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 The Making of a Cuck Star 
 
    1. 
 
    With eyes as big as saucers Phillip watched his wife bend over to grab the Wilson Pro Staff tennis racquet off the floor.   
 
    "Damn Catherine!" he said, still staring at her perfectly shaped backside. 
 
    "What?" she muttered. 
 
    "Nice ass." 
 
    Catherine laughed.  "Stop it!" 
 
    "I will not," Phillip said adamantly.  "I like what I see.  I really like it!  Any chance you want to fool around some?" 
 
    Catherine straightened back up, tossing her long, silky, dark hair over her shoulders.  "No you silly boy!  Of course not!  You know I'm already late for tennis!" 
 
    Phillip frowned. 
 
    Catherine was still wearing her office clothes.  The outfit was smart and chic.  Her legs were muscled, sleek, and tan, shown off by a short skirt and low-heeled sandals.  Her sleeveless top had a scooped neck, like a tank top, and a matching cardigan which had been knotted loosely around her neck before she had removed it.  
 
    Phillip had an analytical mind. Deductive reasoning was his forte.  So he concluded, with what he felt was a fair degree of accuracy, that it was unlikely that he would be able to watch his wife undress without some sort of physical relief. 
 
    "Please!  Come on baby, it'll only take a few minutes!" 
 
    She looked at him with a quizzical expression.  Walking towards the dresser, she playfully swatted her husband on the arm.  "Yeah, you don't have to remind me!" 
 
    Phillip laughed along with his wife, not wanting her to see how much the comment had actually hurt him. 
 
    "I'm sorry," Catherine said.  "But I really am late for my tennis date with Emma.  She's already texted me a thousand times today, reminding me not to be late!" 
 
    Following a frustrated sigh, Phillip fell back onto the bed, stared up at the ceiling.   
 
    Their Manhattan condominium was small, but charming.  The whole place was basically just two bedrooms, a small living room, balcony, and sleek kitchen.  But the building was ideally located and had some of the best security, which was very important to Catherine.  Still, Phillip's father liked to remind his son that for the price they'd paid for such a small place in Manhattan, they could have gone to Connecticut and bought a 6-bedroom house. 
 
    With his eyes tracking the movements of a ceiling fan, Phillip said, "You know what that asshole actually said today?" 
 
    "What asshole?" Catherine said. 
 
    "Vick!" 
 
    Vick was a black guy who worked in Phillip's office.   
 
    Phillip didn't care that Vick was black.  He just didn't like working with someone who could be so arrogant and full of shit.  Vick Johnson was quite possibly the most self-absorbed person in the world —constantly talking about all the money he made and all the different women he had sex with.   
 
    Even worse, Vick had recently gotten into amateur bodybuilding.  He was always referring to his body as a temple.  Vick was thirty-four years old and at least six and a half feet tall.  His skin was dark as night; and his head was shaved and shiny bald.  He'd always been in good shape, but now he really had a powerful physique with immensely broad shoulders, slab-like pecs rippling and corded, sharply cut abs, arms bulging with swollen muscles and veins, a trim waist, and gigantic thighs. 
 
    Nor did Vick ever miss an opportunity to criticize Phillip's diet and lack of exercise.  Indeed one of Vick's favorite things to do was to walk up and push his finger into Phillip's soft midsection, chuckle, and say something like, "Aren't you supposed to giggle, Pillsbury Doughboy?" 
 
    "Oh," said Catherine, "I thought you liked Vick.  You said you guys got along." 
 
    "I put up with Vick," Phillip corrected, rolling his eyes.  "That doesn't actually mean I like the guy." 
 
    "Now I see." 
 
    "Anyway, that's not the point.  The point is that the motherfucker actually asked me if I wanted to make a porno with you and him.  Seriously?  Who the fuck says that shit?  He's one sick fuck!" 
 
    "What do you mean?" Catherine said, needing a few more moments for her brain to catch up.  "Wait, he wanted to have a three-way?" 
 
    Phillip closed his eyes, trying to remind himself why he even brought this up in the first place.  "Yeah, something like that, I guess." 
 
    There was a long pause as Phillip lay on the bed, watching the predictable pattern of the ceiling fan, listening to his wife open and shut dresser drawers.   
 
    By now Phillip figured the topic of conversation had exhausted itself. 
 
    But he was wrong. 
 
    "Well, what did Vick say exactly?" Catherine asked.  Then she quickly added, "I mean, not that I'm curious.  I, um, just want to know how far away from him I have to stay when I come to see you at the office again." 
 
    Phillip wasn't sure how to answer this.  He debated whether or not it was necessary to get into all the details.  But when he sat up, saw his wife's expectant face awaiting his answer, he got flustered and found himself blurting out, "He wanted to make this thing called a cuckold video." 
 
    Catherine laughed again, removing her clothes so that now she was standing stark naked.  "Oh, one of those.  That's funny." 
 
    "Wait, you know what that is?" 
 
    She nodded without making eye contact.  "A cuck?" 
 
    Phillip flinched at the word.  "Yeah.  You know what that is?" 
 
    She grabbed a pair of small white panties and slid them up her long and slender legs.  Then she found a lacey Victoria's secret bra and reached behind her back to fasten it.  Wearing only her panties and bra, which were both very white, she looked unbelievably feminine.  "A cuckold?  Of course I do!" 
 
    "Since when?" 
 
    Taking a look in the mirror, she snapped the elastic waistband of her panties into place, ran her hands down the sides of her flared hips.  "I don't know, honey, it's 2017.  You do realize I have access to the Internet also?" 
 
    "Catherine, I didn't even know what a cuckold was..."  
 
    She cut her husband off. 
 
    Then she spoke in a voice that was crisp, bright, and cheerful —as if she was proudly rattling off an answer for her favorite professor.  "A cuckold relationship: it's a relationship where the wife is called a hotwife.  She goes around dating and sometimes having sexual relations with other men.  Sometimes her husband gets to watch.  Sometimes he doesn't." 
 
    Phillip laughed despite himself. 
 
    Truthfully, he felt weird listening to his wife talk about the subject.  She had a sudden air of assertiveness which caused him to inwardly shrink.  Was he getting the sense that becoming a hotwife was something Catherine actually might want?  That his wife was ripe for a foray into some untapped sexual fantasies?  Or was he simply being too paranoid?  Was Catherine still the same pure-of-heart woman he'd always known?   
 
    Just then Catherine walked past the bed again.  Her tennis skirt was sitting on a chair against the wall.  Phillip reached as if he was going to touch her waist, but withdrew.   
 
    A moment later and Catherine was dressed for the occasion.  She was wearing a short, pleated tennis skirt, a taut pink Polo shirt, white ankle socks, and white shoes.  The skirt was short enough that when she bent over all the way one was rewarded with a glimpse of the bottom of her butt cheeks.   
 
    "Dear?" 
 
    "Yes Catherine?" 
 
    "Are you trying to tell me something?" 
 
    "Like what?" 
 
    "You know..." she said, gesturing with her hands.  "I mean, if there is something you want to tell me, you should just tell me." 
 
    Phillip suddenly understood.  Consequently his cheeks flushed and he looked in the other direction.  "No!  No, no, no!  That's not what I meant at all, honey!" 
 
    Suddenly Catherine was standing right in front of her husband.  Looking down at him, she placed a finger underneath his chin, lifting it until their eyes met.   
 
    "I know you have cuckold fantasies.  I've seen the videos and pictures on your computer.  So, dear, if that's what you're hedging about, it doesn't matter.   You're still my husband." 
 
    Phillip hung his head, not believing that the words had actually been spoken out loud. 
 
    It was true though.   
 
    For almost two years now he'd been getting turned on by thoughts of being a cuckold.  It started with some pictures of cuckolds watching their wives with other men.  (Those first pictures were part of a gallery that was supposed to be just MILFs!  Which meant that he wasn't even searching for that stuff!  At least, he wasn't searching for that stuff at first...)  Then he found some cuckold movies.  Then he started reading cuckold stories; which weirdly led to imagining himself as the cuckold! 
 
    It was all very confusing and all very humiliating for Phillip. 
 
    And the last thing in the world he ever wanted was to hear his beautiful wife discuss her husband's sick desires.   
 
    "It's okay," Catherine said, her voice soft and full of understanding.  "I know." 
 
    Phillip looked at his wife for several long moments.  Then he opened his mouth to speak, but actual words were impossible. 
 
    "Dear, Phillip, I just wished that you would have said something to me earlier.  You know that I don't like secrets.  I think that keeping secrets is what causes couples to break up." 
 
    Finally, after several more excruciating moments, Phillip found the power to communicate verbally once again.  "... It was just a dumb..." 
 
    "Fantasy?" 
 
    He shook his head.  "To be clear, I don't actually want to see you with another man.  That would kill me, Catherine!  I love you too much!" 
 
    Catherine's pretty face brightened.  She placed both of her hands around her husband's neck and leaned down for a long, passionate kiss.  "I love you too, silly boy!  That's what I'm saying!  That's why it kills me to know that you feel it necessary to hide certain things about yourself." 
 
    "I'm... sorry." 
 
    "Don't be.  This could be a good thing." 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "It could be fun, maybe." 
 
    Then, for the next several minutes, the couple talked about how much they loved each other and how they promised to never lie to one another.  Catherine said she understood that the cuckolding thing was just a fantasy of her husband's.  She promised to never bring it up outside the bedroom as long as he promised to be open about what he found sexy.  Then she asked him if it was okay to call him a cuck when they were in the bedroom.  Together.  Alone.  Phillip said that sometimes it would be okay, but he didn't want to make it a regular thing between then. 
 
    "Oh dern!  Look at the time!  Emma is going to freak out and kill me!" 
 
    "You sure you don't want to stay in tonight?" Phillip said, narrowing his eyes at his gorgeous wife.    
 
    "Trust me, I wish I could, honey.  My little cuck-husband!  Guys aren't the only ones who get horny." 
 
    "I like that talk," Phillip said, smiling smugly. 
 
    "Ah, is my little cuck getting a little too excited?" Catherine said, eyes widening as she reached for the small bulge at the front of her husband's slacks.  
 
    "Baby... please don't go." 
 
    "Maybe when I get back we can play," she said.  "In the meantime, you better hope that I don't get hit on by one of the tennis pros!  Those guys are always checking out my little ass!  Why do you think I wear such short skirts?" 
 
    Phillip groaned.  He couldn't believe that this was actually happening.  Just hearing his wife's voice suggest such a scenario almost made him shoot in his boxers!  It was incredible! 
 
    "Or maybe Emma's brother will be there?" Catherine said, sticking her finger in her mouth while she contemplated the possibility.  "You know he played football in college.  I always wanted to try it with a football player.  I always wanted to try it with a big guy." 
 
    Again, Phillip groaned.  His little stiffy seemed like it was about to burst at any second. 
 
    "Or, maybe I'll run into Vick.  After all, he's already offered.  Dear, do you really think it's true about black guys?  Do you really think that they have bigger penises?" 
 
    Phillip was still in such a state of shock that he didn't even care that his penis had grown completely stiff while his wife joked about fucking his nemesis.  A quick moment later she was laughing and walking out the door with her tennis racquet.  She made him promise to wait there until she got back.  She made him promise to not masturbate until she got back. 
 
    "Sure, of course, dear," Phillip said.  "I promise." 
 
    However, as soon as he heard the door slam shut, he booted up his laptop, logged onto one of his favorite cuckold websites.  To his utter delight, three brand-new amateur movies had been uploaded.  In all three of them there was a white couple and a black man.  Apparently black bulls were quite popular these days. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    2. 
 
    The next day, when Phillip went to work, he couldn't even look Vick in the eyes.   
 
    Phillip was deeply mortified. 
 
    Until this point, Phillip had always maintained a 'mental wall' between his 'sick perversions' and his 'real life.'  But last night that necessary partition had started to erode. Openly discussing his cuckold fantasies with Catherine had been one of the most  difficult things he'd ever done.  But it was also one of the most erotic nights of his life.   
 
    As soon as Catherine left for tennis, Phillip couldn't stop touching himself.  He found himself becoming obsessed with the images of large black men having sex with beautiful white women.  The contrast of their bodies was so amazing.  Phillip hadn't felt such a sexual frenzy since he had been a teenager.  Just thinking about the wonderful possibilities of interracial sex caused his imagination to run rampant, flitting here and there, ricocheting off the walls of Carnal Delights like a  horsefly made crazy by the heat.   
 
    The best videos were the ones where the white woman physically resembled Catherine.  It seemed that no matter how many times he touched himself, Phillip's balls (which weren't very large) kept producing just enough man-milk for one more hand job.     
 
    "You okay, buddy?" 
 
    Vick's voice drew Phillip from his daze.  When Phillip realized what Vick had said, he looked around and saw the massively built black man sitting a few feet away, arms crossed, a curious expression on his face. 
 
    "Yeah, sure," Phillip said weakly.  "Just a little tired." 
 
    Vick grinned.  "Probably because your diet is shit, man.  You better watch out.  Heart disease is the number one killer!" 
 
    "Yeah, thanks, I know that already," Phillip mumbled. 
 
    "But then again, if you're gone..." Vick said, scratching the bottom of his chin.  "...that sexy wife of yours will be ripe for the picking... so on second thought, keep eating those cheeseburgers, man!" 
 
    Vick broke out into a huge fit of laughter and slapped  Phillip on the shoulders so hard that there was still a bruise when Phillip got home and took off his shirt. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    3. 
 
    For someone who came from such a conservative family, Catherine considered herself to be quite liberal.   
 
    But even she had been a little surprised the first time she'd looked at her husband's Internet history.  Funnily enough, she had been looking for any signs of marital infidelity.  According to news reports, someone had hacked a dating website which catered to people looking to cheat on their spouses.  Catherine couldn’t help but see if Phillip had been one of those people.  Obviously, she had  never expected to find all those cuckold videos.  
 
    Her first reaction was to  close the laptop and try and forget her discovery.  But every time Phillip walked into the room, Catherine found herself wondering if he'd been indulging in his disgusting fantasies again.  Even worse, she started to question his mental state when they were making love.  Was her husband truly in the moment?  Or was he having sex with her while simultaneously imagining her being seduced and penetrated by another man?   
 
    And why were there so many black men in those videos? 
 
    Why black men? 
 
    That part had really surprised Catherine.  She didn't think of herself or Phillip as racist, but her husband had never given the slightest inclination that he was turned on by sex between white women and black men.  And yet, there were countless files on his personal computer which spoke otherwise.  
 
    Last night had erased all of her doubts.   
 
    When she came home from tennis, she found her husband sitting in front of his computer again.  Right away she could tell that he was only pretending to read his email.  To her, Phillip looked a little tired and more than a little guilty.  She guessed that he'd been looking at those cuckold movies again.   
 
    Nonetheless, there was still wetness between her legs and she decided to initiate some sexplay.   
 
    Catherine started by grabbing  her husband's little bulge —which was soft at first— and started to tell him how a bunch of black guys standing outside the Starbucks kept commenting on her tennis outfit.   
 
    "Really?  That happened tonight, Catherine?" 
 
    "I'm afraid so," she said, squeezing her grip lightly, and then continuing her story. 
 
    Weirdly enough, the scenario had actually happened before in real life.  But now Catherine wanted to see how aroused she could get her husband.  So she started to embellish the tale by describing how one of the black guys —the biggest, meanest, nastiest-looking one— dragged her into the alleyway where she submitted to him willfully.   
 
    Getting aroused herself, she told her husband how first she gave the beastly black man her mouth.  Then she let him bend her over, while he fucked her against the brick wall, yanking her ponytail back, cumming inside her, before wiping off his massive black cock on her small pleated tennis skirt.  
 
    "Did he wear a condom at least?" 
 
    "No dear, he didn't wear a condom." 
 
    "Why the fuck not?!?" 
 
    Catherine said she begged the black guy not to cum inside her, but he wouldn't listen.  Then she apologized to her husband, but said that unfortunately her pussy was still full of the black man's cum —that it was still leaking down her legs...    
 
    "I'm so sorry, baby.  I'm so sorry that the black man shot all his cum inside me.  Things just got out of hand.  That black dick just felt sooooo damn good." 
 
    Knowing that his wife was  indulging in pure fantasy, Phillip gulped and grinned.  "It's okay, Catherine.  As long as you're safe.  Did he hurt you?" 
 
    "Yeah, sort of," she said, a mischievous glint in her eyes.  "He pounded my little pussy pretty hard.  He was so big and muscular.  I felt like a ragdoll." 
 
    "Was he bigger than me?" 
 
    "His cock?" she said, trying to hide the smile on her face. 
 
    "Yeah." 
 
    "I'm afraid so.  He kept telling me how tight I was.  He said that's why he likes white pussy, because we're always so tight." 
 
    "Damn!  The brute!" 
 
    "Some of his friends were watching us.  That was the worst part." 
 
    Phillip shook his head. "Yeah, I bet they would want to see that." 
 
    "No, the worst part was when he started to cum inside me.  I was so mortified, but there was nothing I could do.  Honestly, baby!" 
 
    "I believe you, honey." 
 
    "I mean," she said, "my knees were so weak and I couldn't catch my breath.  I started shaking as I felt all that warm, sticky fluid fill me up.  It was terrible, honey!  I'm so glad that you weren't there to see it actually happen." 
 
    "What else happened?" Phillip asked, encouraging his wife's unexpected talent for crafting steamy narratives. 
 
    "Well," she said, "after he was done, a bunch of his 'homies' wanted me to suck their dicks too." 
 
    "Were they black?" 
 
    "Very black!" 
 
    "Did you suck their dicks, Catherine?" 
 
    "Do you really want to know, honey?" she said, burying her face into her hands for effect. 
 
    Phillip nodded eagerly. 
 
    As she told her husband this make-believe story, Catherine's nipples turned rock hard and her face a dark shade of pink.  The ache between her legs was growing and she wondered at the confused feelings she was having.  Phillip too was turned on.  In one of her hands she  felt his member become almost painfully hard.  They pressed their bodies together and they started kissing wildly and sloppily.  Catherine made her husband eat her out first, which he did with more gusto than ever before.  It was so delightful, so intoxicating.  Then, after they made love on the bed, Catherine and Phillip both lay silently, in the dark room, looking deeply into each other's eyes.   
 
    It was bizarre to think that a fetish could actually bring two people closer together. 
 
   


  
 


 
    4. 
 
    Each year the company Phillip worked for gave a party for all the employees.  Previously Phillip had always been unable to make these corporate shindigs but this year his boss had made several hints that it would be in Phillip's best professional interest if he at least make a cameo.  This did not leave Phillip in a very good mood. 
 
    "I just don't want to be there all night," Phillip said, already dressed and sitting on the bed.  "I see those people enough already." 
 
    "Don't worry, dear." 
 
    "I'm not worried, Catherine." 
 
    "You sound worried." 
 
    "Are you ready yet?" 
 
    Catherine, as always, had spent a lot of time preparing for the evening.  After a long and leisurely shower, there were numerous wardrobe changes.  And the last outfit that Catherine had tried on was a black ankle length skirt, split up the side almost to the waist, with a loose fitting top.  The top had long sleeves and showed a lot of cleavage and shoulders. She matched it with black lace high-cut French panties, a strapless lace pushup bra, black stilettos, and thigh-high black stockings, and a black garter belt.  Catherine thought she looked good in it; and her husband completely agreed.  If anything, she looked almost too good. 
 
    "Too good? What does that even mean?" Catherine said, staring at the mirror, scratching her head. 
 
    "Well, you look pretty stunning," he said, knowing that he needed to choose his words carefully here.  "You always do, of course.  And I love how that outfit shows off your breasts and legs." 
 
    She interrupted her husband.  "But?" 
 
    "But I just don't want to give some of the guys at work the wrong impression," Phillip said, forcing himself to ignore the elephant in the room: the big, black elephant who had recently started competing as an amateur bodybuilder... 
 
    "Is that a fact?" Catherine said.   
 
    Her sharp green eyes beamed with penetrating intelligence as she looked down, studied her husband's facial expression. 
 
    "By the way," she said, "will most of your co-workers be there tonight?" 
 
