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1.
I've been dating Liz for about six months now. We met on a Valentine's Day blind date for lonely singles and instantly hit it off. She loved action movies, just like me, played video games, and was really damn cute to boot. How could I not fall for her?

And I fell for that brown-haired, five-foot-three goddess hard. I've introduced her to my friends and they adore her. I've brought her along to the first family barbecue of the year, and my parents love her. I got a text from both of my sisters a day later, telling me what a great catch she was and how happy they were for me.

My place was a small, two bedroom apartment right in downtown Springfield. I'd never be able to afford it on my own, which is why I had a roommate — DeAngelo. We were both CompSci students at Springfield U and we got along well, so it was a good match. He was twenty-three, a year older than me, and pretty much the nerdy geek stereotype. African-American, slim but not particularly fit, and kinda shy.

I wanted to take things to the next level with Liz and ask her to move in with me, but in order for that to happen, she'd have to get along with DeAngelo. Due to unfortunate timing, the two of them have never actually met. Liz worked long hours during the week on the other side of town and DeAngelo drove home every weekend.

But it was long overdue. I asked DeAngelo to stick around on a Saturday when Liz had time so the three of us could have dinner — at The Golden Lion. It was an upscale restaurant right around the corner of our apartment building, though we never actually ate there. It was too expensive for normal occasions but today was my treat.

"That's her," I said as the door to The Golden Lion opened and Liz walked in. I jumped out of my seat and admired her entrance, and what an entrance it was. Being short didn't mean that she was missing out in any way. She had wide hips and perky C cups, and she loved showing them off. And I liked looking at them.

"Hi," she beamed and kissed me. Just a quick peck on the lips.

"Liz, may I introduce you to my roommate, DeAngelo. DeAngelo, this is my future wife, Elizabeth."

DeAngelo rose to shake her hand. It was a little bit too formal for my liking, but the evening was only just beginning. We sat back down, Liz next to me, and the waitress arrived to take our order. Her name was Karynn and she was just about the most annoyingly bubbly person ever but she must have felt bad for DeAngelo because she seemed to be flirting with him.

"It's so good to finally meet you," Liz said. "I mean, I kinda feel like I know you already, I heard so much stuff from Trevor — only good stuff, I promise you."

"Same," DeAngelo said. Just that one word, nothing else.

"I told her how good you are at assembler," I mentioned to him.

"And I don't know what that means but he assures me it's very impressive," Liz added.

"Thanks," DeAngelo mumbled and fell silent.

It was worse than I feared. Karynn stopped by again with a platter full of drinks and DeAngelo seemed far more interested in talking to her than Liz. Maybe he was just overwhelmed because he knew how much it meant to me. Did I put too much pressure on him?

"This restaurant is really nice, isn't it? I should ask if they host parties," Liz said and turned to DeAngelo. "I work as a party planner and—"

"I know," DeAngelo cut her off. I glared at him.

"Oh, of course you do. Have you heard of Party Power? No, I'm sorry, of course you have. It's only like the biggest party business in Springfield, right?"

"I haven't, actually. I'm not from Springfield."

"That's right, I think Trevor told me that. You're only here for college."

"University, actually."

"I'm not originally from Springfield either," Liz continued and I think I fell in love with her even more. She was handling the situation with patience and skill. "I grew up north in a little place called Greenfield."

At the mention of Greenfield, DeAngelo perked up. He stopped idly staring around the Golden Lion and his eyes snapped on Liz as if she just materialized out of thin air. "Did you say Greenfield?"

"Uh huh. It's about halfway between Springfield and—"

"New Sunderland. Yeah, I know. I grew up there."

That was unexpected. I knew he grew up in a small town but I couldn't remember if he told me which. Suddenly a weight lifted off of my shoulders. They had something in common after all.

"No way, me too!" Liz said excitedly. "I go back there every summer to visit my folks and swim in Eden Lake."

"I learned how to swim there."

"Me too! And afterward, we always get ice cream at—"

"Fresh Tony's," DeAngelo said, beaming.

The change was remarkable. From reticent, monosyllabic answers to smiling and nodding. My girlfriend was ecstatic, too.

"Yeah! And Ruffles."

"Damn, I almost forgot about Ruffles. I haven't been there in years."

"Don't. It changed management and it's totally different now."

"That's a shame."

"Tell me about it. I think I spent half my childhood there. Do you know who bought it? Mrs. Heather's husband," Liz said derisively.

"No way! I had English with her for four years. Horrible woman."

"She was mine, too. Wait, what year did you graduate?"

"Fifteen."

"Oh. I graduated in eleven. Guess we just barely missed each other. Hey, did you know someone named Elton?"

"You mean Smellton?"

Liz snorted. "Yeah. That's my little brother."

"Holy shit, no way! We sat at the same lunch table."

"Really? I thought I knew all his friends."

"Well, we weren't really friends since he was a year older and all but... uh, did he ever talk about someone named Long John?"

"Yeah, I remember Long John. Didn't he punch someone in the face and get expelled?"

"Uh no. I only got a week suspension."

"You're Long John?" Liz asked, baffled.

"Uh huh," DeAngelo grunted and seemed embarrassed by the name.

"Why Long John?" I asked. It was the first thing I said in a while.

"Oh, uh," Liz said and giggled. "I'll tell you later."

Karynn stopped by with the appetizers, assorted shish kebab with vegetables and lamb. It smelled as wonderful as it looked and I realized I was hungrier than I thought. That only added to my great mood and I hinted to DeAngelo that our waitress kept trying to flirt with him while we devoured the skewers. 

