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		Part One: The Interracial Thing

		

	
		Bursting through the front door of their high-rise condominium, Bethany Abbot yelled over her shoulder, "You need to get over yourself, Brendan! You're being ridiculous. You're just imagining things!"

		Carrying some of her shopping bags too, Brendan Abbot followed his young and pretty wife into the long hallway that connected the front door to the back bedroom. He sat the shopping bags down on the Eileen Fisher comforter, before turning towards his wife, who clearly thought that she was married to the sort of person who couldn't tell when a woman was flirting with another man. "Bethany?"

		"Yes dear?"

		"Give me some credit," he said. "I'm not imaging anything. I saw you. I saw the way you smiled at him and the way you looked at him. And don't tell me that when we were walking away from him, that you totally weren't throwing in some extra wiggle into that walk."

		Bethany kicked off her shoes and pulled down her yoga pants. She wanted to try on one of the pairs of jeans she had just bought at the Nordstrom sale. New outfits had always been a major source of delight for her. Especially these days.

		After having their first child, Bethany was still getting accustomed to her new body. All through high school and college Bethany had always been one of those really pretty girls with pencil-thin frames. This meant that she hardly had any tits and almost no ass. But pregnancy changed all that. Pregnancy put curves in all the right places. It seemed like overnight Bethany Abbot became this blond, curvy, bouncy vixen who was always getting hit on by random guys.

		Part of Brendan loved his wife's new curvy figure and shapely butt. She was absolutely stunning to look at. Besides her enticing bosom and curvaceous ass, she had a very pretty face, with pale blond hair cascading to her shoulders, a clear, creamy complexion, and a vivacious smile.

		Brendan knew that he'd really hit the jackpot. He knew that things could have turned out very differently. So many of his old college buddies and high school friends posted pictures of their wives who had "bloated up" after having kids. Not Bethany. Brendan's wife could have been a model. That said, he wasn't exactly thrilled with how much Bethany seemed to be enjoying other male attention these days. "Am I right, or what?"

		Bethany was still checking herself out in the mirror. The jeans had cost nearly a hundred dollars and were worth every penny. They looked amazing on her, accentuating her butt nicely. No doubt she was enjoying modeling the jeans too —turning around, posing, and strutting her stuff.

		She said, "I literarily don't even know who you are talking about."

		Now Brendan slumped down on the bed and watched his wife wiggle her booty out of the jeans until her beautiful white butt came into view. She was wearing a lacey black thong that was famous for causing instant erections.

		"You know who I'm talking about," he said.

		"I really don't, sweetie."

		Bethany had her back to him and he was tempted to reach out and touch her, but the gravity of the conversation restrained him. "The security guy at the mall. The black guy."

		Quickly, Bethany slipped her yoga pants up her thighs and over her ass. She turned and frowned down at her husband. "Do you even hear yourself?"

		"So deny everything," Brendan said. "So that's going to be the way you're going to play this?"

		"Play this? Play what? I'm not playing anything," Bethany said, visibly exasperated. Then something in the bedroom caught her eye and she started chewing the end of her finger while she thought it over. "Brendan, dear, can you please move those bags off the bed. I don't want them getting dirt onto the comforter."

		Brendan dutifully complied. Shortly thereafter, he said, "What's it with you and black guys anyway? Do you have, like, a thing for them or something?"

		Bethany let out a quick, high-pitched laugh. She covered her mouth, then smiled sadly at her husband. "Aw sweetie, you're not getting a complex are you?"

		"I'm serious Bethany," her husband said. "I've noticed that there's this theme with you these days. Black athletes, black models, black rappers. You always comment on their looks."

		"Whatever," Bethany said, "I comment on lots of people's looks."

		"Not really."

		She rolled her eyes at him and started to take some of the clothes out of the bags, carelessly tossing them onto the bed for further sorting.

		Brendan stood behind his wife, watching. He knew that if he was going to drop the topic, then this would definitely be the moment to do so. But there was something going on here, and he knew that he couldn't drop it, that he must go further, investigate, even if it meant getting a little uncomfortable for a moment.

		"So you don't have a thing for black guys?" he said, trying to sound as casual as possible.

		"Dear, I'm married to you."

		"That's not really an answer."

		With a coy grin, she said, "Well, sweetie, as long as we're standing here and asking each other questions... I got a question for you. Do you even know how to clear your Internet history, or what?"

		"Wait, what?" Brendan said.

		"It's called Internet browsing history, genius. And I've seen yours."

		"My what?" Brendan said. Then his face sort of dropped as if he was finally starting to understand.

		"MilfsLoveBlacks.Com, ever seen that particular website?" said Bethany. "I think you have. I'm pretty sure you've seen that website. Like hundreds of times, apparently."

		"Oh ha-ha," Brendan said, trying to laugh it off. "I don't know about that, but maybe once or twice. As a joke, of course."

		"Please save it for someone else," Bethany said. "I've seen your little folder with the pictures and movies, the folder which you thought you could keep from me. You're the one who clearly has a "thing" for interracial sex. I had no idea, by the way, that I was married to such a giant perv."

		"I'm not a perv. I was just messing around. It was just a joke," Brendan said, realizing that his words had no real conviction.

		"Aw, don't pout, sweetie. I guess it's okay with me," Bethany said, grinning like a Cheshire cat. "You're just a dirty little white boy who likes watching pretty white girls getting pounded by big black guys. Huh? Is that what you like? Say it, honey."

		"Can we please just talk about something else?"

		"Hey, it's 2016," his wife said. "I'm not judging you. I'd rather have you turned on by that stuff then some really sketchy stuff. Plus you can't be too racist if like seeing black guys and white women together. It's cool. I think it's cool."

		"Bethany!"

		"What dear?"

		"Can we please change the topic of conversation?"

		"No, not really," she said. "Say it, honey, just admit it, that I'm right."

