Omar, it had brought him back to reality. It was one thing to have a secret porn fetish, it was quite another to share it with her! But he couldn’t deny that it had excited him so much that he had ejaculated all over her hand. He hoped she didn’t think he actually liked it.  If pressed, he would say it was because she was doing such a good job.

He really liked getting blow jobs. Within a few days, it had replaced regular sex. His attitude was, why bother? She faked orgasms anyway. He thought they might recover from this little episode and move on.

That is, until the weekend, when he was getting his morning blow job in the bedroom while the kids watched cartoons down the hall. He was seated on the bed, his pajamas around his ankles, while she knelt between his legs.

She was halfway through a very nice blow job, and he was feeling he was about to come, when she stopped and said, “What about my needs?”

His dick softened. “What?”

”You’re getting a lot of blow jobs and I’m happy to do this for you. But what about me? You don’t fuck me anymore.”

”Well, you said you faked it, so I figured you don’t care all that much.”

”No, I faked it so I wouldn’t hurt your feelings. Now I feel like I’m getting no sex at all.”

”Oh, uh…” He knew what she was hinting at — she wanted oral sex, something he just found distasteful — except with Becky, that girlfriend long in his past. “Uh, so what do you want?”

He waited for her to say “oral sex” but she shocked him.

“I want Omar back. I want to fuck him and I want you to be okay with it. You never have to give me oral sex — I know you don’t like it — and I will continue to give you all the BJs you want.”

”What? That’s… crazy!”

”We can’t go on like this, with you getting all the sex and me getting none. And, to tell you the truth, I miss it. He makes me come like… I don’t know… like a woman should come. It’s like a full body experience. I miss that. And Omar is safe. He’s not going to hurt me or this family. He’s very loyal. Right now, I worry that he’s in that shelter, wondering what he did wrong. This was all my fault, not his.”

Michael was torn. He wanted to be angry again, tell her no way, but secretly he wanted to see them together, to watch how he made her come when he couldn’t. But most of all, he wanted her to suck his dick so he could come.

”Tell me about how he makes you come,” he said. “I mean, tell me about the last time.”

Emma began licking his cock, which had suddenly gotten hard again, and she said, “We fucked in his room. The boys were sleeping, although I guess Tommy heard me. Omar fucked me and I came three or four times. My head tingled with it — my toes too. I wanted him inside me, erupting and he did, but it took a long time—“

Michael came all over her face. She put his cock into her mouth and swallowed the remains of his seed. She stood up and dropped her pajama bottoms, exposing her bare pussy. She pushed him back on the bed, startling him. She climbed up until her pussy was level with his chin.

”You have a choice, Mr. Campbell. You can start licking my pussy on a regular basis…”

He could smell her pussy now and the thought of licking her to several orgasms with his tongue made him feel conflicted. He wanted to please her, but this… He thought about germs and odors and how unsanitary it seemed.

”Or you can tell me to call Omar and invite him to come home. And when he does, I’m going to fuck him in our bed while you watch the kids. Maybe later, we’ll let you watch, okay?”

She moved up and her pussy hovered over his mouth. “What’s it gonna be, Mike? Pussy or Omar?”

He tried to turn his face away but she wouldn’t let him. “Please!”

”What’s it gonna be, Mike?”

”Okay! Okay! Omar! Omar!”

She climbed off of him and he begged, “At least make him wear condoms!”

She smiled and said. “I think this is going to work out just fine.”

Emma called Omar right then and there, while Michael watched, eyes wide. She put the phone on speaker so he could hear.

“Hello, Omar? It’s Emma. Listen, you haven’t said anything to the authorities there, about why you left, have you?”

Omar’s voice sounded startled. “Uh, no, Ms. Emma. I just said you had to go away for a bit. I was afraid to say what happened or I might get sent back.”

”Good,” she said. “You can come home. Today. I’ve worked it all out with Michael.”

”Really? How?”

”I can explain that when you get here. But everything is good. In fact, it’s more than good.”

”Uh, okay, Ms. Emma. If you say so.”

She hung up and stared at her husband. “You’re going to have a lot of blow jobs in your life, mister!”

He gave her a crooked smile.

Chapter Twenty-Six

Emma

Omar arrived at the house nervous as a cat. Emma met him alone, while Michael stayed with the kids in their bedroom.

”Come,” she said, pulling him to the couch.

