
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      LOCKER ROOM CUCKOLD

      AN INTERRACIAL CUCKOLD HUMILIATION STORY

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    




      
        FRANCIS CUCKOLD

      

    

    




      INTERRACIAL CUCKOLD BOOKS

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2022 by Francis Cuckold

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Also by Francis Cuckold:

      Cuckold 24 Story Bundle

      Cuckold Quarantine

      Waterpark Cuckold

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        A little taste…

      

    

    
      
        Locker Room Cuckold

      

    

    
      
        Also by Francis Cuckold

      

    

    

  







            A LITTLE TASTE…

          

        

      

    

    




      LOCKER ROOM CUCKOLD

      He stepped close to her. Too close. Like he was trying to intimidate her. Hell, he intimidated me and I was all the way across the room. "You don't know anything about football, do you?"

      "I know that your performance was affected by a girl!" She said, much too defensively. But she stood her ground.

      “You’re wrong!” He turned away from her again and let the towel drop to the floor. She stared at his magnificent muscular bare ass.

      And so did I.

      What the heck? What a jerk. I was so glad I was getting this on camera.

      "You're right, you know," she said, still staring at his butt.

      "Oh, yeah? About what?"

      "I don't know anything about football," Lisa said, which was mostly true. "But I do know a brokenhearted guy when I see one."

      He turned around to face her. Since he was totally naked, she couldn't help but glance down to see what was dangling between his legs. And she was so close she nearly got whacked. The rumors were true!

      Unfortunately, as a television producer who'd been in too many locker rooms, I'd seen more than my share of swinging dicks. It was fair to say each and every one, white or black, was bigger than mine. But nothing prepared me for the foot-long Zeke was packing.

      Maybe Zeke's infamous monster cock just seemed bigger because there was an object in the foreground to give it a sense of scale. My petite blonde wife!
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      Come on inside for more…
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      It was still dark as we pulled up to the stadium. I stopped the car at the security gate and groaned. The new guy, a humongous black fellow, who really filled out the booth, waddled out with a clipboard and motioned for me to roll down the window.

      "Good morning, sir," he said. His voice was so high, and I wasn't expecting it, so I had to stifle a laugh. "May I help you?"

      Look at the fucking sticker on the windshield and raise the arm so we don't need to have this conversation, I wanted to say. But like everything else in my life, I edited the raw material to produce a final copy. "Yes," I said. "I'm Frank Smith." I held up my lanyard so he could see my ID.

      He squinted at my ID and said, "And what's your position, Mr. Smith?"

      Oh my god. We don't have time for this.

      "I'm a producer. For the network. Television?"

      "And who is this with you?" He was staring. Which was not unusual.

      "This is my wife," I said. I let that hang in the air to sink in for him. This gorgeous blonde with the long legs and perky tits and achingly perfect bone structure was all mine.

      Lisa sat back in the passenger seat with her arms crossed which only further enhanced her ample chest. Normally, Lisa would lean over and make small talk with a guy like this. But not today. She was not in the mood for it.

      "Her position?"

      Her, what? I was very possessive of my trophy wife and it was one thing for guys to look at her, but another thing to make suggestive remarks. "Excuse me?" I said, putting as much irritation in my voice as I could.

      "What is her position? Her role? What is her job?" His mouth hung open. He was breathing through it. Lisa often had that effect on men. Even when she's in a baggy sweatsuit, with bed head and no makeup.

      "Oh," I said, feeling like a dick. "Lisa is a sideline reporter."

      He peered into the car. He whipped out a big, black flashlight and ran the beam up Lisa's body until he saw her face. "Oh, yeah," he said. "I thought she looked familiar." The image of this guy jerking off while thinking about my wife exploded uninvited into my head.

      Some of the first results when people searched for my wife on the internet were some photos. Just bikini shots from a charity calendar she posed for while in college. Could be worse.

      Usually when I found something on the internet to "entertain" myself with, I thought about the young women's eventual husbands. What must they think, knowing that lewd pictures and videos of their wives were just a search away?

      Thankfully, I didn't have to worry about any of that with Lisa. She came from a strict religious family. Hell, she wasn't even allowed to date until she went off to college. Her parents were so mad when they found out she posed for that calendar. God was always watching.

      "Lisa Rheems?"

      "Smith. Lisa Smith," I said. Lisa still used her "maiden" name. It pissed me off, and she knew it. "Are we done here? We need to get to work."

      "Ok, ok." The guard raised his hands and eyebrows. Made me feel like one of those d-bags who used the "Do you know who I am?" rants.

      He finally went back inside his hut and raised the arm. "Enjoy your day," he said.

      No chance of that.
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        * * *

      

      Like so many of our arguments, it started off as two different conversations. We needed to talk about her career. We also needed to talk about our marriage.

      On both topics, she expected the fantasy, while I was grounded in reality.

      Lisa thought because I was a "producer" I could just magically get her higher and higher profile assignments.

      Unfortunately, as a "producer" in this day and age meant I didn't have that power. Or any other power for that matter. Besides a regular paycheck.

      Several hours after we arrived at work and Lisa was done with hair and makeup and wardrobe and holy shit did she look good. Every guy she passed eyed her up and down. Her long perfectly toned legs ascended into her tasteful but still “mini” skirt. Her tight waist blossomed up to her chest which her blouse amply accentuated. And her blonde hair always looked extra golden on game days. Lisa was a stunner without any help but when you matched her with hair and makeup professionals she was extraordinary.

      Too bad she looked better at work than she did at home. Maybe that was why I had such a hard time getting it up.