		Brendan knew how much his wife got off on winning one of their arguments. Even if he did want to go ahead and admit that he'd become mildly addicted to the idea of interracial sex, he certainly wouldn't have given his wife the pleasure. On top of that there was the strong lacerating burn of embarrassment he felt from having someone else shine a spotlight on one of the darker corners of his psyche. He just stood there, rendered static.

		Well, not all of him was static.

		Suddenly Bethany turned so that they were standing a few inches apart, facing each other. With a mischievous little grin on her face, she reached out and placed her palm on her husband's package. She squeezed lightly. "Uh-oh! Looks like someone's little Willy is starting to show signs of life. Hm, I wonder why that could be?"

		Brendan couldn't help himself. First he let out a small groan, then said, "Maybe it's because in about two seconds I'm ripping those goddamn yoga pants back off and bending that pretty little butt over the bed!"

		"Oh yeah? Really?" she said, backing away from him now. "I'm soooooo scared!"

		"You're going to be scared! You're going to be scared when you got all 5 1/2 inches of meat up inside you!"

		Bethany licked her lips and raised her eyebrows several times. "Hey, by the way."

		Brendan kept walking until his wife put her hands up against his chest. "What baby?"

		"Did you have any luck with scoring some weed?" she said.

		Brendan shook his head. "Not yet, no. But then again we only just moved here a few months ago and it's not exactly like there's a bunch of guys at the office who go around smoking and selling weed. Just give me some time and I'm sure I'll come up with something. Worst case scenerio: one weekend we take a little car trip to Colorado and pick up a few ounces. I'm sorry."

		"That's okay, dear," she said. "It's just I like how weed makes sex so much better, like I can feel things so much more intense."

		"Me too, Bethany."

		His wife went up on tippy toes to kiss him. It was more than just a peck on the lips too. Her lips held onto Brendan's like suction cups.

		"God I love you," Brendan said, feeling his erection press against his boxer shorts, dying to get out and play some.

		But just as Bethany reached to remove her shirt there was a loud screeching sound coming from the baby monitor. As Brendan watched her leave to go check on their infant child, he forced himself to hide all the disappointment, not wanting to seem like he was putting his needs above their child's.

		An hour later Bethany was still in the nursery. Brendan could hear her singing soft lullabies, trying to coax their child back to sleep. He was on his laptop, checking his email, when he decided to see if there were any new updates on MilfsLoveBlacks.Com.

		About ten minutes went by and Brendan Abbot was closing his laptop, struggling to remember the last time he'd watched a porn video showing a white man and white woman together.

		He just wasn't into that stuff anymore.

		

		

		

		Part Two: Best Buy Chicks (BBC)

		

	
		Today Bethany Abbot was dressed in a tight new skirt and an adorable little tank top with spaghetti straps. Her ample breasts made a slight bounce as she took a step towards her husband.

		"What's wrong?" she said, innocently batting her eyelashes at him.

		Brendan looked at that beautiful face with full lips and blue eyes. "I'm not sure you should be allowed to wear things like that in public. You might start a riot."

		"I doubt that."

		"That's because you don't have a male brain," he said. "Trust me."

		"Well, anyway," she said. "I sort of hate wasting such a cute outfit on a boring trip to Best Buy."

		"If it makes you feel any better," Brendan told his wife, gesturing to the hordes of shoppers wandering around the isles, "there are about a hundred guys in here right now that are really glad you did."

		"You're just being nice because you know you might get lucky tonight."

		Brendan gulped loudly. Bethany's mother was in town and had begged them to allow her to 'play grandmother.' Brendan thought it was a great idea. It was the first time in about 18 months that him and his wife would have a complete weekend to themselves!

		So far the day had started off pretty slow with a trip to Wal-Mart and now Best Buy. But later they would be going out to a nice dinner, followed by a movie theatre most likely. In order to seal the deal, Brendan had splurged for a hotel room, despite the fact the hotel was about three miles away from their home.

		"Might get lucky?"

		"Hey, what kind of girl do you think I am?" she said with a flirtatious smile.

		"Usually when I see a girl wearing those kinds of clothes I'm not thinking covenant."

		"What are you thinking?"

		"You don't want to know."

		"Anyway," she said, "I want to go check the DVDs to see if they have that new Reece Witherspoon movie. Do you want to join me?"

		"I would LOVE to," Brendan said factiously. "But I think I'll go look around by myself for a little while. It won't be long though. I'll just find you when I'm done, okay baby?"

		"I take it that means you're going to be in the video game section?"

		"No, definitely not," he said.

		For the next forty-five minutes Brendan was in the video game section, testing out the new releases.

		When Brendan caught up with his wife he was surprised to see that she was not alone.

		Standing next to his wife was a tall, well-built black guy. To the outside observer they looked like an extremely odd pair: Bethany with her manicured, ultra-preppy, country-club looks. Meanwhile the black guy was dressed like someone you would expect to see on a rap video. He wore baggy jeans, huge white sneakers that looked like they were straight out of the shoebox, and a crisp white wife-beater shirt that proudly displayed the lines of his chiseled torso. He was really built too. Had he been a white guy, Brendan would have put money on him being a fanatic when it came to the gym. But since he was black it could have just been genetics.

		As Brendan approached the couple, he couldn't help but to notice how much his wife was smiling up at the black thug, like every word that came out of his mouth was some hilarious punch line.

		It actually pissed Brendan off, the way she was acting. Given his online proclivities, this might have surprised some people. But Brendan felt it was one thing to fantasize about this sort of thing in the comfort and security of one's bedroom. And it was quite another thing to actually experience it in the real 3-dimensional world where there were repercussions to one's actions.

		"No way! You just made that up," Bethany was telling the black guy as Brendan walked up to them in one of the DVD isles.

		Big, black, pillowy lips parted to reveal two rows of perfectly white teeth. Then the black guy said, "Yo, yo, that shit was for real. That's why I never be fucking with those crazy white chicks any more. Man, them crazy white chicks, they is just too much for my black ass!"