    Phillip glanced at her again.  His wife was still in front of the mirror, using both hands to push her breasts up even higher than before.  Suddenly an image flashed in Phillip's head of  Vick standing behind Catherine, holding her full white breasts in his dirty black hands.  But Phillip knew that he was in dangerous territory —mixing the fantasy world with the real world.  It was one thing to pretend to be a cuck, but it was quite another thing to actually suffer the mortal embarrassment of the real experience. 
 
    "I guess so," he said.  "Why do you ask?" 
 
    "Just curious," she said rather casually. 
 
    "Oh." 
 
    Then, as if reading his mind, Catherine said, "Do you think Vick will be there?" 
 
    "Don't even think about it!" Phillip said, heading for the door.   
 
    By the time they were in the car together, Phillip had lapsed into a moody silence, which Catherine tried to ignore by playing with the radio stations. 
 
    It was a long drive. 
 
    The office party was held at one of the big downtown hotels.  Thanks to the horrible traffic, Phillip and Catherine were one of the last couples to arrive.  Already the liquor was flowing and the DJ had everyone dancing to a frenzied beat.  Phillip was surprised by the vibe in the room.  He had expected a fairly stuffy affair with more sobriety and much less dancing.   
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    5. 
 
    By 1 A.M. the party was just starting to come to an end.  There were still a lot of people but most of the women who worked in the office had already left.  And many of the men seemed to be dangerously close to being overly intoxicated.  Phillip was too drunk to drive and he knew that he would have to leave his car at the hotel, which unfortunately meant paying for a cab —but then again, it was sort of worth it since the night had gone better than he'd ever imagined. 
 
    Two things. 
 
    The first was that there was no sight of Vick.  Which was perfect.  Vick was probably too busy shopping for steroid needles and comparing his body to other near-naked muscle men.  Ha!  
 
    The second thing was that Phillip had found that it took exactly 6 vodka tonics to remove his debilitating fear of dancing in public.   
 
    Usually it was his wife who had to beg and plead to get her husband to dance with her.  But tonight was different.  It was easy to get lost in the lights and throb of music.  Phillip would toss back another drink and then drag Catherine into the throng of dancers —putting his hands on her hips and pulling her close.  She smelled and looked so amazing tonight.  He allowed his hands to roam down her back, pulling her breasts into his chest so that her nipples were hard as diamonds as they poked through her top.   
 
    It helped knowing that many of Phillip's co-workers were just as drunk as Phillip was.  At one point he pulled Catherine into a dark corner and they started kissing each other in a long, slow, sensual manner that lasted an entire dance song!   
 
    Then the song ended and Catherine led her husband to their table. 
 
    "Are you having a good time, honey?" 
 
    Phillip was already reaching for another drink.  In the highball glass there was a thin black straw that he carelessly threw onto the table.  Then he finished the entire drink in one massive gulp.   "Hell yeah I'm having a great time!" 
 
    "Me too," Catherine said, beaming at her husband.  "Can I confess something to you?" 
 
    His cheeks had turned red from the alcohol.  "Sure baby." 
 
    "I thought tonight was going to be sort of boring.  But I was wrong.  You surprised me baby.  And you really surprised me with your dancing too!" 
 
    "I told you," Phillip said, laughing.  "Baby, I got all the moves!  John Travolta has nothing on me!" 
 
    They both started laughing, carefree and drunk. 
 
    Then one of Phillip's co-workers approached the table.  He was a middle-aged man —pudgy and balding in the front— who'd shown up tonight without a date.  Phillip could tell by how badly the other man slurred his words that he was a little drunk when he asked if he could dance with Catherine for a couple of songs. 
 
    Catherine smiled benevolently at the unattractive man before turning back to her husband for permission. 
 
    "Sure," Phillip said, already eyeballing another drink.  "Go have some fun, honey.  I don't see the problem with that.  Just don't forget about the horse that brought you to the race!" 
 
    "Okay my stallion," she said flirtatiously, getting up and walking back to the dance floor with her new dance partner. 
 
    Phillip felt a strong sense of pride as he watched his wife's ass wiggle away.  She looked spectacular —by far one of the most attractive women at the party.  Phillip could tell by the glances he was getting from his co-workers that they were starting to see him in a different light.  He could tell that they were jealous.  And he liked it. 
 
    Phillip had another drink and then went to the bathroom. 
 
    He came back to the table and started looking for Catherine again.  He finally spotted her across the big, crowded room.  The surprise was that his wife was now surrounded by four older men in suits.  The men were in their 40's and 50's and appeared to be very drunk.  Since they weren't actually touching Catherine (just stupidly dancing around) Phillip decided not to get angry.   
 
    Instead he fetched another drink, went back to the table, and enjoyed the show. 
 
    The older men were still dancing with Catherine. 
 
    Phillip didn't recognize their faces, but knew that they were probably executives, many levels above his own pay grade.  Phillip's cock was hard as a fucking rock as he imagined his sexy wife removing her clothes for these older men who held authority over him.   
 
    Then Phillip fetched another drink and went back to the table. 
 
    To his utter dismay, Catherine was dancing alone now.  The older men had obviously got too tired and probably realized that they didn't have a shot with such a hot young thing as Catherine.  She was smiling, raising her arms up straight as her hips swayed to the hypnotic bass of the music. 
 
    Catherine seemed to be paying particular attention to the strobe lights above when another figure stepped into the picture. 
 
    He was a large, dark, wide-shouldered man who wore slacks and a silky button-up shirt. 
 
    Phillip's jaw hit the floor.  "What the fuck!" 
 
    Without saying a single word, Vick Johnson put his large hands on Catherine's hips and pulled her into him.  At first they were dancing face-to-face with Catherine's head barely reaching the tall man's shoulders.  Unlike Catherine's other dance partners, Vick kept his hands on her hips the whole time.  Vick was a good dancer and Catherine didn't seem to mind about all the body contact.  It probably didn't hurt that she was so tipsy.  She put her hands up on his big shoulders, occasionally looking up to make eye contact with her dance partner.  The song ended and they kept dancing when another song started.    
 
    Phillip continued sitting there, watching the couple move together on the dance floor.  Anger and curiosity warred inside him. 
 
    About five minutes later the DJ started playing a rap song which encouraged "all the ladies out there" to "bend over and shake that money maker!" 
 
    Phillip, feeling tipsy as ever, watched as about half a dozen women on the floor started to dance in such a provocative manner.  The fact that all of these women were white surprised Phillip.  He might have expected to see this type of scene in a 'black club' but seeing a bunch of professional white women bending over, sticking their asses out in simulated sex, while their dance partners started grinding their crotches against them was almost surreal.  Such was the power of alcohol! 
 
    But even more shocking was seeing Catherine start to copy the other women.   
 
    Phillip couldn't believe his eyes! 
 
    His beautiful wife was well-educated, sensitive, gentle, and had impeccable tastes when it came to things like classical music, wine, and fashion trends.  Which is why it was so bizarre to see her bending forward, with her butt stuck up in the air, like some bitch-in-heat trying to attract an alpha male dog.   
 
    And Vick Johnson was obviously more than willing to oblige the classy white woman. 
 
    The music was thumping, beating, incessant.  The lyrics kept encouraging the women to bend over and shake their butts for the men. 
 
    The whole room had a very tribal feel. 
 
    Phillip was getting turned on.  He couldn't help it.   He pulled his cell phone out and started to record what he was watching.  He knew that he was uncomfortable now, but later on, in the safety of his own bedroom, this footage would be priceless.  He doubted whether or not he would ever get the chance to see Catherine dance with a black man, much less in such an animalistic way.    
 
    He wasn't worried about Vick either.  After all, it would be Phillip who took Catherine home and fucked her tonight.  Vick would probably just go home alone and end up jerking off to the memory of Phillip's sexy wife.  What a loser! 
 
    Then the DJ started playing a slow song and at least half the people on the dance floor went back to their tables.  But Catherine and Vick didn't.  They continued dancing together. 
 
    For a while Vick held Catherine so that her perfectly shaped, plump ass continued rubbing against his cock.  But halfway through the song she managed to twist her hips around so that they were facing each other again.   
 
    By now Phillip had moved in for a closer look.  He didn't want anyone to see him recording his wife and Vick, so he pretended to be texting on his cell phone while he expertly angled the camera lens.   
 
    The couple must have felt invisible in the dark room because the next thing Phillip saw was Vick reach behind Catherine and get too big handfuls of her ass.  He kept his hands on her backside and their eyes locked.   
 
    Phillip couldn't believe what he was seeing.  His cock was throbbing and he thought he couldn't wait to get home and fuck his wife.  She looked so good dancing with Vick.  Phillip loved how their bodies contrasted each other in terms of size and skin color.  Catherine had never looked more feminine than she did  while standing next to the hulking frame of Vick, his big black hands firmly squeezing her butt the whole time. 
 
    Several minutes later Phillip was sitting at his table again when he saw Catherine and Vick approaching. 
 
    "Guess who I found!" Catherine said.  "Is my drink still here?" 
 
    Phillip nodded to a highball glass with some pink-colored liquid.  "Hey, Vick.  You made it, huh?" 
 
    Without taking his eyes off Catherine while she bent over the table to grab her drink, said, "Shit yeah, man.  Wouldn't miss it for the world.  By the way.  You didn't tell me that your wife was such a good dancer!  She can really move that caboose!" 
 
    Catherine straightened, smiled, and punched Vick on the arm.   
 
    "What?" he said with mock naiveté. 
 
    She started shaking her hand.  "Damn, I nearly broke my hand!  Do you have a steel suit on underneath that shirt, or what?" 
 
    Phillip, wishing just to get back home with his wife and cell phone footage, said, "Come on, Cat.  It's getting late.  I already called us a cab." 
 
    She squinted at her husband.  "A cab?" 
 
    He nodded.  "They should be here any moment.  Tomorrow we can just drive back." 
 
    Catherine, clearly feeling the effects of the alcohol, threw her head back and laughed.  "Fuck a cab!" 
 
    Phillip shook his head. "Safety first, dear." 
 
    "Hey guys," Vick said, his crafty eyes narrowing for a quick second.  "If you guys need a ride, I think I might be able to help you out.  I'm sober as a church mouse.  And my Lexus is parked right outside." 
 
   


  
 


 
    6. 
 
    It wasn't until all three of them were climbing into the Lexus that Vick suggested they stop by his condo so that he could give Catherine some free nutritional supplements.   
 
    It was a two-door coupe and Phillip had to squeeze his body to fit into the backseat because he chivalrously wanted his wife to be as comfortable as possible.  When he heard that they would be making a detour, he objected from the backseat, but just then Vick cranked up the radio so that the car suddenly filled with music blasting through the speakers while Catherine continued laughing the way she did when she got a little tipsy. 
 
    At least Vick didn't live in a shitty part of town.   
 
    His place was around the same size as Phillip’s, but it seemed bigger since there was only one occupant.  Even Phillip couldn't help but to feel impressed.  It was exactly the sort of place that he would have liked to own if he had been a single guy living the bachelor life.  There were leather couches, expensive rugs, a fully stocked bar, expensive artwork, and a 9th story balcony with a panoramic view of the cityscape below. 
 
    Vick had surprisingly good tastes. 
 
    Later, after the trio came back inside, Vick insisted on making everyone some drinks. 
 
    "Appreciate that," Phillip said, "but we really need to get home." 
 
    Catherine gave her husband a funny look. 
 
    "Bullshit!" Vick said, grinning ear to ear.  "It's not even 3 A.M." 
 
    After that things started to get a bit blurry. 
 
    A few minutes later Phillip was sitting on one of the leather couches, holding a fresh drink, watching as Vick turned on some music.  Then Catherine walked back into the room, having just used the bathroom.  She grabbed the drink out of Phillip's hands, took a small sip, gave it back to him, and started dancing alone by the speakers.   
 
    "You're a good dancer, Catherine." 
 
    It took Phillip a few seconds to realize that the compliment had come from Vick, who was standing a few feet away.  He'd already taken off his dress shirt so that the only thing he wore was his slacks and tank top which was stretched over the coal-black skin of his well-muscled body.   
 
    "Thanks," she said, dancing and laughing, "you are too." 
 
    "Hey, aren't we supposed to be picking up some nutritional stuff and then leaving?" Phillip said. 
 
    But nobody else in the room seemed to hear him. 
 
    Vick went over and started dancing with Catherine again.  It wasn't rap music, but something slow and erotic.  The music had a hypnotic effect on Catherine who closed her eyes, leaned back, while Vick wrapped his huge tree-trunk-like arms around her waist.   
 
    "Alright, that's enough.  Don't get any big ideas, buddy.  That's my wife, after all!" 
 
    Again, nobody else in the room seemed to hear Phillip. 
 
    He grinned a drunken grin, took another sip from his glass, closed his eyes, and listened to the throbbing music. 
 
    Phillip's eyes popped open when he heard the wet sounds.  Catherine and Vick were kissing, eyes closed, exchanging saliva as they freely allowed their tongues to explore each other's mouth.  Catherine had her head tilted to the side while Vick reached around her and held both of her ass cheeks in his hands. 
 
    For a quick second Phillip was too stunned to say anything or move.  He felt paralyzed and outraged at the same time.  He realized that this was not what he wanted at all.  It was one thing to fantasize about seeing his wife with another man.  And it was one thing to watch his wife dance with another man in a public venue.  But it was quite another thing to see her engaged in such an intimate embrace —as if she was actually married to Vick and Phillip was just the dorky white guy who happened to be the third wheel.   
 
    "WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU GUYS DOING!" he said, his voice harsh and raspy from all the alcohol that night.   
 
    Keeping his hands on Catherine's ass, Vick slowly turned his head and gave the much smaller man a sly grin.  "Easy little buddy.  Me and your wife are just hanging out." 
 
    "HANGING OUT?!?  YOU'RE ..." Phillip was too distraught to string along any more words. 
 
    "Just relax, little buddy," Vick said, patting Catherine's curvy ass a few times before turning to face her husband, who continued to fume on the couch. 
 
    Phillip felt the fire of indignation spread throughout his head, causing his face to become even redder than it was before.  But before he could say another word, his eyes saw something which instantly burned an image in his mind.  All the kissing and grinding with Catherine had caused Vick's cock to visibly stiffen in his slacks.  Since the other man's crotch was basically eye level with Phillip, there was almost no way to not look at it too.  It was enormous!  For Phillip, it was even a bit scary. 
 
    Forcing himself to look away from the monstrous bulge in Vick's pants, Phillip looked up at his wife with pleading eyes.  "Catherine?  Why?" 
 
    "Mmmm Hmmm..." she replied, walking towards the couch and sitting down next to her husband. 
 
    Phillip tried to say something, but the words broke down in his throat. 
 
    Catherine looked down at his crotch and smiled sweetly.  "Looks like someone is getting happy." 
 
    Then, to her husband's great surprise, she reached over, placing her hand on his now throbbing cock, and started to stroke it through the fabric.  "Do you like that honey?" 
 
    Phillip groaned, but then shook his head.  "What are you doing?  Not here, honey.  I don't think this is a good idea." 
 
    "Okay you two!" Vick said in a deep, thundering voice.  "Smile for the camera!" 
 
    Phillip was still looking down with disbelief as his wife played with the erection that tented the front of his pants.  When he looked up at Vick, Phillip was shocked to see the glass lens of a digital video camera.   Vick was recording this! 
 
    "No..." Phillip protested, placing his hand on his wife's wrist, but finding that he lacked the resolve to actually do anything.  Instead he allowed Catherine to keep on stroking his member. 
 
    When Catherine saw the camera —which was pointed downward, mercilessly capturing the sordid little scene only a few feet away— she only smiled and gave the camera a little wave. 
 
    Vick laughed.  "Look at you two!  You guys are like fucking movie stars!" 
 
    Phillip knew that this couldn't continue.  He knew that he'd already allowed this night to get out of control.  But as he tried to find the willpower to stand up, he felt his wife's tongue slide down his earlobe and along his neck, nibbling as she went.  Jolts of pleasure shot through his body.  Next Catherine's soft full lips brushed against his lower lip. 
 
    "I love you," she said.  "Baby, I want you to enjoy this." 
 
    "I love you too," was all that he could think to say. 
 
    Finally she had unzipped his pants and was wrapping her fingers around the flesh of his penis.  The alcohol had numbed him considerably, but there were still enough erotic sensations to keep him from budging an inch. 
 
    Phillip knew that he couldn’t resist any longer. 
 
    He felt his wife grab one of his hands.  Her knees parted and Phillip felt his wife guide him underneath her skirt.  Phillip had already forgotten entirely about the fact that Vick was standing in the room, recording this with a video camera.  Phillip was too focused on his beautiful, sexy, hot wife.  She wanted him to feel how wet her panties had gotten.  Already her panties were soaked and Phillip pushed her panties to the side, sliding his index finger between her swollen lips. 
 
    "I want you," Catherine said, her hot breath against his neck as she continued to breathe heavily.  "I want you so fucking bad baby." 
 
    Their lips met again. 
 
    He found her pulsing clit and ran his fingertip about before moving his finger lower inside her.  Catherine gasped.  She was in ecstasy as she hiked her black skirt up to her waist and straddled her husband. 
 
    "I love you, baby." 
 
    "I love you too, Catherine." 
 
    "I want you so bad.  I want you to fuck me so hard." 
 
    Phillip interlaced his fingers with Catherine's fingers and felt her start to sink onto his swollen meat.  She was breathing even harder and quickly pulled her top over her head so that now her full breasts were directly in Phillip's face.   
 
    "Make me cum," she said.  "Pleeeeaaaasssseee.  I need to cum, baby." 
 
    Phillip smiled, kissed her, licked her throat.  She was still wearing her lacey black bra and he put his mouth over one of her breasts, trying to find the hidden nipple, which was standing upright beneath the bra.  She started bouncing up and down on his lap, riding him, as he used his tongue to tweak one of her erect nipples.   
 
    But much to his surprise, Phillip realized that something was wrong. 
 
    At first he tried to ignore the problem, but after a while his confusion gave way to frustration.  He wanted to stop, to take a second to investigate the problem.  Then Catherine suddenly froze on his lap, looking down at her husband with puzzlement and genuine concern. 
 
    "What's wrong, baby?" she said. 
 
    "Nothing, nothing is wrong," he snapped. 
 
    "Don't you like this?" 
 
    "Yeah, of course I do." 
 
    "Then how come you're not —" 
 
    She stopped before she could finish the sentence, not wanting to actually say the word. 
 
    Phillip pushed his wife off his lap and looked down at his penis which was soft and numb.  He knew that it was probably the alcohol, but that still didn't take the sting out of the embarrassment. 
 
    "Just give me a second," he said, breathing heavily while trying to jerk his flaccid member back to life.  
 
    "Do you want me to help?" his wife said.  "Do you want me to do anything?" 
 
    "No!" he said, getting angry.   
 
    Phillip didn't give up.  But all of his efforts seemed to have the opposite effect.  The humiliation was causing his penis to shrink even more.  Eventually most of it had retreated back into his scrotum, so that only the tiny pink head was visible. 
 
    "Hey Catherine, I got one you can hold.  Just while you're waiting for Big Phillip to get hard again." 
 
    Phillip and Catherine turned their heads at the same time.   
 
    Vick was completely naked except for a pair of brown boots.  All that hard work in the gym had given him a body to rival a god or a comic book hero.  Everything about him was big and rock hard.  But his most noticeable body part wasn't something he could work on in the gym.  The huge monster dangling between his legs was uncut, thick, heavily veined, extremely black, and had to be almost 9 inches despite not being hard. 
 
    "Kiss it!" the black man ordered. 
 
    For a second Phillip was afraid that Vick was talking to him.  He was almost relieved when he saw Catherine reach her hand out while licking her lips.   
 
    "Well hello there mister," she said, actually addressing Vick's cock as if it was a separate person.  "Well, um, I guess the whole myth is true..." 
 
    "What myth?" Vick said, proudly crossing his arms over his gigantic rippling chest muscles. 
 
    "You know," Catherine said, raising her eyebrows and giggling. 
 