      In a search for a private place to talk, we found ourselves in a back storage room in the bowels of the massive stadium. It was currently holding thousands of little boxes. Each one held a "bobblehead" figurine of the team's starting quarterback, Zeke Freeman.

      One of the boxes was opened. The figurine sat on top of a stack of boxes. It looked very cheap, like it was a knockoff of a real one. The coloring for his face was most egregious — actual pitch black for his skin instead of his natural dark mocha color. It made his bright white eyes look like he just walked into a surprise party. His mouth showed off unnaturally glowing white teeth in a broad smile. Whenever someone bumped into the stack the head nodded like a maniac was saying, "Yes! Yes! Yes!"

      Another producer joked that the bobblehead looked like it was enjoying an "enthusiastic" blow job.

      “What do you want from me?” I asked Lisa. My hands trembled a bit. Since we were at work, I really didn’t want any drama. Even if we were in the TV business. We both had shit to do and I doubted we'd be able to resolve anything in the brief moments we had in the storeroom.

      “I want you to man up and act like my husband!”

      “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Was she still mad about last night? Or the last year or two. We rarely had sex anymore. And even when we did I had a difficult time staying... engaged.

      “What do you think?” She said.

      All I could think of was last night. In bed. It was our anniversary. Which I totally forgot. Again.

      When I didn't respond, she went on. "I need more."

      That sounded like she was talking about her career. Whew. As a husband, I would be hard pressed to give her "more." Especially, in the bedroom.

      "Look you and I both realize you didn't get this job because of your journalistic skills. Right? You're probably not going to win a Pulitzer or an Emmy." First, tear her down. Then build her back up. "But, you have something most people don't and they never will. Your looks."

      "Thanks, I guess," she said as she self consciously twisted her long blonde hair.

      "Of course, baby." Lisa was beautiful. But so was everyone in her line of work. The next pretty face is right around the corner lining up for her job. And that pretty face might have even conducted an interview with somebody before she became a sideline reporter.

      I took her by the arm and guided her to the door. Crisis averted. Time to go to work.

      "Wait," she said. And jerked her arm back and into the boxes. "So what are you saying to me?"

      "I'm saying you need to be more than a pretty face. Go get an exclusive you can talk about during the game this weekend. Something big, really big!"

      As I nudged her into the hallway and turned to shut the door behind us, the Zeke Freeman bobblehead nodded at me.

      Yes. Yes. Yes!
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        * * *

      

      As far as I could tell, with this struggling team we were assigned to, there was really only one story that merited the kind of attention that I was talking about. It certainly wasn't the boring sprained this or strained that injury story. Or who the coach was currently dogging.

      No. The only story that mattered involved, Zeke Freeman, the star quarterback who recently began struggling. He blew last week's game by fumbling the snap just as they were inside the red zone with time running out and a chance to win.

      Zeke Freeman.

      His nickname coming out of college was "The Freak." The nickname was credited in the media to his athletic prowess. But behind the scenes, he allegedly lived up to the nickname with his success with the ladies. There were rumors his old college coach had secretly worked behind the scenes to keep a lid on illicit paternity issues. There was a joke that nothing could contain Zeke "The Freak," including, and especially, condoms.

      Last month, Lisa confessed to me that she caught a glimpse of his dick as he walked past her in the locker room with just a towel on. She said it was just a fleeting glimpse but it disturbed her. Her cheeks reddened and she felt sick to her stomach. She swore it wasn't intentional.

      Prior to that, she'd only ever seen one dick in her life: mine. That was one reason I married her. I could never marry a woman with a past. There was no way I could go through life knowing there was some guy, or guys, out there that knew what my wife looked like naked. Or knew what it felt like to touch her bare breasts and ass. Or knew what it was like to be inside her. Using her for their own pleasure.

      It even bothered me that she had even laid eyes on The Freak's dick. It felt like a violation. My wife shouldn't know what another guy's dick looked like. Especially, someone we had to work with.

      Part of me being ok with her career as a sideline reporter was due to the fact that the league had cleaned up its act regarding nudity in the locker room while the press, including female reporters like Lisa, had access. Some of the old guys still told stories of the craziness that went on back in the old days.

      Anyway, The Freak was rumored to have an extraordinarily large dick and Lisa's breathless eyewitness account did nothing to dispel it. The way she described it, it could be long enough to hang his towel out to dry on it. As the weeks passed from the incident though, I thought I detected a change in Lisa. Her shock and horror had turned into something else.

      Curiosity.

      And in the case of my wife, I didn't want curiosity to kill the... well, uh, pussy.
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        * * *

      

      Hours after the game ended, the locker room was quiet except for the immediate vicinity of Zeke's locker. He was the last player, stuck answering brutal questions about why he sucked.

      A mass of other reporters crowded around his locker. Lisa hung back apparently unwilling to have her nose broken by an errant elbow. They asked him a bunch of questions and he gave the same basic non-answer to every one of them.

      Lisa mentioned to me that even from the back of the crowd she saw something in his eyes. A certain dullness. He was sad, she said. Sad about something important to him. More than just fumbling a snap or losing a stupid football game. Something personal.

      I made sure Lisa didn't see me roll my eyes. What the fuck was she going on about? Still, I tried to encourage her. "Ok, so seize that. Like a dog and a bone. You're the dog. Zeke is the bone. Get the bone."

      "Now?"

      "Just wait until it thins out a bit," I said. "You want one hundred percent of his attention. You want all of him."

