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		Part One

		

	
		Until very recently, I've always lived a very privileged life. I'm sure you know the type. Handsome, rich, charming. Some people might have even called me a little arrogant.

		But considering how much my circumstances have changed —how humiliating and confusing everything has become— those old glory days of my youth now seem like the distant dream of a very naive young man. I guess I got the ultimate reality check. Because back then, in those days, I didn't even know what a cuckold was. I didn't know what a bull was either. And, although I am not a racist person, you simply never saw white women giving birth to black babies.

		Especially not a woman like my wife.

		Hannah McDougal. We met during our junior years in college. Hannah was a gorgeous girl who wore short denim skirts and talked with a Texan twang. It was love at first sight. We were both majoring in business administration and right away it seemed that we'd known each other our whole lives. Having grown up in affluent families, we were accustomed to the good life. Both of us wanted to make lots of money. So after graduation we found jobs, got married, and bought our first house that was big enough for some kids. Things were looking good. Everyone in Hannah's family had natural blonde hair and blinding blue eyes. They were the most Aryan people I'd ever seen. They looked like models too. So I knew our kids were going to be gorgeous.

		Well, at least, that was what I assumed was going to happen...

		To be honest, being married to Hannah was better than anything I had ever dreamed of. It was more than just the sex. She was so kind, honest, smart, and had the most adorable laugh. She was as comfortable at the opera as she was at a Houston Astros playoff game —with a beer in her hand and her blonde ponytail swinging from the back of her ball cap. The fact that we were both climbing the corporate ladder together made us closer. We couldn't keep our hands off each other, especially those first few whirlwind years of married life.

		But eventually things changed. We got older. Our bank accounts grew, yes, but so did the inches around my waistline, the wrinkles around my eyes —not to mention the number of new responsibilities at the office. My libido suffered. Sometimes after a long day of putting out fires, I didn't want to do anything that required energy. This included having sex with Hannah. Instead I just wanted to stuff my face with food and watch a movie —despite how sexy Hannah looked walking around our house in her little T-shirt and panties. And despite how badly she begged me to fulfill my husbandly duties.

		But that is life, right?

		We get older. Sometimes things don't work as often as they used to. I encouraged Hannah to purchase a special toy for her female needs. But her conservative upbringing caused her to balk at such a notion.

		All in all things were going fine until my 30th birthday.

		There were some days, while standing in front of the bathroom mirror, that I almost didn't recognize my own reflection. I was turning into an old man while Hannah looked nearly the same as she did the first time we met in the student union of our college. Her legs were just as long and tan and soft as ever. Her waist was still flat, with beautifully flared hips, and an ass that was perfectly round. Her breasts were still firm globes of flesh that desperately needed to be soothing crying babies. She was an ideal woman, a blonde bombshell, a blue-eyed goddess. What was wrong with me? We started going to fertility doctors. The doctors encouraged me to switch from briefs to boxers in order to increase my sperm count, which was abnormally low.

		On the week of my birthday I went through my days feeling nothing but a deep hollowness inside of me. Hannah wanted to celebrate the fact that I was leaving my 20's behind me. She wanted to throw a big party. But rather grumpily, I insisted on a quiet dinner at an expensive restaurant. Hannah could probably sense that I was cracking up on the inside, but she remained as cheerful and charming and optimistic as ever. Reservations were set and I made my wife promise that there wouldn't be any big surprises.

		Of course —as it turned out— there was a surprise.

		A very big and a very black surprise.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		His name was George Eubanks and he was the only black man living in our upscale neighborhood.

		Old George definitely stood out amongst the other young families. It was more than just his age and the color of his skin. He was retired. He was single. He was always alone. He seemed to spend a lot of time outside, either doing yard work or fixing up old clunkers which he later sold off.

		In fact, seeing the old black man outside so often, wearing his greasy overalls, his whole body covered in a sheen of thick sweat, that red handkerchief always hanging out of his back pocket, caused Hannah and myself to mistake George for a handyman. It was only after my wife had asked George how much he would charge to rake our yard that we realized our error in judgment. Hannah was deeply embarrassed by the incident. She said she'd never blushed so hard in her life. On the other hand, I couldn't help but to chuckle at a mistake which seemed quite reasonable.

		He certainly looked like a guy who'd been working with his hands his whole life.

		Standing around 6'1" he had salt and pepper hair on the sides, but the top of his head was as bald and shiny as a bowling ball. Unlike my pink and perennially clean-shaven face, George kept a small beard shot through with gray. His eyes were big and his facial features were heavy, prominent, and very dark. Around his thick lips his skin was a deep ebony color that reminded me of the first time I saw African statues in a museum. Long hours of exposure had turned his skin into a dark hue that intensified the different expressions he made. But rather than detracting from his appearance, that weathered erosion added a new dimension to his presence. At certain times it almost imbued George with a sense of formidable nobility. Kingliness. Not ugliness.

		I suppose that's what you would call it.

		More than anything, George looked to be in fairly good shape for a man approaching 60, except perhaps for a protruding stomach. And he had big shoulders, big hands, and a thick neck causing his head to look almost bolted to his torso.

		Which brings me to that fateful night when everything changed.

		"David? Honey? Is everything okay?"

		It took me a moment to respond to my wife. Presently we were celebrating my birthday. We were at a jazz club. Coming to this jazz club was her idea. After dinner she had insisted on going somewhere for drinks. She'd found the perfect place online and claimed to already have directions. I was reluctant. Doubtful. And we ended up getting lost in a part of town that people like us shouldn't ever be in after dark. But once my wife gets a notion in her head it is futile to fight her. It had been a long time since we'd gone out on the weekend, and even though it was my birthday, I knew I owed her one.

		"Earth to David?" Hannah tried again, her voice competing against the loud music and ambient sounds of the dimly lit club. "Anyone home?"

		I was still looking across the room, trying to determine whether or not my eyes were playing tricks on me. It didn't help that the place was so dark and the booze had gone right to my head.

		"I think that's our neighbor," I muttered so softly that nobody else could hear. "I think that's George, from down the street."

		Hannah wasn't really paying attention at the moment. She took another swig from her highball glass and nodded to the blaring music, her eyes already quite bloodshot. It was early too, not even midnight. She beamed her smile at me. "Are we having a good time?"

		"Yes we are," I answered.

		Her lips pressed together, forming the most adorable pout I'd ever seen. "For real?"

		"Everything is perfect, absolutely perfect," I said, reaching across the table to place my palm over Hannah's hand. Our fingers interlaced. I felt the sharp ridges of her expensive wedding ring dig into my skin. "Should we get another round?"

		"If you want to," she said. "Just don't drink too much, dear. I haven't given you your birthday present yet. I mean, not your real birthday present..."

		I watched as her eyebrow arched suggestively, as her lips widened into a lascivious grin. I smiled back at her, but decided to play dumb. "But I thought going out was your present to me?"

		"You thought wrong," she said.

		"Can I have it now?"

		"Nope. It's at the house."

		"What is it?"

		She shook her head. "You'll have to wait like a good boy."

		"But what if I don't want to be a good boy?" I said, suddenly feeling my prick start to twitch with excitement. "Tell me what it is."

		"Like I said, it's at the house. More specifically, it's in the bedroom."

		"Ah, I know what it is!" I said.

		"I doubt that."

		"You finally convinced your sister to come over so that we could have that threesome I've always wanted!"

		"Hey!" said Hannah, kicking one of my shins underneath the table. "Asshole!"