"Where'd you live?" Liz asked. "My parents still live in the same house on Rose Street."

"Not me. I lived in the tower."

"Oh," Liz said and looked at me like she just committed a faux-pas. I had absolutely no idea about what.

"What's the tower?" I asked.

"Just what everyone called the public housing because it was an ugly, tall building," DeAngelo explained.

"Tallest building in Greenfield."

"Not anymore."

"It's not?"

"They built a hotel that's taller now."

"Really? When was that?"

"Finished it last month. We went to the grand opening. It was pretty cool."

"Oh, wow. I haven't been back since last summer."

"I visit every weekend."

It went on like that for the rest of the evening. They talked about what felt like every brick in Greenfield, comparing their experiences and memories. It was completely alien to me and at times I felt like a third wheel. But I was damn glad that they were getting along so well. It meant the timetable could move up quite a bit. Maybe Liz could already move in by the end of the month. I sat back and let the two of them reminisce.

By the end of dinner, Liz even egged DeAngelo on to ask for Karynn's number and — in high spirits — he did. Successfully.

I was proud of them both.



2.
"Why didn't you tell me that DeAngelo was from Greenfield?" Liz reprimanded me.

We were back at her place, a one-bedroom apartment in the Westville part of Springfield. It was tiny, on the fourth floor of a building with no elevator, and the air conditioning was perpetually broken.

But it was also completely ours for the night. As soon as we arrived, Liz stripped out of her very wonderful but uncomfortable dress, opting for just underwear. We made ourselves comfortable on the couch. Snuggling. Kissing. Soon to be more.

"I didn't know. The only thing we really talk about is computer stuff."

"Well, it was really nice to meet someone from my hometown. I like him."

"Good. I was thinking that maybe you can move in sooner than expected, then."

Liz' eyes went wide. She looked around the place as if she was looking for any reason to stay. She found none. "That would be wonderful!"

I was looking around too but not at the apartment — it was her ass I was interested in. And I knew just the way to get it. "Did you like how I introduced you to him? As my future wife?"

"Oh yes, I did," Liz said and beamed at me. "Does that mean you're gonna pop the question soon and make me yours?"

I moved in on her and kissed her, gently laying her down on the couch. I reached around and unhooked her bra. "Why would I do that when I can already sample the fruits?"

"Oh no, you fiendish rogue! How dare you beswindle an innocent maiden?" she countered, giggling.

I kneaded her large breast with one hand while unbuckling with the other. "A maiden? Why, I do believe you are more akin to the town mattress. The talk of the town is you've been spreading your legs for the prince for years."

"A prince, huh?" she laughed.

"Yes, the tales are he's very handsome and rich." I brushed aside her silk panties and — hard as a rock — pushed inside. 

"Ooh, yes, that prince. Make love to me, your highness."

"With great pleasure!" I said and started fucking her. 

Making love to Liz is the best feeling in the world. I've had three girlfriends before her but none of them came even close. Liz wasn't shy about getting what she wanted and she was very vocal. Not typically words but grunts and moans. 

And she was warm. Soft, and warm. I pushed in as deep as I could and tried to give her everything that she deserved but the idea of the woman I love wanting to take it to the next level as much as I did was such a turn on, I didn't last too long.

With both of us laughing on a post-coital high, we stripped down and snuggled up on the couch.

"I love you," I whispered to her and kissed her on the cheek.

"Kind words from a prince who already got what he wanted," she quipped back.

"Of course. I have to make sure that no one else steals you away from me."

"What, you mean like the dread pirate Long John Silver?" she giggled.

"Hey, you never told me what that nickname meant."

"What nickname?"

"Long John? DeAngelo?"

"It's nothing, really."

"Come on."

"Okay, but you have to remember it's just a rumor."

"Sure. Hit me."

"The rumor was that he had a really big penis," Liz said and laughed.

Of course it would be that. I groaned. Not that Liz had ever complained about my four inches but I was well aware that I was below average in that department. 

Sensing my thoughts, Liz quickly adds, "It's just a rumor. I heard it from a friend of a friend whose little sister supposedly said it was true."

"Must be, if even you know about it."

"Greenfield is a really small town. Rumors like that spread easily, it doesn't mean anything. Don't tell me you're jealous."

"I'm not!" I insisted.

"Good. Because you're my prince."

I kissed her. She kissed me. We made out and then made love again.



3.
After a very pleasant weekend spent at Liz', I came home on Monday morning, not expecting anything out of the ordinary. I already had breakfast with Liz but I still needed to shower before heading off to class.

But when I opened the door, I was greeted by the sight a half-naked chick in the kitchen. I recognized her at once as Karynn, the waitress from The Golden Lion. She wore only a dress-shirt that was long enough to cover everything under normal circumstances but since she was rummaging in the cupboard to grab a cereal bowl, it rode up enough to let me see that she had meaty labia and a pierced clit.

I cleared my throat and she jumped several feet into the air. She whirled around and quickly patted the shirt down in the vain hope that she hadn't just flashed me. It was kind of endearing.

"Oh, um, hi. I was just, uh, getting breakfast," she stammered.

"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you."

She opened her mouth to respond but we were both interrupted by DeAngelo sliding into the kitchen on socks. Like Karynn, he was dressed minimally — in just underwear. Unlike Karynn, however, the sight of his naked body was disconcerting.

My roommate had abs. I had no idea when or how he had the time to get abs but his brown chest was smooth and rippled with muscles. Worse was his groin. While his white briefs may have hidden the thing from view, the bulging protrusion was hard to miss.