They sat, facing each other, knees touching. She patted his hands to comfort him. “Mike is not one hundred percent behind this, but I think, if you remain respectful and don’t lord it over him, then we can go back to the way we were.”

He looked confused. “Mr. Michael is okay…?”

She nodded. “Yes. I’m, um, doing him some extra favors in the bedroom and he knows how good a lover you are for me. So if we just play our cards right, I think it can work out. Okay?”

”Why does Mr. Michael allow this? I don’t understand.”

She sighed. She didn’t want to get into her husband’s personal business. “Let’s just say that I need what you do for me and Michael, um, doesn’t do it for me. I don’t want to say any more. Please. I love my husband. He will always come first. But if we’re careful, if we don’t throw it in his face, then it will be okay.”

”So how will this work?”

”At first, we will only, uh, fool around when he’s at work. And we have to worry about the boys — I don’t want them seeing anything!”

Omar nodded. “So like before? When the boys nap?”

”Yes,” she said, nodding, feeling her pussy grow warm. “Just like that. You go to work, you pay rent, you be respectful to Michael and …” she smiled, “once in a while you can fuck me. Deal?”

He smiled broadly. “Deal.”

Emma went back and got Michael and watched as Omar sat nervously on the couch, his eyes darting around, as her husband approached him. He stood and dipped his head.

”Th-thank you for letting me stay, Mr. Michael. I work hard, I pay rent on time, I help out with your car. Anything you need. I just don’t want to be sent home.”

Michael pursed his lips. “Did Emma lay out the, uh, ground rules?”

”Yes, sir. I have be on good terms with everyone. I do that.”

”If you hurt her, you’re out. If you act like a big shot, you’re out. You’re here because Emma, uh, wants you here but that could change. Okay?”

He nodded, dipping his head below Michael’s. Emma thought it was almost comical, the way he was deferring to her husband. He was both taller and stronger than her husband. But she knew it was the only way it would work.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Omar

Omar almost laughed when he heard the “rules” he would have to follow. Like Emma telling him they may not be able to fuck as often as he might like. Yeah, right. Or Michael telling him to know his place and not lord it over him that he’s got the bigger dick. He wasn’t stupid, he knew what was happening — Michael was admitting he was a cuck, and Omar planned to take full advantage if it.

But Emma was right in one respect — it would take time for everything to settle down. He just had to make sure things would settle in his favor.

Omar got his first chance to fully explore their new situation on Monday, after work. He came home and jumped into the shower, eager to fuck Mrs. Emma again. His cock was hard as he soaped it up, making it all nice and clean for her. He washed thoroughly and stepped out, rubbing the towel over his body and wondering how it would all work out today.

The boys were still up, playing, so he decided he’d help wear them out again. He quickly got dressed in his room and invited the boys out to throw snowballs and built forts. They were happy to have someone to play their games. As he headed out the back door, he turned to see Emma smiling at him, as if she knew why he was doing this and was pleased.

His cock swelled in his pants.

He played with the boys until a little after two, then brought them in for hot chocolate. They were already sleepy-eyed by the time Emma put them to bed for a nap. They didn’t protest.

Omar was waiting for her when she returned. He stood and took her into his arms. She melted against him and whispered, “We still have to be careful.”

”I know.”

He tipped her face up and kissed her. She responded and said, “I still feel kinda guilty.”

”I do too!” He told her, but he didn’t really. He was just being careful.

They both laughed and the tension was broken. She took his hand and led him down the hall to her bedroom, which was right across the hall from the boys. She turned and put a finger to her lips.

They went inside and she shut the door carefully behind them. She came close and whispered, “I want to fuck you in my bed.”

”Won’t the boys hear?”

”We’ll just have to be quiet.”

He nodded and helped Emma out of her clothes. He quickly followed and they climbed into bed together. Emma reached for the night stand and pulled the box of condoms she had bought, size extra large. She took one out.

“Mike wants you to wear these from now on.”

He took it and laid it on the bed. His mind was rebelling — he wasn’t about to wear one now! Instead of saying that, he told her, “In a minute.”

Then he went down on her, using his tongue to drive her mad. She gasped and arched her back. She grabbed a pillow to thrust into her face as her body moved with his probing tongue. He licked her clit and dove deep into her pussy until she shuddered into her first orgasm. She managed to muffle the sound.