		But instead of getting angry, I smiled. I knew from her violent reaction that Hannah was feeling as tipsy as me, if not more so. Leaving Hannah by herself, I approached the bar for more drinks. The night was in full swing and all around me was the surge of voices competing with the musical instruments on stage. It was a busy little place, this jazz club.

		I had just shouldered my way through a throng of men and women when I saw a lone figure sitting at the end of the bar. Ordinarily I wouldn’t have gone over. I mean, I barely knew George anyway. But at the moment I was buzzed enough to feel like it was the neighborly thing to do.

		Tapping the large man on the shoulder, two times, I said, "Hey, wow, what a small world?"

		When the man turned I realized my mistake. Not only was he not George, but the man wasn't even black. He was a large Hispanic man with a shaved head and a scar running lengthwise down his face. He frowned at me. He looked mean. I apologized, several times, and backed away, nearly tripping over my own feet.

		After a while the bartender finally got to me, and I ordered another round for me and my wife —plus two shots which I gobbled down right away. I didn't want Hannah to worry about my drinking. Despite an inauspicious start to the evening, I was gratified to see myself doing so well in such an unfamiliar environment. Walking back to our booth, drinks in hand, I suddenly felt a vast sense of warmth and increase to my well-being. With every drink it seemed that I no longer cared about feeling and looking older.

		My return, however, was met with a surprise.

		Hannah was not alone. During my absence, a large dark-skinned man had swooped in and seized what he probably saw as his window of opportunity. I wasn't worried though. Had it been a stranger, or just some big lug who thought he had a chance in hell at scoring with a woman on Hannah's level, I might have been more worried, if not greatly annoyed. But luckily it was just old George.

		Our neighbor was right next to Hannah now. Sitting together, they looked like such an odd couple, exact opposites in almost every way. He had his big beefy black arm over the back of the booth, and his wide body was turned so that his back was kept to all of the hullabaloo of the club. It was impossible to hear what he was saying to Hannah. But I couldn't help noticing how rapt her attention was; and how she smiled and nodded and laughed every few seconds; and how she seemed to be hanging on every word coming from his thick dark-purplish lips.

		"Hey guys!" I said, adding a little chuckle.

		No response.

		This annoyed me now.

		Rather oddly, they were so engrossed by one another that neither one took notice of me. I might as well have been a ghost, or a busboy, or a perfect stranger passing by. I stood there, holding the drinks, watching them for several more seconds before deciding to interrupt their private conversation. After all, no self-respecting husband was just going to be ignored on his big birthday celebration night.

		"Hey guys!" I repeated, this time slamming the drinks down on the table in order to acquire everyone's attention.

		It worked. Hannah and George swung their heads at the same time just as I was falling into the opposite booth with a rather drunken smile on my face. Sitting now, I wiped the perspiration from my brow with the back of my hand. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything?"

		"Thank you, dear," said Hannah, reaching for her drink.

		"Hey George!" I said.

		The old black man looked at me with an expression that was difficult to decipher. His dark brown eyes reflected an intelligence that bordered on shrewdness.

		"What did I miss?" I said to my wife now.

		"You were gone a long time," she responded.

		"Sorry," I said, "but they were giving free shots away at the bar. So I had a few."

		"I seriously doubt that," responded Hannah with a crease of disapproval between her light eyes as she picked up her drink from the table.

		By then I was a little too gone to care whether or not my wife was upset. Besides, a second later and her mood had changed back to her usual lighthearted self.

		With George at the table now, our conversation turned to neighborhood gossip. George (who was only drinking club soda, no booze) seemed to know much more than I would have expected. One of our neighbors was getting a divorce, another was having sexual reassignment surgery, another was going broke, and several were addicted to booze or pills. Then we started talking about birthdays and it was revealed that George and Hannah's father shared the exact same date, same day, same year, leading George to look at my wife and make the comment:

		"Well, if I was your daddy, I wouldn't let you drink so much."

		Hannah made an impatient scoffing sound. "Good thing you're not my daddy then."

		"You think you know everything, don't you little girl?"

		"Hey! I'm not a little girl! I'm a grown woman, thank you very much," my wife said, shooting the older man a challenging stare.

		At this point, I needed to go to the bathroom, but there was something about the way that Hannah and George were looking at each other that made me not want to leave them alone.

		"You damn sure are one sassy little thing," George said now. "I bet you were a little hell raiser growing up. I bet you were quite the little handful. Daddy's girl, right?"

		"Huh?"

		"You were always daddy's little angel, weren't you, Hannah?" asked George.

		She put her highball to her mouth and took a hefty swallow until there was no more left, just the ice cubes clinking.

		George continued. "Good thing I'm here now though. Little girls like you need a big black daddy to watch over them, right?"

		"Pardon?" Hannah said.

		George cleared his throat, gave her a long meaningful look. "Come on, you two have had enough tonight. You're not fit to drive. Finish your drinks. I'll take you back home."

		"Thanks," I said, trying to laugh it off. The music seemed to grow progressively louder so that the only way we could communicate was to yell at one another across the table. "But I believe we can manage on our own."

		"Finish your drink, David!" George said.

		Weakly, I obeyed the emphatic order.

		As we paid our tab, and left the busy jazz club, drunkenness closed in suddenly, causing my field of vision to become somewhat hazy, as if everything had lost its edge. George's Lincoln town car materialized out of the darkness and I climbed in the backseat, somewhat disappointed when Hannah decided to ride shotgun.

		"What about my car?" I called out, having to repeat myself two more times before getting a response from the driver.

		George's answer was curt, indicating that the subject was closed. "It's fine. People leave their cars here all the time. Just make sure to pick it up tomorrow."

		Sighing impatiently, I rested my cheek against the window, watching the dark streets pass by as we drove across town, into surroundings that looked more familiar and less dangerous. Then I closed my eyes shut.

		I must have passed out, because when I opened my eyes again we were pulling into the driveway of my house. George and Hannah were talking in low voices now. Blinking my eyes back into consciousness, I almost thought I heard the old black man tell my wife, "You're proud of your round little butt and perky tits, aren't you? I'm sure most find you irresistible. How nobody has managed to put a baby inside that belly, I'll never know."

		Then we stumbled towards the front of the house, with me dropping the keys several times before finally getting the door open.

		As I turned around, I saw that George had boldly put his arm around Hannah's waist, drawing her into him, as he led her across the threshold and into the foyer of our home. I was a little shocked by this. But if my wife was upset by this intimacy, she certainly didn't show it. Rather, she allowed the man, who was as dark as coal, and old as her father, to lead her all the way into our luxurious living room, where they both sat down on the couch, right next to each other, giggling about a joke which I hadn't heard.

		"What's so funny?" I asked, making an effort now to conceal my annoyance with George's presence in my living room.

		"Oh nothing, dear," said my wife, looking at the large dark man sitting right next to her. "It's just that some of us have very crude senses of humor."

		"Don't look at me," said George, raising his large hands up in the air, as if surrendering. "I just call it like I see it!"

		The fact that they seemed to have some type of inside joke now which I wasn't privy to really annoyed me, so I decided to go into the kitchen to make another cocktail. With any luck, I figured, by the time I returned our unwanted house guest would be gone.

		I was right too. Because as it turned out, a few moments later, George was nowhere to be seen.

		Now Hannah was sitting by herself on the couch, her blonde hair now covering her beautiful face while she drunkenly thumbed through her phone.

		"Well, well, well," I said drunkenly, trying to walk straight forward, then sitting my drink down as I approached her.

		I was so glad that we were alone again. Despite my inebriation, and despite the late hour, I hadn't forgotten about the birthday gift she had promised earlier. I was hoping that it was going to be something with lots of silk and lace. She knew what I liked. And to be quite frank, Hannah had a body that could rival any of those Victoria's Secret models.