    Vick looked down at the tipsy white woman, giving her his most impassive stare.  "Tell me." 
 
    Catherine started grinning and laughing as nervously as a school girl.  "Um, you know.  That black men have big dicks." 
 
    Vick shook his head dismissively.  "White boys have dicks.  Phillip has a dick.  A dick is that small little pink thing between his white legs.  See?" 
 
    To Phillip's embarrassment, Catherine glanced down at his lap.  His penis was no bigger than a mini Vienna sausage.  She frowned. 
 
    "See what I mean?" said Vick.  
 
    Catherine started giggling some more.  She looked back up at Vick, grinning.  "Well, it does the job!" 
 
    Vick stepped even closer so that Catherine's head was the exact same height of his crotch.  "We'll see about that.  Go ahead, touch it.  I know you want to.  I could tell in the dance club that you're curious about a guy my size." 
 
    Adrenaline pumped through Phillip's veins as he watched Catherine wrap her hands around the dark base of Vick's cock.  The contrast between their skin colors was so incredible that it almost didn't look real.  Catherine gasped in surprise when she felt it start to come alive in her hand. 
 
    "Kiss it," Vick said again. 
 
    Phillip started to give a weak objection, but he was too surprised and exhausted and confused to put up much a fight.  He didn't tell his wife to suck Vick's cock.  But he definitely didn't tell her to not suck it either. 
 
    "Don't make me have to tell you again," Vick said.  "I don't have time for games.  Now open those fucking sexy lips!" 
 
    Catherine drew in a deep breath before leaning forward with her mouth open.  
 
    Phillip couldn't believe what he was looking at.  There was something almost grotesque and nightmarish about seeing his wife's beautiful European face next to such a dark-skinned dong.  
 
    Obediently, she started kissing the bulbous head, and along the shaft until all the big veins looked like they would burst like pipelines.  But just when it looked like she was finally going to let Vick into her mouth, she would hesitate, pull back, and wrinkle her little nose. 
 
    "Here," Vick said, pushing one of his fingers into her mouth.  "Try one of these first." 
 
    As he directed, Catherine began sucking on his long, dark middle finger, moistening the digit that was at least as big as her husband's penis.  With his free hand, Vick started guiding her by the back of the head.  He waited until she had closed her eyes and started to get lost with her finger sucking —before he substituted his finger with the end of his cock. 
 
    It was a seamless transition.  Catherine took the black cock into her mouth and started to suck it as enthusiastically as she had sucked his finger.  The big black cock was too big for her to get into her mouth at one time, but she kept trying, fighting to get her pert nose as close as possible to the dark patch of pubic hairs below his waist. 
 
    "That's nice, suck on that fucking black log," Vick encouraged, recording Catherine's head as she bobbed back and forth, sometimes chocking on his cock.  "Most women get turned on by sucking off a big cock.  It makes them feel sexy and feminine." 
 
    Phillip was watching, silently, when he realized that Vick was actually addressing him.  "What?  Oh, yeah, I guess that makes sense." 
 
    "It doesn't mean that she loves you any less," Vick said, taking his cock out of Catherine's mouth, and playfully smacking her in the face a few times.  "But I can give her certain things that you can't.  That's all." 
 
    Phillip tried to laugh, but it came out too thin and awkward; and he went back to quietly watching his wife give one of the nastiest blowjobs he'd ever seen. 
 
    After a short while, Vick pulled his cock out of Catherine's mouth and handed her the digital camera. 
 
    He wanted her to lay down on her back and hold the camera up to her face so that she could capture her own expression at the exact moment she felt Vick stretch her out. 
 
    "I actually don't know about that," Catherine said.  "I don't want to end up on some website." 
 
    "Shit, me neither," Vick said.  "Naw, this video is just for me and you and Phillip.  Just us three.  You look so sexy.  You look even sexier though with some black dick in you.  Ain't that right Phillip?" 
 
    Catherine was removing her clothes already when she looked over at her husband. 
 
    Phillip looked pretty miserable while sitting on the couch, but he certainly didn't object to what was going on. 
 
    Vick trained the camera lens on the whiteboy.  "Say hello to all your fans, Phillip!  What's it feel like to finally be living one of your fantasies?" 
 
    "How did you know?" Catherine said. 
 
    Vick turned back to the naked white woman and grinned an evil grin.  "Just a guess." 
 
    Then he waited for Catherine to lay down on the carpet and spread her legs.  He held the camera from above before handing the device for her to hold. 
 
    The entire frame was of Catherine's soft, angelic face.  Her skin was so unblemished and so white.  Her eyes were so green.  Her silky hair was fanned out against the pillow behind her head.   
 
    "Okay baby, you ready to get fucked?  You ready to take your very first big cock?" 
 
    The camera shook a little as Catherine nodded her head nervously.   
 
    "Damn this black cock looks so good just laying against your white pussy," Vick said.  "I love it!" 
 
    Then the camera captured the moment that Vick's enormous purplish head pushed through the outer folds of Catherine's tight little snatch.   
 
    Catherine’s green eyes widened and her face flushed.  She bit the meaty part of her lower lip and started to wiggle underneath the weight of this large, athletic, masculine man.  She wasn't sure if she had enough strength in her skinny arms to keep the camera posed above her. 
 
    "Aggghhhh!  Oooohhhh, aaagggh!" Catherine said. 
 
    Phillip (who'd been purposefully looking away) jerked his head over to see his wife struggling to keep the camera above her head while Vick's massive buttocks flexed and held.  Vick's cock was so wide, and Catherine's channel was so relatively narrow, that Catherine seemed to be actually in a fair amount of pain.  Phillip wasn't sure what to say or do.  She certainly had never had such a difficult time accommodating him! 
 
    Presently, it was hard to tell whether or not his wife was in some serious pain, or in the throes of ecstasy.  Perhaps it was a little bit of both. 
 
    "Damn baby, are you a virgin, or what?" Vick said.   
 
    Catherine began breathing like she was taking a Lamaze class. 
 
    Vick frowned.  Getting his cock inside the white woman wasn't as easy as Vick had expected. He looked down at the sight of his swollen black shaft lined up with her pink slit.  All he wanted was to loosen her up enough so that they could really start fucking.  But this pussy had to be some of the tightest pussy he'd ever had —which wasn't that surprising considering how 'big' her 'man' was. 
 
    For her part, Catherine was doing her best to get him inside her.   
 
    She began wriggling in earnest, knowing that eventually the combination of his pre-cum and her natural juices would start to lubricate the process.  
 
    "Fuck me, Vick.  Fuck me, please, please baby!" 
 
    "You want that cock?" 
 
    "Oh yes, I do, Vick!  I love your cock!" 
 
    "You tired of little dicks, baby?  You want to try a real man's cock?" 
 
    "God yes!" 
 
    "I love this white pussy." 
 
    "I love this black cock." 
 
    "Fuck yeah you do, baby!  I can tell.  You were made to get fucked by big black cocks!" 
 
     Yes, on the one hand Vick's massive cock caused a type of pain she'd never experienced before.  But on the other hand, Catherine had never wanted someone to be inside her so badly.  She barely knew the man —but there was something about his raw masculinity that turned her on.  The fact that her husband was allowing this to happen made the whole scene even hotter. 
 
    "Baby?" she whimpered. 
 
    Vick was looking down, transfixed by the sight of his cock disappearing into her small, pink lips.  He'd managed to get almost half of his length inside her by now. "Yes baby?" 
 
    Catherine looked up at her new lover and said, "My arms are shaking.  I can't hold the camera any longer." 
 
    Then Vick ordered Phillip to take the camera from his wife.  When Phillip sat back down on the couch Vick got angry and told him to start moving around so that he could record the fucking from different angles.  Phillip complied, but first made a point of pulling his pants back up.   
 
     Vick started kissing Catherine softly on the lips; at the same time reaching under her to squeeze the shapely globes of her ass.  She whimpered some more as he pulled her into him so that now they were sitting up, her legs splayed on either side of his lap.  Vick kept fucking her like that for several minutes.  The whole time the couple was exchanging wet, sloppy kisses and one of Vick's dark hands reached around so that he could stick a finger into Catherine's asshole.   
 
    To Phillip's great surprise, she didn't object, but merely moaned out in pleasure. 
 
    With her beautiful head on his shoulder, Vick stood up, taking her with him, so that now Catherine had her slender legs wrapped around the waist.  For someone as strong as Vick, holding Catherine upright was no problem at all.  
 
    With their tongues swirled together, Catherine had her hands on his shoulders, her painted fingernails digging into the ebony flesh, while his big black hands rested under her white ass.  When Catherine realized that she was about to cum, she cursed several times, before biting down onto one of Vick's shoulders. 
 
    "Baby... I'm cumming, baby," she said, her eyes rolled back into her head.  "I'm going to cum. I've never been fucked like this." 
 
    "Cum for me baby," Vick said.  "I'm going to make that white pussy come all over this big negro dick!" 
 
    "Fuuuccckk....." 
 
    Holding her smooth, round ass in his hands, Vick smiled and said, "I'm going to cum too, this pussy is so fucking tight!  I'm going to cum right inside you!" 
 
    For a few minutes there was only the wet sound of bodies slapping against each other while Vick continued to fuck Catherine while standing up.    
 
    Phillip held the camera so that he could see Vick's massive cock as Catherine continued to bounce up and down on it.  Now you could see his cock.  Now you couldn't see his cock.  Now you could see his cock.  Now you couldn't see it. 
 
    Suddenly Catherine had gone completely quiet and completely stiff in Vick's arms.  Phillip knew what this meant.  It meant he was watching his wife have an orgasm —an orgasm with another man. 
 
    Finally it was Vick's turn.   "Oh fuck...yeah...I'm going to cum hard... Oh, God, here it comes... AAAAAHHHHH....." 
 
     With a loud, throaty grunt and a final, deep stroke, he pulled Catherine's pussy down onto his exploding cock as hard as he could.  Shot after shot spurted from him, each spasm sending a tremendous wave of pleasure through his body as he filled her up inside.   
 
    Holding her smooth, warm ass against him, the convulsions of his orgasm seemed to go on forever, and he could still feel Catherine's velvety pussy channel spasming around him while her own orgasm subsided.   
 
    He gently placed her on the couch, keeping his thick cock inside her.   
 
    When he finally pulled his pulsing prick out there was a loud sucking sound and then Catherine's pussy started leaking a gooey trail of hot, sticky cum.  The juices continued to flow from her slit, down her pale thighs, and onto the couch.  The couch was imported, Italian, and cost nearly $5,000.  But Vick wasn't too worried since he'd make double that from the DVD sales alone.   
 
    Vick smiled at the thought, taking a moment to play with Catherine's badly swollen pussy lips which were covered in his cream.   She had a big, lusty smile on her face —and Vick knew that he would have to fuck this sexy white wife many more times; that his fanbase would insist on seeming them try every position possible. 
 
    Then, in a moment of wicked inspiration, he turned to his co-worker and said, "Hey man, hey Phillip!  Are you hungry?" 
 
    THE END 
 
   


  
 

 Always Bet on Black 
 
    1. 
 
    Keyshawn raised the back of his hand high in the air and waited for the whiteboy to answer. 
 
    Desperately trying to not freak out, Gary Reece started looking around for some help.  However there was none to be found.  In more than one way: Gary was out of luck. 
 
    "Well?" Keyshawn said, losing patience with every passing second.  "I'm still waiting for an answer.  I want my money!  When are you going to pay me?" 
 
    They were in the bad part of town, the part of town where people as white as Gary should never go, especially after dark.  But this is where Keyshawn had told him to meet him, so that they could discuss Gary's inability to pay high-stakes betting tabs. 
 
    Now Gary swallowed.  "I don't know," he replied.  "Soon." 
 
    "Soon?" Keyshawn growled, an evil look in his eye. 
 
    "Yeah, I'll be able to pay you back soon, Keyshawn.  I promise.  Trust me, man." 
 
    One of Keyshawn's flat nostrils snarled disdainfully.  "Trust you?" 
 
    Gary pleaded, "... I just need a little more time to —" 
 
    Unfortunately, Gary wasn't given the opportunity to finish his sentence.  The back of Keyshawn’s hand found the meaty part of Gary's face; and the hapless white man was sent stumbling back several feet.   
 
    "You hit me!" Gary said, dumfounded.  "You actually hit me, man!" 
 
    "Naw," Keyshawn said.  "I didn't hit you.  Don't get it twisted, whiteboy.  I bitch smacked you.  I bitch smacked you because you keep acting like a little bitch!" 
 
    Gary noticed that his lip was bleeding.  He couldn't believe that things were getting out of hand so quickly.  An immediate rush of adrenaline entered his bloodstream and he heard his heart pounding away in his ears as he looked up again. 
 
    Keyshawn wore a very clean wife beater.  His jeans were baggy and low enough on his slim hips to show off his boxer shorts.  Gary wasn't accustomed to seeing Keyshawn dressed this way.  Keyshawn worked as a janitor in the downtown building where Gary's accounting firm rented the seventh floor.  Now Keyshawn stood in the dark alleyway, silent, glaring at the white man's motionless form.  Gary could hear Keyshawn’s breath growling through his nostrils; could hear tension in his muscles, leaking the scent of power.  Keyshawn's dark eyes continued to stare at Gary, narrow and raw with wrath.   
 
    "You better find a way to get me my money, whiteboy.  I need to get paid.   You better start thinking real hard.  I'm sure you got something that's valuable." 
 
   


  
 


 
    2. 
 
    For the past thirty minutes, Heidi Reece had been looking for the perfect pair of panties.  There were so many choices.  She was starting to get really stressed out. 
 
    "Oh my God!" she said, clad in a little pink towel as she studied the contents of the top drawer in her dresser.  "I've got too many panties!  Too many bras!  How on earth do I choose which is the sexiest?" 
 
    There were probably almost two hundred pairs of panties there, many of them thongs, and most of them very sexy.   
 
    Heidi had always taken a lot of pride in her appearance.  Unabashedly, she was one of those girls who liked wearing sexy underwear because it made her feel sexy.  She also liked how much her husband, Gary, liked her wearing sexy underwear.  And being fit and wearing sexy clothes was the least she could do since she stayed home all day while Gary slaved a way in his big, imposing office building. 
 
    Picking up a skimpy white thong with a little red bow on the back, she mused happily, "I sure am glad that Gary is getting home soon.  I can't wait.  Guys aren't the only ones who get horny." 
 
    The next pair of panties Heidi found were pink with lots of ruffles.  She tried them on in front of her full-length mirror, thinking that the pink panties were quite appropriate since she often did feel like a princess.   
 
    In fact, ever since she'd been a little girl, she'd felt like a princess.  Her childhood bedroom had been mostly all pink.  In high school, the license plate of her Mazda Miata was Princess4Eva.  And after she graduated college, and after she married Gary, she insisted that she continually be treated as a princess by her husband.  And that was one of the reasons why she loved Gary so much —because he seemed to enjoy treating her like a princess as much as her father had.  So it was no big surprise then when Gary insisted that Heidi stay at home (and not enter the workforce) while they were trying to start a family.    
 
    That was almost five years ago. 
 
    Financially, Gary and Heidi could have afforded a baby already.  That's what Gary had said.  But they'd decided to wait a little until they could give their first born everything in the world.  But recently Heidi had grown warm to the idea.  Indeed she was starting to go a little "baby crazy."  So tonight, on the anniversary of their first official "date," she'd finally ask her husband to forgo using a condom.  
 
    Then the phone started ringing and Heidi picked it up after the third ring, and after a slight hesitant pause, her mother's sharp voice said, "Your sister just got engaged to a black." 
 
    "A black?" Heidi said. 
 
    "Yeah, a black guy.  Can you believe that?" 
 
    "What?  He's black?" Heidi said, still trying to get her mind around the fact that her Brie, her younger sister who had just recently turned 21, was engaged at all, much less to a black guy.  "He's really black?" 
 
    Her mother gave a harsh mock laugh.  "Oh yeah, he's black alright, he's about as black as they come.  He's as black as a fucking crow.  And here's the best part.  This black guy is also about twice Brie's age.  He's some forty year-old dude with three kids and an ex-wife.  Now tell me this.  What is your little sister seeing in him?  Tell me that!" 
 
    "I don't know, mom.  I honestly don't know," Heidi said, trying to form a mental image of the happy couple.   But the image was not very forthcoming so she moved on.  "I mean, is she happy?" 
 
    Her mother thought about it for a long moment.  "I guess she's happy.  You know Brie.  You've always been the older-responsible one and she's always been the younger-super-bubbly one." 
 
    "Yeah, I guess you're probably right." 
 
    "Anyway, how's Gary?  Is he still keeping it together?" 
 
    "I guess," Heidi said.  "No, Gary's great.  I'm so proud of what he's been doing at work.  You should hear about all the great things that have already happened at his new job.  He's really happy that we moved here.  Lots of great opportunities.  Gary's great." 
 
    "Hm," her mother said with a non-committal grunt.  "Well, I probably better be getting on.  We have this dinner party thing we're throwing tonight. Don't you wish you could be me?" 
 
    "Oh mom," Heidi said, rolling her pretty blue eyes. "I'm sure it's not that bad." 
 
    "Anyway, please just do me one small favor, my dear." 
 
    "Sure mom.  What is it?" 
 
    "Just stay with Gary.  Please stay with your husband.  The last thing I need is you hooking up with a black man too.  I mean, I don't think I could get over seeing both of my daughters walking around with big, full tummies; and knowing some black guys knocked both of them up.  First of all, they'd kick me out of the country club, for sure.  Secondly, I don't think I could really handle having two black babies for grandchildren." 
 
    "Just one black baby?" Heidi said, being a smartass." 
 
    "Alright smartass," her mother said.  "I'll talk to you soon, love ya!" 
 
    "Love ya' too mom!" 
 
    They hung up. 
 
    Then Heidi turned to the mirror again and decided that tonight required something a little special.  She removed her pink princess panties and disappeared into her large walk-in closet.  She was only gone for a second when she returned with a single hanger.   
 
    Upon the hanger was a black lace teddy.  She pulled the teddy off the hanger and slipped the light material over her head; adjusted the straps over her slender shoulders.  
 
    "Not bad, girl," she said, admiring her own reflection.  The material was so soft against her tan skin it made her feel even sexier than before.  She looked over her shoulder and saw that the teddy was seated high on her rear as it was designed to show off a woman's ass.  
 
    She walked back over to the dresser and found a pair of matching black lacey panties.  The back part wasn't a thong, but it might as well since it barely covered up much of her shapely backside.  She hooked her thumbs under the elastic waistband and snapped the sexy panties into place.  She liked how the tops of the panties were  covered in black lace; which seemed to really coordinate well with her teddy. 
 
    "Someone's getting lucky  tonight," Heidi said, poking her butt out at the mirror and giving a few playful wiggles.  "I can't wait until Gary gets home!  I can't wait to see his face!  And I definitely can't wait to feel what's like to have sex without a condom!" 
 
    Then Heidi went into the kitchen and poured herself a big glass of Chardonnay.  She didn't want to get drunk, just relaxed.  She could tell that tonight was going to be the most important night of her life. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    3. 
 
    An ancient cab with a busted headlight drove by and then everything was quiet.  Too quiet.  Dangerously quiet. 
 
    Gary's eyes quickly darted around the dank alleyway, landing on objects he could use for his defense: a rusty shovel, a 2x4, a broken broom handle.   
 
    "No," Keyshawn said.  "Don't even think about it, whiteboy." 
 
    A coldness dripped down Gary's body as he looked up at the angry black man.  "I wasn't." 
 
    Gary could literally feel the blood pulling back from his skin as he paled.  All this time he'd thought of Keyshawn-the-janitor as this harmless/low IQ guy.  But now he was starting to think it was all a show. 
 
    Keyshawn added, "You think I'm playing?  I ain't playing shit!" 
 
    Gary had been in one or two fights as a kid, but mostly he'd never been one for conflict.  Every impulse in his body was telling him to run, get out of this situation as soon as possible.  So taking a deep breath, he tried to do just that: run! 
 