While she was gasping into her pillow, he loomed over her and slipped the head of his bare cock into her pussy. She removed the pillow and said, “Hey, you have to—“

He thrust this cock deep inside her and she threw her head back and let out a low moan. Then she put the pillow back over her face and let Omar have his way. He fucked her with long strokes, driving her wild. She came again, her body jerking under his. When she removed the pillow, her face was sweaty, her hair matted.

He pulled out and maneuvered her into position on her knees on the edge of the bed. She tried one more time to get him to wear a condom, but he just ignored her and shoved his hard cock deep inside her. She gasped and let her head flop down to the bed. He gripped her hips and began to fuck her again.

“Oh my god! Oh my god!” Emma grabbed the pillow and put her face into it. She must’ve realized that she was in no position to dictate terms to him because she made no more mention of condoms as he fucked her to another orgasm.

While she was still shaking from the power of it, he pushed her roughly onto her back and climbed between her legs. He brought both her knees up and hooked them behind his elbows, and grabbed her upper arms so she couldn’t move. He slipped himself back inside her very wet pussy and began to fuck her again. In this position, she couldn’t muffle her cries of passion, although she tried to stay quiet.

”Oh god, Omar! I can’t… Please… Oh fuck!”

He could tell she was nearing another orgasm and thrust harder and faster, forcing it out of her to show her she had no control over her body — he did. “Oh, fuck! I’m gonna… I’m gonna…”

He felt his seed rising and he leaned down close and whispered, “I’m gonna put a baby in you, Ms. Emma!”

She exploded into her last orgasm and let out a squeal that probably woke the kids. He erupted deep inside her, feeling his cock squirt several times to get it all out. He let her legs down and sank down over her, kissing her on the lips and was pleased to see her respond, kissing him back.

”That’s how we’re going to fuck now, Ms. Emma,” he said.

She could only nod.

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Emma

She didn’t like condoms. She could tell the difference between a bare cock and one encased in latex. Still, she had planned to honor Michael’s request. Part of her did not like Omar refusing to go along, but another part of her welcomed his forcefulness.

And when he said he was going to put a baby into her, her orgasm had erupted like a volcano. Of course she wouldn’t want that, she told herself, but the thought of it made her crazy with lust. She would love to have a little girl to round out their family. She was glad she was on the pill or she might be pregnant today!

When they settled down, they took a shower together. She liked soaping up Omar’s young body, his semi-hard cock, his strong arms and legs. As she did, she noted his cock was beginning to rise again. Her pussy was sore, and she wasn’t sure she could go another round.

But Omar had other ideas. “Here,” he said, after rinsing off his cock, “suck it for me like you do Mr. Michael.”

Her jaw dropped, “I didn’t say anything about that!”

He smiled at her as he gently pressed her down to her knees in front of his cock. “I know, but I figured it out. If I’m fucking you, you don’t need him. So you must be doing something else he likes, hmm?”

She smiled and tipped her head. “Maybe.”

”Now do me.”

She thought she could do that for him. It was so much bigger than Michael’s, she could only fit about half of it in her mouth. Omar didn’t seem to mind. She sucked him for a few minutes until he grew hard, then he brought her up and had her brace herself on the wall and he slipped his cock into her from behind.

Emma realized she would be getting a lot more sex now and she wondered if she could handle Omar’s sexual drive.

***

Six days later, on Saturday, Emma was looking forward to a little break from Omar’s sexual onslaughts. Now that he had Michael’s permission, he wanted to fuck Emma every day. And she was in no position to resist. He was like a ram in the sheep pen. When the boys were up, he’d casually touch her, let his fingers brush her breasts or rub briefly between her legs, inflaming her. When the boys went down for their naps, he would become more aggressive, sometimes even picking her up and carrying her down the hall for another hard fucking that left her breathless.

He never wore a condom. And she had long ago stopped asking him to. She could only hope Michael wouldn’t be mad. It was the one thing he asked of her.

Her mouth was getting a workout too. Michael had become demanding of his blow jobs, often both in the morning before they got up and in the evening when he came home. Omar, to his credit, never interfered with her duties, not that he really could. He seemed pleased that her pussy belonged to him alone. Let Michael have her mouth.

She did note that Omar had wanted more blow jobs himself, although she could not make him come that way. She just couldn’t take him all in. It was more of a warm-up for sex.

Between the demands of her two lovers and the boys, she was getting worn out. She thought Saturday, they just might hang out and let her body rest.