		Then again, I wasn't sure if I could wait that long. "Hannah?"

		"Hm?" she said, looking at her phone still, idly kicking her heels off.

		"Damn baby. Fuck." Thoughts of our bodies entwined, my fat erection sliding into her, filled my dirty mind. I reached down and began to stroke one of her breasts, hoping that she would take the hint and start to unzip my pants. "Stand up."

		Finally she put her phone down, blew some blonde hair out of her heart-shaped face, and stared up at me with those dazzling blue eyes. "What did you say? Why are you looking at me like that?"

		"Like what?" I said in a low voice, making my intensions absolutely clear now.

		"That, David, like that. Like a hungry animal."

		"You know why."

		"Not now."

		"Stand up and turn around," I instructed.

		She seemed reluctant and drunk. But as soon as she turned around, now with her back to me, I ran my hand along her hip then over her ass. My fingertip plucked at the elastic of her panties through the fabric of her skirt.

		"Are you wearing pantyhose or stockings?"

		"Stockings," she said.

		Then my hand traveled underneath the short hemline of her skirt. Nibbling on one of her earlobes, I grabbed a big handful of her bare ass, letting me know she was wearing one of those sexy little thongs. She raised her chin in anticipation as I continued to grope her buttocks, her thighs, and then her crotch, which already felt like it was burning up.

		"David, hold on. Wait, wait, wait," the little minx pleaded.

		"Wait for what?" I smirked.

		She started to say something, but instead gasped loudly like a woman whose insides were quivering in anticipation.

		Several times my finger rubbed her lips through the silky fabric of her panties, then passed underneath, and plunged into her warm little slit which was already quite slick with flowing juices.

		"Wait... wait... no," she pleaded again in a small whisper.

		Standing behind her, I began to rub my throbbing erection between the crack of her round ass. Already I'd managed to work her skirt up to her waist. I needed to pound her body into submission. I needed to fill her womb with my hot load. Tonight I had no intention of making love to anyone. Tonight I wanted to fuck Hannah like she was a cheap slut.

		"Be my whore," I whispered hoarsely. "Be my own personal whore tonight. I know you can do it. I'm going to treat my whore so good."

		She started to struggle —which I assumed meant she wanted me to be a little rough tonight.

		So I kicked her legs apart, causing her to stumble and lose balance. She kept struggling, futile trying to reach back and grab me, trying to actually stop me. I smiled, liking it when she wanted to role play. That's when I caught her wrist and squeezed tightly. Hannah was fit and athletic, but she was no match for me. I easily overpowered her.

		"Yeah bitch, scream all you want, but I'm about to split you like a log."

		And before she could get another verbal protest out, I had both of her arms pinned behind her back with just one of my hands, while my other hand clamped over her mouth. Together we clumsily fell into the couch. And then I pushed her head into the pillows, which caused her thonged ass to thrust high into the air, while I frantically unzipped my pants and pulled my raging hard-on out.

		I was really getting turned on. Turning my wife into a whore was the hottest thing. And judging from how wet her cunt was right now, Hannah was just as aroused.

		Hearing her muffled cries in the pillows, I continued our little role-playing session. "Stop pretending you don't want this dick. I felt how wet that little pussy is. You whore, you fucking little whore."

		"Hmmmphhh, hmmppphhnooooo," she said into the pillows, making it impossible for me to hear exactly what she was trying to say.

		I still wore my shirt, and my pants and boxers were pulled down to my knees. "Damn this ass looks good," I said pulling her thong to one side.

		"Shut up, stop squealing little piggy," I said, slapping her ass hard for emphasis.

		Her protests turned into moans, then whimpers, as I rubbed the tip of my dick against the folds of her womanhood. Then my cockhead felt the warmth of her flesh as I pushed it forward, then her moist heat surrounded me. Hannah was completely ready for me. I was still holding both of her wrists, firmly, but I could feel the strength leave her arms as I fed her more and more of my swollen shaft, and started to stroke her in and out, over and over again.

		"That's it baby, take that dick, take it, be a good girl," I said, letting go of her wrists now. "Be daddy's good girl."

		Then with a flat hand on her back, I pushed her deeper into the couch cushions. Her lacey thong was still pulled to the side of her white ass. She looked perfect, like a total slut. Her waist looked so tiny like this, her ass so perfectly round. As I began to pump her from behind, I cupped her ass, then squeezed, then spanked her left butt-cheek so hard that it left a big red outline of my hand.

		SMACK!

		"Good girl, that's my good girl now."

		SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

		Ordinarily it didn't take me very long to cum. If anything, that had always been my Achilles heel. But tonight was different. It seemed that I had just the right amount of alcohol in my system so that I was sober enough to get fully hard, but drunk enough so that my nerve endings weren't as sensitive.

		"Oh God, this pussy feels so good tonight. You're so fucking tight," I told her, just starting to increase the tempo of my thrusts so that you could hear the sounds of our bodies smacking into one another like animals in heat.

		I could tell that I wouldn't be able to last much longer though.

		So wrapping an arm around her throat, I pulled her back into me, and kissed the side of her hot neck. She turned her head to the side enough that I was able to find her mouth again, my tongue surging into her as I buried my dick deep into her little cunt.

		"Oh David, wait, wait..."

		Role-playing or not, I didn't care what she had to say at this point. My hand slid down her neck, her tits, her flat stomach, until I found the top of her lips. She was still impaled on my member while I furiously rubbed her clit from behind.

		"Oh, David, wait, David, David!"

		It was like heaven inside her tight, hot passage. But her repeated requests for me to stop were beginning to get annoying —indeed encouraging me to start pumping her even faster, even harder, as if to assert my dominance and show her who was calling the shots. My body demanded release now.

		I forced her face back into the cushions. I jammed my thumb in her tight asshole, drew back, and thrust again, causing the little bitch to yelp in delight. After a few more times of this I felt my balls clench up, which caused my whole body to go on autopilot.

		That's exactly when it happened.

		"Go boy, fuck your little piggy!" someone else said. "Fuck the shit out of that whore!"

		It took me a moment to register the voice. I was shocked, beyond stunned. And when I finally looked over to the side, that's when our eyes met.

		George! The old black man was sitting there in our living room, watching us from my favorite recliner chair. He was looking right at me now with an evil twinkle in his dark eyes. I broke eye contact long enough to see that his pants were tugged down and there was something very big and very black sticking straight up in his lap. It was so big he had to use both hands to manipulate it. My blood went icy cold.

		What the fuck?

		But it was too late to stop.

		It was too late. My body had already reached the point of no return. Even a gun to my head wouldn't have stopped me. I violently slammed into Hannah two more times before the first jet of hot gooey cum shot through the tip of my penis and into her warm channel.

		"Aggghhhhhhhh," I roared uncontrollably, my hips going back and forth several more times, until my ball sack was completely empty.

		As soon as it was done, I closed my eyes, wishing that I'd only seen an illusion, a figment of my imagination; that indeed our neighbor wasn't sitting a few feet over, jacking off while Hannah and I had passionate drunk sex.

		That's when old George stood up, grabbed a Kleenex from the table, and started cumming too. I'll never forget the animal grunts he made in our living room. I'll never forget the way he stared at Hannah's body while cum leaked from her lips. Hannah and myself still remained frozen, too petrified to move a muscle.

		"What the fuck, George!" I finally managed to say, now scrambling to pull my pants back up. "What I mean —fuck— I mean that wasn't cool at all."

		George laughed, probably because of how corny I sounded.