		After a few moments of standing there unacknowledged, Brendan found himself clearing his throat. "Ahem!"

		It took a second for Bethany to look over and see that her husband was standing there. "Oh, hey dear! How was the video games?"

		Brendan shrugged lightly, not loving how artificial his wife's voice sounded.

		One of the least attractive things about her was probably her propensity to get a little fake when they were in the company of strangers. It was like she needed everyone in the world to love her. Brendan couldn't help seeing this as a character flaw. The fact that she was "putting on a show" for a guy who looked like he could be on an episode of Cops made it all the worse.

		"I told you," he said, trying to hide the irritation in his voice, "I wasn't looking at video games. Jesus Christ! I was just looking around."

		Bethany rolled her pretty blue eyes and turned back to the black guy. "He's addicted to them, video games. Some boys never grow up. Do you like video games too?"

		The black guy shook his head. "Naw, not really. I don't really be fucking with video games or nothing. Shit, that's fake. I like real shit. And real life, that be the craziest video game they ever made, for real!"

		Bethany tossed her head back and started laughing as if she'd just heard something hilarious again.

		"I'm Brendan," said her husband, deciding to be a little more proactive, pushing his hand forward. "I'm Bethany's husband."

		"Oh, sorry, sweetie. How rude of me! Brendan, this is Latrell. He was asking for some recommendations; he wanted to get a DVD for his girlfriend."

		"That's right," Latrell said, engulfing Brendan's hand, before adding a squeeze so powerful that Brendan had to force himself to not wince.

		Girlfriend, thought Brendan. Was Bethany really that gullible? Did she really think that some thug-ass BET-looking black dude saw her wearing those clothes and only wanted a recommendation? He probably didn't even have a girlfriend. And if he did, she damn sure wouldn't be interested in what some random white woman thought was quality entertainment.

		Not taking his eyes off Bethany now, Latrell said, "Aight, it's been real cool meeting you guys."

		"Yeah, awesome," said Bethany.

		Brendan didn't say anything.

		Latrell said, "You got my number, right? You still going to call me, right, girl?"

		"Of course, Latrell," said Bethany, shocking the hell out of her husband. "Don't worry."

		"You know it," Latrell said coolly.

		She said, "Is tonight still good?"

		"Yo, anytime after 8 P.M.," he said. "I should be back at the crib by then."

		"Can't wait!"

		Brendan watched the black guy flash one last smile before leaving. Bethany started flipping through the DVDs as if nothing incredibly fucked up had just happened.

		"I don't suppose you'd like to explain yourself?" Brendan said to his wife.

		"Relax," she said. "Don't get worked up over nothing."

		He shook his head, unsure if this was really happening. "What are you doing?"

		"Dear," she told him, "I think I just solved our weed issue."

		

		

		

		Part Three: Bethany Gets Ghetto

		

	
		The sun was just starting to set over the city when the Abbots pulled off the highway and onto one of the feeder roads. Brendan had spent all afternoon trying to not be in a bad mood. He still couldn't believe that they were actually doing this. Even worse, Bethany had been acting especially cheerful since she'd 'scored some drugs' for the first time in her life. It was like she was thrilled to be driving to the ghetto.

		"Thank God for GPS, huh?" she said, breaking a long silence in the car. "What would we do without it?"

		Brendan looked at the display on his cell phone and grumbled something at his wife.

		"Dear? Can you please stop being so mopey?" she said. "Can't you see the bright side of things? I mean, we're finally out of the house and having an adventure together! It's almost like we're not senior citizens anymore!"

		"I'm not mopey," he said in his most mopey voice.

		"You're just upset that I'm the one who got us a weed connection this time."

		Brendan didn't say anything.

		Bethany continued, "It's official. I'm the cool/hip one in the relationship."

		When he laughed now his voice was high and tight. "I'm not upset!"

		"If you say so, dear," she said.

		"I'm not upset," he repeated, "I'm just not thrilled to be in this particular part of town."

		It was like they were entering a war zone.

		Everything around here was completely different from the suburban sprawl that both of them had spent almost their entire lives in. Brendan felt anxious. His knuckles tightened on the steering wheel as they passed barred store fronts and warehouses lining both sides of the deserted street.

		"Stop being so paranoid," said Bethany. "Just because the people who live here don't look exactly like you and me doesn't make them any lesser."

		Brendan couldn't believe his ears.

		Sometimes his wife had a talent for living up in the clouds with all of her ideals and social consciousness bullshit. That's what happened when your parents sent you to an all-girl school for the first 18 years of your life. That's what happened when the only black people you ever saw were the ones on television. That's what happened when you repeatedly forgot whether or not Africa was a country or a continent.

		No, thought Brendan. This place —with its pot hole-ridden streets— this place wasn't just the fucking city. This was a different world. It was a world that the Abbots clearly didn't belong in either.

		After a while it seemed like all they saw were liquor stores, gun stores, and pawn shops. The dilapidated buildings they passed hugged the sidewalk and most of them had steel bars covering the windows and doors. Groups of dangerous-looking black guys stood around parking lots with brown paper bags in their hands. There were young unkempt black children standing on the street without a parent or guardian in sight.

		"I swear to God!" Brendan muttered contemptuously under his breath, just loud enough for his wife to hear him.

		She looked over at him and replied, "What's wrong now?"

		"Nothing," he said. "Nothing at all. Everything is just fine! It's perfect!"

		"Hm?" she said, screwing up her eyes at him. "If you say so, dear."

		For the next couple of minutes they drove in silence, before Brendan finally blurted out, "You know he was hitting on you, right? I mean, you're not actually that fucking naive, correct?"

		"Who? Latrell?"

		"Don't play dumb, Bethany."

		"Dear, did it ever occur to you that not every guy hits on every woman he sees? What about you? When you start talking to a woman does that mean that you are hitting on her too? If so, I should keep you away from my mother."