The words rang in my head. Long John. I saw the way that whatever was underneath his briefs seemed to be barely be contained. It was tucked sideways, thick as a can of coke. The cotton molded itself around a big glans.

"Sorry, Trevor," DeAngelo called out and yanked Karynn's toward the bedroom. She yelped but followed him, giggling. 

I felt lightheaded. Weak and emasculated. Numb. Long John. "Okay, I just need to take a shower before class," I said limply.

It was unfair. Why had mother nature cursed me with an average-at-best penis when I should have offered Liz so much more? Why had DeAngelo, shy and bashful nerd, been granted such a massive cock? It was entirely wasted on such a skank like Karynn. 

Before my thoughts got any darker, I stomped to the bathroom and jumped into the shower. Cold. I chided myself for my stupid envy. What did it matter what I had between my legs? I spent the entire weekend fucking Liz silly while all DeAngelo did was jerk off. Well, before Karynn, anyway.

"Oh yes, fuck me, daddy," Karynn moaned.

I heard her cries of pleasure through the walls while getting dressed. It sounded like she was putting on quite a show for him and I started to wonder if she wasn't taking advantage of him, somehow. Did she only agree to this so she could rob our apartment?

There wasn't that much worth taking.

On the way out, I slammed the front door shut.



4.
"Maybe we should just look for a new place for just the two of us," I proposed.

Liz looked at me like I suddenly went mad. We met up for lunch at this little cafe on campus that everyone just called the Lover's Corner, because the decor consisted of just loveseats and small trays for the drinks. Purple mood lighting, thick carpet, and plenty of curtains. 

"What are you talking about?"

"Wouldn't it be nice to have a small apartment just for the two of us?"

"Yeah, sure, but the whole point of this was to save money, not spend more. Where are you gonna find an available place that's anywhere near as affordable or in such an amazing location?"

"Nevermind. Forget it," I said, regretting bringing it up.

"No, what's wrong? Tell me. Did DeAngelo say something about me?"

"Nothing's wrong," I insisted. I couldn't really define it very well myself. There was just something off. The apartment always felt like home and I wanted nothing more than to share that sanctuary with Liz. But now, it felt different. It felt... dangerous, somehow. Like it wasn't a safe place for Liz.

All because of that stupid Karynn. I couldn't get the image of her meaty cunt hungrily gobbling up DeAngelo's cock out of my mind and my mind pictured it quite vividly.

"Come on, honey, I can tell something's bothering you. Did DeAngelo not like me? I thought we got along great."

"No, it has nothing to do with you or him."

"Do you want me to talk to him?" she offered.

"NO!" I blurted out. "Just drop it, okay?"

"Okay," she grumbled even though she clearly did not like it. She took a sip from her pistachio-mango smoothie.

I leaned back in the loveseat and let my hand trail down her back and to her butt. She slapped it away. I tried it again. She turned to glare at me.

"Not in the mood?" I asked. 

"Not in the mood to tell me why you don't want me to move in anymore?" she responded testily.

I groaned. "I still want us to move in together."

Liz sniffed but didn't say anything. I utterly regretted ever bringing it up. Sometimes my mouth just worked faster than my brain. 

"You wanna see a movie tonight? The new Marvel?" I suggested after patiently waiting out the awkward silence.

"Can't. I'm working late."

"What? You said you weren't. You worked late yesterday."

"Maybe you can use this time to go house hunting," she sniped angrily but a second later she caught herself. She pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed. "I'm sorry. That was uncalled for."

"I'm sorry if I made it sound like I didn't want you to move in," I apologized.

Liz sighed again and leaned into me. "I don't have to work later tonight."

"Movie, then?"

"I'd rather get a massage or something. I need to unwind. Or quit my job."

"Don't quit your job."

"Then help me unwind."

"I think I know of a way to do that," I grinned and let my hand trail lower again.

"Trevor, please. I'm really not in the mood. I have to get back to the office in ten minutes and if we have sex now it's gonna throw the entire rest of the day off kilter. I don't want to set up a banquet with cum leaking out of me."

"Okay," I sighed. "How about we go to that place on Jetson? I'll pick you up right after work."

"That sounds fantastic," she said.

I'd much rather have sex than get a massage but it was a step in the right direction. 



5.
The weekend couldn't arrive fast enough. Only one more day away. Liz was definitely pissed off about something because every time I called her to hook up, she made some excuse. Only when I asked her if something was wrong, she said everything was fine. I stumbled into my apartment and just dropped my backpack on the ground.

It was perplexing and annoying. To make matters worse, it looked like DeAngelo had Karynn over again. The door to his room was closed and there were women's shoes in the hallway. I only noticed them because they were turquoise and Liz had a pair just like them.

We haven't had sex all week. With today, it would officially make it the longest dry spell in our relationship. The last time, she had been at a weekend-long wedding catering in California, so it wasn't exactly the same circumstances. It was far worse.

Everything started to turn me on. I saw a streetlamp that looked sort of like a breast and I got an erection on the way home. It was that bad. Even the idea of Karynn was somehow appealing. If she walked out into the kitchen with her pussy hanging out and told me I could have a go, I don't know what I would have done.

"Oh yeah, oh yeah, you're so big," Karynn moaned. 

"Oof, you're... too... tight," DeAngelo grunted.

It was vulgar. I sat on my bed and heard them making love through the wall. It sounded like a porno. Unfortunately, that was enough to get me hard. 

"You're so much bigger than him," she moaned. "Ohh yeah, slam that pussy, oh yeah!"

So Karynn was cheating on her boyfriend to sleep with DeAngelo? Somehow, I wasn't surprised. 