		Hannah quickly turned around, as embarrassed as me, while trying to pull her skirt back down as far as it would go. "I was trying to tell you! George was in the bathroom!"

		George was still milking the last few drops out, his eyes filled with that evil glint which he kept not on me, but rather trained on my beautiful wife the entire time.

		"Now that's what I call fucking hot! You two really know how to party!" the old black man eventually said, smiling like he was the King of France, conferring a title.

		Then he pulled his pants back up, threw away the cum-soaked Kleenex, and headed for our front door.

		There he paused, and looked back, stared at Hannah and myself, who were both in a type of shellshock now. His eyes were no longer alight with mischief, but cold and hard. The dark skin over his face was stretched taut, the lines on the sides of his mouth more deeply engraved. "Don't forget about picking up your car tomorrow," he warned. "Best do that before it gets too late, okay? Also, if yawl ever need an audience again, just let me know, let ol' George know. Or whatever you want. Yawl is one freaky couple. I love it. So just let me fucking know what's up."

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		According to practioners of psychology, it is not uncommon for people who have undergone traumatic experiences to try and repress these memories, these traumas, in order to avoid thoughts, feelings, and emotions that otherwise might be too overwhelming for the human mind.

		And in a way, that's what Hannah and I did.

		We repressed.

		Because for the next several days neither one of us felt it necessary to discuss what happened with our neighbor. As far as we were concerned, the whole regrettable incident never happened. Besides we were drunk. It was my birthday. What did we care that some old codger down the street turned out to be a total pervert? Both of us were too drunk. So we pretended it simply didn't happen.

		It was easier that way. I certainly didn't want to relive such an awkward and humiliating scene as the one that took place in our living room that night. I wasn't racist, I really wasn't, but the thought of someone like George masturbating to my wife made my fucking skin crawl.

		Then one night, while we were in bed together, Hannah said something that really caught me off guard.

		"Want to hear something funny?" she asked.

		We were both lying naked on the sheets, our hearts still racing, our bodies covered in a light sheen of sweat. I'd made Hannah orgasm once with my mouth. Then I climbed on top and fucked her missionary, our eyes locked onto each other as our bodies moved in a slow and soulful rhythm.

		"Sure," I said, staring up at the ceiling while I enjoyed that dopamine rush that always accompanied such a deep and meaningful act of lovemaking. "What's up?"

		She hesitated, tugged her lower lip like a child. "I sort of can't stop thinking about the other night..."

		My heart lurched. I didn't need her to elaborate, I already knew exactly what she was talking about. Three weeks had gone by since the horrible incident. The fact that she was bringing it up now, for the first time, surprised and unnerved me. "Oh yeah? Ha-ha. I suppose that night got out of control," I said, wincing at how fake my own voice sounded.

		She giggled, twirled a strand of her long blonde hair. Giggled again. "You were such a bad boy that night. You said some really naughty stuff to me."

		I tried to laugh it off. "Hey that's just me being me. I thought you girls like bad boys?"

		"Not just that," she laughed too. "But I thought we were about to give old George a heart attack!"

		Hearing his name caused me to grimace, so again I affected an expression of cheerful nonchalance, hoping to match Hannah's attitude, not wanting my wife to know how emasculated I had felt afterwards. "Yeah the poor old codger, we could have killed him! Have you seen him since?"

		"Not really. Once he was walking out of the bank as I pulled in, but I don't think he saw me..."

		"Good."

		"Yeah."

		"Well..."

		"Poor George."

		An image of his massive member, so big and black it was almost purple, flitted through my mind. "I guess."

		"I'm sure we'll eventually run in to each other though," Hannah remarked.

		"Unfortunately," I said.

		"Well, that's what is so funny," Hannah said, pausing for a long time. "I think I realized something that night. I would have never guessed."

		"Please fill me in," I said with a concerned look now.

		"Well. You really want to know?"

		I didn't respond.

		Hannah continued. "Actually I think I might have some exhibitionist tendencies. Isn't that funny? I mean, I keep thinking about that night... Really. There was something about being watched, by another person. Of course I know it's wrong. I'm sure mom would say it's a sin! But it was actually sort of a big turn-on for me. Really big..."

		I turned, laying on my side now, my eyes probing intently into hers. She flashed me a smile, then started rubbing the sole of her foot along my lower leg. I turned back and looked up at the ceiling. There was a long silence. I still couldn't believe my ears. Then I realized that this whole time there had been one thing that had bothered me, really bothered me, like a thorn stuck in the back of my mind.

		This was the thorn.

		See, Hannah, after all, had known that George was still in the house. Right? She was drunk. But she wasn't that drunk. And I felt, that if she had really wanted to warn me about his presence, she could have got the words out...So now, unfortunately, her confession seemed to solve a mystery. My wife had actually wanted to have sex in front of another man.

		"So you liked it? Him watching?"

		"Sort of. And you were like an animal that night," she said, moving her hand up my naked thigh until she found my limp penis. She then fondled my balls, before lightly massaging my shaft until it started to twitch and come alive in her grasp.

		"So what are you saying, Hannah? What are you saying? You want to repeat our little performance? You want to have sex in front of George?"

		That's when she grabbed my hand so that I could feel the moisture pooling between her legs.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		The jazz club was almost full by the time we arrived, just past 11 P.M.

		I was the first one to spot George. He'd grown a full beard since the last time we'd seen him. It was a big bushy gray beard that made him look like a grizzly bear. Covering his shiny bald head was a black doo-rag knotted in the back. George looked scarier than I had remembered and it was all I could do to not grab Hannah and make a U-turn out the front doors.

		Part of me had been hoping that George wouldn't even be here. But when Hannah had suggested we "just show up and see how things go" I didn't want to look weak in front of her. So when I saw our large black neighbor leaning against the bar, in the exact same spot he had been previously, I felt my heart sink a little. Is this what I really wanted? I felt strong tides of arousal and fear surge through my body, leaving a strong and definite tingle in my loins. Most likely, the only thing keeping me from changing my mind was the vast quantities of alcohol I had nervously consumed at the restaurant we'd already dined at.

		"Should we get drinks first?" said Hannah, in a cheerful mood. She was moving her head along with the live music being played now.

		If she was nervous or reluctant, my wife definitely didn't show it.

		I could tell that she hadn't seen George yet, which left me clinging to a sliver of hope. "Let's get a table first," I said. "We'll order through the cocktail waitress. That way we don't have to fight the crowd."

		"Good idea," Hannah said.

		Relief.

		We got a table, ordered our drinks, and began taking stock of our surroundings. The jazz club mostly catered to African-Americans, but there were enough whites and Latinos to not make us feel too conspicuous.

		After the second round I shouted across the table, "How's your drink?"

		"Not bad," said my wife, who had consumed half the amount I had, but was a notorious light weight when it came to booze. "Thanks for taking me out tonight! I'm having fun."

		Suddenly an image of George and Hannah flashed through my field of vision: one of his big hands squeezing the pale flesh of her jiggly breast, the other African-black hand clamped over her mouth. "No problem. You look great by the way," I said.

		"Yeah, you tell me that every five minutes, David."

		She was right too. After hearing about Hannah's exhibitionist side, I began to encourage her to dress more provocatively. Her confession that day had been all the more surprising because as long as I'd known her, Hannah had always dressed in a preppy style that befitted her country club upbringing. For God sakes, her entire family looked like they'd been torn out of a Ralph Lauren catalogue. But she certainly had the body for sexy clothes. And the thought of having men drool over her womanly curves was starting to turn me on more each day.

		At first I had dared her to wear a thong bikini at the beach —but she nixed that idea, right away, stating that she didn't feel comfortable showing her ass off in front of "moms and their children."