		"That's —" Brendan shook his head in disgust. "That's just not the same and you know it."

		"What's different, dear? Because Latrell is black?"

		"Well, it's a factor."

		Bethany's eyes went wide with amusement and she let out a quick laugh. "You're being ridiculous Brendan Michael Abbott! You're being 100% ridiculous and you know it!"

		Her husband was absolutely seething now. "The only one being ridiculous right now is you."

		She shook off his negativity, not allowing herself to get infected by it. "Honestly, no offense, dear, but acting all possessive and desperate does nothing for me."

		He raised his eyebrows, but kept his stare on the road. "Does nothing for you?"

		"Yes, dear, I mean it's not exactly a big turn-on. Nobody wants to be around a desperate guy."

		"Oh, is that what I'm trying to do right now? Thanks for the memo, because I didn't realize that."

		"You don't think that you're being a little desperate?"

		He didn't need time to think about it. "Not at all," he said. "I'm not being desperate."

		"Then what are you being?"

		"I'm being reasonable," he said. "I'm being aware of my surroundings. I'm showing appreciation for human psychology and body language. I'm trying to avoid situations which might prove uncomfortable or even dangerous."

		There was a good ten second pause in the car.

		"Dear," she finally said. "Why are you being so insecure? I really don't understand. You have no reason. You should literarily be the least insecure man on the earth. I married you. We have a child together. You're my best friend. And I plan on spending the rest of my life with you. Do you understand?"

		Brendan did understand, that was the problem. As they drove through all the urban decay, to meet the black guy who'd been clearly hitting on Bethany, Brendan Abbot understood all too well.

		"Yes dear," he said in a soft voice. "Of course you're right."

		

		

		

		Part Four: The Cuck, the Queen, the Kingpin

		

	
		Latrell lived in a small, one-story house situated along a short, narrow, dead-end street.

		It was completely dark outside by the time Brendan and Bethany pulled up in their luxury sedan. For the past five minutes Brendan had been quietly giving himself a little pep-talk. He kept reminding himself that half an hour from now things would be much better. Bethany had made reservations at one of the nicest Italian restaurants in the city. Then they'd skip the movie and go back to the hotel. Neither one had smoked weed in several months. Brendan loved how good sex felt when he was high. He also loved how weed seemed to turn his wife into such a little sex kitten.

		So they were here, finally, and the hard part was almost over. All they had to do was make the quick exchange and get the hell out of Dodge. Perhaps the next time the movie Friday came on HBO Brendan would lean over, comically raise his eyebrows, and say, "Hey, didn't we go there once to buy some drugs?"

		"Well," Bethany said. "That's Latrell's car, I think."

		There were two cars in the driveway. The first car was a neon-green Nissan Sentra with both back wheels up on cinderblocks. The second car was a 4-door Cadillac Coupe DeVille with a fresh coat of black paint, black-tinted windows, and rims so shiny that they practically sparkled at night.

		"Why am I not surprised?" Brendan said.

		"He calls it his hooptie," Bethany said.

		"Of course he does," Brendan said. "So how does this work? Is this like a drive-through thing? Is he going to come out and meet us? Or do I need to go knock on the door."

		"I'm pretty sure you have to actually get out of the car," Bethany said. "Lazybones!"

		Brendan chuckled a little. He reached for the door handle and said, "Okay, okay. My little Drug Kingpin. You just sit your little fanny there. I'll be right back!"

		"I can't wait to get back to the hotel, baby!" Bethany said in a burst of infectious enthusiasm. "We're going to have so much fun tonight! I promise I'll make it worth your while!"

		For the first time all day, Brendan found himself smiling in a genuine way. "I'm going to hold you to that, Mrs. Abbot."

		"Shoo, shoo!" she said, gesturing for him to hurry up and take care of business.

		Brendan opened the door and started to climb out of the car when something occurred to him. "Wait, you forgot something, dear. You haven't given me the cash yet. That is, unless crack dealers are taking American Express these days."

		The smile on Bethany's face faded almost instantly. She was just starting to realize something, something fairly important. Cocking her head to one side, she said, "Three things."

		"Shit," muttered Brendan.

		"First," she continued, "Latrell's not a crack dealer, dear. That's just a stereotype that most white/cis/male's have in today's society."

		"Oh really?" her husband said. "Is that what I am?"

		She went on. "Dear, you'd probably be surprised to learn that not all black guys sell crack-cocaine for a living. Anyway, we're just here to purchase a little marijuana."

		"Fine, fine." Brendan said impatiently.

		"Secondly: American Express? Really? Are you serious? Since when was the last time that we used our American Express card? I mean, their surcharges are THROUGH THE ROOF."

		Brendan stared at his wife for several quiet seconds. Then the tightness in his throat relaxed long enough for him to say, "I didn't mean literarily. I just mean —"

		His wife cut him off. "Thirdly, and finally, dear, since when do I carry around cash? If anyone around here EVER has cash, it's always you."

		"Wait..."

		"Seriously, when was the last time you saw me with cash?" she asked.

		Now Bethany stared at her husband, waiting for a reasonable response.

		Brendan closed his eyes, began to speak in a very calm and purposeful fashion. "So you didn't pick up some cash before we came? Before we literarily just drove to the middle of a war zone? Risking life and limb? Not to mention, wasting all this time?"

		"So this is my fault?" his wife snapped back. "You're really trying to blame this on me?"

		"No dear," he said.

		"That's what it sounds like."

		Afterwards, the married couple sat in the car, staring off in different directions.

		Suddenly there was movement in Brendan's periphery and before he had time to respond, he saw Bethany get out of the car. Before shutting the door, she leaned down and smiled at her husband.

		"It's okay, dear," she said. "Just give me a minute. I'm going to go see if we can work something out."

		Work something out?

		But before Brendan could articulate his profound confusion, his wife had already turned around and started walking up the front steps of Latrell's house.

		She knocked until the screen door banged open. From Brendan's perspective, he couldn't see who'd answered the door, only that a second later his wife had gone inside.

