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		Fertile Wife Taken at the Club

		

		1.

		After another grueling week in the cubicle, Jason Murphy really needed tonight. He did his best to hide the boyish smile on his face as he drove past the white gates, parked his car, and opened the door to his modest home. He didn't register his wife's presence in the kitchen, so he started walking through the house, loosening the knot of his necktie. Then the smile dropped off Jason's face when he saw Emma sitting cross-legged on the floor with a basket of laundry. She was still wearing her work clothes and nametag. His heart broke. She'd forgotten about Fantasy Night.

		"Hey, sexy, how was work?" he said, casually leaning against a wall decorated with pictures of Emma's enormous family.

		Her small, beautiful, heart-shaped face flashed him a wry smile. "No biggie, just made about a million bucks."

		"Not bad, Emma. One million bucks in one day. That's good pay."

		"All in late fees."

		Whenever Jason told people that he was married to a librarian, everyone inevitably assumed that this meant his wife was some frumpy old lady with bad eyesight. This, however, could not have been further from the truth.

		Approaching her 30th birthday, Emma looked spectacular, more lovely and vibrant than ever. Good genetics had blessed her with a natural beauty that was reminiscent of a sexy Snow White. Jason loved looking at her flawless body that looked great clothed or completely nude. It made him feel almost helpless to take in her shiny blue eyes, flowing raven black hair, milky white skin, and a deliciously curvy body which she'd never felt the need to flaunt in public because of her good upbringing.

		Naturally, he would never forget the first time that he saw her nude.

		They were still in college at the time. They'd been going on dates for a few months and more than once they'd grossed out roommates with how affectionate they acted towards each other. From Jason's perspective, it was like they'd known each other their whole lives. Then one day Emma asked him if he wanted to spend the night. Neither one of them were virgins, but they were close. After undressing in her bedroom, he couldn't believe his eyes. Emma was like this heavenly, porcelain, hourglass figure. How could he have not known this yet? Sure, he'd always realized that she was in shape, probably as good as the next girl, but he would have never guessed that this funny, kind, intelligent girl who always had her head in a book, also happened to be built like a fucking fertility goddess.

		Voluptuous didn't begin to describe it. There was some soft, round baby fat to her belly, ass, and tits, but her waist was almost non-existent. When her breasts finally popped out of her shirt, Jason let out an actual moan. He'd never been with a girl who had D-cups, much less D-cups that were so supple and firm. He thought it couldn’t get any better. But then she turned around. Holy fuck! For too long Jason had been fooled by Emma's artsy wardrobe choices, which ultimately kept people from knowing that she had one of the plumpest and shapeliest asses ever. Accentuated by a tiny waist and flared hips, her plump and pale rump looked like the most edible thing in the world.

		Things only got better. It was like a dream.

		Soon enough Jason found out that Emma was what she called a "secret freak." Her natural sex drive was amazing to say the least. Jason had never been with a girl who liked sex as much as he did. The couple was inseparable. Jason's friends claimed that he was pussy-whipped; and Emma's friends tried to hide their jealousy that she'd found a partner so suitable to her unique disposition. For both of them it was the happiest time of their lives. After graduation, they were eager to get married and start the next part of their lives together. Jason and Emma. The perfect couple. So sweet and friendly to everyone. But a couple of hellcats in the sack.

		Presently, Jason was watching his wife rifle through a pile of bras and panties that were part of her personal collection —a collection which was large enough to give Victoria's Secret a run for its money. "So what's up? I thought you'd be getting ready by now?"

		"Ready?" she said, tossing a purple thong over her shoulder. "All I'm ready for is to get this laundry done and sit down for a moment. You need anything washed? My poor feet. Run, run, run all day!"

		Jason's face dropped. His instincts had been correct. So much for breaking the monotony of domestic living.

		Just then Emma looked and saw that something was wrong. A light went off in her head and she said, "Oh, damn! I forgot! Sorry baby, I totally forgot that we'd made plans."

		"I'm guessing then that you don't want to go out tonight?"

		"I do, but I'm so tired. Can we get a rain check though?"

		"Sure, of course we can," he said, taking a tentative step towards their bedroom.

		"Hey, baby?" Emma said, rewarding his patience with one of her big bright smiles. "Have I ever told you that I'm married to the best man in the world?"

		"Once or twice."

		"Damn right!" she laughed.

		His heart was pierced by a sweet pain at how she was trying to cheer him up. But later, getting ready for the shower, his pleasure changed to frustration over Emma's one and only personality defect —occasionally allowing herself to get so caught up in one thing, that she completely forgot about something else. Something as important as tonight!

		Tonight...

		Tonight was supposed to be Fantasy Night for the couple. They were supposed to go to a bar where Emma would pretend that she was alone, and Jason would come in, and act like he didn't know her, and pick her up, and make out with her in the bar. It was Jason's favorite kink, and he sensed that Emma enjoyed it almost as much.

		How they even came about this slightly perverted scenario was a funny story.

		It was a total accident. Around a year ago, the couple mistakenly ended up at some college bar, in an unfamiliar area, located about an hour away from their city. There was nothing particularly special about the bar, just that it was loud, had about a million TV screens, live bands, and openly served alcohol to minors. As soon as the couple realized their error in judgment, Jason wanted to leave, but Emma devilishly challenged him to be a little more adventurous. There were even some oblique references to Jason turning into an "old fogey."

		So they began ordering drinks at the bar, which thankfully helped them relax. Jason was already changing his mind. This place wasn't so bad. Soon he was even taking the opportunity to ogle all the pretty college co-eds floating around him. The college girls seemed physically younger than he'd remembered from his days as an undergraduate. Starting to feel like a dirty old man, he also noticed that the clothing styles had changed a little, but not too much. Many of the girls wore those Greek letters across their halter tops, and swayed to the music in skirts and dresses that were so flimsy and short that Jason was constantly getting furtive little peeks at their panties. He enjoyed that, the cheap perverted thrill of seeing some long-legged girl bending over a table enough so that he could see the entire bottom half of her cute 19 year-old butt cheeks.

		Overall it was a good experience. Great experience. Emma was definitely enjoying herself. And after a couple of vodka-sour drinks she was noticeably tipsy. When it came to alcohol, both of them were light weights. And being drunk in the college bar was like going back in time, revisiting their shared past.

		The first guy to hit on Emma that night was a tall, athletic, fraternity bro, wearing cargo shorts and a backwards ball cap over his shaggy blonde hair. Jason was returning from the bathroom when he saw the college guy leaning over Emma with his hand on her back, laughing at whatever she said. The bar was a U-shaped affair, and Jason decided to order another beer on the opposite side.

		Feeling a little drunk, he watched.

		Had they been 21 or 22 again, Jason might have felt threatened by the way the guy was clearly looking down the front of Emma's blouse, which was showing a decent amount of cleavage. But their marriage was as solid as ever, and besides Emma had never shown any interests in younger men. If anything, she tended to go the other way. Jason decided to give them a few minutes of flirty conversation, so that he would have something to tease his wife with later. He was already contriving clever ways to work in references to "Mrs. Robinson."

		And just like that it was over. The guy was trying to drag Emma away from the bar, and she was resolutely shaking her head no, and when that didn't work in the loud bar, she actually lifted up her ring finger for inspection.

		"Good girl," Jason said, sipping his beer still. "That's my good little girl."

		But there was more than one wolf that night, and much to Jason's engorged amusement, he saw his wife get hit on by several different guys as she walked through the throbbing, hormone-saturated college bar, or waited alone on a barstool. And if she minded, she certainly didn't show it. Instead the conservative librarian was getting looser with every drink, and she was undoubtedly enjoying all the approving sideways glances thrown at her by the young studs there.

		That night they returned home in a state of sexual frenzy. The collective libido of all those college students had rekindled some dormant lust between the married couple. For Jason, the combination of seeing all those bouncy co-eds and seeing his wife the object of desire was almost more than he could take. Emma was soaked when he got her panties off. As someone who barely drank, alcohol had a particularly strong effect on her arousal levels. Jason would be kissing her neck, rubbing his stiff erection against her soft stomach, and she would start to whimper and practically cry about how much she needed a big dick inside her right now.

		"You fucking slut," Jason growled. "I saw you at the bar tonight. Do you realize that you're such a fucking little cock tease?"

		"I'm sorry. I tried to be good," she pleaded. "But I need it, baby. Now I NEED it!"

		"What do you need?"

		"You. Your thing."

		"Say it, baby. Tell me you need my big fat cock!"

		"I need... your... big fat cock, baby."

		"Good girl."

		The next morning, they woke up on messy sheets, slightly hungover, but laughing together at how great it felt to be so frisky again. Emma spent the afternoon trying to wash away "all the evidence" of their debauchery, while Jason hounded her with an erection which kept popping up. For days afterwards, Jason occupied himself with thinking of a way to ask his wife if she wanted to repeat the experience. But after a couple of weeks it was Emma who surprised him by suggesting they do it again, only this time, she would leave her wedding ring at home. Elated, but not daring to show it, Jason paused only a heartbeat before saying, "Sure, I guess that might be fun to try."