		I understood, albeit grudgingly.

		We came up with a compromise. So instead she dressed in a bikini top and the shortest pair of cutoff jean shorts that left most of her ass cheeks hanging out. That day we walked along the boardwalk, holding hands and talking. Inwardly I smiled every time I saw guys almost break their neck when they saw her bouncing tits and exposed ass cheeks. I was starting to think that her being an exhibitionist might be the best thing to ever happen to me. It certainly helped our marriage. Right away we started fucking three or four times our normal.

		Tonight she wore one of her sexiest LBDs, or little black dresses.

		It was some mouth-watering attire. The form-fitting front was cut down the middle, showing a good amount of bra and breast, while the back plunged almost down to her waist. The sleeves were short and tight on her toned arms. Her hair was pulled up high and swung down in the back in a lovely golden ponytail —showing off plenty of her sloping shoulders and soft kissable neck.

		Normally Hannah never wore much jewelry —just some gold stud earrings and a couple of slender bangle bracelets. But tonight she wore big hoop earrings and lots of shiny metal bracelets that made a clink sound when she moved her arms. She'd planned on wearing her favorite black ballet flats. That was the plan. But right before we left the flats went "mysteriously" missing, and after a good amount of prodding and begging, Hannah agreed to wear her 3-inch stiletto pumps. She looked amazing. It was like Hannah's entire appearance was designed to tell everyone that she was the world's most expensive escort.

		"You haven't seen him yet?" asked Hannah.

		We'd been here almost an hour and I was certain she hadn't seen George yet. We were already on our third or fourth round. Playing it dumb, I said, "Seen who?"

		She smiled at me. "Very funny."

		"No, I haven't seen him yet," I lied. "You?"

		She shook her head, reminding me of how amazingly beautiful she was and how sometimes it seemed she was oblivious to the effect she had on men. "I'm too short to see over the crowd. Too many people. All I see is a big wall."

		I nodded back at her, genuinely pleased to see that at least one of us was having such a good time. To be honest, despite the alcohol, I was starting to have a bad feeling about tonight. I knew that we were playing with fire. The first time was a stupid accident that could happen to anyone. But what about a second time?

		My thoughts were muddled now. Looking out at the packed club, where everyone was having to yell over the blaring jazz music, I kept telling myself that I would have one more drink and then I'd tell Hannah I wanted to leave.

		"Want to get another round?" asked Hannah, noticing that our cocktail waitress was approaching with her little tray. "Sure, why not," I said.

		We ordered again and when our cocktail waitress came back to our table I went ahead and asked for the bill. Hannah didn't seem disappointed that we were leaving, which I took as a good sign. We'd both had enough excitement for the night. We weren't that accustomed to being out that late anymore. We were no longer kids. We were adults with real world responsibilities. No, it was time to get home and work off some of this tension. And by the way she was rubbing my foot underneath the table I could tell that Hannah was thinking the exact same thing.

		"Excuse me," said a deep voice, causing both of our heads to snap up at the same time. "Can you tell me what kind of panties you are wearing?"

		"Wait, what was that?" I said to George.

		The old man laughed and explained that some of his buddies had dared him to come over and ask the "lily white couple" what kind of panties the wife was wearing. He said it was a silly bet. He said everyone was a little drunk.

		"That's okay, George," said Hannah, batting her eyelashes at him now. "You go tell your friends whatever they want to hear. We understand. Don't we dear?"

		I had no choice but to shrug my shoulders and say, "Yeah babe, I guess there's nothing wrong with having a little fun."

		Misunderstanding the intension of my words, George took it upon himself to sit down at our table, next to Hannah, not unlike last time, as if he was more eager to recreate the sordid little scene from a few weeks ago even more than we did. And so, not surprisingly, we did many of the same things. We sat there talking, mostly sticking to innocuous topics concerning neighborhood gossip, then had a few too many drinks, then took George up on his offer to drive us home.

		Once we got back to the house, I invited George for a night cap which he accepted immediately. When I came back from the kitchen with drinks in my hand, the old man was already getting cozy next to Hannah on our couch. My jaw nearly hit the floor when I heard what he said next.

		"So Hannah, you look heavenly tonight. My friends all thought you were some kind of model. Or actress. My friends are a bunch of old perverts though. Anyway, I really like that dress on you," said George, taking his drink, but not moving his eyes from my wife. "But you never answered my question. What kind of panties are you wearing?"

		Already flushed from the heat of the alcohol, Hannah turned three shades redder. "No, I thought ..."

		Ignoring my presence, despite us being in my house, George said, "I'll guess. Give me a shot."

		Hannah smiled, bit her lip, her eyes dropping to the floor in shy hesitation. After so many years of marriage now I could read my wife's expressions like a book. And obviously she wasn't objecting to his suggestion, no matter how inappropriate.

		"But what do I get if I guess correctly?" the brazen black man dared to ask.

		"Hey, wait a fucking minute now," I said from the other side of the couch. "Guys, no. This isn't cool. I'm not sure if I like this game."

		It was amazing. Neither one of them looked at me.

		"Hannah?" I pleaded.

		"What do you want?" Hannah said to George, twirling a strand of hair, a shy smile slowly turning into something far more suggestive.

		George looked deeply into her big soft eyes for a long time. "Not much. Just a kiss."

		"You want to kiss my fucking wife?" I said, not bothering to hide my irritation, and feeling slightly confused. They kept staring at each other. It was like I wasn't even in the room now. For fucks sake.

		"And what do I get if you're wrong?"

		"I won't be wrong," George said, licking his lips while his eyes focused on Hannah's soft white cleavage.

		"Let's say you are," Hannah answered with a challenging stare of her own now.

		George considered it. "You still need that lawn mowed don't you?"

		"Not just color," she said. "Style and color. You have to get both right to win the bet."

		"Of course," George agreed.

		"It's a deal," my wife said.

		"Hannah, wait, are you sure this is such a good idea?" I asked, the words spoken so weakly that I wasn't sure whether anyone could hear me or not.

		But Hannah turned, rolled her bloodshot eyes at me, patted me on the knee, and said, "Oh stop being such an old man. You'll thank me when we get our yard cut for free!"

		"I wouldn't be so sure about that," George said rather firmly. "Thong?"

		Hannah's smile disappeared from her lips. "Yeah, yeah, that part was easy. Considering the dress I'm wearing. Now what color?"

		This time George looked at me, then back at Hannah, with a grin that slightly curled his upper purplish lips. "Well let me think. You're a woman who seems to know her fashion. So I would imagine you would pick the color that looks best on you."

		"Which is?" said my wife impatiently.

		George took a big deep breath, causing his flat nostrils to flare. "And the color that would look best on a woman like you is DEFINITELY BLACK!"

		"Crap!" she said with disappointment that was difficult to tell whether or not it was genuine or merely feigned. "Crap, crap, crap."

		"Guys... um, you can't be serious?" I stammered.

		"Let me see if I'm right," George said.

		Before standing up, Hannah gave me a pitiful glance, then explained, "I'm sorry, honey. Don't be mad. I really thought he wouldn't get it."

		"It wasn't a serious bet, Hannah."

		She didn't listen though. She was either too drunk or too tired to realize how crazy this all was. I could tell. Suddenly she was standing in front of George, turning around and lifting the short hem of her dress up, until it was all the way to her small waist, thus revealing her little black thong underneath. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see George's reaction to getting this private viewing of my wife. The old black man's eyes bulged out of his head when he saw how perfect her white ass cheeks looked framed by her panties. He'd probably never seen a woman half as beautiful as my Hannah —at least not in real life. His countenance was that of a deranged man who'd been in prison for the last 50 years and badly needed some relief.

