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		Office Cuckold

		

		Kristin and I have been married for several years now —and before Lamar entered the picture, things could not have been going better.

		I suppose you could say that I married out of my league. That's not just a funny feeling I sometimes get. Instead I know that I married out of my league because people are always telling me how Kristin is way too attractive to be married to an average Joe like me.

		Just look on my cell phone.

		I probably have at least 200 pictures of my photogenic wife —anything from casual shots of her working in the garden, or having a martini on a rooftop bar, or various vacation pictures, and even some more risqué shots of her in various string bikinis, or even some of her provocatively posing in the boudoir while wearing some costly silks which were worth every fucking penny.

		From my perspective, the fact that Kristin doesn't even consider herself that attractive only makes her that much hotter.

		A former self-described tomboy, she grew up in a rural community surrounded by acres of trees, fishing ponds, and three roughhousing brothers who were always up for a good prank when it came to their little sister. In my opinion, I think when she looks in the mirror she still sees that tomboy face and those dirty jeans. The rest of the world, I can assure you, sees something completely different.

		Kristin is neither very thin, nor very voluptuous, but somewhere right in the middle. Her body is quite curvy, with wonderfully shaped natural D-cups, thin shoulders, some muscle tone in her arms, a flat and pierced tummy, flared thighs, and an ass which both men and women seem to enjoy staring at for as long as possible. Her face is beautifully proportioned with bright blue eyes, wide cheekbones, pert nose, with an always radiant smile playing on her full sensual lips, and the long silky blonde mane of a Greek goddess. Also, for the record, I should mention that in high school and college she played soccer, so her legs are something to behold, strong but soft, very shapely, and always incredibly tanned.

		At first, when people acted surprised that someone like her would be in a relationship with someone like me, I responded rather poorly. It hurt. It bothered me. But after a while I found myself getting accustomed to the furtive eye-rolling and disbelieving teeth-sucking and incredulous head-shaking. I stopped defending myself by telling people that I used to be a bit more handsome when we first met in college. I stopped telling people that real adult mature relationships aren't entirely based on the most superficial aspects of ourselves. And after a while, I even started to believe some of this myself.

		The other interesting thing about my wife is that she works for the same company as me.

		Seriously. Her cubicle can't be more than five or ten feet away from mine. The good news is that I can keep an eye on her that way. I suppose you could say that my wife has an effect on men and nowhere is that more evident than our boss, Mr. Stumph, a short, bald, red-faced alcoholic who is currently working on his 3rd marriage.

		My boss loves Kristin. Loves her to death. Most men do though.

		One day, shortly after I started working for the company, Kristin decided to surprise me by coming to the office with a picnic basket full of goodies. And before I knew what was happening, old Mr. Stumph was wiping drool from his mustache and offering Kristin a full-time position despite not knowing anything about her education and work experience. Things like that are always happening to her. I suppose you can call it "The Kristin Effect."

		Anyway, after a hectic morning of not answering phone calls and playing Tetris on my computer, I looked up to see my wife approach my desk. She was wearing a long black pencil skirt, high-heels, and a blouse which was almost too low-cut for the corporate setting. Despite using almost no make-up at all, her face looked unblemished, almost pure, with a golden glow from her naturally tan skin. Which is all to say that when I saw her, my penis gave a little twitch of lustful recognition.

		Plopping that beautiful round ass on the corner of my desk, she said right away, "Are we still on for lunch?"

		Threading my fingers behind my head, I leaned back in my swivel chair, trying not to notice how much thinner my hair was feeling every day. If I didn't do something fast I was going to end up like bald Mr. Stumph. "You know it," I answered my wife. "I already booked us a table at one of the finest Italian restaurants in town. It's this cute little mom-n-pop place nobody knows about. It's called The Olive Garden."

		She laughed, throwing her head back in a way that was both graceless and sexy as hell.

		Then our conversation died for several moments. There was only the sound of ringing phones, paper shuffling, and other ubiquitous office ambience. Kristin was still sitting, scanning the layout of our office floor. What she said next shocked me to the core.

		"Have you ever noticed that black guys usually have really great bodies?" she asked, looking at me, really looking, obviously waiting to read my response.

		Taken aback, I tried to maintain a neutral expression while looking at Kristin. "Where the hell did that come from?"

		"You know what I'm saying. Surely I can't be the first person in the world to ever recognize that. Just look at Lamar. He never exercises, he eats junk food all the time, and that guy is shredded."

		Lamar was this black guy in our office. Him and I had never really got along very well, not that I didn't try initially. Typically I always try to be at least civil with co-workers. But right from the start Lamar proved himself to be this arrogant, pushy, self-obsessed jerk who quite frankly (in my humble opinion) was a little underqualified for the job. Or perhaps it was just a coincidence that HR had recently started this new diversity training right before his hiring.