      Her nervous energy hadn't diminished since the game ended. Good. She needed to be "on" in order to get the most out of Zeke.

      "What do I say?"

      Christ. A "reporter" that didn't know what to say. Thankfully Lisa made up in appearance what she didn't have in the brains department. Hell, she was dumb enough to marry me.

      "Tell him whatever you want. Just flirt with him." Oops, I shouldn't have said that. Flirting made her nervous.

      "Couldn't you just set up something?"

      "No," I said. "There's nothing I can give you that will be better than what he can give you."

      Lisa seemed to consider that. "Well, how do I start?"

      "Jeez, just tell him you're ready for that exclusive he promised you."

      "But he didn't." Lisa batted her big eyes at me. Wow, she looked great but she was dumb as a rock sometimes.

      "So lie to him,” I said but Lisa scrunched her perfect little nose. Lying was a sin. Blah, blah, blah. And God was always watching. “If you want to be a success in this business you have to do what it takes."

      One by one the other reporters left with their little tidbits of nothing. Soon there was just one old guy, a reporter, that I recognized from the local station. I couldn't remember his name but I knew he'd followed the team for a long time. He didn't look like he was leaving anytime soon. I sure didn't want to wait around all night.

      "Now's your chance. Just go over there and start talking. I'll have the camera running the whole time so you don't have to worry." I nudged her forward and walked back over to start the camera.

      Lisa hesitated and looked back at me. All I could do was nod to encourage her. This was her chance and she had to be the one to step up and grab it.

      After an awkward moment, she stepped over to them and interrupted. "Hey Zeke, can I get that exclusive you promised me?"

      Zeke and the old reporter both gazed at her. "Wait! You promised her an exclusive?" the old guy asked, as he looked Lisa up and down like he was wearing x ray glasses. "I can see why."

      He glared at her, shrugged and finally walked away muttering, "They shouldn't even let women in the locker room."
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        * * *

      

      The quarterback stood up and I realized just how big he was standing in front of my wife. "I don't remember offering you an exclusive. But you must be the new sideline reporter." He smiled and turned his bare back to Lisa. "I've heard a lot about you."

      She looked back to me. Lisa wasn't happy he turned his back to her. I silently gestured for her to keep the conversation going. "Oh yeah? Like what?"

      "Oh, you know. The usual."

      "I'm obviously new at this so I don't know. What's the usual?" Lisa was starting to show the bite that I knew was in her.

      "I heard you gave blowjobs to the d-backs last night. Even the backups."

      What?!?

      "What?" Lisa was suddenly ready to grab him and spin him around. "That's not true! That's disgusting! I would never do anything like that!"

      My heart was suddenly pounding. Lisa would never cheat on me. But even though Lisa was with me last night I still felt jealous. And pissed that this asshole, who sucked at football despite being paid millions, would say something like that to my wife.

      He turned around to face her with a big grin. "Oh, I'm sorry. I was thinking about your predecessor. You know, before she got promoted to the studio show."

      I relaxed a little as he laughed. Lisa laughed too. His smile suddenly made him kind of charming. All the rumors of his past with the ladies popped back in my head. He was kind of handsome in person. Not that I would know.

      But I needed Lisa to get back to business. She needed to rock him a bit. Put him on his heels just like he had done to her.

      "Did you break up with your girlfriend?" She asked him point blank. That was actually a good question. "Or your boyfriend?" That was not.

      He stopped laughing and stared at her for a long moment. "Girlfriend. Not that it's any of your business."

      "And that's why your head wasn't in the game last week? Or today?" Ooh, maybe I underestimated my wife. She'd already gotten something nobody else did.

      Zeke was getting irritated. Good.  "My head was in the game."

      "But you fumbled..."

      "My head was in the game!"

      "Holding onto the ball. The most fundamental aspect of the game..."

      He stepped close to her. Too close. Like he was trying to intimidate her. Hell, he intimidated me and I was all the way across the room. "You don't know anything about football, do you?"

      "I know that your performance was affected by a girl!" She said, much too defensively. But she stood her ground.

      "That's bullshit!" He turned away from her again and let the towel drop to the floor. She stared at his magnificent muscular bare ass.

      And so did I.

      What the fuck? What an asshole. I was so glad I was getting this on camera.

      "You're right, you know," she said, still staring at his ass.

      "Oh, yeah? About what?"

      "I don't know anything about football," Lisa said, which was mostly true. "But I do know a brokenhearted guy when I see one."

      He turned around to face her. Since he was totally naked, she couldn't help but glance down to see what was dangling between his legs. And she was so close she nearly got whacked. The rumors were true!

      Unfortunately, as a television producer who'd been in too many locker rooms, I'd seen more than my share of swinging dicks. It was fair to say each and every one, white or black, was bigger than mine. But nothing prepared me for the foot-long Zeke was packing.

      Maybe Zeke's infamous monster cock just seemed bigger because there was an object in the foreground to give it a sense of scale. My petite blonde wife!

      "Maybe I'm not brokenhearted," Zeke said with a shrug. "Maybe I just haven't gotten laid in a while."

      "Uh huh," Lisa said distractedly. It was like she was hypnotized by his swinging dick.

      "Hey, eyes up here," he said with a laugh.

      Lisa shook her head like she was trying to clear the cobwebs out of her mind, but it didn't exactly break off her drooling gaze. Finally she managed to look him in the eye and said, "Sorry, I've never been in a room with the world's biggest dick before."

      He smiled and said, "Thank you."

      "I meant you, overall," she said making a grand circle gesture. Then she smiled and pointed at his dick. "Not that."