		

		2.

		Jason was still sulking as he got out of the shower and dried himself off with a towel.

		"I still can't believe she blew me off tonight," he grumbled.

		In the mirror he studied his face for a while before letting the towel fall to the floor. The reflection of his pale, out-of-shape body did little to dispel his feelings of grumpiness. It was true that he wasn't like some of those fat slobs at the office, but he also wished that he didn't store all of his extra weight around his midsection. Having failed to take advantage of his local gym, his arms seemed smaller, his shoulders more narrow, his neck thinner. Growing more depressed, he felt the jiggle of his love-handles, then cupped his soft manhood which easily fit into the palm of his hand now.

		He groaned miserably.

		"Jesus," he thought, "it's getting smaller. No wonder my normal sex drive has tanked recently. I hope Emma never sees me this small. This is pathetic."

		He closed his eyes and began touching himself, hoping to make it grow a little, since at the moment it looked so pink and shriveled. The stress of the work week, bad diet, and his wife's rejection seemed to have affected him in the worse possible way. "Come on, come!" When his tiny member failed to respond, he let go, saw how red his face had gotten from the strenuous exertion. "Damn it! This is the last thing that I need!"

		A cheerful knock on the bathroom door yanked him back from his misery. He was reluctant to open the door until he was completely dressed, shirt included, and when he finally did, Emma was there with a big, radiating smile.

		"Hey sexy man," she said. "Any chance I can take you up on that rain check?"

		He lowered his eyes, almost closing them in jubilation. "You mean, you want to go out tonight? To our college place?"

		She winked at him. "Can't a girl change her mind?"

		Jason's heart accelerated and there was a tickling sensation in the back of his throat as Emma got ready. He grabbed a beer from the fridge and came back to the bedroom just in time to see her beautiful round ass pop out of her work slacks. How many men would have killed to see her prance around in her all-black thong? Her legs were gorgeous too, always so smooth and pale as snow. He watched her reach back to unclasp her bra, admiring the natural way her bubble butt wobbled with every step she took.

		"Damn, you look great already," he said, confidence flooding back. How in the hell had he been so depressed earlier? His penis was back in full force already, pressing angrily against his boxers as Emma got completely naked and padded across the room for the shower with size 6 feet.

		Emma paused at the bathroom door, became aware that her husband was actually massaging his penis through his pants now. First she answered with a chuckle, then she arched her back and smacked her own ass loudly. "Well too bad for you, since you gotta wait! Because I know that if I let you on top of me now, then you'll just want to stay in bed all night! Now go in the living room and wait, baby! I don't want you hounding me while I get ready. A girl needs her privacy too."

		About an hour later, Jason's patience was rewarded when Emma stepped out in an outfit he'd never seen her in before. Just when he thought she couldn't surprise him, there she was, standing there in knee-high soft leather boots, a denim mini-skirt that barely covered her panties, and some type of cute, silky halter top that could have passed for lingerie. Her glossy black hair was straightened and she had it pulled against the sides, with the top high on her head. She looked more than sexy, she looked like an absolute fucking goddess.

		It literally took Jason a few moments to absorb what he was looking at. His first thought was that there was a stranger in his house, albeit an incredibly sexy stranger. Only then was he able to see that it was his wife, who had abandoned her normal conservative style, for one more closely resembling the sexed-up college girls in their favorite bar.

		Jason gasped. "Baby!"

		"You approve?" she said, doing a quick circle.

		"Those boots!"

		She wrinkled her nose at him. "Do you like it? Or do I, you know, look totally ridiculous and too old to be wearing this stuff?"

		"I'm putting a baby in you tonight!" he said, pulse racing.

		She laughed. "Well, as a matter of fact, dear, I did stop taking my pills, so..."

		Jason was too worked up to understand her words, he only knew that his penis was rock-hard and he needed to cum badly.

		He bolted out of his chair as Emma spun away, but he was a step behind her, nearly wrenching her arm out of its socket when he spun her around to face him. His face was florid, and he showered her with spittle as he growled, "I need to cum, baby. I'm sorry. But I'm too horny to fucking drive."

		Emma yanked her arm free and would have run from him, if her choice in wardrobe hadn't had the exact effect she'd been hoping for. But no, her hair and makeup were already done, and no matter how much he pleaded, she knew that he would get her messy if she let him take her back into the bedroom. She would not submit to him.

		Jason's whole body sagged under the weight of this insult. But it was true, in the past he'd promised to leave her unblemished, only to lay there in a sweaty post-orgasmic bliss while his wife stormed off towards the bathroom for some cosmetic triage.

		So rather than beginning a stale argument, which would invariably lead to them staying home and going to bed upset, Emma offered an alternative that might make both of them happy. "Honey, what if you just did it yourself? Can you do that?"

		"You want me to jerk myself off?" he asked, pausing to think about it. After he saw her chin lift stubbornly, he softened his approached and tried to be more charming. "Okay, that might work. But can you lift up your skirt and get on the bed?"

		"No touching though," she said, shooting him a devilish grin. "Also, after you cum, you better not change your mind about the bar!"

		"Don't you worry your sweet ass about that," he said, his eyes popping out of their sockets when he saw her turn around for the bedroom. Fuck! That ass! All that beautiful wiggle and wobble! The denim mini-skirt was positively straining to keep all that pale white bubble butt enclosed. Jason was already unzipping his pants and pulling his prick out as they entered the bedroom, with Emma dutifully crawling into the doggystyle position, her skirt already bunched around her waist, presenting her plump cheeks for view, but not for touch.

		"Try not to take forever too, okay?" she teased.

		"What the fuck?" Jason said, noticing her new thong for the first time. It was small and black, but there was a patch of fabric with the words BIG MEN ONLY. "Emma? When did you get that fucking thong?"

		"Recently, do you like it?" she said with a wiggle. "I bought it just for you, my baby!"

		"Sluttiest thing I've ever seen you wear. Sluttiest!" He swallowed hard. "I FUCKING LOVE IT!"

		"Well play your cards right," she said, still bent over with her ass in the air, "and I'll be stroking more than your ego!"

		Jason was too horny to realize how pathetic he looked being forced to jerk off in front of his wife. Was this what real men did? Was he starting to lose power in their relationship? With one hand on his dick, he grasped Emma's ass cheek and squeezed painfully. She slapped his hand, and laughed cruelly. "Just finish, please."

		"I'm going to put a fucking baby in you," he growled.

		"As long as you don't make promises you can't keep," she said with an insinuating smile, just as her husband's face contorted painfully, and a few tiny jets of baby-making fluid shot out. "Well, damn, guess I won't be having those kids..."

		

		3.

		They had a few drinks before they left and by the time Jason found a parking space close to the bar, he could tell that Emma was already tipsy.

		"Wedding ring?" Jason said in the car.

		Emma smoothed imaginary wrinkles from her slutty denim skirt as her husband continued to appraise her. "Back at the house, like you told me to."

		"Good girl." Jason was already unbelievably horny again and he checked an impulse to beg his wife to let him take her back home an fuck her brains out. Even in the darkness of the car he could see the outlines of her nipples poking through the halter top. He dragged his eyes off her top onto a more neutral area. "Okay, I guess we can do it like last time. You go on first. Give me 10 minutes. No, 15."

		She reached across the console and slid her hand on the bulge of his pants, squeezing it through the fabric. "Don't lose this before we get home!" Then Emma turned to leave, but by the time she was out of the car, Jason had already come around to plant a big kiss on her lips while grabbing her delicious ass one more time. He could taste a little alcohol on her breath, but it was her that started pushing away, saying brightly, "Save it for later, stud."

		He smiled with a sad expression; because the thought of waiting for another few hours before he could be inside her again drove him crazy.

		After a small eternity, Jason got out, adjusted the front of his pants, and followed his wife's steps like a conquering hero.

		But something was wrong.

		Very wrong.

		Jason, his erection throbbing, his brain foggy with lust, was cognizant enough to see that there had been some changes since the last time they'd visited. Major changes. The bar's name was different, they were playing some terrible "rap music," and instead of just walking in the front door, you now had to wait in a long line of people until a large black man on a stool looked at your I.D.

		When Jason finally made his way to the humongous bouncer, the 300 pound black man said, "Ten bucks, big man."

		"Seriously?" Jason said, having just seen a group of college girls enter without paying a cent.

		"Just call it a whiteboy tax," said the big man.

		As soon as he was inside, Jason had never felt more out of place in his life. Never in his wildest dreams would he have imagined he would be coming here with Emma. Most of the tables, chairs, and game areas had been removed to make way for a large dance floor where an orgy of scantily-clad bodies now writhed to the aggressive rap lyrics blasted at an ear-splitting volume. To say that Jason didn't understand rap music, or enjoy rap music, was an understatement. He only knew that members of the African-American community seemed to get a kick out of it.

		But as he looked around, he was shocked to see that many of the dancers were white, very white, and some of them were college girls he recognized from earlier.