"Oh, deeper, deeper, oh my God, that's good!"

Before I could stop myself, I pulled up my shirt and laid down on the bed. My penis was in my hand and I stroked furiously, listening to Karynn getting mercilessly pounded. I closed my eyes and pretended it was me instead. That my enormous, massive erection turned that bimbo on so much that she'd forget her own boyfriend.

"Deeper! Deeper, please, oh God, I need this."

"Damn, girl, I'm bottoming out."

"Oh yeah, that's it. Keep going, keep... oh yeah, oh fuck, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" she roared.

Warm cum splattered on my chest. Karynn seemed to be having the time of her life, moaning with unabashed enthusiasm. There was no way that orgasm could be real, I realized. It was impossible for women to cum of that long outside of porn and that was all staged.

I felt about masturbating to it and grabbed a few paper tissues to wipe away the goo. It had been impulsive. I wanted Liz, not some slut my roommate was fucking.

"More! More, I need more!"

Liz was still at work for a few more hours but more than ever, I needed to talk to her. I needed a nice dinner and a romp in the hay more than I could put into words. Well, I didn't need the dinner but she probably did.

I grabbed my phone and dialed Liz.

"You... are... a... fucking... god... among—"

The enthusiastic roar cut off abruptly as a phone rang in the next room. Apparently, Karynn had the same ringtone as Liz. I was just thinking about what a funny coincidence it was when it hit me. I cut off the call and the room next door went quiet.

"Oh fuck, that was Trevor," the woman said.

Nausea overcame me. The thought of Liz being there in the other room was so extraordinarily vile that all the organs in my body threatened mutiny. I shot to my feet and nearly fell over again.

In the hallway, I spotted the turquoise shoes again. Liz' shoes. Next thing I knew, I was outside the apartment, bending over the railing. Bile rose in my throat and I vomited onto the stone steps. It splattered all the way to the landing.

What the fuck was going on?

My phone buzzed in my pocket. It was Liz. My heart hammered in my chest. My wrist felt weak. I wanted to throw the phone against the wall and watch it shatter into a million pieces. Instead, I accepted the call.

"Hey, Trevor. Did you just call me?" Liz asked as if nothing was wrong. She was out of breath.

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. 

"Hello? Trevor?"

"Yeah, uh, I did."

"You sound weird. Do you have a cold or something?"

Was I wrong? She sounded so normal. So ordinary. Her bored-at-work voice. Was it all just a big coincidence?

"I wanted to ask you out to dinner tonight."

"Oh?"

"Maybe an early dinner. Where are you?"

"I'm at work, dummy."

Could she really be lying naked in DeAngelo's arms at that moment and just be so calm? "I was hoping you could sneak out early. Just the two of us. At that new Italian place, Freddy's."

"I... don't know if... if I can... " She sounded distant. There was a soft moan and a whisper. "Stop that." 

I nearly vomited again. Sweat ran down my forehead. DeAngelo was fucking her while she was on the phone with me, not even twenty feet away.

"Liz?" I asked.

"Yes. Yes, we can go. Give me an hour, okay?"

"Okay, I'll pick you up?"

"Hmmm yeah, sure. Pick me... up."

"I'll see you in an hour," I said and hung up.

Carefully sidestepping the pool of vomit, I raced down the stairs. Outside, I hopped into my car and reclined the seat so I could just barely peek over the edge.

Five minutes later, a frazzled Liz burst through the front doors. She was wearing her business outfit — a short black skirt and a crisp blouse, though the latter wasn't buttoned up all the way. 

That was it. The last confirmation I needed. I watched her jump into her car and peel out of the parking lot, burning rubber.

Wave after wave of revulsion washed over me. I felt like I was swimming in the ocean and the tide just dragged me miles out to sea. I couldn't move. I couldn't think. My erection pressed painfully against the fabric of my jeans.

I never even touched myself but I felt one of the most amazing orgasms of my life. Just a warm rush of release of that drove away everything else.

Then my mind was clear again. I looked down and sat a big wet spot at the front of my pants.

Liz was cheating on me. With my roommate. I listened to her scream and moan while thrashing on his cock. I had jerked off to her screams. She sounded like a pornstar.

I got hard again. That confused me. Why was I hard? Why didn't I confront her? Why did I run like a coward?

"Because you're a small-dick loser," the parting words my ex-girlfriend Stacy, said in a derisively laugh, echoed through my head.

Liz cheated on me. I rubbed my dick through my pants. She cheated on me in the most vulgar of ways. With a black man. My roommate. 

I came again. A much weaker orgasm that left me begging for more.

That was when I realized I was in big trouble.



6.
"You look beautiful tonight," I told Liz.

We were at Freddy's. A small booth just for the two of us. Green leather seats and mahogany tables. Lime tablecloths. The food tasted like ash. Liz had changed out of her work clothes into something more befitting the occasion — a red boho cashmere dress, high heels, and a gold necklace with matching earrings. She had showered, too. Her hair was still damp.

"Thank you," she beamed at me.

It was incredible. There was absolutely nothing in her demeanor that suggested anything was amiss. She smiled at me when I looked at her. She laughed at my jokes. She didn't mention DeAngelo once.

But I saw it in her eyes. When she looked at me with those doe-brown pools, she wasn't looking at me. She was thinking about the way DeAngelo's cock had made her scream. I was, too. My cock was so hard that I was afraid it might cause lasting damage.

"What are you doing this weekend?" I asked.

"Well... I want to hang out with you."

"So no firm commitments?"

"I don't think so. Why?"

"I was thinking we could start moving your stuff into the apartment."

"Really?" she asked, surprised.