		Brendan would have never imagined that he would have been in this spot. As he sat there waiting in the car, staring at the front door, the lines on his mouth hardened. The seconds became minutes. She was still inside. Flames of anger flared up from the pit of his stomach. What was taking so long? Why was Bethany always making thing so difficult? Why did Brendan have to marry a woman who could be so naive and pig-headed at the same time?

		Finally he had enough.

		Brendan Abbot opened the driver-side door and gallantly rose from the car.

		He walked up to the house and knocked several times.

		No response.

		He knocked again and waited.

		Again: no response.

		As he stood there, listening for sounds inside, he couldn't believe that this was really happening. He knew that in a moment he'd have to do something which made him feel uncomfortable. But there was no other choice. He had to make sure that his wife wasn't in danger. The longer he stood there on the porch, the more his heart rate started to jack up. He knocked several more times, but to no avail. Finally, it was time. He felt compelled to go inside the house now and find Bethany. Save her.

		Suddenly, the front door flew open and Bethany stood there, grinning wildly at her husband through the screen door. "Hey baby!"

		Brendan's first reaction was one of indescribable relief. There were no obvious signs that his wife was in any immediate danger. However, a quick second later he started to feel something else —a weird, primal, unnerving feeling that slowly crept along his spine and up into his psyche.

		"Bethany? Is everything okay?"

		His wife looked high as fuck. Her eyes were blood-shot and she had that big, stupid, perma-grin on her face that she always got when she smoked some potent weed.

		She started giggling. "We thought you were the cops."

		"Nope," he said. "Just your loving husband coming to make sure you're still alive and in one piece."

		Still standing on the other side of the screen door, she made an exaggerated expression of gratitude. "Aww, my hero! You came to rescue me!"

		"Cut it out."

		She opened the door and reached for his hand. She squeezed his hand, smiled rather flirtatiously, and pulled him inside. "Come on, dear. Stop being ridiculous. I want to show you something."

		He seemed reluctant to budge from the spot. "What is it? Can't we just go, Bethany?"

		The only thing she said was, "You're going to love it, trust me."

		The inside of the house was just as shitty as the outside of the house. As Bethany dragged her husband through the living room, Brendan kept looking around nervously, expecting to be attacked by some crackhead. He really didn't like being here. It didn't just look awful, it smelled awful too. As soon as he got his first big whiff he started breathing through his mouth. He didn't like being assailed with the odor of stale cigarette smoke and beer.

		Bethany was giggling again as she led her husband to the very end of a short, dark hallway. There was a bedroom with the door closed. Brendan could hear rap music being played in the room. Even more perplexed now, he looked over at his wife. With their eyes adjusting to the near-darkness, she leaned into Brendan and alarmingly whispered, "I can tell that you're really going to enjoy this."

		Brendan unconsciously balled up his right hand into a fist.

		"Knock, knock!" Bethany said in her fake-sing song voice.

		A deep, angry, African-American male voice yelled back, "WHO THE FUCK IS IT, WHAT?"

		Bethany winked at her husband and called back, "It's the cops! Come out with your hands up! We want all your drugs! Especially the dank weed!"

		There was a short pause. Then the deep voice said, "You sound pretty sexy to be 5.0!"

		"Shut up, Latrell, it's us," said Bethany.

		"Who's us?" yelled Latrell. "I don't want no crazy-ass white girl up in my crib! Yawl white girls is too much for my black ass to handle!"

		"Yeah right, Latrell!" Bethany giggled, making eyes at her husband.

		Brendan shuddered and drew a long sigh. It distressed him to see how chummy his wife had gotten with a complete stranger so quickly.

		"We're coming in!" said Bethany and opened the door.

		"Yo, yo, yo!" Latrell's welcoming face was wreathed in a dense cloud of pot smoke. He had his shirt off and was lying on the middle of his bed in just his baggy jeans and shoes. He was also very high and laughing at the white couple standing just inside his doorway. "I bet yawl look funny as hell driving around the ghetto at night!"

		"Whatever Latrell," Bethany said. "Can I use your bathroom?"

		"Sure lil' mamma," Latrell said, pointing to a door at the side of the room. "There."

		After Bethany left, Brendan found himself unsure of what to do with his hands as he stood awkwardly by the door, just looking around.

		The bedroom was surprisingly spacious with a King-sized bed covered with black and red silk sheets. There was a giant plasma TV screen mounted to one of the walls. The other walls were kept bare save for this one Scarface poster and a decorative Samurai sword.

		"Yo," said Latrell, not moving his eyes from the quietly flickering TV set, "take a seat, whiteboy."

		It sounded more like an order than a friendly request, but Brendan was still too uncomfortable to disregard his host. Vaguely aware that he was being watched the whole time, he moved across the room with an uneasy gait and plopped down in a large swivel chair sat against the wall.

		"Yo whiteboy?" said Latrell. "You aight?"

		Not liking his new nickname one bit, Brendan nodded his head a few times. "I'm fine, thank you."

		"You look like you're ready to run out of here screaming!" Latrell said.

		"Yeah? I didn't realize that I was giving that impression."

		Latrell laughed. "I think your wife wants my seed."

		"EXCUSE ME?"

		"I said, I think your wife wants some weed."

		"Oh, probably. You'd have to ask her."

		"What about you, whiteboy? You want some weed?"

		Yes, Brendan wanted some weed. But no Brendan didn't want to smoke weed in these circumstances. The more he thought about it, the more infuriated he became with his wife's negligent disregard for their personal safety. "No thanks," he said.

		"I'm glad to hear you say that," Latrell said, hoisting himself to his feet. He was easily 6'2", maybe 230 pounds, and very muscular. Standing by the bed, he loomed over Brendan the way a silverback gorilla would dwarf an adolescent chimpanzee. "Whiteboy? Do you want to know something funny?"