      Good for you. You don't need to take anything from him.

      "I like you," he said. "Maybe we could help each other. I give you exclusive access and you..."

      "And what? I give you exclusive access?” she said. She smiled like she was nervous and her cheeks reddened.

      Wait.

      What the hell did she mean by that? Exclusive access to what?

      What the fuck?

      Holy shit.

      He was getting hard.

      And even Lisa couldn't help but notice him stiffening in front of her.

      This was spiraling out of hand.
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        * * *

      

      She slowly reached out and touched it.

      IT!

      My wife touched him.

      Down there.

      At first I thought it was just a mistake. Like she accidentally brushed up against him — a giant, naked black man. That she was interviewing.

      But then she trailed her finger along his length. There was no more doubt. It was intentional.

      Ok, Ok, I told myself. She's just curious. She's never seen one of those before. Except mine. And mine didn't look like that! It didn't even look real. It looked like a movie prop. A porn movie prop, but still. She'll snap out of it. Any second now.

      "Deal," he said. He placed his massive hand on the top of her head, palming it like a football. And he pushed down.

      She dropped to her knees in front of him. Face to face with his big, black cock.

      I wanted to say something. Actually, scream something. But my vocal cords were paralyzed. Just like the rest of me.

      She corralled him with one hand but that wasn't enough. So she held him with two hands as she seemed to study it. "It's so big." There was awe in her voice before she started giggling.

      "You ever have a bigger one?"

      "No," she said and seemed all shy again. But she was on her knees with another man's cock in her hands so she wasn't really that fucking shy!

      He reached down and took her hand in his. It appeared to be a caring gesture toward a loved one. But it wasn't.

      He noticed her wedding ring. The one I put on her finger back on the altar of her little fucking church in her hayseed town that didn't have a single black person.

      "Am I bigger than your husband?"

      "Oh, yeah," she said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

      My mind was racing in a million different directions. First I looked around to make sure there was no one else about to walk in and see my wife with him. My heart was pounding and I felt lightheaded.

      Any second I assumed I was going to faint.

      Somehow I was able to slump into a chair in the corner.

      Out of the way.

      But with an unobstructed view.
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        * * *

      

      "Are we alone?" Lisa asked.

      Zeke's eyes shifted in my direction. And the corner of his mouth ticked up.

      But Lisa didn't seem to care that her husband was in the room. "I mean is anyone going to walk in on us?"

      "No," Zeke said. But in my state of mind I wasn't sure which question he was answering. At the time my wife obviously didn't care either.

      She leaned forward and placed the most chaste-looking kiss I'd ever seen — except for the kiss she gave me when the pastor said, "You may now kiss the bride" — right on the tip of his cock!

      The image of her lips against the dark atomic bomb cloud mushroom shape of the head of his cock was too much. It sent me reeling.

      Part of my life with Lisa flashed before my eyes. Years of dating without touching so much as her ass or breasts (even over clothing!), never mind premarital sex! "God was always watching," she said.

      Well, God probably had a good laugh on our wedding night. Our first time — finally! Except, Lisa complained that it hurt and I was "too big!" And we stopped and she fell asleep as I cuddled her.

      I DIDN'T EVEN HAVE SEX ON MY WEDDING NIGHT!

      And yet here was my sheltered, prudish wife in a locker room on her knees with her lips pressed to another man's big, black cock!

      And she knew I was there! Her husband was in the room! And so did he!

      All the players knew Lisa and I were married. They couldn't believe a looker like Lisa would marry an average guy like me. But if they knew how much time and effort went into it, they'd have respect for me.

      All this went through my mind in that awful moment. Like it was frozen in time for all eternity.

      But that wasn't the end. It was just the beginning!

      The kiss was over but Lisa hunched over and started licking the length of his shaft from his balls up to the head. Christ, it was as big as her forearm!

      Licking. A dirty, nasty word. But that's what she was doing. And it was no small lick. I heard her moan as she lapped up and down his shaft, the tip of her tongue making wet smacking noises and leaving a glistening trail of saliva on his shaft.

      She opened wide and took the massive head into her mouth, sucking eagerly as she swirled her tongue around it. She took him deeper and deeper, her lips straining as she struggled to take him in.

      And then Lisa closed down on his cock, almost biting, and sucked on him hard, her cheeks hollowing. Holding his shaft tightly in her hand, she began to slowly bob her head up and down, sucking and licking hungrily as she took more and more of his massive member into her mouth. He groaned with pleasure, his eyes locked on her as she worshipped his huge, throbbing cock.

      I gasped but still didn't move, looking on in disbelief. She was now seriously giving him a blow job. Her lips were wrapped around his shaft and she was bobbing up and down on his dick.

      Zeke moaned in pleasure and ran his fingers through her long blonde locks. Her golden hair seemed so much longer when she was on her knees. It was like watching Rapunzel blowing her big, black prince.

      "Mmmmmm!" Lisa moaned around his cock. He pushed her head down and held it there. She sucked him deep and he groaned.

      She worked him with such intensity. I had no idea she could be so...well...so slutty!

      "Deep throat," he said. But Lisa was already doing that!

      She had the head of his cock in her mouth, then all the way down her throat!

      My wife was totally deep throating his big black cock!

      My heart was racing. My legs were weak. I've always thought Lisa was gorgeous from head to toe. But I'd never really seen her in action.

      I watched her lips slide up and down his shaft. All the way up, all the way down. I watched her hand squeezing his massive black manhood. I saw the pleasure on his face.