"Yes. I want you to live in the apartment with me and DeAngelo."

At the mention of his name, she winced. My cock twitched. "This weekend? We don't have to rush it."

"Come on, we've been preparing for this for weeks."

"Oh, alright," Liz said after a moment of hesitation. She was as trapped as I was.

"You're going to love it. We'll get to see each other every single day."

"That sounds wonderful," she said, recovering from her fumble.

Was DeAngelo the only person she cheated on me with? Was his cum still inside of her at that moment? Why couldn't I just come right out and ask those questions? Why was I so pathetic?

"You look beautiful."

"You just said that."

"I wanted to say it again."

"Thank you," she said and beamed at me.

I wanted to hate her but I couldn't. I wanted to see look on her when she was getting railed by the biggest cock on planet earth. I bet that she would look radiant. A smile on her hips. Sweat on her brow. Cheeks flushed. Her tongue lolling out.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

"Yeah, why?"

"You seem a little... off."

"I'm just crazy horny."

Liz giggled. "Oh. That explains it."

"That's why I wanted to have dinner with—" 

Liz' foot poked between my legs. Her black-socked toes wiggled their way up my thigh. She had a very wicked grin on her face. Her digits found my cock. She started rubbing circles on my testicles with the balls of her feet and using her big toe to play with my shaft.

"You were saying?" she asked nonchalantly as if nothing unusual was happening. 

"That you are so damn beautiful," I sighed and leaned back.

"Yes, I am."

It was quite unusual to be sitting in a crowded restaurant and have my cock stimulated. I completely forgot about the food, just concentrating on her playful foot. 

"Try not to make it so obvious," Liz tutted. 

But it was already too late. A warm rush filled me and I released a torrent of cum. For the second time in one day, I came in my pants. 

"Wait, did you just..."

"Yep."

After that, the rest of the dinner was a rush. Half an hour later, I practically carried her up the steps to her place and threw her on the bed.

I tore away her clothes like a hungry lion and dove between her legs. I shoved my tongue deep inside of her, lapping away at her adulterous juices.

"Wow, what's gotten into you?" she rasped.

Like a man on a mission, I didn't stop to answer. I nuzzled and nibbled her most sensitive bits until I actually had her moaning and squealing just like I heard through the wall. That only spurred me on to even greater accolades.

"Wow, oh God, wow," Liz panted after her orgasm.

Emerging from her temple, I pushed down my pants and climbed between her legs. We made out while making love. Deep, sensuous strokes that felt so damn good to me but I knew that to her it was nothing. Her hole had felt the presence of an enormous black cock and that was all she could think about it.

Nevertheless, I finished inside of her. A powerful climax that made me forget it all for just a brief moment and experience the power of my manhood.

"I fucking love you so much," I whispered in her ear and kissed her neck.

To my great surprise, Liz started crying. Big tears rolled down her cheek. She threw her arm around me and pulled me close.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"I did... something... awful..." she sobbed.

I brushed the hair away from her forehead. "It's okay."

"No... it's... not... I... cheated... on... you..."

"I know, Liz. I don't care. I love you."

"You... know?" she gasped and the shock seemed to still her tears.

"Yeah. I was in the apartment earlier and I overheard you and DeAngelo going at it."

"Oh no!" she cried out and made to get up but I put a hand on her shoulder.

"I heard the way you cried out for his big cock."

"I'm so, so, so, so sorry."

"You sounded so happy. Tell me, did you enjoy it?"

"Of course not. It was a stupid mistake."

"Please, Liz. Don't lie to me again. Tell me the truth. Did you like his big cock?"

She was quiet for a long time before she answered, "Yes."

"I want to see you fuck him."

"What? Are you crazy?"

"Apparently. Yeah. I've never heard you scream with so much pleasure. I haven't been able to stop thinking about it."

"You are crazy."

"Crazy about you."

"I can't do this. I can't do this! What is wrong with you?" she said, starting to get angry.

"I don't know. I have no idea. Why did you cheat on me?"

"I called Emily from back in Greenfield because I wanted to know more about DeAngel and it turns out they actually used to date for a while. Well, not so much date as fuck. She told me how it was the most incredible summer of her entire life until he moved to Springfield. She described it for me, the way it feels to have someone that big inside of you. She talked about it for hours and I realized I never felt any of those things when I was with other guys. Not even close. That's why I had to try. I just wanted to know what I was missing out on."

"And?"

"And it was even better than she said. I'm so sorry."

"I'm sorry that I didn't know how unsatisfied you were."

"I wasn't! I was... no, I am happy with you. In other ways."

"But not sex."

"No, I don't think so."

"Then you'll just have to keep sleeping with other men."

"But—"

"And I want to see it."

"But—"

"How else is our relationship going to work from now on?" I asked.

That was a question neither of us knew the answer to. Liz rolled to the side, contemplative. I stared at the ceiling.

It was the end of our relationship. I knew that. She knew that. There was no way to ever go back to what we once had. I took a deep breath and let that sink in. 

That didn't have to mean it was over between us. It was a transition to something new. Perhaps even something better.

After a very long time of quiet reflection, Liz rolled back to look at me. 

"Do you really want to see me have sex with DeAngelo?"

"Yes."

"This is crazy," she muttered again.



7.
The doorbell rang. "I'll get it," I said quickly and jumped out of the couch. DeAngelo lowered the volume on the TV a bit. It was our weekly movie night, though we hadn't started just yet. True Lies — my choice.

"Hi," Liz said when I opened the door. She looked amazing, wearing exactly what I requested. A tight, form-fitting dress that wasn't too long and really showed off her ass. Stockings and heels. 