		Physically, he was a specimen though. He was at least 6'1" or taller, and probably around 220 without an ounce of fat on him. He obviously took a lot of pride in his physique —which is why he openly loathed those button-up dress shirts in favor for short-sleeved Polos which were invariably tight around his bulging biceps, the front usually stretched taut across his bodybuilder's chest muscles. However, in my experience, it probably would have been better for Lamar to have less quick-twitch muscle fibers and more neurons in the brain.

		I looked at my lovely blonde wife and said, "Yes dear, but Lamar is also an idiot."

		"He may be an idiot but he also has six-pack abs year round."

		I wanted to ask her how she knew this. But something told me that it was best just to let the comment slide. And yet, I still couldn't help myself. "How do you know he has six-pack abs year round, Kristin?"

		"Facebook," she said simply. "He's always posting stupid pictures of himself. Well, him and his bimbo girlfriends. It's really annoying."

		"You guys are Facebook friends? I didn't know that."

		I started shaking my head, careful not to show how truly upset I was by this information.

		"He sent me a friend request. What was I supposed to do? It would have been sort of awkward to turn him down since we both work in the same office."

		There was a long and uncomfortable silence.

		"Well I have six-pack abs," I said dolefully, trying to break the tension by looking down and shaking all the loose skin around my midsection, most of which I'd acquired since graduating college and settling down into a comfortable job at a mid-level office supply company. "Well, at least somewhere under all this extra padding."

		We both enjoyed a good chuckle at my expense and Kristin even rewarded me with one of her famously exaggerated rolls of her gorgeous blue eyes.

		"You know what we should do? I think it would be so funny if we played a prank on Lamar."

		"What kind of prank?" I said suspiciously.

		"He needs to be taught a lesson," she said, arms crossed over her chest.

		"I couldn't agree more."

		"The way he's always treating women like crap, using them just for sex, just for their bodies, and then dumping them. It's really disgusting. Someone should do something about this."

		"Dear, I've never seen this side of you before. I sort of like it. It's sexy."

		Kristin said, "Well get used to it, because I have an idea."

		Then she gestured for me to lean closer so that she could explain. Nodding as I listened, my eyes grew with wonderment the more my wife elaborated on her master plan.

		

		* * *

		

		Looking back on it, the plan was naively ambitious and decidedly simple.

		Lamar was the target. Kristin was the bait. And I considered myself to be the crafty puppeteer pulling the strings from the shadows. Ultimately, the goal was for Kristin to convince Lamar to pay for all three of us to go on a vacation with the promise that once he did so she would know he was serious about her and she would sleep with him. Then, when the time came, she would come up with a thousand excuses why she couldn't sleep with him. And thusly we'd be granted, more or less, a free vacation on Lamar's dime.

		Since I trust my wife, who was without a doubt my soul mate, not to mention the hottest girl who'd ever let me feel her boobies, I agreed to her plan with the stipulation that she could have free reign as long as Lamar didn't lay one of his coal-black fingers on her.

		In other words, she would have to make sure that she was never caught alone with Lamar. Because there was no way that a gorilla like that could ever restrain himself with a woman like Kristin. Unless Lamar was the weirdest black man on the face of the planet, then he would probably go bonkers for a cute white girl with blonde hair, blue eyes, big tits, and a nice round booty.

		In the beginning, it was actually pretty fun and exciting. Even the strategizing was something we both enjoyed, probably because it allowed us to escape from our drab little office drone lives and pretend were some kind of international spy network who specialized in tricking bad guys.

		Kristin started in the most devious way possible. Honestly, I had no idea that my seemingly naive wife had access to such stratagems. But the first thing she did was go on Lamar's Facebook page and start 'liking' a bunch of his pictures —at 3 A.M.!

		"Why so late though?" I said, not getting it at first.

		She shook her soft hair at me. "Because that way he'll think that I'm thinking about him late at night. See?"

		"Oh, holy fuck, you're good!"

		Yeah, maybe too damn good.

		What followed was a six-month campaign of flirty office interactions, Facebook messages, and late-night texts. All of which, Kristin proudly showed me. I have to admit that it really did seem to be working. We even agreed that she should respond only to about 25% of his messages —a figure we thought would be enough to sustain his interest without committing to anything too serious.

		Some of the best stuff, in my opinion, was the little heartfelt messages Lamar sent to Kristin in the morning (the morning!) via text. Usually they would say something like, "Good morning, beautiful. Ready for another fantastic day?" Or, "If you change your mind about going to the gym this afternoon, you know where I'll be. Not that a woman like you could ever get any better looking."