      But the biggest shock of all was seeing my own wife's face!

      I saw my innocent, religious wife's face bobbing up and down on a huge black cock, sucking it with everything she had.

      It was something else to watch. She'd always been so reserved, so modest.

      The way she threw herself into it was mesmerizing. Like she was possessed.

      I covered my mouth, overcome with shame and rage at what my wife was doing. Zeke "The Freak" was using my wife's mouth, her entire head, really, doing whatever he pleased.
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        * * *

      

      My ears were ringing as the big black man continued to use my wife's mouth, pumping his huge cock in and out of her wet lips. She was moaning and moaning, unable to contain her pleasure as she worshiped that massive cock

      A lump formed in my throat as realization continued to set in. My wife was giving this guy, who could get any woman he wanted, a blow job right in front of me — and they knew I was there. He even grinned at me as if to say, 'take a seat, buddy, because this is what your wife really wants.'

      I knew my wife, deep down under her religious background, could be a flirt, but to see her on her knees like that, servicing another man in the locker room — it was too much to bear.

      As the shock wore off, I realized I couldn't just sit by and watch her give this guy a blow job. I had to do something.

      But I couldn't move. Not only was I too afraid but there was something else. The most humiliating feeling possible. I was aroused. Aroused from watching my wife pleasure another man.

      My dick was so small compared to his but it was so hard, maybe the hardest it had ever been. And it was pressing against my pants and it hurt. It hurt so much I would have to do something about it.

      So I sat there and watched. And hoped it would end soon.

      Finally, Lisa could take no more, and she released him from her mouth with a wet pop. Looking up at him seductively, she ran her tongue up the length of his shaft, swirling it around the head and teasing the sensitive underside. He groaned again, his hands tightening in her hair as she continued to lick and stroke him, driving him closer and closer to the edge.

      But not over it.

      He pulled her up by her hair and kissed her. They both had their hands on his cock. She broke the kiss and looked at me. She smiled. Again, I could see the sparkle of my wedding ring on her finger. It was glistening even more with her saliva and his pre-cum.

      Lisa let him pull her against his naked body and they kissed again while his hand probed under her skirt, between her legs. His other hand was working its way under her top, cupping her breast. He groped her while they kissed until he seemed satisfied that she was wet enough.

      He broke the kiss, trailing his lips down her neck, stopping to suck and bite at her collarbone while he pulled her skirt up over her hips to her tight waist, leaving her bottom half only in her black panties.

      She was so incredibly beautiful standing there like that, nearly naked from the waist down, with her sparkling wedding ring on her finger. She was beautiful and I wanted to make love to her more than anything else in the world.

      But I knew what was coming next. He would take her, right there while I watched. So close yet so far. I felt sick, but I couldn't look away.

      "You like this don't you?" he asked, pulling her closer to him and kissing her again. She nodded, biting her lip as he started to pull down her panties.

      Suddenly, Lisa stopped him. At least she took his hands in hers.

      My heart leaped. Was she going to tell him that she couldn't go on? That she'd made a terrible mistake? That her vows to her husband and her love for me meant too much?

      Her sucking his cock was not something I could ever forget. Every time I looked at her, the image of her lips wrapped around his shaft would pop into my head. Kissing her would never be the same. Her lips and tongue had touched his cock.

      It was bad but maybe I could get past it. If it stopped at that.

      It didn't.

      She guided his hand into her panties. He ran his fingers over her through the batch of hair on her pubic mound. And they curled under — touching her most private place. The place only I had been.

      I could hear her moan. The sound of someone being pleasured for the first time. And she arched her back, pushing herself against his hand as he touched her.

      I couldn't look away.

      She moaned louder. He started rubbing her, and she moved her hips, thrusting against his hand.

      I felt sick and closed my eyes. So I could hear what he was doing to her, but I couldn't see it. Part of me didn't want to see it. If I did, I would know for sure what was happening. That he was touching my wife down there. Her most secret place. The place no one but me had touched. The place I only touched when she let me.

      I started to lose control. I had to see what he was doing to her. My wife. I wanted to see her face. The pained expression on my wife's face as she felt his fingers inside her.

      I heard Lisa's breath catch as he rubbed her clit. And when she started to tremble, I knew she had climaxed. She was not trying to hide it. And she didn't stop him.

      My wife had just had her first orgasm with someone other than me. And he'd done it with just his fingers.

      Then he ripped her panties off with one hand. I guess she wouldn't need them for a while. Jeez, those were the ones that cost like fifty bucks at the store in the mall that she made me go into for her. She was too embarrassed. "God was always watching."

      He pushed her back onto a bench, pulled her skirt off and tossed it aside. He grabbed her by the ankles and forced her legs open.  Her high heels dangled on her feet as he ran his fingers through the shock of hair atop her pubic mound.

      To my knowledge, my wife's private parts had never been exposed to another male before. All of her doctors were females - I made sure of that. And yet there were her pussy and cunt on full display. The locker room overheads bathed the entire scene in a glow like a spotlight on a stage.

      And all I could do was pray no one would walk in and see my wife like that. My hand was in my pants, furiously stroking my own rock hard cock as I watched the scene unfold. I knew I couldn't fool around for very long. Oh god, it was so hot.

      As Zeke's thumb brushed her tender clit, her reaction was like a bolt of electricity was running through her entire body based on her gyrations. Her back arched and she tossed her head to the side. And she rubbed her breasts through her ragged blouse.

      He bent down and without hesitation buried his face between her legs and started licking her pussy. My wife, the future mother of my children, moaned loudly as she got eaten out by another man.