It was not to be.

No sooner had she put the boys down for their naps and returned to the living room, where Michael and Omar were having an uneasy detente, then Omar stood up and said to her husband, “You want to see?”

Michael looked up. “You mean…”

”Yes. I know you are curious.”

He nodded. “Well, um, okay then.”

Emma spoke up, “What about my vote?”

They ignored her. Omar simply bent down and picked her up over his shoulder and carried her down the hall, Michael close behind. She couldn’t squeal or protest too loudly, as the boys were just down. She didn’t want them to hear. But to be fucked in front of her husband was too much!

”Please,” she whispered as soon as he had put her down next to the bed. “We can’t wake the boys!”

”We use pillow,” Omar said. He turned to Michael and said, “It helps muffle her screams of pleasure.”

Michael’s eyes widened but he didn’t say anything.

”What if I’m too tired?” Emma tried again.

He reached out and unzipped her jeans and shoved his hand in. She felt him probe her intimate area. “Nah, you aren’t too. tired. You wet.” He pulled his hand out and showed Michael. “See?”

Emma wanted to fall through the floor. “Please,” she said, “I don’t think Michael should see this.” She didn't want to hurt his feelings.

“You want to go?” Omar asked him. Michael shook his head. “Okay, you sit there, don’t talk.”

It surprised Emma that her husband obeyed without argument. She felt Omar taking her clothes off and was suddenly embarrassed, although it was silly — both men had seen her nude many times.

When she was naked, he pushed her down onto the bed and removed his own clothes. His hard cock jutted out. She glanced over at Michael to see him watching with great interest.

Omar dove between her legs and began to pleasure her pussy with his mouth. She grabbed the pillow and put it over her head so she wouldn’t wake the boys. She felt her orgasm rising but it seemed just out of reach. She guessed it was because Michael was watching.

It took Omar a while longer to wrest her first orgasm out of her. His tongue simply would not be denied. She wanted it, but she was embarrassed to be writhing in ecstasy in front of her husband. When it finally hit, it was stronger than usual. Her body bucked and she screamed into her pillow. When he moved away, she lay limply, unable to move for a moment.

She pulled the pillow away and saw Michael had a very odd expression on his face — a mixture of fascination and horror. When Omar loomed over her, she worried her husband would be very angry about the condoms.

Sure enough, as his ebony tool poised at her very wet entrance, Michael said, “Hey! You gotta wear a condom!”

Omar simply half turned toward him and said, “No condom,” and plunged inside. Emma gasped and felt another orgasm coming on strong.

“That was the deal!” Michael whined. Omar ignored him and kept fucking. Emma was in no position to speak.

Omar tucked his arms under Emma’s knees, folding her up in what he had called “the breeding position,” which always drove Emma crazy. She did not want to get pregnant, but it gave her the most powerful orgasms. He began thrusting hard. Michael, she noted, no longer protested. She glanced over to see him standing close to the bed, eyes wide.

She grabbed the pillow and thrust it over her face so she could shout out her approaching climax. Omar didn’t bother with different positions — the way he was fucking her, she could tell he wanted to come inside her and claim her as his own in front of Michael. It was a macho thing and Omar always had the upper hand in that department.

She clung to him as her orgasm rocked her, She gave a guttural scream into her pillow and all thought of her husband faded away. She was Omar’s bitch now, she realized. If the first week of constant fucking hadn’t proved that to her, having Michael watch her get fucked like this removed all doubt.

Omar kept stroking and she knew she would come again, tired or not. She removed her hands from the pillow and grasped Omar, pulling him close and wrapping her legs around him. Her heels drove him deep into her.

“Give it to me,” she said through the pillow, “Give it to me.”

She was startled when Omar removed the pillow just as her orgasm approached and she gasped, “The boys!” But he ignored her. When she felt him thrust harder and faster, she knew he was about to come and she bit her lip hard, trying to to make noise.

Omar bellowed and she could feel his hot seed spewing inside her, which made her come so hard she saw stars. “Oh my god!” She yelled, “Oh, Omar!” She didn’t care about the boys anymore, all the cared about was Omar’s big cock seeding her.

At last, his cock quieted and softened. He pulled out and she felt their combined juices flow out onto the sheets.

”You clean up, no?”