		Then, with a terrible dawning comprehension, he saw that clamped onto these daisy-fresh co-eds, were black guys who clearly didn't attend the same college. Or any college. The black guys were all dressed in baggy jeans, tank tops, sports jerseys, doo-rags, ball caps, gold jewelry. This was the Twilight Zone. Jason didn't know what was going on, but he knew that he didn't like it. He felt bad for the pretty young white girls who clearly were too intoxicated to realize that they were being taken advantage of by a bunch of common street thugs.

		Then the song changed and the speakers started blasting out, "She's a whooty! A white girl with a booty! And it's my duty! To pound that big phat booty!"

		There was a roar of appreciation from the crowd, even from some of the girls, and Jason turned away disgusted.

		He managed to work his way through the crowd until he was standing near the bar, which was still U-shaped. He was surprised that he hadn’t run into Emma yet, who no doubt wanted nothing to do with this place either. Jason ordered a beer and started to scan the bar for signs of his wife. This was no easy task, however, because much bigger guys kept bumping into him, or obscuring his view.

		Eventually he spotted her.

		She was on the other side of the bar, talking to a guy who was about 6'4", with long black dreadlocks, neck tattoos, and a florescent pink T-shirt about three sizes too large for his sinewy frame. Rubbing Emma's back, the man got a puzzled look on his face and whispered something to her, whereupon she pulled her top out a little, letting him have a better look at her big milky tits, and they both laughed. Jason shuddered.

		"Excuse me..." he said, wasting no time on greetings, "but I need to talk to my wife?"

		The music was so loud that nobody had heard a word he said, and so after repeating himself, the tall man disdainfully turned to face Jason. "Can't you see we're busy, whiteboy?"

		There was something about being called a "whiteboy" in front of his wife that upset Jason even further. "Do I look like I care?" he said boldly.

		The tall man didn't say anything. But the man's narrowing eyes, his tightening jaw, his entire aspect, conveyed impending violence.

		Apparently Emma thought her husband needed assistance, because she suddenly placed one of her hands on the black man's chest and smiled. "It's okay, DeVarius. He's a friend. He doesn't mean us harm. We just need to talk for a little while, okay? Is that okay? I have your number though. And I'll call you soon, okay?"

		Placated, DeVarius shrugged and grunted an unintelligible reply. Then he gave Emma one-last, hungry glance, then ambled out, muttering under his breath.

		"Jesus," Jason said, scratching his head. "Did you have to wait in line? How long have you been inside?"

		"No, they let me right in," she said, playfully batting her eyelashes at him. "I was starting to think you forgot about me."

		He looked around, irritated."What the hell happened to this place? It used to be so great?"

		"Well, some people seem to like it," Emma said, gesturing across the large, crowded room.

		"Where did all these ... people ... come from?" he pondered.

		"You mean black people?" his wife said, shooting him a look that would have curdled milk. "Don't be rude. They came here to dance, like everyone else."

		"If you call that dancing." Again Jason turned, saw the incongruous couples on the dance floor, practically copulating in public, and his head gave a hard shake. "Well, I'm really sorry, Emma. If I had any idea, I would have never dragged you out tonight."

		She was sucking some kind of blue drink through a straw connected to a pint glass. She plopped her butt back onto a barstool. "Thank you for caring. But honestly I don't mind. I don't mind at all." She smiled up at him. "You okay, Jason?"

		He nodded. He saw that her drink was almost gone and her eyes were completely blood-shot. How long had she been inside here? Thirty minutes? An hour? And how many drinks had she had already? Was that black bastard trying to ply her with alcohol? Emma didn't seem wasted, but she was definitely getting there. Suddenly the fact that alcohol had always been an aphrodisiac on Emma caused concern for Jason. He paused for a moment, then asked the question he really wanted the answer to. "How soon can I get you out of here and back to our house?"

		"Bathroom first, then we can leave."

		"The sooner the better," Jason said.

		Shooting him a cheeky grin over her shoulder, she wobbled off the barstool. As she walked toward the bathrooms, Jason watched her ass, barely covered by her skirt, covered not at all by her thong, as he'd recently discovered. He groaned with desire.

		Not long after that Jason realized that his own bladder had become quite full and he hurried to one of the urinals to relieve himself. The bright light hurt his eyes and the room reeked of marijuana smoke. Jason could hear some black guys bragging about getting some "snow bunny pussy" tonight. Jason bit his tongue, thinking of how naive his big-hearted wife could be. He knew that they would never set foot in this place again.

		Desperately, he returned to the U-shaped bar, keeping a vigilant eye towards the bathrooms. But after about ten or fifteen minutes of craning his neck and checking the clock, he began to worry.

		By the time he spotted her on the dance floor, Jason's mind was in an anxiety-fogged turmoil.

		Some black guy, nearly a foot taller than Emma, was practically dry-humping her!

		Ready to explode, Jason started walking towards them, having to struggle and navigate his way through a dense throng of intoxicated dancers. He repeated "Excuse me" about a thousand times, but it didn't matter because nobody moved out of the way and it was doubtful they could even hear him. At one point, he stopped and took a second to find her again.

		She was about 20 feet away. The black guy was dancing behind her, no doubt grinding his erection into the back of her denim mini-skirt. Talk about sexual predator! Even more troubling, acting under the influence of the alcohol, Emma didn't seem to realize what was happening. She was oblivious. Jason could tell that his wife was just lost in the moment, shaking and shimmering with the rest of the crowd. Indeed, out there on the dance floor, Emma and the black guy looked like they were in their own world, body against body, black and white fingers interlaced, hips moving back and forth at the exact same time.

		The closer he got, the louder the music got.

		So far, Jason could tell that the guy was older than most here, with tuffs of gray along the sides of his head, and skin that was as black as coal itself. He was dressed a little bit better than most, wearing pressed slacks and a maroon dress shirt which was open at the top, revealing the glint of a gold necklace draped across an expansive chest. He wasn't enormous, actually just a few inches taller than Jason, but he looked big and solid and well-built, with broad shoulders and a very muscular ass that rhythmically flexed as he danced with Emma, keeping his big hands locked securely around her tiny waist, as if he was afraid she might escape the moment he let go.

		Instead she turned to face him, leaned back with closed eyes. Her long, black hair fell in shiny waves to her waist and her little fingernails were tipped in red polish. Her creamy white skin glowed; and her ass and tits continued to seductively sway to the music.

		Jason was beyond furious. His wife, the mother of his future children, was clearly being taken advantage of. Even worse, the pleasure he read in her eyes twisted something deep inside him. He'd always been protective and quaintly chivalrous when it came to his wife, but now he just wanted to fucking murder someone!

		The black man saw Jason approaching and they locked eyes. Jason was already reaching out for Emma's hand, when the black man stepped forward and put his face close to Jason's. "The fuck you doing, whiteboy?"

		"That's my fucking wife!" said Jason amidst the strobe lights and deafening urban music.

		Emma was still facing away, almost in a type of music-and-booze-induced trance. Even if Jason had yelled at the top of his lungs it was doubtful she would have heard him now. Then he tried to reach for her arm, but his hand was viciously slapped away.

		Jason stared into the eyes of the other man for a long moment. "My wife!" he said, pointing to his fucking wedding ring now.

		The black man returned his stare.

		Up until that moment, Jason hadn't realized that a couple of large figures, dressed in matching all-black uniforms, were already descending on the trio. With a sense of real urgency now, he yelled out his wife's name again, and he tried to reach for her arm, but there was no point. The black man had spun her around and anchored her to his chest, his mouth above hers now, as if they were an actual couple. Emma began to try to wiggle free, but it didn't look like she was fighting too hard. And within a heartbeat, Jason felt a massive arm hook under his chin. It was one of the club's knuckle-dragging bouncers. And he was unceremoniously dragged off the dance floor in a headlock.

		Gasping for breath, literally choking, he saw Emma break free from the older man. She seemed to admonish him for a couple of seconds, but then the song changed and they started dancing again.

		The last thing Jason saw in the club that night was one of the older black man's arms curved around Emma's waist while his other hand cupped her butt, and, using both, he pulled her high against him until she was on tiptoe, and he was fitted into the notch of her thighs.

		

		4.

		This was total bullshit. Once the bouncers had got him outside, Jason immediately tried to plead his case, begging one of them to go in there and save his wife, who was clearly being taken advantage of.

		No dice. The club employees only stared him down, telling him to relax, telling him that his wife could do as she pleased, telling him that she seemed to be having a pretty good time and it wasn't their business who women chose to dance with. Jason's face and neck were still terribly red from being manhandled. He could see the bouncers exchanging huge grins at his expense. Then Jason swore at them, using particularly foul phrases that he'd learned from movies. Did they know that they were all a bunch of fucking street thugs? Did they know that he would sue this place? Did they know that he would have the place shut down by the cops!

		"Ha ha ha ha ha! Get out of here, whiteboy! Nobody wants you here!"

		But Jason didn't leave.

		It took nearly an hour, and maybe a hundred angry texts, before the club doors opened and a sweaty, slightly disheveled, red-eyed Emma came stumbling out, her knee-high boots clicking on the sidewalk, while blasts of rap music filled the air. It was just past midnight. Normally they would have been in bed by now.