    But Gary didn't get very far.  Just like that Keyshawn had caught Gary by the neck, thrown him down onto the hard pavement, and began peppering the white man with kicks to the abdomen. Over and over again. 
 
    "Stop kicking me, please!" Gary yelled in a rather unmanly way.  "Stop it!  Stop it!" 
 
    "Fuck you, whiteboy!" Keyshawn said.  "Where's my goddamn money!" 
 
    "I told you..." 
 
    "Speak up whiteboy!" 
 
    "I told you that I'm working on it, Keyshawn.  I'm just a little short, that's all." 
 
    "You're more than a little fucking short, whiteboy," Keyshawn said, getting more visibly upset by the moment.  "You fucking think that you can just make bets and not pay?  You think I'm a fucking punk?" 
 
    "A punk?  No!  Never Keyshawn!" 
 
    "Then why are you treating me like a punk, whiteboy?" 
 
    Gary could tell that he had dirt and oil all over his Polo shirt and khaki slacks.  Regardless of how tonight ended, his entire outfit was probably ruined.  "I’m not Keyshawn!" 
 
    "You're the punk, whiteboy!" 
 
    Gary remained silent.  Keyshawn had stopped kicking him, at least for the moment.  Maybe if Gary could just curl up and play dead then the mentally unstable black man would just leave him alone.  Maybe?  Then again, maybe not.  
 
    "Hey, goddammit!  Did you hear me, whiteboy?  I said you're the punk!" 
 
    Again Gary remained silent. 
 
    So to get his point across, Keyshawn bent down at the waist and backhanded Gary in the mouth again.  The force of the blow was tremendous.  It was even more than what Gary would have thought such a powerfully built man like Keyshawn was capable.  Gary yelled out, his voice high and squeaky.     
 
    Keyshawn straightened up, his menacing eyes still locked on Gary's pathetic carcass.  "Say it!  Say you're a punk!  I want to hear you fucking say the words out loud, whiteboy!" 
 
    Gary opened his mouth to speak, but just then he saw that  Keyshawn actually had his cell phone out, obviously recording every sordid moment of this terrible scene behind the shitty bar in the bad part of town.  How was this happening?  How was Gary actually in this situation?  He was so normal.  Except for the gambling, Gary was one of the most normal people Gary knew. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Gary, lost in his thoughts, didn't even see it coming this time.  Again the tip of Keyshawn’s size 14 Timberland boot found its way into the soft and cushy midsection of the white man.  Groaning, Gary kept his eyes shut,  too stunned to do anything other than whimper every now and then. 
 
    "Say it, whiteboy!  Say it before I have to get really nasty!" 
 
    Gary began to sniffle a little. 
 
    Keyshawn still had his cell phone out, pointing the camera lens at Gary's miserable face now.  "Do you want me to get nasty?  I can, boy!  You're the motherfucker who put me in this situation!  Say it!" 
 
    In a voice barely audible because of passing street traffic, Gary said, "I'm... a punk." 
 
    This put a surprisingly big smile on Keyshawn's face.  The sound of Gary actually saying the words seemed to simultaneously surprise and amuse the much larger black man.  Shit, Keyshawn thought.  A motherfucker would have to do a lot more before you ever hear something like that out of my mouth!  Shit!  These white dudes are weak as hell! 
 
    Then, Keyshawn had another thought.  He was just going to fuck around with Gary and maybe scare the shit out of Gary because he welshed on the bet.  Obviously Gary would pay him eventually.  But now Keyshawn was of a different mind.  He was starting to wonder how much he could get away with.  He was starting to think he could have a little fun tonight.  "What was that, whiteboy?  What did you say?"   
 
    "I'm... a punk," Gary mumbled again.    
 
    "Again!" 
 
    Gary looked up at the camera phone for a long time before saying another word.  It killed him to know that someone like Keyshawn would have evidence that this whole scene had ever occurred.  But it was easier than being beaten to death.   
 
    "I'm a punk..." 
 
    "Mr. Keyshawn!" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You can refer to me as Mr. Keyshawn.  Now say it, all of it!" 
 
    Gary couldn't believe that he was actually about to say it.  "I'm a punk, Mr. Keyshawn." 
 
    "Good, that's a good little bitch," Keyshawn said, moving the camera to try out several different angles.  "Tell me you're a coward and a bitch, whiteboy!" 
 
    By now there was no use trying to fight it.  Besides, perhaps if Keyshawn got the sense that Gary wasn't as embarrassed as he figured, all of this might stop very quickly.  "I'm a bitch and a coward, Mr. Keyshawn." 
 
    "I didn't say you're a bitch and a coward," Keyshawn yelled back, sounding legitimately angry.  "I said you were a coward and a bitch!" 
 
    "I am a coward and a bitch, Mr. Keyshawn!" 
 
    Keyshawn smiled.  "Do you know what a cuck is?" 
 
    Gary looked at the black man and nodded slowly.  "I've seen it on the Internet." 
 
    "What is it?  What's a cuck?" 
 
    Where was this going?  Apprehension overwhelmed Gary's mind, but nonetheless he found himself saying, "Um, I think it's a guy who likes seeing his wife with another man.  That's what I heard." 
 
    "That's right, whiteboy!"  Keyshawn moved a few feet so that Gary's entire quivering white face filled the screen.  "Tell me you're a fucking cuckboy!" 
 
    "But I'm not!" Gary yelled back, surprising even himself. 
 
    This proved a fatal flaw in strategy however because soon Gary found his entire face pressed against the rubber sole of Keyshawn’s oversized boot. 
 
    "Say it!" Keyshawn demanded, moving in to get a close view on Gary's face again. 
 
    His ears were still ringing so badly that he barely knew what he was saying.  "I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn.  I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn.  I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn!" 
 
    Five minutes later, Keyshawn was still laughing in the car as he watched the video clip, over and over.  Gary, AKA Cuckboy, was at the wheel.  After they pulled out of the parking lot, and onto the main street, Gary nervously glanced over.  "Mr. Keyshawn?  Sir?  Can I ask where we're supposed to be going now?" 
 
    Keyshawn was about to answer, but then burst into a fit of wild laughter after watching the clip of Gary's bloody, sad little face announcing to the world that he's a cuckboy.   
 
    "I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn.  I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn.  I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn!" 
 
    Keyshawn found this too hilarious, really.  Moreover, he wasn't the only one.  Less than five minutes ago he'd posted the video clip on You Tube and already there were over 2,000 hits! 
 
    "Sir?" Gary said. 
 
    "Yes cuckboy?  What is it?" Keyshawn snapped. 
 
    "Where am I driving us?" 
 
    "We're going to yo' house," Keyshawn said.  "I can't wait to show yo' wife dis video!" 
 
   


  
 


 
    4. 
 
    Gary parked the car and removed the key from the ignition so that all the lights in the dashboard went out.  The two men sat in the dark car, waiting. 
 
    "Nice house," Keyshawn finally said.  "Looks like you're really living the American Dream." 
 
    Gary stared at the other man, whey-faced and incredulous.   "Please don't show my wife that video.  I'm begging you." 
 
    "Why not?  Don't you think your wife should know what kind of man she's married to?  Don't you think it's only responsible of me to let her know that she's married to a degenerate gambler?  Not to mention you're a fucking cuckboy too!" 
 
    "No... I'm not.  I'm not the last one." 
 
    Keyshawn tapped the surface of his cell phone and smiled wickedly. "I have evidence that says otherwise." 
 
    "You made me say that, Keyshawn." 
 
    "I didn't make you do shit, whiteboy," Keyshawn said.  "You can go around blaming others for the rest of your life, if that's what you want to do.  But in the end, you still chose to say the words.  Right?" 
 
    "And I already regret that," Gary said.  "Anyway, after you show my wife the video —" 
 
    Keyshawn interrupted.  "What's going to happen next?" 
 
    Gary nodded, feeling a tightness in his chest as he waited for the verdict.    
 
    Sitting there in the dark car, Gary had to remind himself that this was not the end of the world.  The worst case scenario was that Keyshawn would show Heidi the video and get a few cheap laughs from it, tell Heidi about Gary's gambling, and then have Gary drive him back to the shitty part of town.   
 
    The good news was that Heidi and Gary had always had a very deep and trusting relationship. Tonight might be uncomfortable for her, but it wouldn't be as bad as finding out that he'd cheated on her. Especially once he explained to Heidi that the only reason he was even making bets was because he was trying to buy her a brand-new car.  Gary had never doubted the love between him and his wife.  And he was certain that he could explain everything. 
 
    After a long pause, Keyshawn said, "I think you know what's going to happen, whiteboy.  Now come on, let's get this party started!" 
 
    Feeling a little nauseous, Gary got out of the car and followed Keyshawn up the stairs.  Now the bastard who'd just recently beaten Gary up was walking through the front door of Gary's house like he owned the place. 
 
    From far away in the kitchen, Heidi said in a musical voice, "Oh Gary!  Sweetie?  Is that you, honey?" 
 
    Keyshawn stopped in Gary's lavish foyer, turned and moved his eyes up and down, smiling.  Clearly he was enjoying the shit out of this predicament. 
 
    Then things got worse. 
 
    A second later Gary's heart plummeted to his feet when he saw his beautiful wife step into the room.  For some reason, Heidi was wearing nothing but a sexy lace teddy.  Her long blonde hair hung down past her shoulder blades.  She looked spectacular in the outfit too.  She looked like a true sex goddess: curvy, soft, and very fertile.  Then Heidi's big blue eyes widened with shock when she saw that Gary wasn't alone tonight.   
 
    "Damn girl," Keyshawn said, walking directly over to the stunned figure of Heidi.  "You didn't have to get all dressed up for me!  But I definitely appreciate it!" 
 
    From Heidi's perspective it was like a movie in slow motion.   
 
    A horror movie. 
 
    Motionless, she watched as the tall, thuggish black man came up to her and wrapped his muscular arms around her in a big intimate embrace.  A stranger, watching through the open bay window, might have incorrectly assumed that Heidi and the black man were actually the married couple! 
 
    Looking over the black man's shoulders, her eyes locked with her husband as she felt the air get squeezed out of her lungs.  The black guy was so much taller than her that she had to go up on her tippy toes to meet him.  And he continued hugging her, much longer than necessary.  Or appropriate. 
 
    It was so uncomfortable for Heidi.  She was forced to just stand there, arms pinned at her sides, while her senses were overwhelmed by the strange man's strange scents.  It was a heady mixture of alcohol, cigarettes, cologne, and sweat.  Currently, all of Heidi's five senses were under assault.  Her mind was in a terrible state of upheaval.   
 
    Was this a dream? 
 
    Was this really happening? 
 
    Why was Gary just standing there, dumbly, and letting this go on? 
 
    Keyshawn had a big ass grin on his ugly face when he finally let Heidi go.   
 
    "Gary?" Heidi said, noticing all the bruises for the first time.  "What happened, dear?  Did you get into a fight?" 
 
    "I wouldn't call it a fight," Keyshawn said.  "Usually a fight involves the participation of at least two people.  My man Gary over here was basically just acting as a heavy bag.  That is, until I stepped in and saved his lily white ass!" 
 
    "You saved him?" she said. 
 
    "Sure did!" 
 
    "What happened?" she asked. 
 
    "We were in a bar, yeah.  My man Gary started talking shit to the wrong brothas.  I'm pretty sure that if I didn't step in then he would be in the fucking hospital right now." 
 
    Right away Heidi sprinted across the room in her lingerie to tend to her wounded husband.  She seemed to be unaware that every step she took offered the black man a healthy glimpse of her exposed butt cheeks.   
 
    Oh yes!  Keyshawn was very happy with Heidi!  Very happy indeed! 
 
    Keyshawn hadn't expected a bitchboy like Gary to have such a hot wife.  Keyshawn had figured that she would be a little fat, or her face would be sort of plain-looking.  But this white bitch was sexy as hell!  She could have been a model!  Already Keyshawn could feel his big meaty 10 inch cock start to stiffen uncomfortably in his boxers.   
 
    Presently, the sexy white woman had her back to him as she studied her husband's battered face.  Every time she moved her nightie it seemed to rise a bit further on her hips, revealing a nice sexy white ass, the sort of white ass that Keyshawn had always fantasized about fucking.   
 
    See, Keyshawn had fucked two white women before.  Only two.  The first one was almost 300 pounds.  And the second one was definitely over 300 pounds.  Since then, Keyshawn's favorite porn movies were ones featuring sexy white women with well-hung brothas.  Since he had a big cock too, it was easy to imagine himself fucking all those sweet, tight, little white pussies. 
 
    Fuck, Keyshawn thought.  I'd love to make a porno with this sexy white bitch!  We'd be looking good as hell together!    
 
    Suddenly Gary realized that Keyshawn's dark eyes were glued on Heidi's ass.  "Dear, Heidi, don't you think that you should put something else on?  You know, since we have company?" 
 
    "Oh right," she said, blushing even worse because of the wine.  "How silly of me!" 
 
    Keyshawn didn't even pretend to take his eyes off Heidi until she'd disappeared down the hallway.  "Yeah girl, how silly of you," he muttered under his breath.  "Let's see how silly you look when you're impaled on my BBC." 
 
    A few minutes later Heidi came back wearing a full-length black silk robe which she tied around the middle.  Gary was standing in between the living room and the dining room.  He was holding some ice up against his jaw. 
 
    "So did you guys call the cops?" Heidi said.   
 
    "Naw, not really," Keyshawn said, walking past Gary and helping himself to a beer in the refrigerator.  He popped open the beer and went back towards the couch in the living room.  "My man Gary was embarrassed about getting his ass beat.  Weren't you, Gary?" 
 
    At the time, all Gary could was stand there and wait for the Tylenol to kick in.  It seemed like every part of his body was throbbing with pain.   
 
    "You were embarrassed?  Really?" Heidi said, not really helping the situation.  "How many were there?" 
 
    "Just one," Keyshawn said.  He was sitting in the middle of the couch now, both of his long legs spread wide, a posture that blatantly declared his sex.  "But he was this big ol' black dude.  Gary didn't stand a chance." 
 
    Head down, Gary mumbled something which nobody else in the room could hear.  
 
    Then for the next several moments it was dangerously still and quiet in the room.  
 
    "I'm sorry," Heidi said.  "I didn't get your name." 
 
    Keyshawn glanced over at the sexy white woman, the woman who needed his black cock more than she even knew.  At that moment he made a vow to himself that before he left this house she would get the fucking she deserved.   
 
    "Keyshawn," he said.  Then a chuckle formed in his throat, but he stopped it before it made a sound.  "Though some people call me Mr. Keyshawn." 
 
    Gary glanced up to see the horrible, teasing look in Keyshawn's eyes. 
 
    Her arms wrapped tightly around her midsection, Heidi forced her eyes over to the black man sprawled on her Pottery Barn couch.  "Well thank you very much for your help tonight, Keyshawn.  I know that my husband appreciates it.  And I definitely appreciate it too." 
 
    Keyshawn laughed and waved his hand.  "Just doing my job, ma'am.  Saving one whiteboy at a time!" 
 
    Heidi laughed uneasily.  "Well that was really nice of you, Keyshawn.  I mean that." 
 
    Meanwhile, Gary was having a hard time listening to all of this polite banter.  Especially because it was all bullshit.  Fucking bullshit!  Naturally, Gary wasn't about to forget what Keyshawn had done to him tonight.  No, Gary wasn't exactly sure how, but he knew that somehow he would get his revenge on the insolent black man! 
 
    "Say Keyshawn," Gary started.  "Hey pal, do you need us to call you a cab?" 
 
    Keyshawn didn't say anything until after he'd finished the rest of his beer. Then he smiled with that intense, guarded expression on his face.  "A cab?  Naw man.  I got one of my homies rolling over to pick my black ass up.  That cool?" 
 
    Now Heidi could see the ambivalence on her husband's face.  She knew that he'd come from a community that was a little backwards and consequently Gary occasionally showed some racist attitudes that had always deeply embarrassed her.  Yes, this Keyshawn character certainly looked a bit sketchy.  But at the same time he had been the one person who'd come to Gary's rescue.  How could you turn him away?  It seemed like the least they could do was allow him to be comfortable until one of his "homies" arrived to withdrawal him from the residence. 
 
    Heidi was looking down at the carpet; then, thinking that the silence would incriminate her, she said spiritedly, "Of course you can wait here, Keyshawn!  We'd love to have you as our guest!  Please, make yourself at home!" 
 
    "Really?" Keyshawn said. 
 
    "Really?" Gary said too. 
 
    "Of course!" Heidi said again. 
 
    "Cool, babe," Keyshawn said, scratching his groin for a quick second.  "How about you go fetch me another beer then.   Saving whiteboys makes me thirsty!" 
 
    Keyshawn laughed some. 
 
    "One beer, coming right up for the hero!" Heidi said in her best cheerleader voice. 
 
    Gary heard this and winced severely. 
 
    But Keyshawn’s eyes only narrowed as he saw the silky backside of the white woman turn around and wiggle towards the kitchen.   
 
    What Keyshawn really liked was how quickly she took his orders.  There was almost no resistance at all.  Shit, a sister would never be so obedient to a stranger.  Actually, a sister would never be so obedient to anyone!   
 
    It was good too. 
 
    Because later on tonight Keyshawn would be giving her more orders.  He couldn't wait to see how well this sexy white bitch performed.  Maybe if Heidi did a good job, maybe if she showed him that she was actually worthy of it, Keyshawn might even give her some desert.  Something tasty... After all, everyone knew that white women love creampies! 
 
   


  
 


 
    5. 
 
    After about an hour Gary began nodding off because of all the Tylenol PM he'd guzzled down. It was nearly midnight and it was taking everything he had not to fall asleep in the La-Z-Boy recliner next to the couch where Keyshawn and Heidi sat beside each other, ostensibly watching TV.    
 
    "Keyshawn, man," Gary said, trying to laugh it off, "I think your ride must have forgot you.  Ha-ha!  You sure you don't want me to call you a cab?" 
 
    Disdain for the whiteboy's transparent attempt to get him out of the house caused Keyshawn's expression to sour for a quick second.  "Naw man.  It's cool.  They're on their way.  They'll get here when they get here." 
 
    Heidi looked over at her husband with concern in her eyes.  "Honey?  You don't look so good.  Maybe you should go to bed?" 
 
    "I'm fine," Gary growled, wondering now if he was married to a woman who could really be so oblivious. 
 
    Keyshawn exhaled, casually stretched one of his long, muscular arms along the back of the couch so that it rested behind Heidi's neck.   
 
    Heidi was still wearing her black silk robe; and every time she moved Keyshawn's flat nostrils flared with the intoxicating scent of her perfume.  He'd never smelled a woman who smelled so sweet and so feminine.  Several times he had to strategically cross his legs so that she wouldn't notice the gigantic boner she was giving him just by sitting so close to him in her negligee.  Arousal and cunning warred within him. 
 
    With his arm still around her, Keyshawn held this pose for a couple of minutes before looking down at the single beer Heidi had been nursing for the past hour.  "You know, that beer isn't going to drink itself." 
 
    "I'm fine," she said.  "But do you need another beer?" 
 
    Keyshawn kicked his shoes off and said, "Yeah, you might as well go fetch me another.  Looks like I'm drinking for both of us!" 
 
    Heidi smiled happily, got up, went to the refrigerator, and yanked open the door.  She wasn't sure why getting beers was making her so happy, but she certainly was in a very good mood.  Especially considering how different tonight was turning out from her original plans.  Oh well!  
 
    Then when she came back she saw that her husband was snoring away. 
 
    "Oh my," she said, handing Keyshawn the beer can. 
 
    Keyshawn laughed.  "He sounds like a damn trash compactor!" 
 
    "Yeah, I better wake him up so that he can get to bed.  I'm sure he's had a rough night." 
 
    Keyshawn popped up off the couch. "Don't bother," he said, giving his beer can back to Heidi to hold.  "I'll just carry him to the bedroom myself.  That way we don't have to wake him up." 
 
    "Sure," she said.  "I guess that's a good idea." 
 