"Wow, you look fucking amazing. One-hundred percent bangable," I remarked in a low voice.

"You still want to go through with this?"

"Yeah," I said and let her in.

"So this is the famous movie night, huh?" Liz remarked to DeAngelo.

"Yup," he replied curtly but I didn't miss the hungry stare he shot at her cleavage.

"Looks kinda lame. You don't even have popcorn," Liz commented, slipping out of her shoes and putting her purse down.

"Uhh... you were supposed to bring popcorn, hon," I said. "Remember? The guest always brings a gift?"

"I was?" Liz feigned.

"Yeah."

"I think we still have microwaveable popcorn," DeAngelo said, barely able to take his eyes off of Liz' ass.

"Nope. We're all out. That's why I wanted her to bring it. Damn it. I want everything to be perfect for your first movie night. I'll just run to the store real quick and buy some."

"Dude, I'm pretty sure we still have some. Did you check the top shelf?"

"Pretty sure that's gone."

"I'll check," DeAngelo said and got out of the couch.

"No, don't bother. I'll just get some real quick." I grabbed the keys from the console and jingled them, opened the door, and closed it with a loud bang.

Carefully, I crept back down the hallway to my room. DeAngelo's back was to me as he rummaged around in the cabinet over the fridge. Liz shot me a smile. I slipped inside my room and very quietly swung the door until there was just a crack still open.

"Huh. Could have sworn we still had some," DeAngelo grunted.

"Guess we'll have to start without him," Liz said seductively. She sat down on the couch's backrest, propping herself up so her chest was prominently on display.

With me gone, DeAngelo didn't hide his lustful gaze. He sidled up to her and squeezed her breast, which got me hard as a diamond. But while his body language definitely indicated he wanted to fuck her, he seemed to hesitate. "This isn't a good idea. Trevor won't be gone for long."

"You better not lose any time, then," she teased him. She reached for his jeans and deftly undid his zipper.

"Wait, you're serious?"

"Of course, my big, black stud," she said, fishing his cock out of his pants, balls and all.

It was massive. Absolutely gargantuan. I felt butterflies in my stomach when I saw that powerful penis in my girlfriend's hands. She needed both hands to do it while I could only use three fingers to jerk off.

I grabbed the pillow from my bed and tossed it on the ground. My pants were down and my eyes were back at the crack just in time to see Liz wrapping her lips around his port wine colored glans.

"Jesus, that's good," DeAngelo sighed and rolled back his head.

It was a miracle that she was somehow able to fit it into her mouth. She put on a show for me, trying to take all of it in. It was an impossible task. She came back up, spluttering, drooling all over his onyx shaft.

Not slowing down one bit, she licked her way down the cock and gingerly suckled on his testicles. The penis towered over her like a magnificent statue. It was longer than her head. Hell, it was probably longer than her forearm. Thicker, too.

Outside, someone came up the stairs. Shoes clicked on the marble floor.

"Fuck, I think he's coming back," DeAngelo yelled. He tried to push Liz off but she just kept going, bobbing up and down, dragging her lips over his sensitive tip. "Liz, dude!"

"Don't be such a wuss," she giggled. The footsteps passed. 

"Oh God, that was a rush," DeAngelo said and let out a long breath.

"You're right. He could be back any second."

"Damn, now is the time you pick to stop?" he complained, gesturing at his swollen erection.

"I didn't say that," she laughed and wrapped her fingers just underneath his glans. She hopped off the backrest and led him around to the other side, where she pushed him back onto the cushion.

Liz pulled up the sides of her dress, revealing her garter belt. She wasn't wearing any underwear. DeAngelo's eyes went wide. "You're insane."

"Insanely horny," she purred. "I only agreed to this silly movie night because I was hoping the two of us could fuck. I don't care if he walks through that door right this second, I'm not gonna stop until I drain every last drop of cum out of your dick, is that understood?"

"Oh fuck, yeah," he acknowledged, sounding awed.

Then it happened. Liz knelt on the couch, one knee beside his thighs, and straddled his cock. I thought that might be harder, that the sheer size of him meant it would be difficult to enter her hole, but she just positioned the tip at her entrance and it slid right in.

I started jerking as hard as I could, watching the pole disappear inch after inch inside of my girlfriend's vagina. It was intoxicating. I blew my load and barely even noticed. Cum splattered against my door.

"Oh yes!" Liz cried out, slowly sliding up and down on his shaft.

"Not so loud," DeAngelo hissed.

The shape of her labia molding itself to his manhood was exquisite. I wished I had a camera to record every little detail. She grabbed her buttcheeks and spread them and I silently thanked her.

"Why not? Let the whole world hear what we're doing!" she called out even louder. "DO YOU HEAR THAT, WORLD? I LOVE BLACK COCK MORE THAN I LOVE MY—mmmfmfm!"

DeAngelo clapped his hand over her mouth. "You're gonna get us killed."

Liz responded by rhythmically riding. She put her whole body into it, like a magnificent dancer. She kneaded her breasts. He let go of her.

"BLACK COCK!" she roared loudly and started laughing.

"God damn it," DeAngelo barked. He put one hand at her lower back and leaned forward. With his other, he swept the coffee table empty. He deposited Liz on the sturdy tabletop and fell on top of her.

With both of his hands braced on the table, he was in control. He started fucking her, ramming his entire body down with every thrust. 

The laughter quickly turned to moans. Sharp, high-pitched moans that sounded almost like squeaks as if she were a squeeze toy and he just kept pressing her.

"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh," she went on and on.