      She was sliding around on the bench, trying to rub herself against his mouth. I could see his familiar, famous face between her thighs, licking her up and down, his tongue lapping at her clit. It seemed like a lot of tongue for just a lick, but maybe that's how it works. I don't actually know — she'd never done that with me.

      Lisa actually looked over at me and smiled, like she was doing exactly what I told her to do. She was rocking her hips against his mouth, moaning. Her eyes were full of lust and I'd never felt such desire as I did then. She was a fucking goddess.

      He pushed two fingers inside of her and started pumping them in and out. I could hear the squishy wet sounds as he fucked her with his fingers, her pussy juices dripping down onto his hand. Jesus, just one of his fingers rivaled my cock in size, let alone two of them.

      My wife was moaning loud enough that he had to cover her mouth with his other hand to keep it down. It was hard to think of anything when my wife was moaning like that. I couldn't believe how loud she was being. I mean, she'd never made so much as a peep in bed with me.

      Jealousy overwhelmed me. But I felt powerless. I knew that I should stop it, but I couldn't move. I was frozen with my failure, as her husband, to protect her. I felt pathetic and weak.

      So I sat there in shock, watching as my wife moaned and writhed in pleasure at the hands of another man. She cried out in pleasure as he continued to finger fuck her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

      I didn't know what to do. This was sick, perverted.

      I should stop it.

      But then again, I did not want to. It felt so good.

      My hand was in my pants and I was rubbing myself without even realizing it as my wife moaned and writhed on the bench like a common slut. Her blouse had become unbuttoned. And her expensive bra was askew and worthless. Her heaving breasts were exposed, her nipples hard and erect, begging to be touched.

      What was wrong with me? That was my wife over there! I should be stopping this!

      But somehow I couldn't. I was too turned on by what was going on.

      She started to cry out, her hips thrusting upward.

      "Oh yes! Zeke! That's it! Do it to me Zeke! Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

      That's when I heard something.

      I froze.

      Was someone there?

      My heart stopped.

      But they didn't.

      In that moment I realized that there would be one thing worse than having my wife cheat on me. The only thing worse would be if someone else found out.

      The shame and humiliation I would feel if other people knew I was married to an unfaithful whore would be the most awful situation imaginable. It's something I would never be able to get over. Knowing people were whispering nasty but true things behind my back would be unbearable.

      Moments ticked by and no one interrupted. So I was actually relieved to be able to return my full attention back to my wife's ongoing infidelity.

      Despite Lisa's begging, Zeke did stop. Before she was able to fully climax — again — too. But I didn't get my hopes up. Not when he stood up between her legs. His stiff, massive black cock sprung up and down like a fleshy, cylindrical diving board.

      Lisa, spread on her back without her skirt and panties, blouse and bra hanging loose, snatched for his cock like a desperate, strung out groupie in a mosh pit. She wanted this man inside her immediately, but he wouldn't give it to her until he was good and ready.

      He stepped forward straddling her on the bench. His balls hung down and dangled over her body as he angled his cock to her willing mouth.  After allowing her to lubricate his dick with her saliva, he was ready to stake his claim in my wife.

      He looked over at me and smiled as he penetrated her.
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        * * *

      

      Lisa's eyes widened as she felt him filling her up, stretching her beyond her limits. She gasped, her hands clutching at his back as he began to thrust inside her.

      She cried out in pleasure and pain. Her legs spread wide as her toes curled and her pussy gripped his cock like a vice. I could see it sliding in and out of her wetness as he pumped in and out.

      "Oh, god, oh my god," she moaned in a sexy, throaty voice that was not suitable for church. "You're so fucking big." Her head thrashed back and forth. She was cumming again and I could see the juices leaking down, dirtying the tail of her blouse that was under her ass. She looked up at Zeke's face as he watched her take it. He began to thrust harder, prompting me to wonder if she'd be able to take it all.

      "Take it, baby!" he grunted as if he was reading my mind. "Take all of my big black dick." Lisa grimaced as she ground her pussy down on him. She gasped every time he drove into her, trying to hold his cock deep inside her. Like they were engaged in a sick tug of war.

      "Oh yes," she moaned, her voice rising in pitch. "Please don't stop, baby."

      Faster and faster his hips moved, thrusting his big black dick balls-deep into her cunt. Lisa gasped and moaned, her body writhing and twisting as she begged for more.

      Zeke's pace increased and his cock drove deeper and deeper. Her body spasmed, her legs jerking up in the air as her pussy clamped down on his cock. Her eyes rolled back into her head and she screamed.

      Zeke didn't stop. He kept pumping away.

      The scene playing out in front of me was utterly heartbreaking. Watching my wife being wildly fucked by another man was one of the most painful experiences of my life. I felt helpless and completely consumed by the raw emotion of betrayal and jealousy.

      But even as I felt these painful, gut-wrenching emotions, I knew that I had to watch. It was the most aroused I'd ever been. So even as my heart ached and my stomach churned, I continued to watch Zeke drive his massive cock into my wife's begging body.

      "I'll cum in that white pussy," he said. "I'm going to fill you up with this big black dick."

      His words were enough to push her over the edge again. She screamed as her body shook. But Zeke had other plans. He wasn't done with my wife.

      He pulled out and stepped to the side near her face. Lisa whimpered as he lifted her head up by the hair and pressed his thick cock against her lips.

      "Suck it," he said.

      She opened her mouth and started to suck on his cock, lapping up her own cum juices as she did.