		Brendan gave Latrell a quick look, knowing that whatever he was about to say wouldn't be humorous.

		"You want to know, whiteboy?"

		"Sure," Brendan said.

		"There are only two reasons why a lily-white couple like you and your wife ever end up in my bedroom. Two reasons. The first is to procure some illegal substances..."

		Brendan looked away and gulped quietly. His palms were sweaty and his heart started to hammer away inside his chest. "Oh, cool, awesome," he said meekly.

		"But naw," Latrell said, taking the Samurai sword off the wall. He gave the sword a few practice swings, cutting the air, before putting the weapon back on the wall and looking down at Brendan's trembling figure.

		"Whiteboy, as soon as I saw you in the store today, guess what?"

		"What?"

		Latrell laughed to himself. "I knew what you were. Yeah man, I've seen the type. White-as-fuck. Doughy-as-fuck. And your wife is hot-as-fuck. Shit, I know lots of whiteboys like you. And I know lots of sexy-ass white girls too. And they always be lovin' what Latrell's got. And that's why you're here, in my house, in my bedroom now. Whiteboy you are here for the second reason."

		Brendan cleared his throat, both anger and trepidation just below the surface. "I beg your pardon?"

		Their eyes met and locked. Latrell said, "SAY IT!"

		"Say what?"

		"SAY WHAT YOU IS, I WANNA HEAR YOU SAY THE FUCKING WORDS!"

		"I'm —I'm just..."

		"SAY IT WIMP, GET IT OUT, SAY IT SO WE CAN MOVE THE FUCK ON!"

		Without speaking, Brendan looked at Latrell and began shaking his head, not understanding what was going on right now.

		So finally Latrell spelled it out for him. "TELL ME YOU A WIMP, COZ I DON'T WANT NO HOMO SHIT IN MY ROOM. I FUCKING HATE THAT HOMO SHIT. BUT IF YOU A WIMP, IF YOU A LITTLE DOUGHY-AS- FUCK WHITEBOY WIMP WHO LIKES TO WATCH LATRELL GET HIS FREAK ON, THEN THAT'S COOL. THAT'S AIGHT. LATRELL LET YOU STAY AND WATCH. LATRELL LETS WIMPS WATCH AS LONG AS THEY KNOW THEY GODDAMN PLACE!"

		"But I'm not a wiii—"

		"SAY THE FUCKING WORDS WIMP OR GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE NOW!"

		He didn't get up though. Instead Brendan stayed put in the chair. Looking around the bedroom, he wondered how he had ended up in this situation. The day had started so peacefully. Now he had this threatening black man forcing him to humble himself in the most demeaning manner.

		Brendan could feel a flush of acute embarrassment rise through his chest and spread out into his face. Tell another man that he was a wimp? Tell another man that he was turned on by the idea of cuckoldry? The thought was a crushing one. It seemed impossible —no, he couldn't do it! No way!

		Brendan felt compelled to grab his wife and leave this house immediately.

		But as Brendan glanced around the myriad of CDs, sneaker boxes, drug paraphernalia, and exercise equipment in the room, he found himself rooted to the chair. His head was starting to really swim when he looked up and saw Latrell standing only a few feet away.

		Latrell had all the power now. He had the home field advantage, he had the drugs, he had ability to force Brendan and Bethany to do anything he wanted them to do. However, Latrell didn't appear hostile or threatening at the moment. He just seemed to be really impatient.

		And for some reason, Brendan felt like he was being a bad guest.

		He could barely believe it when his lips started to move very slowly, "I guess —um, you're right actually. You're right. I'm a... I'm... I'm just a wimp. You and Bethany would be amazing together. She needs a real man."

		In that instant a flash of understanding came over Brendan, and he couldn't believe it. His beautiful wife was watching him now. The knob on the bathroom door had turned and it had been flung open. Bethany was standing in the threshold of the doorway, her expression soft and understanding as she watched her husband who appeared to be on the verge of tears.

		"Aw, poor baby, my poor dear little man," she said, coming over to wrap her arms around his shoulders and provide some comfort.

		"You heard that?" Brendan said.

		She nodded. "I think you're very brave. I don't think that most people have the courage to admit their true feelings. You might be the bravest person I've ever met."

		"So you heard everything then?" he said dejectedly.

		"You may be a wimp," she said, pulling his head into her heaving breasts, "but you're my wimp and I love you. I will always love you Brendan Michael Abbot. No matter what happens, we will love each other."

		"I know, I know."

		"I love you so much," she said. "I just want you to be happy. And I think that this is going to make you very happy, dear."

		"If you say so, Bethany."

		As they continued consoling one another, Latrell came over, covering the white couple with his large black shadow. "Alright, that's enough of that you two crazy kids. My cock is fucking hard-as-shit. I need to sink it into some fine white pussy or I'm going to go crazy."

		A stricken expression crossed Brendan's face. "Wait," he pleaded, "I've changed my mind! This is way too fucked up! Not with my wife. That's my wife. Please don't do that."

		"It's all good whiteboy," Latrell said. "You don't have to worry about her. She's going to feel good, reeeeaaaaallll good. Latrell going to make sure that your wife really enjoys herself."

		Brendan was too stunned by the reality of the situation. The only thing he could think to say was, "That's my wife."

		"Quiet wimp!" Latrell growled back. "Sit down and shut the fuck up while I show your spoiled little bitch of a wife what a real man can do. Once I've had a woman, she never fails to beg me for more black meat."

		"It's okay, sweetie," Bethany added.

		Fear was a powerful thing. Brendan realized that there was nothing for him to do but watch and be patient.

		Latrell stepped forward, grabbed Bethany by the face, and stuck his tongue down her throat. They started making out. It wasn't soft kissing either. The pair stood there making out like teenagers —exchanging greedy, sloppy, loud kisses. Eventually Bethany managed to pull her mouth off Latrell's. She started licking and nipping at his ebony chest while he played with her titties through her tank top.

		Then he slid his hand under her skirt and fondled her thighs and ass.