Emma opened her eyes suddenly to see Omar gesturing to her sloppy pussy. Michael shook his head, looking a little disgusted. Omar turned to Emma, “He doesn’t give you sex with mouth?” He seemed surprised.

”No,” she said. She didn’t want to get into the details.

”You should. It’s very polite. And you can make her come.”

”I, uh, don’t like to do that much,” Michael said.

”Huh,” Omar said. “Maybe we can fix that.”

Emma doubted that very much, but she could never rule out Omar. It was clear who was in charge of the family now.

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Michael

Michael felt his authority in the household was slipping away. He knew he could not report Omar because his wife would never forgive him. He saw for himself how much she needed Omar. She was simply getting the orgasms that Michael had denied her. It hadn’t been his fault, but he had seen her climax with Omar and he compared to them the few times he had made her come — if at all. He knew he couldn’t take them away from her.

He felt weird about the whole situation. Part of him wishes they had never invited Omar into their house and another part of him wanted to give his wife the gift of lost orgasms. It was like a debt he felt he must repay. She had been faking it with him, so she wouldn’t hurt his feelings.

There was just something about how Omar took his wife, like some sort of powerful beast, one you didn’t dare interrupt when he was fucking. Michael imagined he might react like a pit bull would when you tried to take him away from a bitch in heat.

Over the Christmas holidays, things settled down a bit. They showed Omar the very American habit of decorating a tree, which he found amusing.  He knew Omar was still fucking his wife, but he didn’t see it. They apparently were doing it before he got home. He wanted to watch them again, even though it had made him fully funny inside, like two parts of his body were fighting with each other. He wanted to be his own man, be the head of the household, but because he couldn’t fuck like Omar, he knew he was not the alpha.  Yet he still wanted to see how it should be done.

Things began to change after the first of the year. Michael and Emma got their last eleven-hundred dollar payment from the city. Next month, Omar would have to pay rent. It seemed odd, him paying rent and fucking his wife. If it was left up to Emma, he mused, she’d be paying him rent.

On a Friday in early January, Omar made another demand. He had caught Michael alone while Emma was giving the boys a bath. He sat Michael down on the couch and laid it out: He wanted to sleep with Emma one night a week, “preferably Friday,” he said, which would mean he wanted her tonight.

Michael felt his two warring sides go at it:

That’s outrageous and I won’t permit it!

and, Can I watch?

”Absolutely not!” He blustered, “You’re not her husband, I am and I sleep with her! It’s bad enough you two are going behind my back!”

“Oh, but I was going to let you watch…” Omar said.

Michael gaped at him.

“Uhhh, you mean, like, in our room?”

”Yes.”

”Once a week?”

”Yes.”

”How would that work, exactly?”

”You and Emma get ready for bed, as usual. I come in, you watch, we fuck, then you go over to my bed.”

He thought about that for a minute. Then he frowned. “I don’t suppose you’ve changed the sheets.”

”Why don’t you do that now, so you won’t have to smell my musk all night.”

Michael opened his mouth to protest, but then shut it and went to get clean sheets.

***

Emma was startled by the new arrangements. They were in their bedroom with the door closed. “You mean you want to watch us? Again?”

”Yes.”

”I don’t know,” she said, “I kinda lose control. When you watch, I get embarrassed.”

”I feel like I owe you some orgasms and I want to make sure their delivered properly,” he said, trying to make a weak joke.

She smiled, appreciating his efforts. “You know he’s just going to fuck me all night. Where’s my vote? What if I just want to sleep?”

”Uh, I guess you’ll have to talk to Omar about that.”

Michael could see it in her eyes, the shift of power between him as former head of household to Omar. It hurt him, but he felt helpless to stop it.

”Okay, I’ll do that.”

When they got ready for bed, Michael was nervous. He could tell Emma was too, but for different reasons. He wanted to live vicariously through Omar, while Emma would be acutely aware that her husband would be watching what Omar’s cock did to her.

“It’s okay,” he told her, “I’ve already seen this.”

She grimaced. “I just don’t want you to think less of me or be angry.”

“I won’t.”

When they were dressed in their pajamas, Omar lightly rapped on the door. They shot each other a look before she opened it. Omar was standing there naked, with just a towel around his waist.

He caught their surprised expressions and said, “I don't have pajamas. I sleep naked.”

Michael knew what that meant: He would be fucking Emma a lot that night.

Omar closed the door behind him and let the towel fall to the ground. His ebony cock was already hard. Emma gasped. He pointed at the chair in the corner and Michael meekly went and sat.