      Zeke groaned and grabbed a handful of her hair. He pumped his hips, fucking her mouth with quick, hard thrusts.

      I watched, my heart pounding harder and harder as I felt my own excitement growing. There was something so intoxicating about watching my wife do this. Something so fundamentally wrong. But I couldn't look away.

      And as I stared at her, I felt a familiar pressure building in my own cock. I could feel the tension rising in my body, like a storm about to break.

      When Lisa couldn't take any more, Zeke stepped back between her pale, quivering thighs. He thrust his cock deep inside her gaping cunt.

      Lisa's entire body clenched. Her mouth was open in a silent scream.

      He pulled out, his heavy shaft swinging free of her. It stood proudly for a moment before he plunged it back in. My wife moaned and arched her back, her whole body responding to the immense pleasure he was inflicting on her.

      Zeke growled slightly, sounding like an animal as he finished taking my wife right there in the middle of the locker room. The bench creaked and moaned under their weight as they slammed together, lust overcoming them. It was raw, primal sex and they were both enjoying it.

      She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him in even deeper as she moved with him, letting him take control of her body and use it however he saw fit. With a final cry, she came (again!? I lost track...), her whole body shuddering with pleasure as her husband watched helplessly.

      It was only a moment later when Lisa started to go slack, her final(?) orgasm draining the last of her strength.

      But the fun wasn't over yet. The man continued to thrust into her, pounding her harder and harder until he finally let out a guttural moan and came deep inside her. He kept thrusting, pumping my wife full of his seed.

      When he was finally done, he rested on top of her, their sweating bodies pressed together. Panting, he pulled out, leaving Lisa basking in the afterglow of her mind-blowing orgasm.

      Zeke stood there over her, admiring his conquest of my wife. His cock glistened in the light. I had to take a moment to appreciate its length and girth, at least twice as big as mine. That huge thing was in my wife.

      Zeke looked at me again and smiled. "Get over here," he said.

      It felt like I was being pulled through the fourth wall and into an interracial porn scene. Starring my wife.

      It was surreal. Like my brain seemed to be floating independent of my body. And I had no control.

      "Get over here," Zeke said again.

      All I could do was stumble over at his command. Resisting didn't even occur to me. It was hard to walk and conceal my erection at the same time.

      Lisa's mostly naked body was splayed out. Her chest heaved and her porcelain skin was covered with perspiration. Getting fucked hard with a big, black cock took a lot out of a person, I suppose.

      "Clean up time," Zeke said. It sounded like a command.

      "Oh," I said and turned to find a towel but Zeke grabbed my arm. His grip was superhuman as he pulled me back. He steered me between Lisa's thighs.

      Suddenly I was confronted with a scene I'd never imagined. My wife's cunt gaping open. It felt like seeing a natural disaster on the news. Heartbreaking images showing before and after.

      My wife's demure slit was ripped open. Her sweet pink color was rubbed raw red. And a steady trickle of white fluid drizzled out of her. The stream of Zeke's cum flowed down and coated her asshole. It finally pooled on the bench.

      I was stunned and numb, filled with a mixture of hatred and arousal at the sight of my wife with another man's cum dripping out of her ravaged cunt. I suddenly felt powerless as my wife's lover laughed and taunted me, knowing that he had claimed my wife as his own.

      "Lick it up, cuck," he said. I'd never actually heard someone referred to as "cuck" before and, in the moment, had no idea what it meant. But I was about to find out.

      Suddenly I was on my knees, my face so close to her I could feel the heat off her body. The musky scent of sweat and sex mingled in my nostrils.

      Before my brain could object, I dipped in and ran my tongue along her new jagged opening.

      Lisa shivered as I came across her clit. It felt like probing around a crash site and stumbling across the black box.

      I licked and licked, desperate to please her. She responded by grabbing the back of my head and forcing my face into the mess.

      Somehow she was having another orgasm even as I sucked as much of his cum out of her as I could. It was like sucking the venom out of a giant rattlesnake bite. Except I swallowed it.

      Before I knew it I was lapping up the cooling sticky puddle on the bench.

      I sat up and wiped my glazed face with my hand. Then it hit me what I'd just done. Swallowed another man's cum.

      Somehow, everything was about to get worse.
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        * * *

      

      I started gagging.

      But this wasn't just dry heaving. There was no doubt about it - I was going to puke.

      In my desperation to get out of there, I rose and spun around to make a run for it.

      Unfortunately, I ran right into him. And not just any part of him. My face plowed right into his softening but still massive cock. It made a wet THWACK sound against my forehead. And it left a trail of sticky goo across my eye, nose and cheek.

      And even that wasn't the worst part of it.

      Zeke must have been off balance or something because I knocked him to the floor as I fell on top of him. His naked, hard, sweaty body cushioned my fall as we crashed down in a heap.

      He howled in pain and rolled us to the side. "My arm!"

      His long still wet cock was literally draped over my thigh. In my confusion I grabbed his cock and pulled it off me as I stood. In hindsight, I could have just let it roll off me as I stood. But the day wouldn't have been complete if I hadn't held my wife's lover's penis, still slick with juices, in my hand.

      I stood over him watching as he writhed in pain. Suddenly Lisa was beside me trying to get her bra back on.

      "Oh my God! Your arm!" she said. "What can I do?"

      His arm was in an unnatural grotesque angle. His throwing arm. Oh shit!

      "Get the trainer," he gasped.

      I turned to run for the trainer's office and that's when I saw it. A red light across the room. A tally light. On the camera I set up across the room.

      Oh, fuck.

      Fuck.