		"You're a good kisser," he said half-jokingly.

		"You are too," she said.

		The black drug dealer took hold of the hem of Bethany's tank top and started to pull up on it. She raised her arms and he carefully tugged it up past her breasts and over her head and tossed it onto a corner of the bed. Next came her bra. Bethany shook her hair back into place, making her tits sway and bounce, which made Latrell almost drool at the sight.

		"Damn, those some serious titties!"

		He reached out and smacked her breasts, causing them to jiggle around.

		"Ouch!" Bethany said. "That hurt."

		He smacked them again, this time harder than before.

		"Ouch, not so hard," Bethany whined again.

		Latrell smiled broadly. He'd played this game before. The first step in taming this stuck-up yuppie bitch was to make her husband deathly afraid. Latrell had done that. His next step would be to humble and shame the white wife until in her fear and confusion, she surrendered to him completely. Her eventual submission was as certain as rain. He was proud of his technique and how quickly he could force an otherwise proud woman to her knees, quivering before his cock. So absolutely certain was he of success, he could not resist reaching out and smacking both of her titties again, even harder, letting her know how easily he could turn this proper little housewife into his slut.

		Then Latrell grabbed her by her waist and turned her around. She was facing her husband now, pushing her ass into Latrell's crotch.

		Latrell leaned into her ear and whispered, "You feel that?"

		"How could I not?" Bethany said truthfully.

		"Pretty soon that's going to be inside you. I bet you never had a big black cock up in your pussy before, have you?"

		"No, I'm sorry."

		"Thought so," Latrell said. He pinned both of her arms behind her back and held her so that her chest was thrust forward and her knees were touching, barely a few feet away from her husband's quiet gaze.

		Latrell loved how good white women always smelled. They smelled like money and sex and candy. Then with his free arm he pulled that fucking little skirt up and around her waist where it belonged. Unconsciously he positioned her so that the outline of his throbbing cock was now resting in the deep valley of her ass-cheeks.

		"Damn you fucking smell good," Latrell whispered hoarsely. "You look good and you smell good. I can't wait to bust up in this pussy. I'm going to fill you with so much fucking cum before you leave this house! You ain't getting out of the hood till you got all my babies swimming between your legs!"

		Bethany was taking sharp, intense breaths. "Oh Latrell!"

		"You horny baby?"

		Bethany looked down at her husband and bit her lip. "I'm very horny!"

		"Let's see about that," Latrell said. Keeping her arms pinned, he snaked his other hand down her bare midriff and then dove into Bethany's panties. His big black fingers caused the thin triangle of fabric to bulge out.

		"Eeeiiiiiii," Bethany moaned.

		"You weren't lying, boo." Latrell instantly felt the radiant heat and the slippery wetness of her aroused state. He felt her wiggle against his body, as if she was trying to get away. But the struggle was over before it really began. His long probing fingers were driving her crazy. Finally, she collapsed against his muscled chest. She shuddered under his touch, and sighed softly. She raised her head slowly, looked over her shoulder, and her glazed blue eyes stared into his.

		"What are you doing to me, Latrell?"

		Again one of his big black digits disappeared in her wet folds and came out sticky with her juices. First he put the finger in his mouth to taste, then he shoved the finger into her mouth. "Here, taste yourself!"

		As Brendan watched them together he couldn't believe how aroused his wife seemed. He'd certainly never got her turned on that much. Not even on their wedding night!

		A pair of dark, luscious lips leaned into Bethany's earlobe and whispered, "You love this, don't you baby? You needed to be fucked like this, didn't you?"

		Bethany was still vigorously sucking the big black finger like it was a cock.

		Latrell allowed this to go on for a few more moments. "Alright, it's time for you to try the real thing. No more fingers and baby dicks for you. It's time to try a real man's cock in your mouth!"

		Brendan watched as his wife reached down and undid Latrell's belt buckle. Once the jeans were loosened at the waist, she pushed them down his legs, nearly getting slapped in the face by the long horse-cock that immediately sprang forward.

		"Whoops, sorry about that," Latrell laughed. Then he sat down on the bed to allow Bethany a chance to get the jeans all the way off. That left him completely naked with Bethany wearing just her panties and hiked-up skirt.

		On her knees, with her ass pushed out, she sucked the cockhead a few times before she started taking more and more of the dark shaft into her mouth. Soon she was bobbing her head up and down, speeding up more and more.

		Even after Brendan closed his eyes, he could still hear the wet squishy sounds his wife's mouth was making.

		Then Brendan opened his eyes to see that Bethany was now taking a quick break to slowly stroke Latrell's cock.

		Drool ran thick across the veiny schlong. Her pale white skin gave a nice contrast to the midnight ebony she was stroking. Then Latrell put a firm hand on the back of her blond head and pushed. Every swollen inch was trying to make Brendan’s wife gag, cough, puke up her lunch. He was too big. It was too much, too fast for her to take.

		"Mm mm mm." She slurped on his fat black cock with such passion.

		"Uh uh uhh uh." He grunted as his cock grew even bigger in her mouth.

		Brendan was watching very carefully now. He had to admit it. The contrast was such a wonderful turn-on. All of the Internet videos and photo galleries in the world couldn't begin to compete with the real-life version of seeing his wife service an extremely dominant black male.

		That blond hair was bobbing up and down, as dutiful as a slave-girl trying to please her ill-tempered master. "Glug... Glug... Glug... SSSLLLUUURRRPPPP!

		For ten minutes Latrell enjoyed the incredibly sloppy blowjob. There was a growing puddle on the floor of all the fluids that Bethany had coughed up and drooled. Her panties were soaked and some of her own juices still escaped to mix with the floor drool.

		"Damn bitch! I think we finally found your calling!"

		Almost in a daze, Bethany looked up. She pulled her lips off the big mushroom head, but she kept her dainty white fingers wrapped around the coal-black shaft. "Oh yeah? What's that?"