Omar began removing Emma’s clothes. She acted shy and said, “Um, I might get cold.”

Omar grinned. “I keep you warm tonight.”

When she was naked, he pushed her back onto the bed and dove in between her legs, licking at the core of her like a man possessed. She gasped and grabbed the pillow for her face. Michael watched, his cock hard in his pajamas. He couldn’t help but reach down and begin rubbing himself.

He could tell his wife was nearing her first orgasm. He tried to pace himself. Suddenly, Omar stopped and looked over at Michael. He quickly moved his hand away from his penis, feeling like a teen-anger who had been caught by his mom.

“You should do this for your wife,” Omar said.

“Uhhh…” He didn’t know how to respond. “Maybe.”

Omar went back to work and soon had Emma grunting her orgasm into the pillow. He climbed up over her and helped her into a more comfortable position. He looked over at Michael as his hard, bare cock was poised at the entrance to his wife’s wet pussy and said, “Come closer, watch how African cock pleasures your white wife.”

Michael obeyed, kneeling right by the bed. Emma, embarrassed, put the pillow back over her face. Omar thrust his thick black cock into her and Michael noted how easily she could take him now. Omar was concentrating on fucking, which allowed Michael to reach down and stroke his small cock. His eyes never left Omar’s thick member as it wrested one climax after another from his wife. Her voice was muffled by the pillow and Michael really wanted to hear her guttural, full-throated orgasms.

Omar began making noises and Michael could tell he was about to come. The thought of him ejaculating directly into his wife’s bare womb made him come suddenly, squirting his load into his pajama bottoms. He sank down, embarrassed, as Omar gave a long, slow sigh and Michael could see his cock throbbing as he released his torrent of semen into Emma.

He was fascinated and ashamed. He felt inadequate. He wanted to change his pajamas. Omar pulled out and he could see a torrent of his seed leak out of his wife’s pussy. He wanted to get closer for reasons he couldn’t explain. He sat up on his knees.

Omar suddenly grabbed him by the back of his neck and Michael found himself being pulled forward until his face was inches away from Emma’s reddened, wet pussy. He cringed when Omar said, “You clean up wife, no?”

He tried to shake his head but Omar’s grip was strong. He found his face was thrust into the mess and gagged. Omar switched hands, freeing his right, and Michael felt his pajama bottoms being yanked down. “Lick!” Omar commanded.

Hard slaps rained down on his bottom. It didn’t hurt too much, but Michael was worried about the boys hearing, so he licked. He tried not to think about Omar’s semen or Emma’s well-fucked pussy. He just obeyed, cleaning up his wife’s mess like a good boy.

When he was done to Omar’s satisfaction, he was sent to Omar’s room for the night. Michael stopped off at the hall bathroom to wash out his mouth.

Later that night, as Michael lay in Omar’s bed, he could hear them in there, fucking again. Her cries of pleasure made him squirm. He couldn’t keep his hand off his cock and soon squirted his load into his hand. He looked around and didn’t see any tissues by the bed, so he licked his palm clean.

Omar’s one night per week lasted just two weeks. On a Saturday in late January, he called Michael into his room. He sat on the bed while Michael stood. Omar told him he wanted to sleep with his wife twice a week,Tuesdays and Fridays. But he’d only get to watch on Fridays — Omar wanted Emma to himself on Tuesdays.

Michael grew angry and put his foot down.

“Absolutely not!” He bellowed. “Even one night is too much!”

Omar pulled a startled Michael down over his knee and trapped him there, holding him down with his left hand and using his right leg to hold his legs in place. He yanked down Mike’s sweatpants and boxers, exposing his bare bottom.

“Hey!” Michael protested and struggled to get up to no avail.

From under his pillow, Omar pulled out and old leather belt that he had found in one of Michael’s drawers. He folded it in half and began whipping his ass with it!

“Hey! Stop! Omar!”

Whap! Whap! Whap! The sound was loud in the room.

Emma came in to see what all the commotion was about and stopped, her mouth agape. She quickly closed the door and Michael heard her shout to the kids, “Let’s go outside, okay?”

He would get no help from her!

After ten swats he was begging and crying, his spirit broken. “Okay! Okay! Two nights! Please, Omar!”