		Jason ran up to her, feeling relieved and angry at the same time. "Emma, are you alright? What happened in there? Did you get my texts? What the fuck were you doing in there for so damn long?"

		She put her arms out to steady herself and keep from falling over. "I was just dancing, of course. I didn't realize you'd left. What happened? Where did you go, baby?"

		He threw his hands up in the air. "They THREW me out!"

		"Of the club? Wow," Emma said with real concern on her face. "Why on earth would they do that?"

		Jason didn't want her pity and it showed on his face. "Fuck this place, it doesn't matter. Can we go now?"

		"Who threw you out? Please calm down, baby."

		"I don't know, that fucking asshole you were dancing with. That fucking black guy, the old one! I think it was him who had me thrown out."

		She put her fingers over her mouth. "Oh, crap."

		"What is that supposed to mean, exactly, Emma?"

		She looked at him sharply. "Well. That's probably my fault. See, baby, I sort of told Manny that we sort of knew each other. Manny, that's the guy I was dancing with."

		"I don't give a shit what his fucking name is," Jason said, spraying the air with spittle. "You mean you told him that we were married?"

		Emma paused. Behind her, a long line of intoxicated men and women jostled while waiting to be admitted inside the club. Many of whom were now directing their attention at the altercation between the slightly older couple. She turned back to her husband, said, "Not exactly, no..."

		His face contorted with anger, causing little red veins to stick out along his hairline, and he waited for her to elaborate.

		She continued. "Remember our cover story? Well I told Manny that you were this friend from work, that you'd sort of been in love with me forever, and that you followed me to this club. Not as a husband. More like a pest."

		"PEST? Why in the fuck would you say THAT?"

		She looked around and drew in a deep breath, clearly not enjoying the fact that her husband was making such a scene in public. "I had to. Manny saw us outside. In the parking lot. And when he asked me about it, I sort of froze. It was the first thing I could think of. Besides, we were just dancing."

		Jason sucked his teeth in disbelief. Just dancing? He wondered if he would ever be able to get the pornographic image out of his head, the one where his oversexed wife was allowing herself to be dry-humped in public by some lecherous black man who was probably old enough to be her father. With another shudder of revulsion, he said, "Fine, Emma, whatever, let's just get the fuck out of here, okay?"

		His wife demurred. But she'd barely made it ten feet when she suddenly remembered something very important. "My credit card! I forgot to close my tab! Just wait right here, baby, I'll be back in a minute..."

		

		5.

		Emma saw the bouncers exchange knowing smirks as she asked to be let back inside the club. Those assholes probably figured she was leaving her husband again so that she could return to Manny. Shaking her head, and her big white ass, she was soon absorbed into the world of throbbing music, darkness, sweaty bodies, and strobe lights. A couple of black guys hit on her before she could reach the bar again, they asked her to dance, they asked her if they could buy her a drink, she felt one of them graze her ass with his hand, but she was too drunk to care. She was waiting for the bartender to return so that she could close out her tab when Manny materialized by her side, immediately placing a big, warm hand on the small of her back.

		"Aw baby, for a second there I thought you'd left me. I'm so glad you're back. Want to do some shots?"

		"No thanks," she said, explaining how she only wanted to pay her tab and leave.

		"But you can't drive. Let me make sure you get home safely."

		"I called a taxi," she lied. "Thank you for the offer though."

		Manny shook his head and hopped over the bar in one athletic movement. A quick moment later he returned her credit card, explaining, "Your money is no good here. Let me drive you back home. It's cheaper that way. Probably safer."

		"I live like an hour away, Manny," she said, shooting him a big smile now.

		"I need to get out of this place. You'll be doing me a favor, snowbunny."

		Snowbunny? Emma was ready to laugh it off, then leave the club the same way she'd come in, when she suddenly checked her phone and saw a bunch of crazy texts from her husband. She didn't read all of them, but she saw enough to know that he'd gone from exasperated to abusive. The last couple texts were particularly threatening. Who did he think she was? Bobbing her head to the rap music, she decided to teach him a lesson.

		So Emma, librarian by day, big booty hoe by night, shrugged her narrow shoulders at the older black man, saying, "Sure, Manny, you can drive me home. But I'm warning you, it's an hour drive at least. You might get tired."

		"I seriously doubt that."

		Manny's face lit up. He grabbed her hand and pulled her to the back of the club, where an unmarked door led to a small hallway with storage areas and offices on both sides. There was something kind of cool about being behind the scenes that caused Emma to think she'd made the right decision. Tonight was turning out to be such an adventure. She told herself that she'd wait once they were in the car before she texted her husband, telling him that she'd found a ride and they'd discuss things back at home together.

		"In the backseat," Manny ordered as they approached a big, black, shiny SUV in the parking lot behind the club. "Get that white booty nice and comfy."

		Emma reached for the door handle, slightly relieved that she'd be sitting alone the whole way. It would give her time to clear her head before having it out with Jason. She had one foot off the ground when she felt Manny's big hand push her plump butt into the SUV, before climbing in to sit beside her. Just then, one of the large club bouncers slammed the driver's side door. Her heart was beating through her chest as the SUV reversed, spitting gravel into the air as the three of them sped away into the night together.

		"Don't worry, my man is a great driver. We're going to get you home nice and safely," Manny said confidently. "Just give him the address for the GPS."

		"I'm not worried," Emma said, defensively wrapping her thin arms across her big white breasts while she rattled off her information.

		"You're a good dancer," Manny said, scooting over.

		"Thanks."

		He gave her a sideways look. "White girls who can dance are my weakness."

		"I'm sure you'll have plenty of those now that you own the club," she said a little sarcastically.

		"But none as sexy as you," he said in a low, meaningful whisper. "Relax. It's a long ride. You're acting like I'm the big bad wolf."

		She dropped her arms. It was the least she could do.

		Once they were on the highway, Manny told her, "By the way, I love that little skirt on you. Really shows off your legs and ass. I love snowbunnies who know how to dress."

		Her heart was still going a mile a minute. Emma was looking straight ahead now, too afraid to risk a glance in his direction. She could feel the black man's hungry eyes all over her body in the back of the SUV. Suddenly her plan didn't seem too wise. What had she gotten herself into?

		She was about to pull out her phone and text her husband when she felt Manny's rough hand brush against one of her nipples through her halter top. Seeing how hard they became, the older black man was emboldened, and leaned forward, taking her left nipple into his mouth. Emma protested, but there was no real emotion in her voice. Her head was swimming; and the darkness of the backseat afforded her a type of pleasurable sanctuary —far, far away from the consequences of the real world.

		"Oh no, no, please don't do that," she moaned, fighting it, but overwhelmed by the erotic sensations.

		Having given the one nipple expert stimulation, Manny moved his mouth onto the other one and gave it the same erotic attention of sucking, licking and gentle nibbling. The sight of those two perfectly-shaped breasts, so milky and firm, was causing his big African meat to twitch inside his boxers. He kept at it.

		"Manny, this is wrong," she finally managed, both her hands on his concrete-like shoulder muscles while he feasted on her plump white breasts. "No. No, no, no."

		"Why's that, baby? Damn girl, we're both consenting adults. Ain't no harm in a little fun. Don't you like it when a man suck on your titties?"

		"Yes, but, well —"

		"But nothing, girl. You ain't gotta do a thing, white girl. Just sit back and enjoy, that's all your pretty white ass gots to do."

		After a moment, she confessed, "...Because I'm married."

		Emma had expected some type of reaction; and she even readied herself for him to stop and possibly grow angry or annoyed. In her limited experience with casual sex, she knew that guys hated cock teases. And tonight she'd been pretty much nothing but a cock tease. However, the one thing she hadn't expected was for Manny to lift his dark head and smile at her like that. "Just 'cause you're married to that whiteboy doesn't mean we still can't have a little fun."

		"You knew?"

		"Shit ya."

		Emma was still trying to figure a way out of this when Manny began softly caressing the inside of her thigh while continuing to suck her nipples. The alcohol and novelty of this new and exotic man (who was so different from anyone she'd ever been with, including age, race, and that fucking baseball bat he'd been grinding against her ass all night) was driving her wild with lust. She didn't recognize herself. His touch was so exciting as his caresses moved higher and higher up her thigh that she gave a little shiver of anticipation.

		"Manny, I'm serious. I... I love my husband."

		"No problem. He doesn't have to know."

		"No, you don't understand. I'm not like this."

		"I understand completely," he said calmly. "I understand that tonight you're my little snowbunny. I'm going to treat you so good. I always make sure that my little snowbunnies get exactly what they deserve. You ever sucked a big black cock?"

		She bit her lip, shook her head.

		Manny laughed. "Well that was a dumb question. Have you ever seen a big black cock, in real life?"

		Against her will, her eyes automatically dropped to the huge bulge in Manny's pants. Her flushed face became even redder. "We can't," she feebly tried, feeling some of his big dark fingers interlace with her much daintier, white ones.

		Then Manny looked at her again, this time with a dark glint in his eyes, as he echoed a popular political epithet. "Yes we can!"

		This wasn't happening... It couldn't be real...