    Gary was by no means as light as a feather, but Keyshawn had a natural strength in his upper body which allowed him to pick up the white man without much effort.  Heidi pointed towards the hallway and said their bedroom was at the very back.   
 
    "Fuck me," Keyshawn muttered to himself, looking down at the pathetic white carcass in his arms.  "The things I do for some pussy!" 
 
    It was mostly dark and Keyshawn could see all the framed pictures of the super-happy married couple as he carried Gary to bed.  Then, right before he got to the master bedroom, he saw a small bedroom off to the left side.  The door was open.  Inside there was a double bed and everything was very clean.  It was probably their guest bedroom.   
 
    Keyshawn stopped. 
 
    Not only would this be easier for Keyshawn to leave Gary here, in the guest bedroom, but the wily black man also had some plans to use the master bedroom later on. 
 
    When Keyshawn returned, Heidi was sitting on the edge of the couch, back straight, hands folded primly, knees together, a picture of demure womanhood.  "How's Gary?" 
 
    Keyshawn smiled a big smile and started rubbing his hands together.  "Well, I put the kids to bed, dear.  Now it's just us adults!" 
 
    Heidi seemed to suddenly become aware of something which made her hesitant and uneasy.  As soon as Keyshawn sat down next to her on the couch, she excused herself for a few minutes.  When she returned, she sat on the La-Z-Boy recliner, slowly sipping from her beer, ostensibly watching the television screen, but really watching Keyshawn from the corner of her eye. 
 
    "You okay?" Keyshawn said. 
 
    "Me?  Sure, I'm fine.  Just getting a little tired," she said, pretending to yawn for effect. 
 
    "Do you mind fetching me another beer?" 
 
    "Oh, sure!  I'll be right back!" 
 
    Again Keyshawn was treated to the gorgeous rearview of Gary's sexy wife.  A few moments later she returned with the beer and Keyshawn patted the cushion next to him, imploring her to sit down on the couch. 
 
    Heidi froze, her curious eyes meeting Keyshawn's for one unsettling moment. 
 
    "Come on, take a seat," he said.  "My ride is almost here and it's not very often that I get to enjoy the company of a sexy white woman such as yourself.  I hope you don't mind me saying that you're sexy?" 
 
    Heidi turned her head, tried to hide the blush that was spreading across her face.   
 
    Then she sat down on the couch, making sure not to look Keyshawn's way, unless she thought he was not watching her.  But more than once she would catch him staring at her with an expression that was making her more and more uncomfortable. 
 
    "Look, Keyshawn —" 
 
    He interrupted.  "Yes Heidi?" 
 
    "I don't mind you being our guest, but I don't really appreciate you staring at me like that.  It doesn't feel appropriate." 
 
    Keyshawn laughed, whirled around to face the beautiful young woman.  "Staring at you?  What!  Man, somebody is pretty conceited, aren't they?" 
 
    Involuntarily, Heidi's eyes fell on the chiseled muscles along Keyshawn's dark arms.  The skin was so smooth and so dark that she had to resist the impulse to reach over and touch him. 
 
    "Like what you see?" Keyshawn said with a teasing smile. 
 
    Heidi lowered her eyes submissively.  She turned away, back to the television screen; but in her peripheral vision she could tell that Keyshawn was blatantly gawking at her now.  Somehow she'd found herself playing a game which she didn't want to play.  She knew that the game came with some serious consequences. 
 
    "I think I'll go get another beer," she said. 
 
    "I don't need one though." 
 
    "No, for me." 
 
    Keyshawn reached out, grabbed Heidi's beer, and felt that it was at least 3/4's full.  His face brightened.  "You don't need one either.  No, you don't need any more alcohol, baby.  I think you need something else." 
 
    Then Keyshawn sat both of their beers on the coffee table, before grabbing Heidi by her tapered waist and pulling her onto his lap.   
 
    There was no use resisting, the man was infinitely stronger than her.  Her silky bottom planted itself into Keyshawn’s denim groin and the small of her back pressed against his rock-hard abs.  For a second she looked so dreadful in a beautiful, helpless, sensual way.   
 
    Then Heidi briefly struggled, but Keyshawn held her down as easily as a father overpowers an ill-behaved child.  
 
    She turned her head so that their faces were a few inches apart and they made eye contact.  "Let me up!  This isn't right!  I'm not kidding!" 
 
    "Calm down, everything is fine, sexy."  Now that they were so close, Keyshawn could see the smattering of freckles on Heidi's face that appeared over her nose; and when she blushed the freckles just added to her cuteness.  "I'm just speeding up the process a little.  I saw you checking me out earlier.  I know you're curious." 
 
    Heidi continued squirming for a few seconds, but there wasn't much fight left, and her body went totally still.  She looked down and saw the pair of large hands, the black fingers interlaced over her belly.  Instinctively, she reached to peel the fingers off, but then she just stopped, resting her much smaller, whiter hands on his much bigger, darker hands. 
 
    "Ah, see, that's not so bad," he said, really enjoying the weight of her full, round bottom in his lap.  "All we're doing is a little snuggling.  We're friends, right?  You want to be my snuggle bunny, sexy?" 
 
    Sitting on this man's lap, Heidi's body started to betray her.  Already she could feel moisture between her legs.   Maybe it was the wine from earlier, or maybe it was the expectation of sex from earlier.  But there was no denying that Heidi was indeed starting to feel turned on.  
 
    When she felt one of Keyshawn's big hands leave her tummy and land on the meaty part of her thigh, her heart slammed against her ribs.  The noise of the room diminished under the thundering pulse in her eardrums.  Her mouth went dry.  
 
    Then she felt something start to grow underneath her soft butt.  It was his erection!  The black bastard was getting hard! 
 
    "Hm, you smell so good,” Keyshawn said, the deep resonance of his voice causing the little hairs on the back of Heidi's neck to stand up. 
 
    Momentarily she closed her eyes as a wave of vertigo seized her.  She prayed he'd push her off his lap, leave the house, and never come back.  She didn't think she'd survive another moment of such primal anguish —that great torment that was starting to burn between her legs.  Especially because she knew that the man had the perfect tool for curing her ailment.  She could feel it getting bigger and harder; much bigger and harder than anything she'd ever felt before.  Maybe it was true what they said about black guys.  Clearly this guy was hung like a fucking horse.    "Let me up," she said, the conviction utterly gone from her voice. 
 
    Keyshawn grinned and pulled his hands back so that he was no longer holding her on his lap.  He felt Heidi shift her weight around, but the effect was only to further wiggle her ass deeper into his lap.  She closed her eyes, biting her lower lip, looking frustrated.  But now that she was free to do so, she didn't even try to get off him.   
 
    They sat frozen, staring at each other in mute wonder. 
 
    Then Keyshawn tilted his head to one side, as though he had just been struck between the eyes and couldn't quite figure out yet what had hit him.  He felt Heidi squeeze one of his hands.  She kept squeezing his hand, harder and harder.   
 
    Had she looked away, or looked angry or disgusted, the spell would have been broken. But, her eyes continually transmitted their message of humbling and involuntary submission which the rhythm of her hands reinforced.  It was a slow, desperate dance by one building desire in another.  
 
    His mouth touched hers, sweetly, sweetly.  It lingered. Pressed.  It parted her lips. Then the tip of his tongue touched hers.  Sizzling electricity jolted through both of them. 
 
    Then Heidi's eyes went wide, as if snapping her from her daydream.  "I can't!  No!  I'm sorry." 
 
    Keyshawn worked his fingers into her robe and placed his hand on the bare skin of her left knee, slowly inching up until he felt the inside of her thigh.  Already he was massaging that warm, soft female flesh.  He could tell by the way her breathing had changed that she liked his touch.  And he knew that she could feel his cock which had never felt harder than it did right now.   
 
    Tears welled up in Heidi's eyes, building up before cascading over the edge and spotting her white cheeks.  "I'm not a cheater," she sobbed. 
 
    "It's okay, sexy," he kept saying in a low, soothing voice.  "Everything is going to be alright." 
 
    She sobbed audibly and quivered.  Tears rolled silently down her face.  Her hands clenched, knuckles white, muscles in her arms corded, as she fought to do what she knew she must.  "I'm sorry, but I would feel so guilty... I can't do this to Gary... He's just —" 
 
    She pointed towards the hallway. 
 
    "He's just down there, it wouldn't be right!" 
 
    Keyshawn, crafty as ever, had an idea. 
 
    He pulled his cell phone out and said, "Listen, there's something that I need to show you.  I think you're going to want to see this. 
 
    "What is it?"  
 
    A second later Heidi was looking down at the screen of Keyshawn's cell phone.  Keyshawn was keeping one eye on the screen and one eye on the white woman's expression as she saw her husband pitifully proclaim to the world his true nature. 
 
    "Cuckboy?" Heidi said, perplexed.  
 
    "Yeah, do you know what that is?  What the term means?" he asked. 
 
    Heidi shook her head. 
 
    "It's a guy who gets off on watching other guys fuck his wife.  Excuse my French." 
 
    Dumfounded, Heidi continued watching the video, which Keyshawn had edited down to just 15 seconds, and set on a continuous loop. 
 
    "So does this mean that my Gary is a cuckboy?" 
 
    "Technically, he's probably a cuckold, probably.  Yeah." 
 
    "That's horrible!" 
 
    "I feel so sorry for you, Heidi." 
 
    "I can't believe my husband would actually be into that stuff!" 
 
    "Lots of 'normal' dudes are," Keyshawn assured her.  "Look, that's actually why he got his ass beat tonight.  He was trying to get those black dudes to come back here tonight and have sex with you.  They were down for it, sure, but Gary  kept insisting that he be allowed to sit and watch you guys fuck.  I know this must come as a terrible shock.  Trust me, I feel terrible just having to tell you this.  I'm just glad that we got him home safe before something really horrible happened." 
 
    Heidi watched the video for another ten seconds and then burst out into a wild cackling laugh that only lasted a full second. 
 
    "What is it?" Keyshawn said. 
 
    "I was just thinking," she said.  "Up until now, my biggest fear was that he would cheat on me.  Apparently that's not the case.  Apparently he's more interested in me cheating on him!  Strange world!" 
 
    "That's right," Keyshawn said, his crafty eyes watching every movement the  beautiful white wife made.  "But in a weird way, it is sort of a good thing for you though, right Heidi?" 
 
    Heidi's face went blank and she raised her eyebrows at the black man.  "What do you mean?" 
 
    "I mean that this gives you free ticket to have some extra fun.  Now that you know that your husband is a cuckboy, a cuckold, that he actually wants to see you with other guys, that he actually would enjoy it, then that means you're allowed to be a little more free." 
 
    "How so?" she said.  "Free?" 
 
    "For example, if you wanted a man to lean over and softly kiss you along the nape of the neck," Keyshawn said, furtively leaning over and placing his big, pillowy African lips along the gentle white slopes of Heidi's neckline.  
 
    As Heidi allowed Keyshawn to kiss her on the neck, rub the inside of her thigh, she tried to shut off that part of her brain which was telling her to stop this before it got too far.  She was having a hard time reconciling herself with the events of tonight with how she'd always thought of herself and her husband.  Had Gary really been secretly carrying around this deviant desire?  How else did Keyshawn have video proof? 
 
    She also tried to stop those feelings of betrayal and abandonment when she realized that her husband and maneuvered her into this situation.  As Keyshawn continued to openly grope her, she had to suppress feelings of helplessness and humiliation.  But even these reactions did not deter her from allowing herself to be caught up in the moment.  The ache between her legs was tremendous.  This —apparently— had been Gary's plan all along.  And more than that, Heidi was exceedingly curious about seeing that big monster in Keyshawn's pants.  
 
    Then Keyshawn roughly pushed her off his lap.  "Take that fucking robe off!  Now!" 
 
       Heidi looked down at the floor as she slowly slid off her robe, revealing her body, now clad only in a black lace teddy and small pair of black panties. 
 
    Keyshawn, wishing to bring his desire to a fever pitch, used every ounce of self-control he had to keep from pouncing on her right away.  He couldn't wait to see her reaction when she finally saw the size of his cock.  He couldn't wait to see her little white fingers trying to wrap around his black monster.  He couldn't wait to see her expression as he stroked himself in and out of her pussy,  stretching her out the way she needed to be stretched out.  When he was done with her, Heidi's pussy would be re-sized.  Her pussy would be craving black cock.  Only big black cock. 
 
    "Take me to your bedroom.  I want to fuck you on your bed." 
 
    "But... What about Gary?" 
 
    "He's in the kid's room," Keyshawn said.  "Remember?" 
 
    "Oh." 
 
    Heidi offered no more resistance as she led the black man down the long hallway.  They were holding hands, passing all those smiling photographs on the wall which seemed to contrast the current situation. 
 
    Her curvy body was making Keyshawn very horny indeed —the way her perfectly smooth breasts nearly bounced out of her lace teddy, the way her womanly hips swayed from side to side, the way the bottoms of her ass could be seen, with just the right amount of wiggle and wobble.  
 
    As soon as they were in the master bedroom Keyshawn kicked his jeans off and tossed his wife beater onto the floor.   
 
     His cock was fully erect under his boxers and begging to be released, so when she sat down on the bed in front of him and began massaging it, he offered no complaint.  
 
    "Go ahead, sexy.  Pull it out.  I know you're curious." 
 
    Heidi's grin was a little goofy, but in a sexy sort of way.  Then she gasped when his large member sprung out in front of her.   
 
    "Holy shit!" 
 
    Keyshawn smiled, taking her surprise as a compliment. 
 
    It was a good length and very wide indeed.  The shaft was darker than the head, which was shaped like a mushroom and almost red-purplish.  To Heidi, his cock almost looked angry, upset with something she'd said or done earlier.   
 
    She gripped it in her hand and wondered how she’d get such a big cock inside her.  Gary was maybe half Keyshawn's size; and that was on a good day.  Taking Keyshawn inside her little mouth, the thought of him fucking her pussy made her groan in expectation and she slid a hand underneath her panties were she found that she was incredibly wet.  No, she was drenched.  For some reason, she was hornier now than she ever had been with Gary. 
 
    Keyshawn felt Heidi's small mouth lock around his cock and he groaned at how tight her mouth was.  Looking down, he saw her with her pure blue eyes closed in pleasure, one hand vigorously rubbing her left tit, the other under her stomach, rubbing her pussy with enthusiasm.  As she sucked, he could feel her hot breath on his turgid member and the rippling of her tongue underneath it.  Too much more of that and he would cum in her mouth. He hastily pulled away and pushed her back on the bed. 
 
    Then he got on the bed too, pulling Heidi onto him so that they were in the 69 position.   
 
    Suddenly Keyshawn realized what heaven must feel like.  Her hot, wet, tight little mouth furiously worked up and down his swollen shaft.  And there was something so incredibly arousing about having such a prim and proper white lady rubbing her pussy lips and asshole against his face.   
 
    He wrapped his strong arms around her waist, making sure that this feeling of pure bliss wouldn't end any time soon. 
 
    Her juices were running down the inside of her thighs, making the white skin glisten. He would suck on her pussy lips, then suck on the velvety skin of her engorged clit, then plunge his tongue deeply into the slit, sometimes causing Heidi to shudder and groan quite loudly.  Keyshawn had never tasted such sweet pussy.  It was better than any drug in the world.  Until now, Keyshawn had never particularly enjoyed eating a girl out, but he realized right away that he could eat Heidi's pussy everyday: breakfast, lunch, and dinner!  
 
    When it was time to fuck her, when Keyshawn could wait no longer, he flipped Heidi on her back, wanting to see her face as  his black cock stretched her out for the first time.   
 
    "Go easy, baby.  Please," Heidi begged. 
 
    "I will, baby." 
 
    "You're so big, Keyshawn." 
 
    "You're so tight," he said. 
 
    "I'm sorry," she said. 
 
    "It's okay," he said.  "It's not your fault.  But after tonight you're going to know what it's like to get fucked by a man, a real man.  There's no going back." 
 
    "I know." 
 
    Keyshawn smiled a huge smile.  Gripping his cock by the base, he started playfully smacking the mushroom head against Heidi's flowering pussy lips.  The contrast of their skin color was unbelievably erotic.  In so many ways she was the perfect woman for him: the way she smelled, the way she tasted, the way she talked, the way she sucked cock, the way she  smiled nervously while waiting to get fucked by a big black cock.   
 
    “Uurgh,” she grunted, feeling waves of pleasure shoot through her from his ministrations.  
 
    Just getting the tip inside her pussy was proving harder than he thought.  But thankfully all of the juices she'd accumulated provided enough lubrication so that after several seconds of intense prodding, Keyshawn was happy to see the first couple of inches slide inside her finally. 
 
    "Damn," he said, looking down at the wonderful sight of his glistening black cock disappearing into the white pussy, "that looks so fucking good.  That looks like art!  I'm going to really enjoy fucking the shit out of you, baby." 
 
    Heidi's blue eyes were rolled far back in her head now.  Her breathing was ragged and she kept trying to spread her thighs farther apart, so as to allow this beast of a man inside her most sacred treasure. 
 
    "Daaaaaayyyyyuuuum," Keyshawn said, his sculpted buttocks flexing as he fucked this sexy white woman on her marital bed.  She was so tight though.  After a while he was starting to think that she simply wouldn't be able to take his entire cock; that he would have to be satisfied with fucking her with only about 2/3's of his cock.  So he leaned forward, started kissing her passionately on the lips and neck.  And almost immediately Heidi started shaking from her first orgasm. 
 
    "I'm cumming, I'm cumming!  Fuck, I'm fucking cumming!" 
 
    "Yeah?" he said with a sly grin.  "You cumming already, girl?" 
 
    "Yeah, yes, fuck yeah!" she said, her body quivering under all his weight.  "Keep fucking me like that, just like that!" 
 
    "Oh don't worry, sexy.  I'm going to keep fucking you for a while.  I told you that after tonight you're never going  to be the same." 
 
    Heidi went suddenly still and quiet, her nails digging deeply into the ebony skin of Keyshawn's back.  A few seconds later, after her seismic  orgasm started to subside, she looked up and said, "I believe it.  I just came all over your dick." 
 
    "Yeah?  Tell me baby.  I like to hear you say it." 
 
    She hesitated, but not for very long.  "I just came all over your big black dick." 
 
    "And I'm still inside you," he said, pushing himself all the way in finally; and then  resting, allowing her to get accustomed to the full length and girth of his manhood. 
 
    "HOLY FUCK!" 
 
    "... Told you, told you that you would love it," he said. 
 
    "Kiss me." 
 
    Keyshawn leaned down and started kissing Heidi on the mouth again, their tongues freely going in and out of each other's mouths.   
 
    "I can't believe that I can take all of you." 
 
    "You just need some practice, baby." 
 
    "I almost feel proud." 
 
    Keyshawn laughed, thinking that white girls say the craziest things sometimes.  "I'm proud of you too.  If it makes you feel any better, I've never had pussy any better than yours.  My balls are literarily dying to cum right now." 
 
    "Okay, but please don't cum inside me," Heidi said. 
 
    Instead of responding, Keyshawn told Heidi to turn around and get on her hands and knees.  "You like doggystyle?" 
 
    "It's not my favorite," she admitted.  "It feels... degrading." 
 
    "Well your sweet white ass better get used to it," Keyshawn said.  "Now turn around bitch.  Because I'm going to fuck you like the sexy bitch you are." 
 
    No more words were needed to be exchanged between them.  Heidi rolled over onto all fours, her wet pussy pointed at Keyshawn as if to urge him on.  She spread her legs wide, giving him a good view of her cunt.  Placing a hand on her back to steady himself, Keyshawn pushed his massive purple head against her opening, the slick lips parting to accept him.  As his girth entered her, Heidi groaned.  Somehow, in this position, he felt even bigger than earlier.   
 
    Needing no further invitation, Keyshawn began to push into her from behind, inch after turgid inch sinking into her fertile snatch.  Heidi sighed as he slipped inside her, pleasure radiating through her form.  Once his cock was firmly inside her, she slowly rocked on her knees, her tight pink pussy sucking at his black meat.  
 