Omar stopped and gently rubbed his sore bottom. It made Michael feel funny inside. Omar pushed him off his knees and Michael sat on the floor, snuffling and trying to reclaim some of his dignity. Omar pulled down his basketball shorts, exposing his semi-hard cock and said, “Look at it, Michael!”

Michael looked.

“Your wife loves this cock. She can’t live without it. You will come to love this cock too. Now kiss it and tell it you’re sorry.”

Michael knew when he was beaten. He leaned down and kissed the spongy head. “I’m sorry,” he mumbled.

Fortunately, he didn’t ask him to do more. Omar tucked his cock away and stood up, towering over Michael.

“I think we understand each other now, don’t we, Mike?”

Epilogue

Emma

It was late August. The weather was sultry and humid and Emma was grateful for air conditioning. She was sprawled on the couch, watching the boys play with their toys. She rubbed her swollen belly and marveled at the changes that had occurred in the last seven months.

That day that Omar took a belt to her husband’s ass marked a real turning point. Omar was head of household from then on. His two nights a week sleeping with her — and fucking her — soon became six nights a week. Michael slept with her only on Saturdays. He moved most of his toiletries into the main bathroom and many of his clothes into Omar’s closet.

He didn’t seek a divorce and he didn’t object whenever Omar would grab his wife and take her down to the bedroom. He’d just distract the kids by taking them to the park for an hour to give them space.

Whenever Michael objected to some new rule, Omar would spank him with the belt and he didn’t care if the boys or Emma could hear. It only took a few times before Michael stopped his protests and went along meekly to whatever Omar wanted.

She noticed sometimes she could hear them in Omar’s old room or in the garage, talking in low tones. Michael always seemed to be the one listening. When she’d interrupt them, they’d stop at once, and if she asked what they were talking about, they would just say, “Nothing.”

She made a shocking discovery in late February. The boys were playing in the living room and Emma was doing laundry. She had walked by Omar’s old room and heard something odd. A wet sound. Frowning, she put the basket down and cracked open the door. Her eyes widened in shock! Inside, Michael was on his knees, his back to the door. Omar stood in front of him and it was very clear that her husband was sucking Omar’s cock! He saw her and briefly put a finger to his lips.

He said to Michael, “That’s it, doesn’t it taste good? Imagine this cock sliding into your wife’s pussy! It’s all stretched now — she won’t be able to feel you any more anyway, so this is for the best.”

Emma had quietly closed the door and stood there shocked. Was Michael secretly gay? She asked Omar later about it when they were in bed and he laughed. “Oh yeah, he startin’ to like Omar’s dick!”

“But why? Why would he do that? He’s not gay!”

“Every white boy a little gay,” he said. “But in Michael’s case, I kinda made a new deal with him.”

“What kind of deal?”

He smiled and pulled her naked body to him. She knew she was about to get fucked again and her pussy tingled. “Tell me,” he said, “Mike been askin’ for a lotta blowjobs lately?”

Now that Emma thought about it, his desire for blowjobs had dropped off quite a bit in the last two weeks. ‘No, he hasn’t. What did you do?”

He laughed. “I made a new rule: For every three blowjobs you give him, he has to give me one!”

“Oh my god!” Emma remembered she used to go down to Michael’s room nearly every morning to wake him with a blowjob after Omar had left for work, and she would often sneak away when he came home to give him one while Omar watched the boys. But he had started refusing her lately, telling her he was “not in the mood.” That had surprised her, as he had always liked them, and besides, she thought that was part of the deal he had made with Omar. Now she understood.

“He resisted at first, but I think he’s starting to like ‘em.”

“Do you… you know … come in his mouth?”

“Not at first, he too busy gagging and slobbering. But today, when you saw us, that was the first time I did — and he swallowed most of it. He’ll be a good cocksucker ‘fore long!”

That had been shocking, but it paled in comparison to her missing her period in late February. In a panic, she hurried down to the drug store and bought two different pregnancy tests. They both came up positive. Emma felt her husband would be furious and would be forced to divorce her, something she absolutely did not want. She liked her arrangement!

She didn’t know how it could have happened — she was on the pill! She looked it up online and it seemed to confirm that the pill was “99% effective” until she read the next sentence: “Typically, because women sometimes forget to take every pill every day, or if they are having intercourse often, the real-world efficacy drops to about 93%.”

Yeah, she may have forgotten to take a pill once — she was kept very busy! And she was certainly having a lot of sex!