		With her breasts exposed, and her skirt hiked up to her waist, leaving her bare ass cheeks to rub against the leather car seats, Emma turned and looked out the window. She didn't even care that she looked like such a slut right now. Outside there was nothing but anonymous darkness and respective street lights flying by at 70 MPH. She knew that if she wanted to, she could put a stop to this. But her resolve was diminishing the higher Manny's touch got. With a deep, sensual sigh she told herself that as soon as they reached her house, and not a moment later, all of this would stop, vanish, and she would pretend that it never happened at all. Never!

		While lost in these contemplations, she felt the man's hot breath on her ear as he whispered into it, "Open up, Snow White. Your big black prince is here to claim what's his by right."

		That was it. The sensations rippling through her body were amazing. She had not felt this aroused in a long time. And poor Emma felt like putty in the man's hands as she eased her legs apart to give him free access.

		The SUV hit a service tunnel as Manny's fingers finally reached Emma's panties, softly tracing the outline of her labia, causing her body to shudder. He gently stroked all around her thong covered pussy and then slowly applied a little more pressure over her swollen little clit. She opened her legs even more to give him the best possible access.

		"That's my good little snowbunny," he complimented her softly in the back of the vehicle. "As soon as I laid eyes on you tonight I knew we'd be having some fun together. Your body was built for a guy like me."

		"Oh really?" she said facetiously, using the last of her will power to play hard to get.

		Manny straightened up and let his fingers on one hand continue playing with her tits and nipples while the other continued a slow circular rubbing of Emma's clit. By the time the SUV had exited the tunnel, she was moaning and trying to hump his hand. The white wife was on an erotic high and already heading towards a huge orgasm.

		Exhibiting the same deftness of action, he captured her hand and brought it over to the large bulge in his lap. He squeezed her hand, making her squeeze him. Dear god! Her fingers barely fit around it! Emma swallowed convulsively and wished he would release her hand. It would be useless to try and retrieve it. His black fingers seemed to be made of steel, the same hard material that composed the thick, pulsing member straining against the fabric of his pants. She began to squirm against him, touching him while he touched her, struggling for control, since her limbs had been rendered useless and, to her shame, she spread her thighs wider to allow him access.

		They moved into an embrace and their mouths met, open and mashing together. As the kiss continued, Emma could hear the squishy sounds Manny was making as he increased the pace of his finger fucking between her big, smooth, white thighs. Suddenly his big hands retreated.

		"So you want to see what you've been grinding them ass cheeks on all night?"

		Emma held her breath as she waited for her first sight of his cock. She had never wanted to see a man's cock more than she did right now. She was afraid that she was going to faint, but she was determined not to let that happen until she saw that monster that had been rubbing itself all over her ass, thighs, and pelvis all night. Were black cocks really that different from white ones? Would she be disgusted by it? Would the sight of a black man's genitals snap her out of this sexual frenzy?

		Manny's smile widened as he unbuckled himself and started to push down his slacks and boxers at the same time. With a little chuckle, the man jerked his pants down so that his cock seemed to leap out and fill the entire back seat of the SUV. It stood straight up, twitching and throbbing as the beautiful dark-haired beauty examined it.

		"Oh. My. God." The sight of it caused excitement to flare throughout her body until she was feeling weak, weak and very needy. "I've never seen anything..."

		The skin was drawn back so that a big, red-purplish head stood out, already shiny from a coat of pre-cum. Everything about his cock was so big, so strong-looking, so masculine. Without thinking about it, Emma reached out to touch it, dragging her trembling fingertip from the plum-sized helmet, before following a big throbbing vein that ran lengthwise to the base. She wasn't sure how big it was, only that she could tell that he was bigger than her husband, probably twice the size. She had never seen something so ugly and beautiful at the same time. But what could you do with something that big?

		"Open your mouth nice and wide, snowbunny," Manny instructed. "Show me you're ready to have big girl sex. No more little boys for this snowbunny. From now on, she only gets cock made for a woman."

		"A blow job?" she asked.

		"That's what grown women do for their men."

		"I've never liked doing that, though. So degrading. I don't even do that for my husband."

		"Good thing I'm not your husband. Now open your mouth. I know one snowbunny who needs to be fed..."

		As the building fires in her huge tits blazed unbearably, Emma reached for her first black cock. Warm flesh pulsed in her hand as she stroked from fat root to bulbous tip. Silky soft skin slid over the hard core and more drops of moisture seeped from the slit.

		Manny let out a long groan of anticipation. "That's it, baby. Please your master. Show your master what a good snowbunny you can be. This cock belongs in you. You were made for the black cock."

		Emma heard the words, but couldn't attach any meaning to them. None of this felt real. As slowly as she could, she brushed all of her hair back over one shoulder, then started to dip her head down in the man's lap. She wasn't aware that she was holding her breath until she stuck her tongue out to nibble the greasy tip of Manny's fat weapon. She managed to take it slow for a couple of minutes, with both of Manny's heavy hands on the back of her head as she licked and nibbled and kissed his throbbing member, dragging her tongue along each side. Then, just as she started to tentatively suck the purple tip into her mouth, she felt Manny's strong hands push harder and harder, forcing her to desperately breathe through her nostrils as his cock slid over her tongue and punched the back her throat.

		"Oh yeah, now we're getting somewhere. This is how I like my cock sucked," Manny announced gleefully. His grip was vise-like and he initiated his hip muscles so that after a little while Emma's head was kept in the same hovering position, while Manny used her mouth as his own personal fuck hole.

		She was struggling and uncomfortable —and the car started to fill with sounds of her gagging as Manny relentlessly assaulted her face with his member. Her nails dug into the fine leather in the back seat and then she started to claw at his leg, wanting him to stop long enough for her to get her breath back and wipe the tears that were running down her cheeks.

		"Just relax, baby. You just need some practice. This is what happens when you never had a real man in your life. Lucky for you, I'm willing to train you, show you what a good little snowbunny you can be."

		Both her hands were now energetically digging their nails into his legs and Manny paused with a sinister chuckle. "Okay, okay. I'll go easy on you."

		After he let go, Emma bolted in her seat, staring daggers at him while she wiped away all the saliva and tears that coated her face. Now the sight of that big, black, saliva-coated monster in Manny's lap didn't seem so appealing. For a second she thought she might vomit.

		"You okay, snowbunny? Black cock too much for this little girl?"

		He was revolting! She was about to tell him off, but before she could blink, he had pulled their faces together, one of his arms encircling her back. Emma froze. The dark face that descended on her bespoke of nothing but reptilian menace. And that was Emma's last conscious thought before she felt his mouth invade hers. His fingers were wound so tightly through her hair now that tears of mortification had already flooded her eyes, and her lips started to throb under his bruising pressure. The longer the kiss, the more she lost her will to fight back. Soon she felt his fingers inside her, and the squishy sound from before had only gotten louder.

		"Ah, that's my snowbunny. You like that, don't you? Look, I'm sorry I got a little rough earlier. It's just I got a little crazy when I see your cute white face and round white ass. It does something to me. Makes me crazy. Consider it a compliment."

		Emma's eyes were now closed as she disobeyed all of her cerebral commands to stop this at once.

		"Okay, let's try this again," he said, grabbing the base of his cock and shaking it at her. "This time I'll let you go at whatever speed you want."

		Emma's features where pale, lust-crazy, and ravaged as she stared at his big tool. She fought her better instincts and soon found herself taking it back into her mouth, no longer tentatively, but attacking it with her mouth, sucking on it as if his ball sack contained an antidote she needed for survival.

		"Aw shit, look at you go, girl! Damn you gonna make me fall in love with you if you keep sucking cock like that!" Manny enthusiastically cheered, this time gently rubbing her back while the beautiful white face bobbed up and down in his lap. "Damn snowbunny. You like sucking that cock?"

		"HHHhhhhhmmmm-uurrghh-eeaahy."

		"You like black cock in your mouth?"

		"Hmmhhrrrmpph, hmmrrrph," she noisily gagged.

		"That's it baby, show me that you're my new black cock slut," he said, moving his hand down to her ass where he started to play and slap her big meaty white cheeks.

		Emma was totally focused on her work now. She knew that if she could make him cum that things would be easier for her somehow. The cock itself didn't necessarily taste different, it tasted like a cock. But the size of it kept her mouth stretched out, reminding her of all those wide-mouth bass she'd seen on the cover of Jason's fishing magazines. And it was with a bit of pride that she realized she was now able to get the entire length and chunky girth down her throat with only the minimal amount of gagging. She was learning!

		Manny was clearly enjoying her efforts too. Because soon she heard his breath grow ragged and his body started to twitch and stiffen. He was starting to sweat. At one point, she paused, and with several inches still in her mouth, she looked up at him and batted her pretty blue eyes. The cock twitched again and she knew it turned him on to see this.

		"I need a fucking photo of this!"

		After that, she started to go into a "controlled gagging," allowing all the excess saliva to drip out of her mouth and pool between the man's legs. Then Manny's breathing stopped completely and his hands returned to the back of her head. This time though he just held her, allowing her tight lips to suck the thick creamy strands of jizz that soon shot into Emma's mouth, coating her throat, tonsils, and tongue with copious amounts that left her feeling confused, disgusted, and strangely proud.