		Latrell laughed wholeheartedly. "Choking on black dick!"

		Bethany rolled those pretty blue eyes to the ceiling. "Usually it takes a minute for my husband to cum from a handjob and then he turns over and sleeps. He is not even a quarter big as you are, Latrell. I'm trying my best!"

		Latrell bestowed upon her one of his biggest, brightest smiles. Then he stood up and motioned for Bethany to get on the bed with him.

		"You like it doggystyle?"

		"Sure, why not?" she said, wasting no time as she crawled onto the bed like a bitch-dog. She reached back and grasped the foot of the bed, hoisting her ass high in the air. That was all the invitation Latrell needed. He walked over and laid his large ebony cock on her spread ass-cheeks, taking a moment to admire the ultimate contrast of their skin tones.

		Then Bethany did something which Brendan had never seen her do before.

		While she waited to be entered from behind, she began wiggling her ass from side to side, as if trying to convince her new lover to hop on as soon as possible. Latrell saw this and laughed to himself. Keeping his giant horse cock laying on her butt-cheeks, he rammed his thumb inside her pussy lips.

		"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Bethany moaned.

		Latrell immediately pulled out his thumb and gave Brendan's wife a series of hard slaps against her full ass-cheeks, some of them even hitting her sensitive cunt lips.

		"You ready for this cock?"

		"Oh, please, I'm so fucking wet! I'm so fucking horny! Please put that big black cock in my pussy!"

		Damn, thought Brendan. Since when did his wife ever say things like that? It was like Latrell had the ability to turn ordinary women into porn stars.

		For good measure, Latrell slapped her ass a few more times with his cock.

		"Once you go black," he said, lining up the swollen tip with the white lady's moist lips, "you never fucking go back!"

		Grunting like a beast, he slipped inside her pussy and grabbed her hips. He started to pull her back onto him, causing her moans to grow louder and louder with each unforgiving inch.

		As they banged away furiously, Bethany moaned and tossed her ass from side to side. She was almost unrecognizable. She was less human and more animal, some sort of sex-crazed bitch-in-heat who finally had been mounted by the alpha dog. Bethany and Latrell were facing a floor to ceiling mirror and after a while they both started staring in fascination at their reflections as they continued going at it. Watching themselves fuck seemed to increase their passion.

		A few minutes of that, and he slid out and rolled over onto his back, inviting her to mount him. She straddled his lap, reached behind her back, guided the large purple mushroom head of his cock inside her, then slid all the way down the shaft, wiggling her curvy white ass the whole way. Bethany started humping up and down Latrell's dark pole as he sucked and chewed on her nipples. She slid her feet under his knees, and the black man grabbed an ass-cheek in each hand and they got down to some intense fucking.

		"Damn, this is some serious fucking pussy!"

		"Yeah baby? You like that?" Bethany said, nearly breathless from the pounding she was getting.

		"I love this white pussy."

		"Ohhh, baaa—bbbyy!"

		"When I first saw your sexy ass in Best Buy, I thought I was going to die if I didn't get some of this pussy! I thought I was going to die! Damn this pussy is so good on my dick!"

		"You're dick is amazing, baby!"

		"You like that big black ghetto dick, doncha!"

		"I love it!"

		"White girls love ghetto dicks!"

		"I've never felt so good, so full, so turned on!"

		"Baby, your pussy is so tight," Latrell said. "It's like you're a virgin!"

		She was breathing in small gasps of air, her eyes were closed. "Fuck me, baby!"

		"White girls love this big nigger dick in their pussies, I know. I can tell. White girls cream so good."

		"Fuck me, baby, fuck me Latrell!"

		"You gonna make me cum?"

		"I promise!" she said

		"Is that what you want?" he said. "To make Latrell cum?"

		"Yes, yes, yes!"

		"Make me cum then, white girl!"

		"Fuck me harder," Brendan's wife screamed. "Make it hurt baby! Fuck me with that beautiful black dick!"

		"You ever make a big nigger dick cum before?"

		"No baby, nooo —not yet, baby!"

		"Well tonight is your lucky night! You about to make a big nigger dick cum! I'm going to shoot all my nigger cum right in that white pussy too! That's what you were made for, you were made to take all my nigger seed!"

		"Oh fff—uu—ckkk me! Yess! Fuck me, Latrell! Shoot your cum! I'm ready! I'm ready for you to fill me up with your fucking seed!"

		As they both neared climax, the room was filled with mating sounds. Latrell was panting, grunting, and groaning. Bethany was in full cry, moaning, crying, and squealing with delight. As he worked that big black cock in and out of her married white pussy, it made more wet, squishy sounds. He kept plunging deep inside her, undoubtedly hitting bottom each time.

		Finally the crashing waves of a huge orgasm hit Bethany. Latrell didn't stop either. Instead he went faster and faster until finally he too was ready -shooting a hot load deep inside Brendan's beautiful wife.

		They collapsed on the bed together. They were both sweaty, happy, and exhausted. Latrell lovingly pulled Bethany into his black arms and kissed her as their sweaty bodies pressed together.

		A few hours later, Brendan awoke in a daze, not at all sure where he was. The last thing he remembered was jacking off and falling asleep on the floor while Bethany and Latrell slept soundly in their bed.

		The room was still dark. The only light available came from the quietly flickering TV set. Brendan needed to use the bathroom. And when he came back he accidently stepped in the still-damp pool of saliva and pussy juices his wife had made.

		Bethany was naked, her ass pushed against Latrell's crotch as they slept the deep sleep of new lovers. All of her clothes were at the foot of the bed. Brendan walked over and picked up the weightless panties. He fingered the silk, then raised it to his flared nose to sniff her scent, inhaling the perfume of her body before slipping the garment into his pocket. It only seemed fair. Tonight Latrell had got Bethany's body, her pussy, and her mind. Brendan only wanted a souvenir, something to remind him of the night where everyone started to show their true colors.
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