    Keyshawn began to gently thrust in and out.  He loved how Heidi's fabulous cunt enveloped him so well.  Then he leant forward, sliding his hands over her sweaty back, feeling her taut muscles.  Heidi seemed to know what he was after and rose on her hands, allowing the black man to reach around and grasp her heavy, full breasts. 
 
    "Oh shit!" Keyshawn said, realizing that he was about to bust at any moment.   
 
    “No!” cried Heidi, “Don’t stop! Keep going, I'm going to cum again!  I've never cum in this position!  I love it!  Fuck me like a dog!" 
 
    "Like a bitch!" 
 
    "Yes, like that!" 
 
    "Say it!" 
 
    "Like a bitch, fuck me, baby!" she happily exclaimed. 
 
    "I love it when you call me baby," Keyshawn said.  "Say it again." 
 
    "Fuck me baby," Heidi said, so delirious by now that she couldn't begin to comprehend the words that were coming out of her mouth.  "Fuck me like a bitch!  Fuck me with that black cock!  I want to cum on that black cock again!" 
 
    "I know you do, I know you've been needing this for a while!" 
 
    "Make me cum, baby!" 
 
    "Damn this white pussy is my new favorite drug!" 
 
    "Fuck me, Keyshawn!  Please make me cum again, baby!" 
 
    Conceding to her wishes, Keyshawn redoubled his efforts, Heidi’s tits jiggling in his hands, his pelvis continually slamming into her shapely backside, over and over again. 
 
    In order to keep from cumming too soon, he would occasionally stop, pull himself out, enjoy the sight of his black cock resting on her smooth white derriere, then push himself back into her tight little fuckhole, often causing her to make a queef sound.   
 
     Meanwhile, Heidi's own orgasm was almost upon her as she felt Keyshawn's cock twitch inside her. 
 
    "Yes, yes, yes!  I'm almost there, keep fucking me, baby!  Fuck me Keyshawn!  Pllllleeeeassssee!" 
 
    "I'm going to cum too," he said.  "Tell me to cum inside you." 
 
    Heidi went quiet so that for several seconds there was only the wet sounds of Keyshawn slamming into her from behind. 
 
    "Tell me to cum inside this pussy," he demanded.  "Give me this pussy." 
 
    "... I can't," she said in a voice barely above a whisper." 
 
    "Fuck that," he said, pressing his fingers deeply into the small of her back, guiding her.  "This is my pussy.  And I want to cum inside this pussy.  Tell me to cum inside this pussy." 
 
    "Fuck me... Oh, God, yes,  fuck me!" 
 
    "Tell me to cum inside this pussy," he demanded again, still stroking his cock in and out of her snatch. 
 
    There was a lengthy pause, and then Heidi, barely uttering the words out loud, could be heard saying, "Okay, fine." 
 
    "What does that mean?" 
 
    "You can cum inside me,"  she said reluctantly, rocking back on her knees, eyes rolled back now.  "Please just fuck me." 
 
    Keyshawn smiled as big as he had ever smiled in his life.  He couldn't believe that he'd actually gotten her to say the words.  In all of his wildest fantasies, he would have never imagined that one day he'd hear a woman like Heidi beg him to dump his cum inside her pussy.   
 
    They both started to cum together.  First Heidi rose up to look over her shoulder, with Keyshawn's hand gripping the back of her neck.  As soon as they made eye contact again their body chemistry took over and both started to shake with the most intense orgasms of their lives.  Heidi then planted her face into some pillows, arching her back so that her butt was raised as high as possible while Keyshawn held onto her hips, his massive cock twitching inside her channel. Gouts of thick semen gushed from his black cock, spurting inside of Heidi and she squeezed her cunt tight around him. 
 
    Afterwards, Heidi stayed on all fours, too exhausted to move an inch.  She barely noticed Keyshawn leaving the room, only to return minutes later with a cold beer in his hands.  He smiled when he saw Heidi's perfect ass still raised high in the air.  She looked good like that.  He took the opportunity to play with her raw pussy lips, enjoying the sight of all his thick, potent, African cum leaking from her orifice onto the bed. 
 
    "These sheets are probably ruined," he said. 
 
    "I know," she said.  "Who cares?" 
 
    "Did you enjoy that?" 
 
    Heidi started to say something, but just then her pussy made an exceedingly loud queef sound, causing her to blush with extreme embarrassment while Keyshawn laughed, picking up his cell phone which had been recording the entire episode. 
 
    Even though she begged him to stay the night, he couldn't wait to get back home, smoke some weed, and upload the video to one of his favorite porn sites.   
 
    Fuck pushing a broom, Keyshawn thought as he climbed into his own bed.  By the way.  Was that bitch on birth control?    
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Black Bull Beach 
 
    1. 
 
    "Jesus, look at that guy!" Meghan said to her husband.  "Think he works out?" 
 
    Brandon was still struggling to get the chaise lounge chair set up first.  Ignoring his wife, he spread out the beach towel and then set down his leather bag with all the camera equipment inside. The couple was on vacation and Brandon wanted to make use of his brand-new $3,000 camera.  They'd never been to an island resort before.  
 
    "Wow," Meghan muttered to herself, "those guys are always so built.  I wonder why that is?" 
 
    Brandon bit his tongue now. 
 
    There was nothing worse than hearing his wife drool over another man.   
 
    When it came to checking out other people, Brandon was a bit old fashioned.  He had always subscribed to a double standard.  On the one hand he felt it was perfectly acceptable for him to notice other women.  That was just the way men were wired.  In point of fact, it wasn't uncommon for Brandon to even make little comments about a pretty waitress or one of his wife's attractive girlfriends.  That was okay. 
 
    On the other hand, under no circumstance was it okay for Meghan to show interest in another man.  No way.  That was just disgusting. 
 
    "What guys?" Brandon snapped, feeling annoyed as he turned to see what his wife was gawking at.  And she was definitely gawking. 
 
    There was a very brief pause. 
 
    Then Meghan said in a very soft voice, "Black guys." 
 
    Brandon winced.  The object of his wife's attention was a black man built like a professional wrestler.  He must have been 300 pounds with not a shred of fat on him. 
 
    "Slaves," Brandon said tensely, not liking how long his wife was staring at the dark-skinned behemoth down the beach.  
 
    "What's that?" Meghan said. 
 
    "Black guys," Brandon started to explain, "a lot of times they are so well-built because they are descendants of slaves.  Think about it.  Basically only the most physically fit slaves survived and bred.  That's why they seem so..." 
 
    Perhaps unconsciously, Meghan wet her lips.  "Masculine?" 
 
    "What?  No!  I wasn't going to say that," Brandon replied testily.  "I was going to say that's why a lot of times that's why black guys are so in shape." 
 
    "Oh," said Meghan, fumbling with a bottle of suntan lotion while she continued to stare down the beach. 
 
    Not that her husband noticed.   
 
    At the moment Brandon's attention had turned to the black guy's two companions.   
 
    Both were female.  Both were Caucasian.  One was a dark-haired white chick who looked like a Kardashian sister and the other white girl reminded Brandon of Pamela Anderson in her prime.  They were absolutely stunning in their matching neon yellow thong bikinis.  What the hell were they doing with a black guy?  Didn't they have any self-respect? 
 
    Meghan saw her husband's covetous stare and said, "Maybe they'll let you photograph them too." 
 
    "You think so?" 
 
    She started laughing.  "No, of course not! Are you crazy?  They're probably professional models!" 
 
    Brandon looked at the ground and began to pout a little.  "Yeah, so?  What's your point?" 
 
    "My point," Meghan said, "is that they probably know the difference between an actual professional photographer and some random sketchy white boy trying to get his rocks off." 
 
    This stopped Brandon in his tracks.  He had never heard his wife take such a tone with him.  Nor had he ever heard his wife refer to him as a "white boy."   
 
    Moreover, now that he thought about it, Meghan had been acting strangely ever since they boarded the airplane.  Perhaps it was the stress of leaving their apartment and pets behind.  Perhaps it was the excitement of being in such an exotic location.  Perhaps it was the fact that all of Meghan's sorority sisters spent most of their time posting pictures of their new babies!  But it was almost like Meghan was becoming a completely different person. 
 
    "I'm going swimming," Brandon said.  "Care to join me?" 
 
    "I thought you wanted to take some photos first?" his wife said.  "Of me..." 
 
    He nodded.  "I do." 
 
    "So?  Aren't I pretty enough for your camera still?" 
 
    "Babe, of course you are!" he said enthusiastically. 
 
    It always amazed Brandon how a woman as beautiful as his wife could be so insecure sometimes.  Standing 5'6" with long brown hair just past her shoulders, Meghan had long legs, a perfect ass, and breasts that could easily fit into a 34c bra.  Back home, in their small home town, she worked as a bank teller and it was in her nature to dress conservatively.  But every now and then she would surprise her husband with a tiny pair of jogging shorts, a short skirt, or thong —all of which made her look beyond sexy. 
 
    "What then?" she said now, giving her husband a rather demure look.   
 
    "But we still have a few more hours of sunlight," he said.  "And I need to move around and get some exercise." 
 
    Meghan smiled now, her large brown eyes sliding down his narrow chest and resting on those love handles that he'd only developed after two years of working relentlessly at his father's accounting firm.   
 
    Presently, hoping to cheer him up a little, she said, "Maybe if you're a good boy, I'll wear that bikini you bought me.  Maybe I'll wear it tonight!  The really naughty one!" 
 
    "Bikinis are supposed to be worn outside," Brandon grumbled.  "Besides, you already promised me that you would wear it at least once this week!" 
 
    "I did?" 
 
    "You definitely did!" he reminded her.  "You promised!" 
 
    "Well, we'll see.  Maybe if you're a good little boy..." 
 
    Brandon started to pout some.  "You promised me Meghan.  I remember perfectly.  You definitely promised you'd wear the bikini while we were on vacation." 
 
    Meghan's smile faded and she gave her husband a reproaching look which was supposed to say, "Jesus!  Stop pouting!  There's no pleasing you!" 
 
    There was a brief pause. 
 
    Then Brandon shrugged his shoulders.  "I'll be back," he said. 
 
    The waves were beautifully crashing against the shore as Brandon waded out into the water.  He turned around and saw his wife getting comfortable with a book.  Already he was starting to regret how grumpy he'd been acting lately.  It wasn't just the stress of the vacation either.  For the past several months he'd been in quite a funk.  He knew that it wasn't fair to Meghan either.  He could tell that she'd been walking around on egg shells lately. 
 
    Alright, Brandon thought.  That was enough of that!  From now on I'm going to be my old happy-go-lucky self again.  This translucent Caribbean water will be my baptism.  When I come back out of the water, I'll be a changed man! 
 
    He turned over on his back, spread his arms out, and began floating in the water. 
 
    It was so peaceful.  For the first time in a very long time he felt himself at peace with the universe. 
 
    After about twenty minutes, however, he could tell that he was already starting to burn under the harsh rays.  He came out of the water, adjusting his swimming trunks which were perhaps one or two sizes too small.  That's when he noticed that Meghan was missing! 
 
    Much to Brandon's chagrin, he saw his wife about twenty yards down the beach.  She was talking to the black guy and the two gorgeous women.  From Brandon's perspective everyone seemed relaxed.  Too relaxed. 
 
    A moment later Meghan started walking back. 
 
    "Hey baby!  Did you have a nice little swim?" 
 
    "Yes, I had a nice little swim," Brandon said, using all of his self-control to keep the growing irritation out of his voice.   
 
    "Well, you certainly look like you got some sun. That's for sure.  Baby, I think you're looking a little burned already.  Having fair skin sucks, huh?" 
 
    Brandon just stood there, waiting.  "So do you want to tell me what was so interesting down there?" 
 
    "Down where?" 
 
    "You know, Meghan." 
 
    "Oh, yeah.  I almost forgot the good news!" 
 
    "Calm down," he said.  "You don't have to scream." 
 
    She shook off her husband's grumpiness with a toss of her hair.  "Anyway, I think I found you some more models for your little photography thing!  Can you believe that?  I told them about your hobby and they actually agreed to pose for you.  Same time tomorrow, okay?" 
 
    For a few moments Brandon was speechless.  "Are you serious?  You seriously walked over there and asked them if they would pose for me?" 
 
    Meghan giggled.  "I guess  I'm sort of the best wife in the world, huh?" 
 
    Brandon was grinning like a schoolboy now.  He reached down and grabbed one of his cameras, quickly snapping a few shots of his wife standing there in her rather plain baby-blue bikini, her arms crossed her chest. 
 
    "What are you doing?" she said, clearly not enjoying having her picture taken at the moment. 
 
    "What does it look like I'm doing?" 
 
    She stepped forward, placed her hand over the camera's lens.  "Let's not.  I have a better idea." 
 
    "What could be better than taking photos of my beautiful wife in a tropical paradise?" Brandon said. 
 
    Meghan slowly turned around.  Without bending her knees, she bent over to pick up a  large beach towel, thrusting her curvy backside high into the air.  When she saw her husband's expression she knew that her ploy had worked.  Men were so easily played.  "If you want to find out," she said with a flirtatious wink, "you and that camera are going to have to follow me back to the hotel room." 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    2. 
 
    The next day they slept in late and gorged themselves on room service.  Meghan hadn't seen her husband in such a playful mood in years.  It was a refreshing change.  It was almost like they were just out of college again and living in a dingy one-bedroom apartment.  Even better, they were staying in a four-star hotel and no longer had to eat pasta three times a week.   Every time Meghan would get off the bed to use the bathroom or check her email, her husband would lovingly reach over and slap her ass, tell her that she better hurry up and get back to bed. 
 
    "Or what?" she said in a teasing manner. 
 
    "Or your little ass is going to regret it!"  
 
    Meghan, liking it when the man took control in the bedroom, started giggling. 
 
    "Dear?  Meghan?" 
 
    "Yes dear?" 
 
    "What are you wearing?" 
 
    "Your T-shirt," she said, pulling the hem up a few inches to reveal the pair of black lacy panties underneath. "And those too." 
 
    He shook his head sternly.  "Go put that sexy bikini on.  The one I bought you!  I want to see you in it.  I want to see my sexy wife in her little sexy bikini.  Hurry up too, because you don't want to make me wait!" 
 
    "Ha-ha!" she said, laughing.   
 
    But her husband didn't show any signs of amusement. 
 
    Meghan turned and started skipping towards the bathroom.  
 
    Brandon sat up on the bed.  His penis was already rock hard.  He was very proud of his large 5.5 inch cock! 
 
    Then Meghan came out of the bathroom.  She was wearing the smallest bikini Brandon had ever seen her in. 
 
    "So?" Meghan said, looking a little nervous.  "What do you think?" 
 
    It was amazing.  They'd been married for several years now and right now Meghan could still make his cock so hard.  He couldn't believe how fucking hot she was right now.   
 
    The bright pink triangles atop her breasts were unbelievably tiny.  From his perspective, Brandon could make out plenty of smooth, round flesh peeking out of the sides. 
 
    Fuck me, Brandon thought.  Her tits are just hanging out! 
 
    Although Meghan's nipples were secure, she'd  certainly have to worry about them staying that way. Even the white strings holding it together weren't the most firm, threatening to slip and undo at any moment! 
 
    The bottoms weren't much better. 
 
    Now Brandon understood why Meghan had insisted she shave almost all of her pubic hair off earlier that week.  It was so that she could wear this bikini.   
 
    The white trim of the bikini bottoms road low enough to show her pelvis.  The white strings across her hips had a flimsy knot on each side as well. When Meghan ran a hand across her backside to get a good feel for how the fabric covered her bottom, she felt mostly the flesh of her exposed butt cheeks.  Although it wasn't a thong style, Meghan still felt extra showings of her derrière. The bottoms were cut in a way that left the lower corners of her cheeks out in the open and even a bit of the beginning of her butt crack. Any attempt to pull the garment up did little to hide her.  
 
    "I'm not 100% sure that this is something that I can wear outside," Meghan complained now.  She tried twisting in front of the mirror, but no matter what angle she saw herself from, she still felt overly exposed. 
 
    However Brandon was really enjoying himself, still looking Meghan over. "You look good, baby. Every inch you feel is too much is an inch of extra cuteness," he complimented.  
 
    Meghan's face turned a light red from the embarrassment.  
 
    "Wow!" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Holy shit!" Brandon said.  "Baby!  Fuck you look so delicious right now!" 
 
    "I'm not actually food," she said.  "I'm still a human being!" 
 
    "Yeah," her husband said with a wry grin.  "But that doesn't mean that I don't want to eat you!" 
 
    "What does that mean?" she said. 
 
    In a moment she found out.  Brandon pushed his wife onto the King-sized bed and spread her legs apart.  The little patch of cloth covering her pussy was so small that he didn't bother with taking off her bathing suit.  He just pulled the bikini to the side and leaned forward, inhaling the intoxicating scent of his wife's juices.   
 
    "Damn you smell so good," he said.  "Looks like you're already wet for me." 
 
    "I love it when you do this," she said, her eyes rolling back.  "I love you so much." 
 
    "This is what happens when sexy girls go strutting around in their little panties and bikinis.  They get their little pussies eaten!" 
 
    He opened her outer lips with his right hand.  Then he held her lips wide open so that her wetness started trickling warmly on his fingers.  Right away Brandon's teeth started gnawing her inner lips hungrily and her nectar literarily started leaking into the well of his mouth. 
 
    Meghan was already happily moaning as Brandon stuck one of his fingers inside her sex, his warm tongue devilishly massaging the soft flesh of her clit.   
 
    He took his time licking all the way up to her mons and, when he reached that point, he raised his head to see how much Meghan liked what he was doing. It was truly gratifying to see her body writhing in joy and her lips parted in a blissful smile while her head tossed from side to side on the pillow. Brandon brought his mouth back to where he had started, devoured all the fresh nectar that had been produced, and started licking her  outer lips again.  
 
    "Oh god!  Brandon, don't stop!  Don't you dare fucking stop!" Meghan screamed, her thighs already quivering uncontrollably. 
 
    After Meghan's orgasm started to subside, she reached down and grabbed her husband by the shoulders.  She cupped his face in her hands and pulled his lips down to hers and they started kissing passionately. 
 
    Then their lips parted and she pulled back, allowing herself a moment to lovingly stare up at the man who made her so happy. 
 
    "Wow," she said.  "I don't know what else to say." 
 
    "Did you like that?" Brandon asked. 
 
    "Like is an understatement." 
 
    "Glad to be of service," he said.  "Care to return the favor, baby?" 
 
    Meghan was already nodding and reaching for her husband's penis when she suddenly realized that they had forgotten something.  A couple of scantily clad women who looked like professional models were waiting for Brandon to come take photos of them. 
 
    "This day just keeps getting better and better," Brandon said, grabbing his camera equipment and following Meghan towards the elevator. 
 
   


  
 


 
    3. 
 
    It wasn't until they were back on the beach that Brandon realized that he had a serious problem.  Not only was he still sporting an erection, but now he was about to photograph a couple of women in bikinis.   
 
    "Where are they?" Brandon said, turning to look at his wife.  "They're supposed to be here, right?" 
 
    "They said so," Meghan replied, her skin still glowing. 
 
    "Are you sure?" 
 
    "I promise you, dear, they said they'd be here," Meghan answered, taking her phone out and checking the time.  "Yeah, we're right on time." 
 
    This is just great, Brandon thought.  I could be back in the hotel, getting my dick sucked, or getting some pussy.   
 
    Meghan looked over and saw the lines of concern on her husband's face.  "Dear, I'm sure they'll show up.  Don't worry.  I'm sorry.  I know that you have really been looking forward to this.  I'm really very sorry." 
 
    "Me too," he said a little grumpily.  When he saw Meghan turn in the other direction he used the opportunity to adjust himself.  He quickly reached down into his shorts and pulled his erection up so that the  tip was held securely by the waistband.  Maybe it was better if the women didn't show up.  Brandon wasn't sure how much longer he could walk around with his little stiffy.  
 
    "Are you okay, dear?" Meghan said. 
 
    Barely nodding in response to his wife's question, Brandon looked down and started kicking the sand. 
 
    "Don't pout," Meghan said. 
 