		After he'd erupted in her mouth, Manny had just enough time to pull his pants back up, look out the window, and announce that they'd arrived.

		"Thanks for the blowjob," Manny said, watching as the gorgeous white wife rushed to get her clothes back into place. He took a certain amount of masculine pride in noting that the front of her halter top was now sporting several large stains from where his cum had leaked onto her tits. Besides that, there was some cum in her hair, which, understandably, was all over the place. And he smiled as she struggled to pull her miniskirt over those wet panties. She may have not been a party girl when she left her suburban home tonight. But she was definitely a party girl now. "You did a good job. Sorry if I got a little rough."

		"Oh, well," she said, seemingly absorbed with deciding whether or not she had all her belongings. "...Um, thanks for the ride home, I guess."

		"You are most welcome," Manny said, looking around for the first time. "So this is where you play house, huh? Damn, you are definitely one suburban-ass-chick. Any kids?"

		Emma bent over to grab her phone off the floor mat, saying, "No kids, nope."

		"Hard to believe," Manny said.

		"Oh fuck," Emma said as she clicked her cell phone on. How could she be so stupid! Dismayed, she realized that she'd been so wrapped up with Manny, that she'd completely forgotten to tell her husband to meet her back at the house! "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"

		Manny guessed that the sexy white wife was texting her poor little husband as he watched her fingers move over the screen of the cell phone. Her soft curses roused something in him again, and he felt that old familiar pressure in his boxer shorts again. "Emma, I need to ask you for a small favor."

		She finished, looked at him sharply. It was the first time that he'd used her name all night. "What?"

		Gazing down her big, white, cum-stained titties, Manny's thick lips twitched with the need to smile. "It's a long way back. I must have drank too much in the club. I just need to use your bathroom real quick."

		"I don't know if that's a good idea," she said weakly.

		He made an impatient scoffing sound. "Won't take more than a minute," Manny said, gesturing for the driver to follow him into the house.

		

		6.

		"WHAT THE FUCK EMMA!?!"

		Jason's pudgy, round face was all screwed up and he was looking extra pale in the street lights next to the club. It was late. The bars and clubs were starting to close. People were starting to leave in big groups and the bouncers weren't letting new people inside.

		Jason had been waiting outside, again, for at least another hour. Maybe longer. He looked at the text on his phone again. Head buzzing, fist clinched, he couldn't believe what was happening. What did Emma mean that she'd "Gotten a ride from a friend"? What friend? Was this a sick joke? Was she that hammered? And more importantly had he really just spent another hour outside this fucking club, with all those assholes, waiting for her drunk ass?

		As he stormed back to his car, Jason was afraid that he was going to yank the driver’s side door off the car.

		He didn't, of course. And soon he was veering back onto the highway in a state of dangerous panic he hadn't felt in a very long time.

		

		7.

		After she'd taken Manny to the downstairs bathroom, Emma found herself in the awkward situation of being alone with a 300 pound black man who seemed to fill her entire living room. It made her nervous to watch him scan her book shelves with such keen interest. All around there were pictures of her family and friends, everyone dressed in a way that was conspicuously different from the way she was dressed now. His eyes dwelt an inordinate amount of time on a 5x7 photo of Emma standing with her three beautiful sisters, taken on a Florida golf course, the girls all wearing matching pink Polo shirts and short khaki shorts.

		"Them your sisters too?" he grumbled.

		"Actually yes," she said, sitting down in a chair and crossing her legs self-consciously while the behemoth of a man continued to openly appraise her. She was starting to sober up and feel like herself again. Which was both good and bad.

		"Everyone call me Bobo." He walked over to her, holding his big hand out until she accepted it hesitantly. His hand was as warm as it was enormous and he clasped her fingers fleetingly. "Maybe we can hang out sometime?"

		Emma sort of jumped out of her seat, saying, "I hope you don't think it rude of me, but I better go check to make sure things are okay."

		She briskly walked towards the bathroom and saw that there were no signs of her other houseguest. Then she saw that her bedroom door was ajar and someone had turned on a light. Emma knew getting them out of her house was going to be tricky, but at least she'd have enough time before Jason returned.

		The bathroom door connected to her bedroom was closed and she heard the toilet flush just as she entered. A second later, Manny was standing in her bedroom, taking it all in. He smiled charmingly and for the first time Emma saw two rows of perfectly matched, startling white teeth. She also noticed, for the first time, that he was older than she'd thought in the club. Much older. Damn. Perhaps even 50's. Jesus Christ!

		She put her hands on her hips. "The other bathroom not up to your liking?"

		He ignored her question and walked over to the bed, where he admired a large, framed professional photograph of Emma and Jason on their wedding day. "Cute little couple. Who is that little snowbunny? She looks familiar."

		Emma was alarmed to see that he was staring directly at her again, with that narrow-eyed stare that made her feel like a wounded gazelle on the Serengeti. "I don't want to be rude, but I'm afraid my husband will be home any moment."

		"You really like that whiteboy?"

		"Yes, of course I do," she said, insulted.

		"I see," Manny said. "You like your whiteboy, but you also wanted to try some big black cock. With a body like that, I can't blame you. It takes a real man to satisfy a woman who is built like you."

		They stared at each other for a long moment.

		Emma fought the sensations that danced up and down her spine. They were responsible for the trembling, melting warmth in the pit of her stomach that she strove to ignore. "How old are you?"

		"Fifty-three," Manny said without a second of hesitation. "How old are you?"

		She was smiling in a childlike manner despite the worry she felt in her heart. "... Twenty-nine."

		"That's a good age," he said walking towards her now, the wrinkles along his eyes deepening as he faked a smile. "Come here, we're about to leave, I just want to say goodbye."

		She felt the steel-band grip on her waist and the dark eyes that met hers were cold and implacable. Her brain was whirling. "I need you to leave," she said earnestly.

		"I know what you need, snowbunny."

		Emma gasped in humiliation and repulsion when he clamped his hands under her arms and slid them down her sides. Inexorably, they moved around her rib cage, over her breasts, between them, and down to her waist. They insinuated themselves into the waistband of her skirt where they explored her abdomen and hips. When they had toured down the outside of her thighs, he scooped her up in his arms and tossed her onto the middle of her marital bed.

		She never remembered being as furious as she was at that moment. Her blood boiled in her veins, making the pulse in her head pound. Emma blinked to clear her vision, which was impaired by rage and fatigue. The only thing she saw now was some black guy, who was way too old and ugly to ever think that he had a shot with a woman like her. "Who the hell do you think you are to treat me this way?"

		"I'm the man you've been grinding that phat round white ass on all night, while your little hubby waited outside. I'm the guy who fucked your mouth. And I'm the guy that made your panties wet."

		His smug answer infuriated her further and she struggled to get off the bed and put more space between them.

		But soon their two bodies converged with Manny slumped over Emma, his hands reaching for the sides of her face. Sighing impatiently, he pushed forward, forcing her to fall back onto the bed with him on top of her body now.

		She stared up at him apprehensively. "I told you that I wanted you to leave."

		"You sure about that?"

		"Let me go!"

		"You're proud of your round ass and big white tits, aren't you? I'm sure you must dominate your husband."

		She sniffed back tears of humiliation. "Let me go! Please!"

		He laughed. "If you want me to leave so badly, how come your body is trying to hump me?"

		She was surprised to discover that her ass was wiggling and writhing under the man's pressure. She could feel his erection pressing against her pelvis, and her ass was making little circular movements as her pussy lips throbbed for attention.

		He was stroking her stomach now. "See, for a second you almost forgot that we are good friends."

		Emma grit her teeth in outrage. "Why are you doing this?"

		"You got what I need. And I got what you need."

		Her sigh was an admission that he had her correctly pegged.

		"Good, I'm going to stretch out that tight little white pussy of yours tonight. I'm going to make you cum on your first big black cock. Got it, white girl?"

		Emma tried to ignore her own body heat, which permeated in her nether regions now; and his breath that drifted over her neck each time he exhaled; and the latent power in his hips which pressed down firmly against her so that she could feel every inch of his big fat cock. Suddenly she began to moan, as her entire body seemed to be throbbing painfully.

		She waited for his next move, but it never came. Finally he broke the silence by asking, "Now are you going to be a good snowbunny and do what you're told?"

		She could imagine her family's despair when they heard she'd cheated on her husband with a 53 year-old black man. But at the moment it was all she could do to not start humping this man's hand again. Nature was having its way with her right now. And Manny took her silence for compliance.

		With his big cock tenting the front of his pants, he ripped off Emma's cum-stained top and skirt, flinging them over his shoulder so that all she had on was her knee-high boots and thong.

		Next came his clothes which he dispatched with a primal hastiness. In the well-lit bedroom Manny's naked black body was a thing to behold for Emma. She found the contrast of their skin tones both erotic and repulsive at the same time. The same could be said for the man's genitalia which proudly jutted away from his body, the enormous purple helmet shiny with more pre-cum, while a pair of heavy-looking black balls churned between his powerful thighs.