      Fuck.
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        * * *

      

      I staggered out of the locker room so spent physically and emotionally that I could barely walk. My face still burned with shame. My skin prickled where his cock smeared his cum across my face. My taste buds still burned with the taste of him.

      A couple of security guards passed me but I couldn’t look them in the eye. The possibility, however remote in reality, that they knew, or God forbid, saw what just happened terrified me.

      I passed the trainers rooms. But what was I going to tell them? I broke the star quarterback's arm after he fucked my wife? Nope.

      Fuck him.

      The new irony of that formerly bland insult seared me all over again. Deep down I hoped his arm hurt like hell. In fact, I hoped his career was over just so I didn't have to see him ever again. Not at work and not on TV.

      Somehow I made it to the production trailer. Bursting in, I was confronted with a dozen stunned faces. Their faces glowed from the bright monitors in front of them. I ignored their stares and came around to see what was on the monitors.

      Every single monitor, large and small, showed the same scene. The locker room interior.

      Oh my God. There was a live feed.

      That’s when I noticed the other’s in the control room avoiding my glance. One of the directors abruptly changed one of the secondary monitors to show a different camera out in the stadium.

      But the rest just showed the locker room where my wife was just fucked. By the star athlete.

      And what happened after. What I did to clean up. And after that.

      Fortunately the scene in the locker room was empty. Maybe they didn’t see anything. Maybe the camera wasn't on. Maybe I imagined the tally light.

      But then I heard something that sent a new shiver up my spine. Lisa’s voice over the monitors.

      “Where’s my underwear?”

      Then she steps into the frame. Her skirt is back on but it is hiked up all the way. It looks more like a belt around her hips than a skirt. Her bare ass is on full display. Then she turns around and her pussy, matted with sweat and God knows what else, is visible for all to see. All eleven monitors.

      God is always watching.

      My heart pounds in my chest. No, No No.

      She turns around as a deep male voice says, “Here they are.”

      A big black hand appears from off screen and tosses a tiny balled up, damp wad of fabric. The ball comes undone in midair and for a brief moment there’s the unmistakable, clear image of a woman’s panties on the screen. Screens.

      My wife snatches her panties out of the air. A great catch, but she fumbles them as she attempts to slip them back on. No wonder, because they're ripped.

      My wife bends over right in front of the camera. Her fair bare ass, still with red splotches from the rough handling, dominates the big screen. Her ass is punctuated by her asshole, which is still glistening from the cum I missed, and her slit, which is still gaping and oozing still more cum.

      Just as the panties are finally mid thigh, my wife turns around and gives the viewers a nice close up shot of her dark bush.

      Someone leaves the room, only to burst into audible laughter before the door closes. From inside the room someone yells, “Oh, fuck. The feed is still live.”

      Somehow my heart finds a new speed. But I’m so lightheaded I nearly collapse. The entire episode has been broadcast live to the entire affiliate network.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, as I sit in a hallway waiting to be called into a meeting with my boss I look up at the monitor.

      A pretty young woman I've never met is on screen. She's not a blonde like Lisa and she looks a few years younger. I manually increase the volume to listen in.

      "And now we turn to the newest addition to our broadcast team, Taylor Ash. Welcome Taylor, I understand you have some exclusive information about the injury to Zeke Freeman."

      "Thanks guys! It's great to be here! It turns out that Zeke Freeman's injury is much more serious than first believed. In fact, it's a season ending injury that puts the teams prospects for this year in grave doubt. The circumstances surrounding the freak locker room injury are still leaking out.”

      "So it didn't happen on the field, Taylor?"

      "I can confirm the injury did not happen on the field. My sources reiterated it was a freak injury."

      And after all that, my wife didn't even break the goddamn story.
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        * * *

      

      A year later and I find myself driving again in the dark. Not to the stadium. And not to work. In fact, I'm just driving around the neighborhood.

      I'm drained. Emotionally. Physically. It's been a hard year.

      And the baby was up all night it seemed.

      The baby.

      Not my baby.

      My baby with my white wife would not be nearly as black as this baby. And I didn't need some fancy DNA test to establish paternity — all I needed was a pair of glasses. And a brain to remember that day in the locker room.

      The sex tape, my wife’s interracial sex tape, got out and went viral. Tens of millions of views on the free porn websites that I frequent and that’s just counting the sites I’m aware of.

      Obviously, I lost my job almost immediately. Still, I was compelled to testify at the FCC hearing in Washington DC. The broadcasting company was fined $500,000 for transmitting offensive content. If there is a greater humiliation for a husband than to be forced to testify, under oath, about his wife’s sexual escapade with another man that was broadcast to millions of taxpayers, I cannot conceive of it.

      And speaking of conceive, the baby is up again. Still up despite me driving around the neighborhood with him in his car seat just trying to get him to sleep.

      Fortunately, I don’t have to go to work. No one would hire me, though I did get a couple of interviews that seemed more like pranks on me than actual opportunities. My wife’s sex tape is the first question and usually the last. One interviewer, a guy younger than me, which should be humiliating in and of itself, actually played the video on his phone and sought my comments on it. Needless to say, I didn’t get that job either.

      The only income we have right now is actually due to my wife’s notoriety. She fields offers to do porn, appear at strip clubs and endorse products of a sexual nature. She somehow makes money through social media, which I don’t get at all, and through some website that her fans can pay monthly subscription fees to engage with her. I’m sure I don’t want to know what they’re paying her to do.

      Whatever it is, it can't be worse than what she did in front of me in that locker room.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *
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