It wasn't part of the plan and that made it even hotter. Our plan was to draw it out. Torture him a little with the thought that I could return any second. Make him sweat.

But he was power-drilling Liz harder than anything I've ever seen. She wrapped her legs around his back and aided his powerful pumps by ramming her body up against his cock. I heard the slap of their bodies colliding and the wet schlicking of his cock penetrating her. I could practically feel the intensity radiating outward.

"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, oh god, oh god, oh fucking god fuck mother-loving-fucking-oh-Jesus-fuck yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, YES, YES! OH GOD, YEEEEES!" Liz screamed her lungs out.

I came while she climaxing. A hot jolt of wonderful bliss rocked my body and I lost balance, slamming my head into the doorframe. Neither of them noticed.

DeAngelo slowed down abruptly. He pressed down on her body and started kissing her. A few small thrusts of his butt, followed by a low, guttural grunt.

I couldn't see it but I knew that he was pumping his seed inside of her. My chest constricted and I felt that visceral stab of envy, knowing that I could never, ever be the man he was. Even though I just came, I managed to squeeze out another, slightly weaker, climax.

But the show wasn't over yet. As soon as DeAngelo raised himself, Liz sprang into action. She scrambled to her knees and turned her, pointing her ass right at me.

"You still haven't had enough?" DeAngelo groaned.

"You don't expect me to go without a taste, do you?" she replied, coy as ever, and wrapped her lips around his softening cock.

But all I saw was her perfect peach pussy lips, red and swollen. Wet trails ran down her inner thigh and stockings. Milky white cum dripped out of her, splashing on the coffee table. She squeezed and contracted, pushing more and more out of her. 

As much as I wanted to jerk off again, I couldn't. My dick hurt and sweat rolled down my brow. I took a long breath and closed my eyes. 



8.
"Damn, what a mess," Liz giggled when she was finally done with him. "You better hurry and clean up a little while I fix this."

"Yes," DeAngelo acquiesced quickly and darted into the bathroom.

My room needed some tidying up too but that would have to wait. The lower part of the door, the carpet, and the cushion were drenched in cum. I didn't even know it was possible for one person to produce that much. Had it really been just three cumshots? 

The bathroom door clicked shut and I made my move. I grabbed the box of microwaveable popcorn off the nightstand and very quietly extricated from the apartment. Liz was scrubbing at the coffee table with a roll of paper towels in her hand. She looked up and flashed me a conspiratorial grin. Then she stuck out her tongue.

As I waited in the hallway, my upstairs neighbor Terry passed by. We chatted briefly and he complained about how some drunk had puked in the hallway earlier. Fortunately, he was so upset at that, he never asked me what I was doing.

After the agreed-upon three minutes passed, I stuck my key in the door and swung it open with gusto, realizing I never actually put on shoes. DeAngelo sat on the couch, one foot up on the coffee table, beer in hand. Everything was back to where it was supposed to be, except the stack of magazines had moved a few inches, now covering the probable wet spot.

"Sorry it took so long," I mumbled, confidently striding in the kitchen. The entire place reeked of sex. "One of the registers broke and the line was so damn long."

"No—" DeAngelo attempted to say but it only came out as a squeak. He cleared his throat. "No worries."

I moved to the microwave, tore open the box, and pulled out one of the satchels. "Where's Liz?" I asked over my shoulder.

"Bathroom."

With the microwave humming, I headed for the hallway. 

"Uh, you want a beer or something?" DeAngelo called out, sounding almost panicked. He sat up halfway on the couch, terrified that I was about to discover what they just did.

"Nah, I'm good," I said and went in the bathroom.

Liz sat on the rim of the bathtub, dabbing at her stockings with a wet towel. The dress laid on the ground, leaving her in just garter belt and satin bra. Her legs were spread wide open. She looked up and smiled.

Without saying a word, I went down on my knees in front of her and pressed my mouth to her pussy. It was warm and pungent. I inhaled the aroma of adultery and shoved my tongue inside of her.

Most of it was already gone but I tasted DeAngelo's cum inside of her. A salty, kinda soapy taste. I lapped it up as best as I could.

"Wow," Liz whispered quietly. 

Time was of the essence. She had plenty of foreplay already so the moment I had my fill, I pounced on her clit until she pressed her legs tightly against the side of my head and I felt her tremble. Apart from her ragged breathing, she made no noise.

The microwave beeped. That was my signal. I came up for air and then planted a quick kiss on her lips.

"That was fucking amazing," I said.

"So you liked it?"

"Never seen anything better. Did you?"

"Yeah. It was kinda hot. Are you going to tell him?"

"Not today. We can talk about it later in detail but I think he's waiting for us."

"Okay. You go on ahead, I really need to pee. And wash your mouth, you have cum on your cheeks."

After wiping my face with a towel, I went back to the living room. DeAngelo stood in the kitchen, filling a bowl with delicious smelling popcorn. I saw him in a completely new light. For the first time in my life, I looked at a guy who I knew what a massive cock between his legs and I didn't feel envious.

No, I was happy. I wanted to throw my arms around him and hug him. He wasn't a threat to my manhood any longer. No, he had already obliterated that in so many ways. Now he was the guy who made my girlfriend — and myself — happy.

"You okay?" he asked, looking at me funny.

"Yeah. Just can't wait to finally watch this movie. Liz has never seen it."

"Wow, it's a classic," he said, still eyeing me apprehensively.

"I've heard of it, just never gotten around to doing it," Liz announced, returning from the bathroom. She looked immaculate. The dress fit perfectly, accentuating all the right shapes. Her hair was brushed back in place.