    "I'm not pouting." 
 
    Meghan stepped out of her  low-heeled sandals and kicked one of them at her mopey husband.  The sandal flew past his head, nearly hitting him, and he looked over at her. 
 
    Meghan grinned, put her hands on her flared womanly hips.  Now she was barefoot, wearing a pair of cut-off jean shorts and a pink T-shirt with a palm tree on the front.   
 
    She said, "I could model for you." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "That is, if you'll have me." 
 
    Brandon looked around the beach again to make sure that nobody was coming.  "I guess we can go back to the hotel for you to change." 
 
    Meghan looked at her husband, bit her lip. 
 
    "What is it?" he said, registering her mischievous expression. 
 
    Without taking her eyes off him, she reached for the front of her little shorts and undid the top button.  She started wiggling her hips, pulling the shorts down just enough to show what she was wearing underneath. 
 
    It was the sexy little bikini!  The one that she swore she'd never wear outside! 
 
    Brandon suppressed another smile while he grabbed his camera and started to take the lens off. 
 
    "Wait, wait," she said, pulling her shorts back up.  "But not here, okay?" 
 
    Brandon was so anxious to get started that he almost didn't hear his wife's voice.  Suddenly he understood though.  "Okay, that's cool.  Where do you want to go then?" 
 
    Craving a bit of privacy now, Meghan started looking around.  Down the beach, about thirty or forty yards, there was a little bend where the sand dunes started.  "There," she said. 
 
    Wide-eyed, Brandon followed his wife until they were standing at one of the more secluded parts of the beach. 
 
    "These pictures," Meghan told her husband, "are only for us.  Okay?  They aren't for your friends.  They aren't for your co-workers.  And they damn sure aren't for Facebook!" 
 
    Brandon treated his wife to a smile.  "Of course, dear.  Absolutely." 
 
    "I'm serious Brandon." 
 
    Sensing that his wife was having some last second doubts, Brandon knew that he needed to say something very convincing.  "Are you serious?  You know how jealous I am!  I'd flip out more than anyone if people saw you dressed like a ..." 
 
    Meghan glanced down at her hands, then shyly back at him.  "Like a slut?" 
 
    His mouth slanted in a self-deprecating smile.  "You know I respect you as a person, dear.  You know that.  Nobody loves you more than me.  Do you trust me?" 
 
    Dark lashes momentarily screened Meghan's eyes.  Then she started to wiggle her thighs again as she tugged her shorts down.  Then she pulled her T-shirt off, revealing her big, bouncy tits.   
 
    "Meghan!  Fuck!  Holy fuck!" 
 
    Rather than meet his probing eyes, she turned her eyes downward. 
 
    "Baby, you look so fucking good right now!" Brandon said, meaning every word of it too.   
 
    Over the past two decades he'd seen countless pictures and movies of actresses, models, and porn stars.  But there was something infinitely hotter about seeing his wife standing there in her skimpy outfit.  Her tan skin, flat tummy, soft facial features, wide dark eyes... this was a real woman!  She wasn't one of those plastic Hollywood bimbos!   
 
    Hastily he got his camera ready and began taking pictures, making sure to compliment his wife every few seconds.   
 
    "Oh, that's so great, baby!  You look so good right now!" 
 
    "Yeah, right." 
 
    "You don't believe me?" 
 
    "You're just a total perv," Meghan said with a little laugh. 
 
    As Brandon kept taking more pictures, it occurred to him that he might have to show a few close friends these pictures.  He wasn't about to post these pictures online.  He certainly didn't want these pictures available to anybody.  But at the same time, he liked the idea of his friends seeing how incredibly sexy his wife was.  Not that he would ever want Meghan to know this.  
 
    "Damn, baby, these are so hot!  Now why don't you turn around, flash me that booty." 
 
    Meghan complied.  She turned and looked over her shoulder while Brandon took pictures of her mostly-bare ass.  The sight of those two lovely globes exposed under the hot sun made his cock start to throb almost painfully now. 
 
    "Baby, put your hands on your knees.  Sort of bend over a little." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Stick your ass out at the camera.  It'll be hot." 
 
    "I don't know if I feel comfortable doing that." 
 
    "It's okay," he said.  "You'll see." 
 
    To say that Meghan was reluctant sticking her bare ass out for the camera was an understatement.  But a few moments later she seemed to relax a little, even giving her husband a few little shakes. 
 
    "That's it, baby.  You look so fucking good right now Meghan!  Shake it like one of those rap video girls shaking her butt up and down." 
 
    "Oh my God!  I can't believe I'm actually doing this!" 
 
    "Please, don't stop!" 
 
    "This is so embarrassing," Meghan said, though still shaking her ass for the camera. 
 
    Brandon was so happy.  He still couldn't believe that this was happening.  Never in a million years would he have expected someone like his wife to willingly expose herself in such a fashion.  "Exactly!  Perfect!  I love this!  Keep doing that!" 
 
    "Doing what?" 
 
    "Shaking your ass!  Shake it baby!  Show me what your mamma gave you!" 
 
    "Ha-ha, I never knew I was married to such a perv!" 
 
    Brandon kept snapping more pictures, his cock angrily pressing against his shorts now.  "And I never knew that I was married to such a little sex kitten.  Now get down on her your knees.  Poke your ass out for me, okay baby?" 
 
    "I'm only doing this because of what you did for me earlier today," she said, her knees sinking down into the hot sand.  "You're actually getting pretty good at that." 
 
    By now Brandon could barely hear what his wife was saying.  He was so dumfounded by the fact that not only was Meghan posing for him in such a slutty bikini, but that she was taking all of his directions, no longer reluctant.  "Perfect baby!  Just like that!  You look so fucking perfect on your knees, sticking your perfect ass out at me like that!  I can't wait to fuck you, Meghan! I can't wait to get inside you again!  You look amazing now!" 
 
    "I couldn't agree anymore," came a deep, masculine voice.   
 
    The strange voice startled Brandon.  He flinched, turned around.   
 
    Standing a few feet away there was a large black man, the same black man from the previous day.  He was only wearing a pair of baggy yellow shorts; and holding a football under one arm.   "Sorry buddy, I didn't mean to scare you.  Are you okay, buddy?" 
 
    Brandon continued to stand frozen, staring at the dark stranger.  It was hard not to notice how the black man's chin and jaw were hard and stubborn and indicated a force of will dangerous to anyone brave enough to parry with it.  His nose was large and flat and flared slightly at the nostrils.  His lips were thick and sensuous-looking.  His mouth was wide; it was spread out now in a friendly expression.  His strength and purpose were nothing to tangle with.  Only a fool would try.   
 
    Brandon swallowed and, relying on his professional demeanor, said, "Oh hey.  Sorry you just surprised me, that's all.  Actually, if you don't mind, me and my wife were just taking a few pictures.  We're almost done if you needed this particular spot on the beach." 
 
    "No problem," the black giant said.  "Actually, that's why I'm here.  Yesterday your wife came over and asked me if I could model for you.  Apparently taking pictures is one of your hobbies." 
 
    "She did?" 
 
    "Don't worry, buddy.  I've done this once or twice before.  You'd be surprised how many times white dudes come up to me and ask me to pose with their wiii—" 
 
    The black guy stopped when Meghan walked up next to her  husband.  His dark eyes sparkled with mischief. 
 
    "Oh hey there," Meghan said, giving the stranger a little wave. 
 
    Brandon's mouth went as dry as cotton.  In his peripheral vision he saw that his wife was doing her best to look natural and not freak out.  "I think there's been a misunderstanding here." 
 
    "By the way, I'm DeShawn," the black man said, reaching out for Meghan's hand first.   
 
    "I'm Meghan," she said, blushing deeply as the black man's gaze zeroed in on her full breasts that were bursting out the string bikini. 
 
    "Are you a model too?" DeShawn said. 
 
    "Me?  A model?  Tee-hee, no way!  I wish!" Meghan said, self-consciously twirling her hair while she continued laughing and blushing.  "I work in a bank!" 
 
    "That's a pretty fantastic bikini.  You look much better in that bikini than the one you were wearing yesterday." 
 
    "Really?  Wow, thanks!" 
 
    "No, thank you," DeShawn said. 
 
    A chagrined Brandon cleared his throat loudly and said, "I think there's been a misunderstanding.  You see, I was supposed to be taking pictures of  the women on the beach." 
 
    "Right, right," DeShawn said, not taking his eyes off Meghan's mostly nude body.  "Well, they wanted to be here.  But they couldn't make it.  They sent me instead." 
 
    "Oh, that's a shame," Brandon said, already starting to put the lens back on his camera. 
 
    DeShawn took a step forward and placed one of his huge black hands on Brandon's wrist.  Looking down, Brandon couldn't help but to notice the contrast not only in their skin tones, but in the size of their hands.  In comparison, Brandon looked like he had the soft, white hands of a little boy. 
 
    Brandon froze, looked up at DeShawn.   
 
    Presently Brandon's expression was that of a man who just stumbled upon a giant grizzly bear in the wild. 
 
    Surprisingly, DeShawn broke out into a huge smile.  "But aren't you some kind of fancy photographer though?  That's what your wife said.  I mean, it's not like you're some random pervert who only likes to take dirty pictures of women, right?  I mean, I'm sure you've taken tons of professional-grade photographs before, right buddy?" 
 
    Brandon started nodding his head vigorously, willing to say anything to get out of this horrible situation as fast as possible.  "Oh sure, of course.  Absolutely." 
 
    DeShawn removed his hand from Brandon's wrist finally. 
 
    DeShawn's arresting eyes were cold and determined.  "Look, buddy, truth is I had to take off work just to be here.  I've been thinking of doing some modeling myself." 
 
    "That's cool," Meghan said, still twirling her hair like an awestruck teenager.  "You'd be really great at it." 
 
    DeShawn gave Meaghan another long, roving glance before turning back to her small husband.  DeShawn couldn't help but to realize that the husband's face was starting to lose its color.  "All I'm saying is that since your wife didn't specify that she only wanted the women... how about we just do a few photos so I don't feel like I came out for nothing?  Okay, buddy?" 
 
    Despite every instinct in his body, Brandon knew that there was no way that he was going to be able to say no to such an intimidating person.  As DeShawn got ready for his photo shoot, Brandon realized that not only was his penis not erect like it had been a few minutes ago, but weirdly enough, it seemed like his balls had almost retracted into his body. 
 
    Unfortunately, Brandon's flaccid state didn't last for long... 
 
    After several minutes of taking pictures of DeShawn in all sorts of poses, DeShawn asked Meghan to join him, claiming that Brandon could keep any shots with her in them, if only to build his own portfolio.  When else would he get a chance to do a study in contrasts?  Her delicate white skin vs. his dark ebony skin.  Her soft womanly curves vs. his hard muscles?  Her lovely European features vs. his rugged African good looks.  The pictures (DeShawn claimed) would be incredibly artistic.   
 
    When Brandon heard the request, he knew that there was no way Meghan would ever agree to it.  No way!  Never!  It had taken Brandon almost seven years of marriage to get her into such a revealing bikini.  There was no way she was about to start rubbing up against black guys with so much skin exposed. 
 
    "Alright," Brandon said.  "But only if Meghan agrees to it.  It's up to her." 
 
    "Sure, I don't really mind, she said. 
 
    Brandon couldn't believe his ears. 
 
    Right away DeShawn started calling the shots.   
 
    He kept telling Meghan how to pose.  He kept telling Brandon to get multiple shots from different angles.  He told Brandon to take a few "artistic black and white photos."  Then he grabbed the football and started using it as a prop: 
 
    DeShawn and Meghan tossing the football together 
 
    Meghan pretending to tackle DeShawn. 
 
    DeShawn pretending to tackle Meghan. 
 
    DeShawn bending over to hike the football to Meghan. 
 
    "Alright Meghan," DeShawn said, trying to keep the big grin off his face, "now you bend over and hike the football to me." 
 
    "Wait a minute!" Brandon said.  "Let's find another pose." 
 
    "It's okay, honey," Meghan said.  "I don't mind." 
 
    Annoyed, Brandon took a few pictures and said they should find another pose.  Quickly. 
 
    "These are going to look so good in your portfolio, I swear," DeShawn said.  "Something tells me that you're really going to get a kick out of looking at them later." 
 
    Then, just when Brandon didn't think it could get any worse, DeShawn ripped off his yellow shorts, revealing the pair of white Speedos he was wearing underneath. 
 
    There was a collective gasp from the white couple when they saw what DeShawn was packing. 
 
    The Speedos looked like they were too small for such a large muscle-bound man.  Even worse, there was the unmistakable outline of DeShawn's equipment.  It didn't even look real.  It looked like he had stuffed the Speedos with a rolled sock.  Two rolled socks! 
 
    Brandon had always heard that black men were supposed to much better endowed than white guys.  But until this moment he'd always assumed it was just a myth.  Now he knew different.     
 
    "Oh my God! What?  Damn!" Meghan muttered after she turned and caught her first glimpse of DeShawn's manly bulge.   
 
    DeShawn treated Meghan to a real smile.  It was clear that the white woman was enjoying what she was looking at.  There was no mistaking her growing fascination. 
 
    "Meghan!  MEGHAN!  Turn around and face the camera!" Brandon said, unable to hide his impatience with his wife.   
 
    As infuriating as it was, it took Brandon's wife a long second before she could turn her eyes away from DeShawn's crotch.  Was that really the size of his penis?  Were guys even capable of having dicks that large?   
 
    Meghan suddenly thought of her only black friend, Monique Perkins, who was happily married and worked at the same bank.  No wonder Monique always walked around with a big smile on her face.   
 
    "Meghan!" Brandon yelled.  "Turn around!  Now!"  
 
    Like a woman coming out of a deep trance, she slowly turned back to her husband.  He looked so angry now.  For some reason he'd never seemed so  small and red-faced before.  Perhaps he was getting too much sun.  
 
    "Can you please face the camera so that I can take pictures?" he pleaded. 
 
    "Oh, sure.  Sorry," she said. "I was just..." 
 
    Behind her, DeShawn chuckled.  In a voice just barely loud enough for her to hear, he whispered, "Sorry baby, I hope I didn't scare you with my monster." 
 
    Meghan made a quick quarter turn.  Her eyes locked with his as he stared down at her and she quailed under his triumphant expression.  She had practically just met this man a few minutes ago and already he was looking at her like he owned her. 
 
    "Wait a minute guys!" Brandon yelled.  "The damn camera isn't working!  Just hold on a second while I change the batteries, okay?" 
 
    "Alright dear," Meghan said. 
 
    While her husband was fumbling around behind the camera, Meghan felt a pair of huge hands grip her by the waist.  Then he gave her a little squeeze, which sent jolts of electricity down her spine.   
 
    "These are going to be some great pictures," the black man said.  "I think you're really going to like them.  I think your husband is really going to like looking at them too.  Even if he doesn't know it right now." 
 
    "What does that mean?" Meghan said, her voice trembling a little. 
 
    "Let's just say I have some experience in this department." 
 
    "What department?" 
 
    DeShawn winked, pulled Meghan back into him so that now her curvy ass was pressed against his groin.   
 
    She could feel his cock twitch as it came to life.  In a strange way, it felt good.  Meghan had never been a very sexually adventurous person.  The only person she'd ever slept with was her husband.  Going to a dance club and letting a guy "grind" behind her was the most risqué thing she'd ever done, and she'd only done that once.  
 
    Now she was allowing a man (a giant black man!) to stand behind her, hold her by the waist, rub his hardness between the voluptuous curves of her nearly naked butt cheeks.  The only thing separating her ass from his giant black cock was the flimsy material of their bathing suits, which was almost nothing.  All while her husband (who she still madly loved, oh yes) was no less than ten feet away!      
 
    Was she going crazy? 
 
    Was she suffering from overexposure to the sun?   
 
    DeShawn's hand slid down lower so that his thumbs were now resting on the knots keeping her bottom tied together.  The man's great size made her feel so small and vulnerable.  It was very exciting.  
 
    "I don't think you should do that," Meghan finally said, her eyes watching her husband while he remained preoccupied with his photography equipment.  "I think you should let go of me." 
 
    "Why would I do that?" DeShawn said. 
 
    "... I'm married." 
 
    "Just relax.  I love the way you smell.  I bet you taste even better though," he said. 
 
    Some of his fingers brushed across the front of Meghan's bathing suit and she shivered.   
 
    Up until now she'd never found herself attracted to black men (there was only one interracial couple back in their hometown and the white woman was nearly 300 lbs!) but now Meghan knew that she wanted DeShawn to do more to her.   
 
    Without thinking, she reached behind her and felt DeShawn's strong jaw, his face, his powerful neck.  She knew that any moment Brandon would look up and see his wife being fondled by another man and there would be a huge argument.  But for now she simply allowed herself to get lost in the moment. 
 
    "So where are your two little friends?" she said. 
 
    "What friend?" DeShawn said, continuing to hold Meghan against his meaty erection. 
 
    Meghan could feel him throbbing against her backside.  "You know, the women from yesterday." 
 
    He laughed.  "Probably with their husbands." 
 
    Then DeShawn slid his index finger under the fabric of Meghan's bikini.  She thought that he was about to enter her pussy lips, but instead he teased her by letting his finger rest on her mons.   
 
    "You ever been blacked?" he asked. 
 
    Meghan looked down and saw how her bikini bottom slightly bulged from the outline of his sizeable finger.  Just one of his fingers was nearly the size of her husband's penis.  "Blacked?" 
 
    "Been with a black man?  Had black cock?" 
 
    Meghan drew a sharp breath, a ripple of pleasure running through her.  "No, never." 
 
    "The first time I saw you," he said, "I kept imagining how good you would look with a big black cock sliding in and out of you, stretching you out like you've never been stretched out before.  I kept imagining how good you would look with a pair of black, heavy, cum-filled balls resting against your puckered asshole.  I kept imagining how good you would look with your lips wrapped around my dark shaft.  Trying to suck all my black babies out of me." 
 
    Meghan was speechless. No one had ever talked to her like that.  She started stammering.  "I... I ..." 
 
    He laughed again, this time a little cruelly.  "I think it's time you admitted you want some to," he said.  "What do you think?" 
 
    She bit her lip and closed her eyes.  She was finding it increasingly difficult not to yield to this man who radiated raw masculinity.  "I'm... married though." 
 
    "Yeah, you keep saying that.  But I'm not asking you to get divorced.  All I'm saying is that...." 
 
    "Meghan!  MEGHAN!  WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE HELL!  WHAT THE FUCK... WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU GUYS DOING!?!" Brandon yelled. 
 
    Outraged, he dropped everything he was doing and started storming towards his wife now.  With a racing pulse, he balled his hand into a small tight fist.  In his eyes shone the red glare of pure murder.   
 
    Meghan's head had come up with a snap to look at her husband as he angrily stomped across the stretch of sand.  She'd never seen Brandon look so furious in all her life.  There was a brief moment when she thought that the two men were about to fight each other.  What should she do?  She didn't know.  Apologize?  Start crying?  Try to stop them?  Get out of the way and watch as they battled over her like a couple of male rams fighting for breeding rights? 
 
    Brandon's approach, however, was soon stopped short when DeShawn stepped forward, looking more like Meghan's protector than a complete stranger.  "Hey buddy, it's cool, man.  Just relax.  Everything is cool." 
 
    "Fuck you!  Get out of my way!  I'm talking to my fucking wife, not you!" 
 
    "Relax buddy!" 
 
    Brandon shook his head angrily.  "You're just a big fucking dumb niii—" 
 
    Brandon didn't see the slap coming.   
 
    DeShawn was standing about three feet away when he reached back and backhanded the white man directly in the mouth.  The force of the blow twisted Brandon around and he fell to his knees.  
 
    S L A P! 
 
    There was no blood and no immediate bruising, but the single gesture had the effect of taking all of the steam from Brandon's sails.  For several long seconds he sat there on the sand, looking up at DeShawn while  Meghan stood back several feet.   
 
    The two men locked eyes for a moment, but Brandon found the steeliness in DeShawn's eyes to be too intimidating, so he looked away. 
 