When Omar came home from work that afternoon, she told him and he was ecstatic. “I’m so happy, Ms. Emma! Maybe you have that girl you always wanted!”

“But I don’t want to lose Michael! He’ll divorce me for sure!”

“Leave that to me,” he said. She couldn’t imagine how he was going to fix it. But she said nothing to Michael over the next few days.

Omar asked her to take the boys to the park on Saturday and she knew he’d be telling Mike about her pregnancy. She was gone over an hour and when she returned, Omar greeted her, but Michael wasn’t in the living room.

“What happened?” She whispered.

“I shared the good news and Michael took it pretty well,” he said.

“Really?” She was skeptical.

“Well, I had to take a belt to his ass first, but then he was in a much more acceptable mood. But we got our stories straight.”

“What do you mean?”

“The biggest fear for a cuck like Mike is that his family will find out that the baby isn’t his — and a black baby is a giveaway. So I, uh, convinced him to tell the family that you guys wanted to have another child, but he got tested and found his sperm wasn’t good. Whatever the term is. So after talking it over with you, you decided to go with a sperm donor. And, because you’re both Democrats and progressive, you decided to have a ‘rainbow baby’.”

“Oh my god! And he agreed?”

“It took a little ass whooping’, but he agreed.”

“He won’t divorce me?”

“No. I tole him if he did, the whole secret will get out and he’d only get to see his boys couple times a month, which scares him.”

“Yeah, but won’t the secret get out anyway? It’s no secret we took you in — people will put two and two together!”

Omar shrugged. “By then it won’t matter. The baby will be born and life will go on.”

“Shit. I’d better go talk to Michael. Will you keep an eye on the kids?”

“I’d love to.”

She went down to the master bedroom, where she found Michael, curled up on his side. He seemed quite subdued.

“Hi. How are you doing?” She asked. She sat on the bed and pulled his sweatpants from his waist and saw the red marks there. He jerked away.

“Oh, I’m peachy, just peachy!”

“I’m sorry — it was an accident. I was on the pill!”

“I knew this would happen when he started fucking you without a condom!”

Emma decided not to remind him that Omar had never fucked her with a condom.

“Are you going to keep it?” He asked.

She looked at him in shock. “Yes, of course!”

Michael shook his head. “Great.”

“Come on, you know I wanted one more baby — I always wanted a girl!”

“And we couldn’t afford it.”

“But we can now, with Omar’s help. I know he’ll be getting a full-time job soon!”

“Great. And what am I? Just your little cuck! He gets to fuck you all the time and I hardly get BJs anymore!”

Back then, Michael didn’t know that Emma knew about the BJ arrangement. “I’ll give you all the blowjobs you want, honey, you know that!”

He just grunted. She imagined he was thinking about Omar’s cock.

Michael eventually came around. It helped that Omar gave weekends in bed with his wife entirely to him and he reduced the ratio of sucking Omar’s cock from every three blowjobs he got from Emma to every four.

Of course, in the months that followed, Emma noticed that her husband was sucking a lot of cock behind closed doors. He had started to like it. He had also become much more eager to lick her pussy clean during the one night a week that Michael was allowed to watch Omar fuck his wife.

He didn’t divorce her, for which she was grateful. They ran their “rainbow baby” story past the parents and they seemed to buy it — for now. They had their suspicions.

As her belly began to swell, she wanted sex more and more and they stopped caring if the boys heard them. She’d put them in the living room with their iPads and tell them to be good, “while Mommy and Omar talk in the bedroom.” She stopped trying to muffle her many orgasms with a pillow, so the boys — or at least Tommy — would soon figure out what they were doing. She figured it would all come out eventually, so why be so concerned?

She couldn’t believe that Tommy would start kindergarten in two weeks. He had had his sixth birthday in May and for a moment, the whole family came together to celebrate. Michael had been upbeat and Emma had hope that everything would work out.

That was the same month that she found out she was having a girl, which thrilled her to her core. She had always wanted a girl to play tea parties and dress up with. Omar was very happy too. Michael, less so, but she believed he’d come around after her daughter was born and he saw how cute and innocent she was.

In all, she was very happy, especially after last night. When Omar fucked her to three powerful orgasms and he was just about to release more African seed into her womb, he whispered to her: “I’m going to give you many babies, Emma!” Then he exploded into her and she came so hard she nearly passed out.

The End
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