		"Condom!" Emma said, snapping out of her lust-fueled craze long enough to reach for the table next to her bed.

		When Manny saw her roll over, exposing the back of her thong which was buried in her meaty white ass cheeks, he laughed and slapped her butt, reading the back of her thong out loud. "BIG MEN ONLY? Damn girl, you must have been thinking of me when you bought that, huh?"

		Emma turned back with the condom and tried to work it over Manny's black monster. No, it was impossible though. The condoms kept stretching and breaking, each time earning a chuckle from Manny who kept his hands on his hips as he smiled down at the frustrated white wife.

		"Don't worry, I don't want no babies either. I ain't trying to cum inside you. They call me the Pull-Out King!"

		"Really?" Emma swallowed with difficulty.

		He replied by pushing his cock back into her mouth and fucking her for nearly a minute straight, until his massive ebony tool was glistening with her saliva again. She didn't seem to enjoy that, but neither did she protest.

		Then the crafty black buck pushed poor Emma back onto her marital bed. The young wife was the perfect picture of white fertility, blinking her blue eyes up at him, while displaying her large boobs with the dark red areole and nipples. They began to French kiss passionately, Manny's large muscular ass sticking up in the air as he bent over to kiss her breasts, his long tongue tantalizing erect nipples as he grabbed them in his huge dark hands, sampling her flesh. Slowly, his hand traversed her naked, ivory belly and gravitated to the love hole dripping wet with her excitement.

		"Please," she whimpered up at the man.

		"Please what?" he said, teasing the lips of her moist labia over her thong. Then a fat, ebony digit slipped underneath the fabric, and he slid it into her juicy lips, making Emma moan with real pleasure. He worked it around her hole seductively, making slurping sounds as she sighed. "Are you ready to be my slut? My white married slut?"

		"Yes, I am."

		"Say it slut, say what you want."

		"I want it inside me."

		"You want black cock? You want to be a slut for my big black cock?"

		"Yes, please, I'm begging!"

		Towering over her still, he smirked and said, "Then spread yourself. Show me that pretty white married pussy. Show me how slutty you can be for black cock."

		She had no choice. No matter how degrading, Emma laid back, and opened herself for the man. She spread her white legs as wide as she could with her hands behind her knees to try to spread them even more.

		"Damn that is the prettiest little pussy I've ever seen." Manny laid his cock on Emma with his balls pressed to her pussy.

		She heard him talking to her, but she couldn't understand what he was saying, since she was too far gone. She watched him smile at her, then take his big cock in his hand and rub that reddish-purple helmet around her slippery pink lips, mixing her saliva with her pussy juice still leaking out of her little pink hole. He continued to rub around her lips and clit, making her squirm some more in erotic anticipation.

		His eyes suddenly were filled with lust and determination as he pressed this big tip against her hot little fuck-hole. Emma told herself to relax as she felt the gentle pressure from his cock forcing itself into her. She was grateful that he was going slow and being gentle with her because otherwise he'd be ripping her pussy to shreds.

		"Fuck you're so small. Snowbunnies got those little pussies that drive big black cocks crazy."

		He didn't relent. Both were staring quietly and intently now at the black flesh invading the white flesh.

		Manny started to press harder and she could feel her pussy trying to stretch to accommodate his apple-head cock. Slowly but forcefully, he pushed his cock into her tiny pussy. As he pushed harder, Emma felt her pussy being stretched wider and wider. As horny and wet as she was, she was still starting to doubt that she could accommodate the black man's intimidating girth. As the pressure turned to pain, Emma could feel her body tighten up.

		Manny stopped pushing when he felt her body tighten. He could see her pink pussy already stretching to accommodate just the first half of his cock head. "It's okay, baby. Just try to relax. This is your first real cock and I'll be nice and gentle with you."

		He bent over and started kissing her again, feeling her submission in how she opened her mouth to his tongue, how she moaned against his thick African lips. For a while his flat wide nostrils were pressed against her perky Irish nose. And their tongues danced against each other for several moments before the black man straightened back up.

		"It's okay snowbunny, you can trust me. I'm going to fuck this white pussy nice and good."

		Manny's compassion was surprising to her, and Emma forced herself to relax.

		Silently, she watched in amazement as her little pussy stretched wider and wider around the big mushroom head of his cock. At the widest part of his rock-hard cock, he pushed even a little harder. Emma could feel her pussy getting stretched to the limit but was determined to take her first black cock.

		"Oh my god! That fucking cock!" Emma yelled in the bedroom.

		He paused to admire the sight of her sopping wet pink snatch snapped all around his veiny ebony tool. "That's it slut. Now you're learning. Just let Nature take its course."

		She was writhing around the bed like a bitch in heat. Already she could feel an orgasm starting to build in her body. Her toes curled in the air and she gripped the bed sheets. His cockhead was all the way in and now he was pushing the first five, six, seven inches into her. He was already hitting parts of her that had never been touched before. Her pussy might have been small earlier, but she could feel her walls getting stretched out as he pushed more dark meat deeper and deeper inside her. Emma had never felt anything so amazing in her life. She felt him push more steadily and she groaned in a husky voice that she'd never heard before, "That cock feels amazing! Oh baby, fuck me Manny! Fuck your white slut! Damn, damn, damn! That fucking big black cock, feels so good inside me!"

		Emma was moaning and panting as he slowly stuffed her pussy fuller than it had ever been. Manny started moaning as well —her pussy felt like a hot, wet vice clamped around his BBC. This white bitch was trying to milk his potent African seed. There was probably a deep primal need inside her fucked up white bitch mind that craved some black babies in her tummy. Manny smirked and pushed deeper until he finally bottomed out in her tiny white pussy.

		He paused there for a second, and then started to slowly withdraw his cock. "There we go bitch. See, I told you that you were built for some big cock in you. Look at you now. Look at all that white pussy cream you left on my cock." He could see her pink pussy gripping his cock as it slid out.

		Emma felt her first orgasm hit as the man's cock was sliding out her little hole. Right before the massive tip was pulled out, she let out a groan and her pale, womanly thighs shook in powerful convulsions. Manny rewarded her complete submission by thrusting himself back in, this time much faster until his cockhead was pressed against her cervix.

		"There you go bitch, take that cock you sexy ass white bitch!" he gritted through his teeth. "Say my name, slut!"

		Emma's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt another orgasm build rapidly in her pussy. She badly needed his cock inside her body now. She had never cum from just penetration before, and her earlier climax still rocked through her whole body. "Oh Manny! Manny, Manny, Manny!"

		With dark eyes, he pulled back again and started to fuck her harder so that soon his massive black balls were bouncing against her puckered asshole, so that they were both experiencing waves of pleasure in their bodies. She was getting more stretched out with each thrust.

		"Say your master's name, slut!"

		Emma felt his rod completely filling her pussy, producing a raw and powerful feeling that she'd never experienced before in her life. The pain had given way to pleasure that washed over her body and left her dizzy with excitement. "Fuck me, Manny! MANNY! I love it, I fucking love your beautiful black cock!"

		Manny had always loved the look of a white woman when he'd broken her. He'd broken through her prim and proper attitude and single-handedly turned her into the sort of cum-hungry bitch that haunted his dreams at night. Over the years, he'd had his fair share of white club skanks and bar flies, so a married, well-heeled piece of ass like Emma was a real treat that he would cherish for a long time. He started pounding her even harder and for a while they were like two animals fighting in the jungle, the smaller and weaker animal obviously getting roughly abused.

		Manny could feel his heavy balls start to contract already. All night he'd been dreaming about seeing Emma on her hands and knees, so he withdrew his cock out of her pussy completely. The small hole was now big and gaping as she played with herself, imploring him to put it back inside her.

		"You miss that black cock inside you, Emma?"

		"Yes! God yes!"

		He decided to tease her. He leaned forward, and with one merciless thrust, pushed himself all the way, causing her to emit a loud pussy fart. Then he pulled himself out and stroked himself, studying the embarrassment that had flooded the features of her pretty snow-white face. "Are you glad I chose to stretch you out tonight, Emma?"

		She reached out to greedily grab his greasy black pole. "Of course. Please give it back to me. I need it, baby."

		Disdainfully, he smacked her fingers away. "Admit it. Whore. White whore. Dancing with me at the club while your pathetic hubby waited outside... it turned you on? You liked being my whore. You liked everyone seeing you grind your ass into me like a cheap white slut. That's why your panties were so wet?"

		She was frowning and playing with herself, having lost all signs of shame in front of this man. "Yes, of course, I admit that I'm gross sometimes," she said squirming in a large wet spot on the bed.

		"Ok. I got an idea for your sexy white ass."

		"Please just put it back!"

		He didn't put it back in though. He wouldn't give her that satisfaction yet. She didn't deserve it.

		Instead the black man dominantly pulled her by the hair, and guided her off the bed, and onto a sofa in the room. He turned her and guided Emma to her knees on one of the seats as he stood behind her. Instinctively, Emma began wiggling her hips and ass, trying to entice him into mounting her as soon as possible.