		"Hannah, please put your dress down," I pleaded. "We all saw it."

		Almost losing her balance, she turned around and looked at George. "Lucky guess. You're a lucky boy."

		"Boy?" said George. "I think I can prove you wrong about that too."

		Hannah laughed flirtatiously at the old black man.

		"I'll take that kiss now," he told her.

		"Okay but no tongue," she said.

		"Yeah, she doesn't even like tongue with me," I said, wanting to make sure George understood what was expected.

		Before Hannah rewarded the old man with his kiss, her smile was tentative, shy, and self-conscious. A dark forest of lashes blinked over brilliant blue eyes several times as her beautiful face looked at me for what I could only hope was approval. Then she leaned down slightly as she was held in breathless suspension when she thought the man was about to kiss her. Instead, George placed both of his hands on the sides of her head and just held her, their eyes locked in a way that made me absolutely squirm in my seat.

		"You're so fucking beautiful," he told her. "You're everything I would want in a woman."

		"Thank you," she said, blushing deeply from his bold compliment.

		Before Hannah realized what was happening, his hands were on her shoulders and he was pulling her down next to him, her smooth bare legs rubbing against his trousers now. He grabbed her by the head again. His lips met hers firmly in a smacking, friendly, closed-mouth kiss. No harm done, I thought analytically.

		But when George should have withdrawn, he didn't. His hands remained on her head —indeed, his fingers were moving in a near caress. His lips hovered over hers. His breath mingled with hers, found the blend delightful, and joyously united with it into an invisible vapor that ghosted between their mouths.

		"Okay," I muttered from a great distance, "that's enough, guys."

		Taking her stunned immobility as an invitation, George's lips hesitantly brushed across hers once, twice, then came to rest against the soft flesh. The pressure of his mouth increased until it could be said that he was truly kissing her. Hannah's mouth opened. Her body softened as she accepted his tongue into her mouth, began to lean against his strength, to be penetrated by the heat that emanated from his body.

		Watching this, I was equally stunned and curious by the sheer encompassing quality of his embrace upon my wife. The totality of her loss of will alarmed me. Clearly George had an effect on her that I never enjoyed. In a moment her slow surrender would turn into an absolute capitulation, and I couldn't chance that. I reached for Hannah's shoulders, to pull her back halfheartedly, but when she didn't respond, I accepted the discouragement and stepped away from her.

		Finally they broke their passionate kiss.

		"That was really great," George said. "You taste as sweet as a peach."

		"A bet is a bet," said my wife, looking visibly shaken by the surprisingly erotic moment shared with our elderly neighbor.

		George winked at her. "Hey, can I have another kiss? Just one more?"

		Instead of waiting for her response, the old man pulled her leg over his lap then lifted her so she straddled him, her knees alongside his hips. Running his hand up her bare legs, he pushed the dress up to her hips.

		"What the fuck?" I mumbled.

		Hannah didn't fight him off.

		"I wanted to do this as soon as I saw you in the club, but decided to save you for later."

		Again George crushed her mouth with his, one hand at the nape of her neck, the other under her dress, around her bottom, holding her so close there was a good chance the cotton of his T-shirt and the fabric of her dress had merged into a new fiber.

		When George broke the kiss this time, he told her that he could tell she was aroused.

		Hannah's voice shook as she said, "I wasn't... um... expecting that."

		She started giggling while perched on his lap.

		The two looked like they were already lost in their own world.

		"Yes you were. That's exactly what you've been thinking about ever since you saw my big black monster. You probably can't get the thought of my black cock out of your mind. Tell me I'm wrong?"

		While she sat there with a frozen smile, George grazed the back of his hand across her breasts and felt her nipples harden. He pulled her left titty out so that it was exposed, just inches away from his mouth. When he nipped at them with his teeth, my lovely wife sighed. Then his big rough hands slid up under her dress, his fingers slipped between her legs. The heat of his hand met the heat of her body and the whole room suddenly felt like it was going to catch fire.

		Tugging at the band of lace at the top of her thong panties, he whispered, "We need to get rid of these, sweetheart. You don't need to be wearing panties right now. Help me."

		Obediently, her hands only shaking a little, Hannah kicked off her stilettos then raised herself on her knees and he slid her thong down her thighs. When she sat on his lap again they struggled to get the panties off one leg, then the other. She was giggling by the time he accomplished the task, but when he went back to kissing her and ran his hands up her bare thighs, she moaned lustily, her eyes glazing over in a haze of forbidden desire.

		Witnessing this unbelievable scene, I felt like someone who'd just taken a baseball bat to the midsection. But even then there was a part of me which recognized this was only happening because I'd let it happen —that secretly I had lusted and yearned for this supreme act of betrayal all along. What was wrong with me? How could I still be a man and enjoy what was happening right now? How could I ever look my wife in the eyes after allowing her to be seduced by a black man the same age as her father? And yet, the throbbing hardness of my dick was undeniable proof of how erotic I found their mismatched coupling to be. Indeed I doubt I'd ever had a harder erection in my life. It demanded attention. Immediate. Desperate. And so, as embarrassing as it sounds, I began to rub myself like some pathetic wimp who had always known (in his heart of hearts) that he would never be enough man for a woman like Hannah.

		"Damn baby," George said. "Your skin is so soft, so lovely, so delicious. Do you bathe in milk every day?"

		"Of course," Hannah lied, giggling.

		George was rubbing his hands all over her shoulders, her neck, and face now. "You got me so fucking hard, baby."

		"I know, I can feel it," said my wife, squirming on the big man's lap. "It would be impossible for me not to feel it."

		"It's starting to hurt a little bit," he said. "Shame on you."

		"I'm sorry. I don't mean to hurt you, George."

		"You need to take it out and say hello. Don't be rude. I know your mamma taught you manners!"

		"She did, yes."

		"Good, and I'm guessing this is your first black cock?"

		"You guess right."

		"Figured. Well this aint no white boy dick. This a big ol' negro cock, ready to stretch out some little white pussies!"

		"Oh George," said my gentrified wife, "you talk so nasty!"

		"You love it," he grinned, his eyes shining with ravenous lust. "I just got to fuck this pussy tonight. I've been dreaming of this white pussy for a long time now. Can't wait to see your eyes when I finally sink some of my meat in you."

		"Take it..." Hannah answered in a breathless voice, her eyes rolled back, clutching her hands around the man's thick neck. "It's yours!"

		George's dark ebony hands stopped at her hips, his thumbs just touching the now-damp runway patch between her legs. She fumbled with his belt, impatiently tugging at the button and zipper on his trousers. He took her hands, slowed her down, and helped her unbuckle his belt.

		When his zipper was down, she released his enormous weapon from his boxers.

		"Oh my! George! Look at that!"

		Now that his huge genitals came into view both Hannah and myself were looking on with a type of humbling respect.

		His cock was uncircumcised, and not fully hard yet, but already more than 8 or 9 inches long. The coloring was so dark that it was almost purple; and the base of his cock had to be as thick as my wrist; and his egg-sized balls were twice the size of mine.

		Absolutely I was turned on. But suddenly I felt the warning sirens go off at the back of my head. They were telling me to please stop this before it went any further; before things would never be the same for Hannah and myself.

		But before I could stop her, Hannah slid from his lap to the carpet of the living room and, kneeling between his legs, wrapped her hands around him. The bulbous head and foreskin were already shiny with more precum than one of my entire loads!