We settled into the couch with Liz in the middle. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and kissed her briefly. 

"This is going to be amazing," I remarked.

"I'm looking forward to it," Liz agreed.

We looked at each other and grinned.



Epilogue
The parking lot of the Elektra nightclub was lit in bright hues of blue and purple, spilling over from the glaring neon sign out front. The heavy bass throbbed in my chest. I cranked back the passenger side seat of my car a little more so that I was just able to peek out the window, which was rolled down an inch. I had a light blanket covering my body. Warm summer evening air and the sound of crickets.

The back door of the club opened and two figures stumbled out. Liz, pulling along a tall, bulky man. It wasn't who I had expected. He towered over her like a skyscraper. Bald head, dark skin, built like a weightlifter. 

She threw her arm around his neck and pulled herself up on his body for a kiss. He grabbed her left cheek with his massive hand and squeezed it. The summer dress rode halfway up her thigh, showing off her wonderful legs.

"Ooh, you're so strong," she squealed in delight. 

"And you're a slut," he rumbled.

"No, I'm not!" she pouted. "Would a slut do this?" she asked and shoved her hand down the front of his pants.

"Straight to the point, huh?" the man chuckled. 

"I told you, it's my last night of freedom before I get hitched."

"Then I'll make sure you remember it," he laughed and picked her as if she were as light as a feather. 

Stumbling and kissing, they approached. Liz subtly guided him to the car next to mine. It was a sleek sports car with a low, flat hood. He set her down and unbuckled his pants.

Liz turned her head and shot me a grin. Excitement glimmered in her eyes. She reached into her purse and pulled out a condom. The man fished his cock out. It wasn't as long as DeAngelo's but it was fatter. 

"Jesus, you're wet," he commented, pulling the condom on.

"Black cocks turn me on."

"That all you care about? That I'm black?"

"Yeah," she taunted him. "You're nothing but a sex toy to me. A dumb, horny brute who can't resist the allure of my cunt. Is that a problem?"

"Only if I wanted to marry you."

"Are you stalling, Mr. Penis-haver? I want you to fuck me, not give me a preview of my wedding night," she said and spread her legs.

"God, you are a slut," he said, grinning, and moved to stand between her legs.

I had made a silent promise to pace myself but when that big hulk grabbed Liz's legs and pushed his fat cock inside of her, I couldn't help it. I blasted a warm load all over my stomach.

"Ohh, that's good," she sighed.

"Damn, you're tight," he grunted.

"You just need to go harder!"

"I don't want to hurt you."

"You're gonna hurt my feelings if you hold back."

"Slut."

"Oh yes, I'm a slut," she murmured. "And sluts need to be fucked harder."

The man obliged. The suspension of the car started creaking. The wet, sloppy sounds of sex were audible over the distant music. Liz slid up and down on the hood with every thrust.

He grabbed her under the knee and folded her legs back until her knees touched the metal. Her eyes went wide at suddenly being pinned down but she only let out a sharp gasp, nothing more. 

The guy made it look so easy — as if it were the most natural thing in the world to bed a woman in a parking lot. As if he had done it a hundred times. Maybe he had and Liz was nothing more than number hundred-and-one.

To me, he was number three. DeAngelo was the first. Markus was second. He was always flirting with her at the gym but until now, she never gave him a second glance. They had fucked in the locker room and made a video for me. 

We decided that it would be hotter not to tell them. DeAngelo still didn't know that I knew even though they were having sex like rabbits right under my nose. 

"Oh yeah, ohhhh yeah," Liz roared while her legs trembled. She turned her head to look at me.

When I looked at the two of them, I wasn't seeing just him and her. I saw the rest of my together with her. There'd be far more than three or even five or ten. Dozens? Hundreds?

I could just about imagine it, walking down the streets of Springfield, hand in hand with my beautiful wife. A guy would come along and spot her fine ass and all I could do was watch as he bent her over, lifted up her dress, and fucked her right in front of me.

I came twice more, imagining all the creative ways she would come up to cuckold me.

"So why're you marrying this guy, anyway?" the man asked after he blew his load in the condom.

"He's rich," she replied nonchalantly.

The man just chuckled, shaking his head. "Slut."

They chit-chatted for a bit longer and she got his number but once the deed was done, she seemed intent on getting rid of him. 

Once he was back inside the bar, she opened the door of my car and climbed onto my lap. 

"Ew, the blanket is all wet," she giggled.

"Yes. I bet you can guess why."

"Does that mean you enjoyed the show?"

"Very much," I said and kissed her. "Did you?"

"Oh, absolutely!" she beamed. "You have no idea how amazing it is to get fucked by such a big cock. It's completely out of this world. I mean no offense to you or anything but I had no idea how good sex could feel until I had my first black cock. I think I want to try something else, next. Post an ad on the internet or something and find someone who has an even bigger dick than him. I don't care who it is, I just want to know how it feels to be stretched so much you think you're gonna burst."

"Who was that guy, anyway? I thought we agreed on that guy with the football jersey."

"Yeah, but it turns out he's gay. So I snagged Charles instead."

"Oh. How'd you manage that?"

"It was pretty straightforward. I just flashed around this" —she held up her left hand where a thin, silver band glimmered around her ring finger— "and fluttered my eyelashes and he was the one that came running."

It was a sterling silver engagement ring. It had been expensive but she's worth it.

"He's right, that is very slutty."

"Yeah, well... uh, I got nothing."

"You got me."

"Yes. My dear, rich husband who can't satisfy me," she giggled and kissed the tip of my nose, then my mouth. "I love you."

"I love you, too."
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