		"Holy fuck!" Manny had never wanted to fuck a bitch as much as he did right now. Emma's ass looked especially amazing bent over, the white globes of her buttocks spread out nice and wide, begging for his big black meat. "Damn white girl!"

		Manny looked at her wedding portrait again as he rubbed his cock up and down her hungry pussy lips. Then he lined up his thick head with her opening and began to slowly enter her again. From this position, she felt tight again. It was like trying to park a semi-truck in a compact parking spot. Once the head pushed its way inside her, Emma let out a loud yelp, quickly followed by the long groan of a woman getting stretched out by her well-endowed lover.

		"Milk me, bitch!" he growled, grabbing her by the hips. "Give me this married pussy!"

		"It's yours, it's yours, it's yours!"

		Manny slowly continued to apply pressure and slowly feed his black phallus into the folds of her pink womanhood. Soon he felt his balls kiss her ass. He left his cock in place for a couple more moments before starting to slowly thrust in and out. Manny had never been in danger of cumming too early, but there was something magical happening between their two bodies.

		Emma loved this position, loved the submission of having her big white ass thrust up in the air for a man like Manny. It felt so natural. She could tell how much it turned him on to see her like this. She was moaning loudly and buried her head into her arms, into the back of the sofa. After about the sixth or seventh long, slow, thrust of his cock she came again.

		"Damn girl!" Manny was staring down at all the white girl's cream that was coating his veiny schlong.

		Emma's words were unintelligible as she came. Her body stiffened, her pale legs were shaking and her pussy clamped around the huge invading black cock. She was making a sound that was not human. Manny must have felt her pussy spasm and clamp down on his cock as he gave her ass a hard slap which intensified her orgasm. Her body was still shaking when he pulled his cock from her pussy. And she felt a sudden emptiness.

		"What's wrong?" she pleaded, sounding like a wounded animal.

		"No, I want you to be looking at me when I cum," he explained. "You're going to remember this night for the rest of your life."

		She had no doubt about the truth of his statement.

		He dragged her strength-less body off the sofa. Once they were on the bed again, he put her on her back, spread her legs, and kissed her hard. His tongue speared through her lips and plumbed her mouth with sleek, expert precision. He moved so that his thick, engorged, black cock-head was just inches from her unprotected slit. She felt him press it back into her and they started fucking and kissing at the same time, Emma moaning and shrieking against his lips every time he fucked her with his red-hot meat.

		"Wait, wait, wait," she said. "I need a moment, can you please slow down..."

		He didn't slow down though.

		He was relentless, like some aggressive, wild animal in mating season. His balls were already tight again with more life-giving essence. He went on fucking the married white woman like a wild animal for another ten minutes. "Here we go slut! I'm about to give you a present!" As he continued to punish her with his fat black weapon, he heard wet sloppy sounds emanating from where their bodies were joined in beautiful interracial harmony where the white one submitted to its rightful black master.

		Emma thought she might pass out. "Yes! YESSSSSSS! MOOORRRREEEE!" she begged, her pale white thighs wrapped around his sweaty torso, pulling his bulky ebony body into hers.

		Manny could see her tiny feet bouncing up and down as he relentlessly fed her pussy all of his meat. "Ready for your present?"

		Probably because she was in the midst of another soul-shattering orgasm, Emma didn't respond, or didn't respond with anything that could be confused with actual language. Instead she shook and grunted like an animal, while clinging onto her lover's dark, meaty frame.

		"I'm going to cum in this white pussy!" he gritted through his teeth.

		Emma was already exhausted by her multiple orgasms and she could barely open her eyes now. So she said nothing to make him stop before he delivered his genetic payload into her body.

		After a few more thrusts, Manny moaned loudly and his huge balls got tight as he started to unload into her. He moaned one last time before he came inside Emma's snatch, causing long, thick ropes of sticky cum to shoot out the tip of his weapon and flood her velvety warm canal, barraging her helpless cervix with millions and millions of his fastest swimmers — his future large black sons and black daughters who would get the duel benefit of his healthy genetics with her constant love and affection in a stable home.

		A few moments later, they both seemed to start to come to their senses, although sweaty and exhausted from their lovemaking. Emma's big blue eyes started to blink back to life and she looked down just in time to see as a fat, cream-coated black cock was removed from her pussy. Above her, Manny was bracing himself on one glistening elbow while reaching down to grab the base of his cock. After a few tugs he managed to coax one final spurt of cum that landed diagonally across Emma's mound. It seemed to take Emma an extra long minute to realize what had just happened.

		"Wait? You came inside me?!?"

		Manny grinned down at her with a pride that made his whole face shine. "Don't you remember asking me to? Of course I came inside you. You were literally begging for my cum. It was really sexy, Emma."

		"Please get off me!" She started to stir, get up, and look around the room. "No, no, no! You came inside me? Fuck! This can't be happening!"

		"Calm down, baby. Everything is cool."

		She looked at the clock, trying to remember when she texted her husband. It felt like years had passed, but for some reason the clock didn't even register a full hour. How was that possible? How was any of this possible?

		Her mind reeled. There was a throbbing dull pain between her legs. She stood on shaky legs and looked down her body, shocked to see the sight of herself. Her boots were still on, as was her thong. But there was gooey cum dripping down both of her thighs now and she tentatively placed a finger into her lips, causing new streams to emerge and pool on the carpet beneath her. Somehow she made her way to the bathroom and looked into the mirror. Was this even real? She looked like a whore after a gang bang, but it was only one man who had done this to her.

		She sat down on the toilet, and peed as much as possible, hoping to flush the stranger's dark seed out of her body as much as possible. She took her boots off, the cum-drenched thong, and covered herself with a full-length terry cloth robe.

		"Listen," Emma said, having regained a modicum of composure as she walked back into her bedroom, "I had too much to drink. That's all. Not your fault. But I think that you and your friend really need to leave imm—"

		She stopped. Not only was Manny and the driver gone, but there was no signs of their existence. Emma grabbed her soiled garments and anything else that might be incriminating and stashed them at the back of the closet where she knew her husband would never look. Then she had just enough time to wash her face and brush her teeth as she heard the front door bang shut. With a heart hammering in her chest, she listened for his footsteps, and waited until she knew that he was in the bedroom.

		There was no other way to do it. Willing herself to be strong, she walked out of the bathroom in her robe.

		"Emma!" Jason fell to his knees, tearfully clutching her waist. "I'm such an asshole! I'm an asshole! Will you ever forgive me, baby?"

		A spark of hope flashed through her mind and she began to run her fingers through his hair. "Forgive you? What did you do, dear?"

		He wiped the tears out of his eyes and looked up at her with big, pleading puppy dog eyes. "You mean besides being the worst fucking husband on the planet? Besides treating you like shit all night? Besides being fucking jealous for no fucking reason?"

		A wave of relief washed over her body, and Emma kept playing with his hair, looking down at her husband with an expression that tried to be as sympathetic as possible. "Of course, I forgive you, dear. We just had a bad night. It happens to every married couple in the world."

		"Oh baby! How did I manage to marry someone as special as you?" he said, his pale face still full of remorse. "You're so perfect. And pretty."

		"Thank you dear," she said flatly. "That means a lot to me."

		Then he playfully bounced his eyebrows up and down at her several times. "I hate fighting. But I do love the make-up sex! Can we?"

		"You want to have make-up sex now?"

		"Please, baby!"

		She stifled a yawn, then a shudder from seeing him act so weak-willed and subservient to her. It produced an unfavorable comparison between her husband and Manny. She knew that a man like Manny would have never begged like that. Not for pussy. Not if his life depended on it. If Manny had wanted pussy, he would have taken it. And just like that, she was feeling a little lusty again. "Sure honey, we can have some nice little married make-up sex."

		Jason was positively beaming now. And Emma smiled benevolently down at him. Then, however, just as she started to reach down, thinking she would pull him up, get him back onto his feet, before she'd lost all respect for the man, something strange happened. Her movements caused a shift in weight, making her spread her feet for balance, and she felt another thick stream of Manny's jizz gush out of her privates and run down her left leg.

		Emma frowned. "I think we better wait until tomorrow, baby."

		Jason clasped his hands together. "Please, please, please!"

		She rolled her eyes and let out a tired sigh. "Fine. Get your clothes off and get on the bed. I need two minutes in the bathroom."

		"I can't wait! I've been dreaming of going down on you all night, baby!"

		"Are you sure you want to do that, honey?"

		"Try to stop me!" he said.

		"No, Jason, I don't think I will."

		He lowered his voice. It was his naughty voice. "Are you wet?"

		She flashed him her most devilish smile. "You have no idea, baby."

		Jason started to strip immediately. He felt like a teenager again. That's what love could do. All of his earlier worries seemed like a distant memory now. A bad fucking dream. He watched his wife's robed figure disappear into their bathroom. He watched the door shut. He heard the sink water turn on. His prick was hard, full of manly blood, standing up like a tiny flagpole now. He grabbed it, reassured by its fullness, and thinking that he'd never seen Emma that assertive before. And he knew for certain that he liked it. He liked it a lot.
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