		"Damn you look good holding my black cock like that. You look good kneeling for your new master..." He lost his thread of the sentence as she started licking up the side of his shaft and sucking him gently. "Fuck yeah, slut, show me you can do it, show me you know how to suck a real man's cock, baby."

		When she looked up, her prismatic blue eyes were dancing with a desire that matched his own. "It's so beautiful. So dark with all those veins bulging out. I've never seen anything like it before. Well, maybe a horse."

		George's cock jerked in response and he barked out a laugh. "Naw, you're just used to pencil dick white boys. I'll train you good. Now go ahead and fulfill some of your fantasies by wrapping yo' lips around my BBC. Big black cock."

		"Oh my god, I can't believe I'm actually doing this." Hannah giggled, then guided the bulbous head of his dark African meat into her mouth, sealing her lips over the glans. When he groaned and touched her head, she took more of him in, sucking and tonguing him.

		I could see the twisted smile on George's wrinkled and weathered face as he said, "That's right, suck that BBC the way you were always born to. Worship my BBC. Good white girl."

		My own little dick was getting hard as I watched Hannah's head began to bob furiously in George's lap. That's when he looked over and gave me the permission I craved. "It's okay, white boy, you can take it out and watch. I don't mind if you just watch. You won't be the first white boy I turn into a cuckold. I want you to watch me fuck your sexy white wife."

		In one of his large hands George held Hannah's blonde hair up, while his other hand playfully smacked her in the cheek where his cock caused her mouth to bulge obscenely. "Look at that white boy," he said, nodding in my direction. "That's called having a mouthful."

		As his booming laugh filled the entire living room, I smiled back, weakly, recognizing that I would never be able to recreate such a dominant image. I was sitting in the chair, stroking my much smaller and paler dick.

		Hannah looked like she was in a trance. Or pure lust. One of her hands even crept down between her legs —and I saw her begin to rub her swollen pussy lips. Drool ran down her chin, onto the black ebony shaft she continuously fought to take in her warm little mouth.

		"You white wives can't get enough black cock after your first taste. I'm going to pump you full of thick cream tonight." By this time his cock was at its full length of over 10 inches. George smacked her face a few more times and told her how sexy she looked with some dark meat in her mouth. Then he looked at me again and said, "Tell her she looks sexy!"

		After I didn't respond, George repeated himself, adding, "Tell your wife how sexy she looks trying to suck the black off my cock!"

		"Yeah," I muttered, wishing he would pretend I wasn't there so I could just enjoy this perverted little scene with my wife.

		"No goddamnit! Tell her! Say the actual fucking words!"

		I swallowed hard and took a moment to compose myself. "Yeah baby, yeah, you look so sexy right now. I'm so lucky. I'm lucky to be your husband."

		Then I held my breath as Hannah lowered her wide-open mouth to his huge cock, and his wet foreskin slid down as the big cock head entered her mouth again. She struggled to suck more of his cock into her mouth, but it was so thick that she could only suck about five inches of it.

		George continued to roughly press her head down as he began to thrust his hips, and then he looked frustrated, and said, "I’ve just got to feel my cock all the way in you Hannah. Let’s go to the bedroom so we can fuck comfortably."

		They got up, interlaced their fingers like lovers, and Hannah took the lead, guiding our neighbor to the back where our marital bedroom was located. She wasn't even paying attention to me now. She only had eyes for George. He still wore his skullcap, his pants pulled up to his waist, but left unbuttoned so that his huge black dong bobbed up and down with each step. My heart was hammering in my chest now. I scurried to pull my own pants back up, then pocketed Hannah's black thong, and eagerly followed right behind them. Giddy and nervous.

		Inside the bedroom I found them tearing the remnants of their clothes off. The contrast of their bodies in the dimly lit room was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen. On the surface nothing about them made sense, but the sexual tension between my Hannah and her big black buck was palpable as I quickly sat down on a bench seat against the wall.

		From there I saw George embrace Hannah from behind, his huge muscular arms wrapping around her delicate skin as his hands sought her breasts and crotch and mouth. Ecstatically, Hannah wiggled and moaned as she felt the looming figure behind her press his pillowy lips against the soft slopes of her neck, nibble greedily her earlobes while one of his dark digits disappeared into her little slit. George was finger-fucking my wife. The insides of her thighs were slick with her juices. I'd never seen her so turned on, so primitive in her response to the preludial stages of lovemaking.

		"You like it, don't you? You like being at my mercy, knowing that I can do anything with your body I want to," George said, his finger sliding out of her cunt, then into her mouth, feeding Hannah her own pussy juices.

		"Hmm," was all Hannah could say as she sucked on the shiny black digit.

		"I think you need some big black cock in your life more often," George said. "I might just make you and your little hubby my special project."

		She giggled as his wide hand passed over her stomach and then back into her pussy lips which now made squishy sounds.

		Their foreplay continued for longer than I would have expected. George was still behind her, groping her from the back. I saw George's powerful African buttocks flex and release, then start to make circular motions as he ground his hungry black meat sword into Hannah's exposed backside.

		My pants were already pulled down again. I couldn't help myself. It would take a sheer act of will not to climax before George was actually fucking my wife.

		George repaid the favor of Hannah's blowjob by tossing her onto the bed so that she was facing the ceiling, her legs spread wide and lewd. He positioned his large melon-sized skullcap head at the entrance of her tight little cunt, smiling evilly as he inhaled her scent.

		"Yes, yes, yes, stop teasing me," Hannah moaned, arching her hips upward, begging her new lover to continue.

		When he licked his lips it reminded me of a commercial I'd recently seen for a national chain chicken restaurant. "Damn this pussy sho' do smell awfully tasty." Then, pushing her knees wider to reveal even more of her pussy lips, George began to lap at her sex, savoring that first taste of her delicious cream.

		Responding to the man's expert tongue, Hannah's eyes were closed, and her hands were running all over the man's head and kneading the back of his fat bull-like neck. Suddenly she had ripped off his skullcap, revealing the top part of his dome which shined blackly and sexily between her pale thighs.

		George wasn't worried about being a bald-headed man though. He was too busy cupping my wife's perfect ass cheeks and feasting on her cunt until she was on the brink of orgasm. And the more she screamed, the more my beautiful Hannah moaned like a whore, the more George pushed his big fat tongue deeper into her wet, warm whole.

		Hannah was shaking with anticipation and dread as the hulking man moved from her crotch to her flushed face where once again he claimed every inch of her mouth with his tongue. The agony of what was about to happen was almost too much to bear. Hannah was like a virgin on her honeymoon night. George was her large black beast which had claimed her through hostile takeover. Pinned underneath him now, helpless, she smoothed her hands over his broad shoulders and down the bared ebony skin of his strong back. His muscles jerked with the contact.

		"Wait, honey," Hannah suddenly said, one of her hands reaching between their bodies and fumbling with the massive cock which now leaked its pre-cum against her lovely Venus mons. "George? Can you get a condom please?"

		"A what?" he laughed. "What the fuck did you just say?"

		"A condom, please?" she asked politely.

		"Naw, fuck all that."

		"Please," my wife begged him. "I'd really prefer it if you wore a condom George. It would make me feel more comfortable. I'd really prefer it."

		Hearing my wife beg another man to put a condom on was almost more than I could take.

		"Don't worry, it's okay," was all he said then, ignoring her, brushing the tip of his cock against her outer lips before pushing the first couple of inches inside. "There you go, there you go!"

		Hannah's eyes and mouth widened at the same time. She looked shocked. Stunned. Stupefied that George was inside her now. And after a loud shriek —a sound I'd never heard her make before— her laquored fingernails began digging into the dark flesh of George's shoulders, then caressing his back as the huge man began to grunt and slowly edge himself in and out of her narrow channel which struggled to accommodate his barnyard girth and length. In fact, every time his fat black pole slid out of Hannah's cunt it looked like she was giving birth to some sort of demonic African serpent.