    "That's my wife," he muttered, mostly to himself. 
 
    "I know that," DeShawn said, his voice now calm and controlled.  "I completely respect the sanctity of your marriage, buddy.  But that doesn’t mean that we —as adults— can't have some fun.  That's all we were doing, having a little fun.  Then you had to come over here, act like an idiot, and start hurling racial slurs.  That's why I popped you in the mouth.  Do you understand now, buddy?" 
 
    Brandon shrugged and mumbled something to himself. 
 
    "Why did I pop you in the mouth?" 
 
    Brandon repeated the gesture, his words still intelligible. 
 
    DeShawn took another step forward, casting a shadow large enough to completely cover the miserable white husband.  "Why did I pop you in the mouth?  I want to you hear you say it." 
 
    "Because..." 
 
    As if he was talking to a child now, DeShawn said, "Because why?" 
 
    "...Because I was about to use a racial slur." 
 
    "That's right.  That shit's not cool.  This isn't the 1800's anymore," DeShawn said.  "Especially when everyone was just hanging out and having a good time." 
 
    Still in his kneeling position, Brandon said, "Well, I wasn't having fun." 
 
    DeShawn grinned a big grin.  Then he nodded towards the white man's crotch.  "You sure about that?" 
 
    At first Brandon had no idea what the other man was talking about.  But when he looked down he was shocked to find that the front of his shorts was tented where his little stiffy had sprouted.  How was that possible? 
 
    Quickly, Brandon jumped on the defensive.  "That doesn't mean anything!  I don't even know why that's there!" 
 
    Chuckling to himself, DeShawn said, "I think we both know why that's there." 
 
    Just then, Meghan stepped forward so that she was standing next to DeShawn, now staring down at her husband whose face had grown bright red from embarrassment.  
 
    "See?" DeShawn said, slipping one of his large tree trunk-like arms around Meghan's waspish waistline.  "He likes it.  Lots of guys are like that.  It's nothing to be ashamed about.  This is completely natural." 
 
    Meghan felt the powerful man pull her into his body.  She looked up at him, batted her eyes. "Lots of guys?  Really? You like watching other guys with your woman too?" 
 
    Throwing his head back in heavy laughter, DeShawn said, "Naw, that's not my style.  I'm not really into watching other people.  Shit, I don't even fuck around with pornography.  The way I see it, I was born for other things." 
 
    Meghan looked at her husband, then back up at the dominating presence of DeShawn.  Ever since he'd started rubbing his cock against her ass, she'd felt that unmistakable tingling between her legs.  Without touching herself, she knew that she was warm and wet and ready.  God, she was so very ready!  Part of her felt like she'd never needed to be fucked more than she did at this particular moment. 
 
    What was wrong with her? 
 
    Why had she suddenly become this horny sex-crazed woman all the sudden?  Was she turning into a total slut? 
 
    Then Meghan looked back down at her husband, again.  He had a weird, passive look in his face.  She'd never seen Brandon in this fashion.  She felt that her husband's silence was permission for what was about to happen.   
 
    "What other things?" she said to the man with his arm around her now. 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "You said that you were made for other things," she said.  "What did you mean?" 
 
    DeShawn's eyes met Meghan's and then he moved down to her face, lingering over her lips.  Meghan moved her head just a little, and her lips found the thick, pillowy lips of the black man.  His lips were warm and soft, firm against hers. 
 
    They started kissing slowly, his mouth moving her hers, gently sucking Meghan's lower lip into his mouth, his teeth grazing her skin.   
 
    "Damn, you taste just like cherries," the man said.  "I could tell just by looking at you strutting around the beach that you tasted damn good.  I was right too!" 
 
    "Um, thanks," Meghan said, more than a little flustered. 
 
    For a second her eyes darted over to the side to see Brandon's reaction.  He continued to look up at her.  He didn't look mad or upset now.  Nor did he look happy or encouraging.  He mostly just looked curious, and slightly incredulous —like he couldn't quite believe what he was witnessing.   
 
    Still, Meghan thought to herself.  I do love him more than anything.  But if he really didn't want this to happen, then he would be man enough to put a stop to this.  On some level, he obviously likes what he sees.  What a dirty little white boy! 
 
    Then DeShawn tightened his grip, pulled her body closer so that her big soft breasts were crushed against his sculpted chest.  Meghan knew that by now her pussy was sopping wet.   
 
    DeShawn's tongue slipped between her lips, thrusting into her mouth as his big hands reached around and grabbed the bare parts of her ass.  It felt good.  He squeezed her, kneading the flesh while he kissed her hard. 
 
    Finally he broke away from her, looking down at the beautiful white woman, his eyes filled with something dark and primal. 
 
    That's when Meghan saw what had just happened.  "OH MY GOD!  JESUS CHRIST!" 
 
    His cock was fully hard now.  Several dark, meaty inches, including the huge purplish head, were jutting out of his Speedos, like an animal which had suddenly grown too big for its skin. The white woman had never seen anything like it.  She'd always thought that Brandon had a fairly  big penis, but compared to DeShawn, his penis looked like that of a child's.   
 
    "See what you did?" he whispered salaciously.  "That's because of you.  Looking all sexy and fine.  You got this big black cock hungry!  Hungry for some white pussy!  What are you going to do about it now?" 
 
    With a wicked grin on her face, Meghan looked at the black man and said, "What do you want me to do?" 
 
    "Don't be coy," he said.  "I don't have time to play games." 
 
    Off to the side Meghan heard a dull moan from Brandon as she sank to her knees in front of DeShawn.  She reached up, fingers cupping the base of DeShawn's shaft, before she touched the part that was sticking out of his Speedos.  She was surprised by how  alive it felt in her hands.  
 
    "That's good baby," he said.  "You look so good on your knees like that."  
 
    Not needing any more encouragement, Meghan gathered her long dark hair into a sleek, low ponytail.   
 
    Brandon, just a few feet away still, realized what was about to happen when he saw his wife fix her hair.  A stricken expression crossed his face.  "No, don't," he muttered.  But his voice was so soft and the other two were so focused on each other that his objection fell on deaf ears.   
 
    As it turned out, it would be his last objection too. 
 
    "Pull my Speedos all the way off," DeShawn ordered, his big erection still pressed against the hard ridges of his stomach.  "It's okay.  You're doing a good job, sexy." 
 
    Meghan smiled at the compliment.  She grabbed the sides of his taut garment and slowly slid them down his hips, causing his massive erection to pop out, nearly hitting her in the eye. 
 
    "What's wrong, sexy?" 
 
    She had one of her small, delicate hands tentatively wrapped around the base of his cock now.  "It's so... big.  I'm not sure if I can handle something this big.  I wish you weren't so huge." 
 
    "That's okay, lots of girls are scared at first.  But then they learn to love it.  Crave it.  Okay?" 
 
    Meghan took a second to compare his cock to her forearm, which was about the same length.  "If... you say so." 
 
    "Here I'll teach you," DeShawn said. 
 
    With lust-filled eyes, Meghan said, "Okay, okay." 
 
    "When you suck a big cock, you take it real slow.  Every so often you take it as deep inside your mouth as you can,  , make a tight ring with your lips and pull my cock out of your mouth while you are sucking hard and licking it with your tongue.  Then you do it all over again." 
 
    Pointing his huge weapon at her face, Meghan opened her mouth, and leaned forward... 
 
    "Good girl," he said as the first few inches of his ebony rod disappeared into the beautiful white woman's mouth.  "Do this while you massage my ball sac, rolling those little almonds around in there... Hmm, that feels good.  We're going to get you black cock certified yet!" 
 
    Never in a million years did Brandon think he'd have to watch another man give cock sucking lessons to his wife.  But that's exactly what he found himself witnessing, close enough that he could actually smell some of the musky odor emanating from DeShawn's monstrous equipment.   
 
    Then something even more surprising happened. 
 
    Meghan took her mouth off of DeShawn's cock, turned towards her husband, and said, "Maybe you should go back to the hotel.  I'm not sure you want to actually see this.  It's okay.  I'll be back soon, probably." 
 
    Brandon nodded, tried to get up off his knees, which felt weak and wobbly. 
 
    "Wait," DeShawn said.  Then in a very calm voice he said, "Don't go, buddy.  I'd prefer it if you stayed and watched.  It'll be more fun that way." 
 
    Brandon didn't say anything, but his expression said, "Really?" 
 
    "Trust me," DeShawn said, addressing Brandon and then Meghan.  "I know this sounds weird, but it'll be better for everyone if Brandon stays.  This isn't the first time I've done this." 
 
    Meghan nodded, but barely seemed to be listening.  She was too busy jacking the man's cock off.  Her expression flickered between animal lust and child-like fascination with what she was holding in her small hands.  Then she smiled up at the black man with such adoration.  "It's so beautiful.  I could suck this all day.  Wait, what did you say?" 
 
    DeShawn chuckled, petted Meghan on the head a few times. 
 
    Turning his attention back to the husband now, DeShawn said, "Hey buddy, I'm not telling you that you have to do this, but a lot of husbands like to touch themselves while we do this.  Just don't touch Meghan.  And damn sure don't touch me!" 
 
    Brandon smiled weakly, but seemed reluctant to actually touch himself.   
 
    After that DeShawn and Meghan went back to focusing on just themselves.   
 
    Holding his giant member by the base, he offered his cock to her mouth, which she happily received once more.  He put both his big, strong hands on the side of her head and began rocking his hips back and forth, plunging several inches down her throat, causing her to squirm and moan, until her chin was coated with her saliva, and saliva started dripping down to the sand. 
 
    Her erect nipples scraped erotically against the fabric of her bikini top with every stroke, and her face performed the intensely pleasurable act of oral love.   
 
    Sometimes she kissed his cock; other times she wrapped her tongue around it as far as she could reach; and, on some strokes, she even chose to caress the shaft with her soft cheek or even the side of her nose. 
 
    It was hard to say who was getting more turned on by this, DeShawn or Meghan. 
 
    "Did you ever think that you'd be doing this?" 
 
    Meghan hesitated before pulling the black dick out of her mouth.  "Doing what?  Giving a guy a blowjob?" 
 
    "No," he said.  "Sucking a big black cock.  Worshipping a black man's phallus." 
 
    Not letting go of his beautiful tool, Meghan smiled up at him and shook her head.  "I guess not, no." 
 
    "Go on white girl," he encouraged.  "Keep on worshiping me." 
 
    She snaked out her tongue to caress the head, relishing the firm, velvety texture, and under the ridge.  He pumped his hips a couple of times, stopped.  With the next stroke, she kissed the tip; and, on the one after that, she held it briefly between her lips and probed her tongue into the slit.  
 
    After a couple of minutes, she let his cock slowly slip from her mouth, and looked up at DeShawn with a desperate expression. 
 
    "What's wrong, baby?  Why are you looking at me like that?" 
 
    "Baby," she whined.  "I'm ... horny too." 
 
    "Ah!  Now I understand.  No problem," he said, gesturing for the white woman to get off her knees. 
 
    She rose.  A big smile broke free across Meghan's beautiful face.  As DeShawn pulled her top off, untied her bottoms, and threw the bathing suit at the pale face of her husband, Meghan had the expectant joy of a young child on Christmas morning.  Her bathing suit removed so that she was completely nude, she was then turned a round, facing her husband  as a pair of large black hands reached under her arms and began to caress her nipples with their rough touch.   
 
    Brandon, having no real choice in the matter, watched as his wife entered a kind of sexual nirvana.   
 
    Eventually one of the black hands started to slowly creep down Meghan's flat tummy until it was flush with her pussy, two large fingers cupping her outer lips, which were as warm and wet as they had ever been before. 
 
    "Ahhhhhh," Meghan said, liking the black man's attentions to her breasts and pussy now.  When he brought his lips to the nape of her neck, she automatically began to gyrate her hips, grinding her ass into his hard cock.   
 
    Meanwhile, ensuring that this sexy white wife's pussy was not being overlooked, DeShawn carefully slipped his index finger into  one of the tightest little slits he'd ever felt.   
 
    Damn, DeShawn thought.  No wonder the size of my cock scared her.  This sexy bitch is almost too damn tight.  If she wasn't married, I could have sworn she was still a damn virgin.   
 
    Whilst evidently enjoying the sensation of getting finger-fucked in front of her husband, Meghan turned around so that she could throw her arms around DeShawn's neck and engage in a long, sensual, romantic kiss.  Though she wasn't planning to, she found herself throwing her slender legs around his waist.  Meghan was completely off the ground now.  Luckily, DeShawn was such a powerfully built man that he had no problem supporting her weight with both hands greedily cupping her ass cheeks.  
 
    "You ever been fucked like this?" he said to Meghan.  "Standing up?" 
 
    "No, not really." 
 
    That was all the man needed to hear.  With one arm wrapped around Meghan's waist, he reached under her ass, angled the tip of his cock so that it was lined up with her pussy lips. 
 
    Meghan had never felt so turned on in her life.  At this point, even if she had wanted to stop, she knew that she was at this man's mercy.   
 
    The juices from her pussy lubricated the large purple mushroom head as it slipped between her most sacred folds.  She began moaning, almost grunting, until DeShawn's mouth found hers and they locked lips again while she sank down further.  It was exactly like he'd promised too.  His large cock was stretching her out like she'd never been stretched out before.   
 
    While the great waves of ecstasy rushed over her, flooding every inch of her body, she knew that no matter what she'd thought of herself before, she was now this man's fuck puppet, his own private sex toy.  It was such a turn-on.  Already she could feel the pressure of a great and imminent orgasm start to build.  
 
    How had she gone her whole life without this?  
 
    "Please, please baby," she whispered hoarsely, her red-painted nails digging into his broad dark shoulders.  "Not too fast, please.  Okay, baby?  You're going to rip me apart with that thing.  Please go easy on me." 
 
    He laughed, perhaps a little demonically.  "You want me to go easy on you?" 
 
    "Yes please." 
 
    He laughed some more.  "You want me to go easy on this white pussy?" 
 
    "Yes, baby," she said, moaning into his shoulders now.  Then, before she had time to realize what she was saying, Meghan added, "Please go easy on this white pussy." 
 
    "I like that talk.  That shit turns me on." 
 
    As unbelievable as it was, DeShawn had already worked seven or eight thick inches into her love channel, far exceeding that of her husband.   Meghan cupped her hands behind his neck, moaned, and leaned back, knowing that he was far too strong to drop her.  "Oh fuuuuuuuccccck!  Daaaaamn, baby!  Baaaaaabby, you're so fuuuuckking deeeepp!" 
 
    With her hands still around his neck, he put his arms under both of her legs, locking his fingers under her ass.  "You like that black dick, huh?" 
 
    "Oh yes!  I love it!" 
 
    "Tell me you like that black dick!" 
 
    "I love that black dick, baby! It feels so good!  I've never felt so full in my life!" 
 
    "Fuck yeah, baby!  Give me that white pussy!  I can't get enough of this white pussy!" 
 
    "It's yours baby,  you can have this white pussy!" 
 
    "You are such a fucking little hottie!  I can't wait to shoot my cum inside you!" 
 
    Even though Meghan had not intended for this strange, handsome, brutish man to ejaculate inside her, she brought no verbal objections.  Her beautiful face was too contorted with physical sensations which bordered on overwhelming.   
 
    It wasn't just the size of the man's dick.  It wasn't just the huge muscles all over the man's body, how he effortlessly fucked her while standing up.  Even more important, it was the way he carried himself.  It was the dominating way he looked at her and talked to her.  Every time he opened his mouth, the deep, rich, rumbling voice of his sent more ripples of pleasure down her spine. Everything about this man made it seem like he'd been specifically engineered to bring a woman's body pleasure.    
 
    Oh yes, she still loved her husband.  But this was an utterly different kind of experience.    
 
    Meanwhile, Brandon was having a completely different sort of experience.  His thoughts were in a state of turmoil.  From the back of his head there were all sorts of voices shouting different things, reflecting a vast array of contradictory impulses.  He wanted to walk over and beat the shit out of that fucking black guy.  (Though that was out of the question for obvious reasons.)  He wanted to go back to the hotel and start shopping for divorce lawyers.  He wanted to call Meghan's younger sister up and try to fuck her, preferably with Meghan in the audience.   
 
    But in the end, Brandon responded to a different voice. It was a calm, reasonable, grown-up, soothing voice which told him that everything was going to be okay.  This didn't mean that Meghan loved him any less.  She was just a woman with certain needs that could be better fulfilled by someone who wasn't her husband.  He could continue to struggle and fight the situation, or he could be an adult and merely accept what was going on, accept reality.   
 
    Besides, a part of Brandon thought that Meghan had never looked sexier than she did right now: her hair thrown back, her feet helplessly dangling in the air, her perfect white ass rising and falling as she allowed herself to be impaled on the black man's tremendous cock.  It was certainly not an image that Brandon would ever be able to erase from his memory.  Even if he lived to be 200 years-old, he would always recall the beautiful, stark contrast between Meghan and her ebony stud.   
 
    So Brandon decided to bite the bullet.  He was a little ashamed, but nonetheless he reached into the front of his shorts where he found his penis rock-fucking-hard.  Would he ever be able to look Meghan in the eye again?  Would she still respect him as a husband? As a man?  Would he ever be able to get enjoy fucking her with his penis after seeing her take DeShawn's big black cock?  
 
    It didn't matter.   
 
    All he knew was that he needed to cum.  His balls, which were small and shriveled compared to Meghan's new lover, still ached badly.  Though he'd been desperately horny millions of times before, Brandon doubted whether or not he'd been as horny as he was now, watching his beautiful wife riding that glistening black dick.   
 
    The last straw was seeing Meghan on her hands in knees, DeShawn behind her.  He was looking down, his expression almost angry as he worked his huge tool in and out of Brandon's wife.  Meghan was loving it.  She had her ass raised as high as she could get it.  Her breathing by this time was low and guttural, like she was struggling to lift a heavy object.  Every time DeShawn's black cock slammed into her from behind there was that unmistakable wet sound as her ass wobbled from the impact.   
 
    Then he started going faster and faster.  
 
    "I'm going to cum!  I'm going to cum in this white pussy!" 
 
    Brandon, now jacking himself off at his own furious pace, thought that Meghan would object to this, as she normally hated the messiness of exchanging bodily fluids with another person.  But again, she surprised Brandon.  Instead of objecting, she simply arched her back, slammed her legs together, and began to have an trembling/eye-rolling orgasm. 
 
    "Damn my cock looks so good fucking this pretty pink white pussy!  I love it!  You're so sexy, baby!  I'm going to fucking fill you up like never before!" 
 
    Meghan's eyes were completely rolled back in her head, her mouth was open, and there was a small amount of drool dripping from the corner of her mouth onto the sand.   
 
    "I'm cumming too!" she exclaimed.  "I'm cumming all over that big black dick!" 
 
    "Yeah baby, yeah!" 
 
    "Oh fuck me, DeShawn!" 
 
    "I need this white pussy!" 
 
    "It's yours!  Cum in me, baby!  I want you to cum in me!" 
 
    "ARRRRRGGGGGhhhhh!  FUUUUUUUCCCCK!" DeShawn said, his  big flat nose snarled as his hips went suddenly motionless.  "I'm cumming, Meghan!  I'm fucking cumming in you now!" 
 
    As if on cue, Brandon felt his own ball sac start to contract.  The first white jet shot up and arced over his left leg.  By far it was the thickest, whitest cum shot he'd ever had. 
 
    Afterwards he sat there, silently playing with himself while his exhausted wife trembled and made cooing sounds under the weight of her new lover.   
 
    Later, the married couple walked back to the hotel, holding hands and not really saying anything.  Sometimes Brandon would look over, unable to understand how he'd managed to find such a beautiful woman to share his life with.   
 
    Of course, he still had some anxiety about their future. Would she treat him differently?  Would she be distant?  Would she be the one shopping for a divorce lawyer? 
 
    But by the time they were sitting on the tarmac, Meghan wearing white ear buds, flipping through a copy of Vogue, waiting for the commercial airplane to take them back to the  States, Brandon realized that —as strange as it sounded— they'd never been closer than they were right now. 
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