		Now the elastic band of her lips, so pink and pale, was stretched to the max around his Negro manhood. "Slow, slow, please go slow!"

		Off to the side I couldn't help it. Cum surged out the tip of my dick and arced through the air, not much, but more than usual. Then the reality of the situation began to sink in. It was like sobering up after a long night of boozing. This was really happening. I wanted to get up and ask George to leave at once, maybe try to laugh it off, and explain that me and Hannah were too drunk. But by now there was no going back. I knew that. Over on the bed, as they humped and kissed, clearly George and Hannah were in their own little world.

		My penis was limp and small now. Like a little boy's penis. It looked so ashamed. I was ashamed. Regretting tonight's decision, I began to doubt whether or not my own wife would be able to even feel me inside her now. What had I done? What had I allowed? And why was this so arousing?

		And yet, almost right away, I began to get hard again. The sights and smells in that room were overcoming my white boy brain. Not long ago this would have been my biggest nightmare. But now, like a person who'd been brainwashed, hypnotized, and tricked, I was overcome with arousal from watching the old black man fuck my beautiful Hannah like that. The more she shrieked and begged George to not tear her apart, the more I jacked my worthless pink dicklet.

		"Oh my God!" Hannah said, mesmerized at the sight of George's blackness sticking out of her now. "You're not even all the way in yet!"

		"Naw, I'm starting to think you're a virgin," George sneered.

		"Holy fuck!"

		"Told you. White wives and black cock go together like peanut butter and jelly. Aren't you glad I didn't wear a condom, baby?"

		"Yes, but please don't cum inside me," my wife begged.

		"Let me worry about that," he said.

		A knowing look flashed in Hannah's eyes, as if she was just starting to realize something. But right as she opened her mouth to object, George slammed the rest of his cock inside her, filling her up, all the way to the hilt, causing my wife to buck wildly underneath his weight, her white legs automatically widening themselves to allow her new lover entry into her most sacred treasure.

		"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" she begged.

		George pushed again, all the way this time, allowing his heavy balls to rest against her asshole. He bent down and claimed her mouth again. Hannah was writhing, those blue eyes rolled back in her head, her blonde hair wildly spread out on the pillows. "There you go, baby, now you got my whole log inside you. I told you that you could take it. Just got to resize this pussy for a black man."

		"Dear fucking lord, I can feel you pulse inside me, all the way, so, so, so fucking deep!"

		"You gripping me good too, just like a white whore should. Milk my balls. Show me you love me, baby."

		"Oh... George!"

		He started fucking her slowly now, giving her long slow strokes, pulling his cock back, but leaving just the tip in, before, pushing himself back in, never letting the velvety walls of her pussy forget how good his cock was making her feel now. "You love me, baby? You love that cock!"

		"Oh God I love it!"

		"Tell me then. Tell me you love me."

		"I love it! I fucking love it, yes, yes, yeeeess!"

		"Naw. Tell me you love me."

		Hannah's eyes opened again and she looked up at the old black man for a long time. Nobody said a word. Then, just as George started to withdrawal himself completely, she recklessly threw her arms around the back of his neck, pulled his face close to hers, and whispered, "I love you George. I'm yours. This pussy is yours. Please fuck me, I love it, I love you!"

		This confession of love brought a huge wicked smile to our neighbor who started to increase his tempo, more and more, until it sounded like the bed was about to break.

		"Yes, yes, yes, yes!" my wife moaned, begging him to continue.

		"You like that big cock don't you? You're a fucking size queen, aren't you?"

		"Oh yes I do!"

		"Next time I'm going to record us so you and your little hubby can watch you get fucked by a real man!"

		"Anything you want," Hannah said.

		"Fucking size queen!" he said back, sweat starting to drip from his face and onto Hannah.

		"No, I've just never felt this way before. Your cock is so wonderful, so fucking deep and tight!"

		They kept fucking like newlyweds.

		Indeed the fury of these sounds was like no other I had heard before. The intense sounds were so aggressive and almost angry as he pounded the beautiful white woman into oblivion. The fucking sounds continued. They seemed to grow more wild and intense every few moments. I could hear Hannah panting now, screaming and moaning, in what sounded like there was far more pain than pleasure. I couldn't be sure. I wasn't sure.

		Again I orgasmed, this time barely shooting anything out of my penis at all. Nobody noticed when I left the room to piss and grab a beer. Nobody noticed when I came back into the room and watched, drinking my beer, my penis sore and just starting to twitch again.

		"I just came, again, yes, yes, I just came again!" Hannah screamed, her body spasming, writhing, her toes curling in the air in that tell-tale way of hers. "You goddamn black bastard! Your fucking black cock just made me cum again! You fucking animal, you fucking filthy big-cocked black bastard!"

		"Tell me, talk to me, slut!" George said, fucking her without mercy.

		My wife didn't let him down either. "Your big Negro cock is making me cum harder than I ever have before! You're turning me into a slut, you dirty old man!"

		"That's right, you're my slut now. Right?"

		"Yes, I'm your slut."

		"You're my white slut, now?"

		"Yes," Hannah told him, unbelievably. "I'm your white slut, George."

		The words were magic to his ears.

		He started shaking, his dark naked heavy body drenched in sweat.

		"About... about... to cum too baby!" George bellowed wildly.

		It was about time. Fifteen minutes had gone by and they were still fucking in the same position, Hannah now with her arms and legs wrapped around the huge black body of our neighbor. I'd never seen her look so exhausted and rough. She was holding on for dear life as he kept drilling his black snake back into her little hole.

		"Yes, baby, cum, cum for me!" Hannah implored. "I want you to, George, give it to me!"

		"Ugghhhh!"

		"You wanna cum on my tits? Where? My face?" she asked.

		They were both covered in hot sticky sweat now and there was a huge wet circle in the middle of the bed. The whole room reeked of their mingled scents. George's flat nostrils were snarling almost as he stroked Hannah's pussy several more times. It looked like he was trying to keep himself from cumming as long as possible. "Naaawwww...."

		Hannah's hips were bucking now, she was fucking him back, her breaths fast and desperate. "Waa-wheeerree baby?"

		"Riiiighhhttt here..." George said, then giving her one last push, a push to end all pushes, before roaring loudly, "I'm fuuucckkkingg cummmming in dis' pusssyyyy!"

		Later Hannah would confess that right before he came inside her, she could actually feel George's cock banging against her cervix, which actually hurt a little.

		He had both of his hands under her ass cheeks and his thumb was jammed up inside the tight little rosebud of her anus. Then she felt the first hot jet of his cum shoot out, and she felt her cervix open up automatically, her body betraying her and granting his seed access to her womb.

		And much to her shame, she found herself enjoying the warm fluid as it delivered its life essence to her womb.

		Yes, she enjoyed it. Instead of cursing him out, instead of telling him to get the fuck out of her house, instead of taking the morning after pill, instead of worrying about those next 9 months when she would have to leave her job and walk around our house with that big swollen belly, instead of worrying about her poor emasculated husband who would have to take care of his pregnant wife and rush to the grocery store every night, instead of worrying about all the confused looks she would soon get from friends and family when they saw her dark-skinned curly-headed child, George Jr., my beautiful Hannah found herself kissing his lips, George's lips, those big pillowy African lips, with her blue eyes filling with happy tears, overcome with strong and primal emotions, as she said those three little words again. "I love you. I love you. I love you."

		

		THE END
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