		Oh, how this bull crap made us roar with laughter.

		

		* * *

		

		I suppose things started going south for me the day that I walked by Kristin and saw her gazing at the picture of a big black cock.

		We were at home.

		"Kristin!" I blurted, stopping dead in my tracks. "What the fuck are you looking at?"

		Wrinkling her nose at me then, she simply said, "Lamar sent it to me."

		Surprisingly, she didn't look embarrassed, like the fat kid who'd just got caught with his hand in the cookie jar. Instinctively, I registered this as a good thing. Instead, she looked more curious, like a scientist studying a new species of cocks which the scientific community had yet to discover. This relaxed me somewhat and I started to calm down from my initial shock. After all, no husband in the world wants to come home after a long day's work and find their beautiful wife, the future mother of their children, carefully studying big black dicks.

		"Dick pics, huh?" I said, nodding my head with new understanding. "He must be getting desperate."

		"Naw I asked him for one," said Kristin with a serious expression on her face.

		"WHHAAAT?!?"

		A big goofy grin broke across her face, adding a beauty to her already perfect features. "Just kidding! Ha, you should have seen your face!"

		As my wife kept laughing in her seat, I suddenly realized how ridiculous I had reacted. I started to feel foolish for being so insecure.

		"So how is our little operation going, anyway? Should I be looking for deals on sun screen?"

		"I think we're close. But he keeps on trying to meet me at a hotel during lunch."

		"I bet he is. A hotel is much cheaper than paying for three people to fly to Jamaica for the weekend."

		"How is that going to work again? We're just going to show up; and then I'm not going to have sex with him? Won't that sort of piss him off?"

		"He can get as pissed off as he wants to. Don't worry, he's got too much to lose if he lays a finger on anybody. It'll be hilarious. But you know what would be even more hilarious? If our room was right next to his and he could hear us fucking! Ha ha! We could put a show on for him!"

		Kristin found this scenario as funny as I did and we both took a moment to enjoy the imagery it presented in our minds.

		Then we were silent again.

		Kristin looked up at me. "Dear, he wants either a booty pic or a pic of my breasts."

		"Naw, fuck that. Negative."

		"He sent a pic of his dick?"

		"I see that, Kristin. What's your point?"

		"Well, I just get the sense that we're close to sealing the deal, but I also sense that he might get cold feet. Just one pic?"

		I thought about it for a while. "Does it have to be nude?"

		"I hope not, because there's no way I'm sending a nude shot to anyone!"

		I compressed my lips into a tight smile. That's my girl. That's why I love her and trust her more than anyone else on the planet. "Alright, maybe one pic. But it shouldn't show your face though. I'm sure Lamar would love to upload that to the Internet, pretend that you're his girlfriend. Loser."

		"Yeah, well I definitely know he's interested in me. I think we're close."

		My eyes narrowed. "How close?"

		She contemplated her response for several seconds, twirling a long strand of her golden hair in the process. "He said that he's already picked out the hotel. Two rooms, like I said. Funnily enough, he doesn't seem to be too worried about the actual logistics either. Like, I get the sense that he thinks me cheating on you would be no problem wherever we are."

		"What else did he say?"

		"Do you really want to know?"

		"I'm asking, yeah."

		"Well, I don't know how to put this," she said, obviously stalling to find the right sequence of words. "But he did, sort of, um, bring up the cuckold thing. Like openly. I guess I'm trying to say that he asked me if I thought you'd be willing to enter into a relationship where you were the cuckold, I was the hotwife, and he was the... the... what's the word for his role?"

		"Bullshit!" I said, sounding much louder and angrier than I had intended. "This is total bullshit if he actually thinks that."

		Kristin gave me one of her long, soothing, It's-OK looks. "Honey, you can't blame Lamar. We're the ones that decided to play a prank on him. I understand where he's coming from. Especially because, apparently, he has some experience in the cuckolding department."

		For some reason, the thought of my wife and Lamar freely discussing turning me into a cuckold made me sick in the stomach. A wave of nausea passed through me. Even worse, I happened to notice at that precise moment that Lamar's uncircumcised cock was still plastered across the screen of Kristin's computer. It was such a contrast to the little bottles of nail polish and other brightly-colored girly paraphernalia that littered her work area.

		That's when I noticed Kristin was now also gazing at the picture of Lamar's cock.

		Jesus.

		His head was cropped out of the picture. But he was shirtless, his hands were on his muscular dark hips, and there was no mistaking the muscular outline of his physique. Admittedly his cock was a tad on the enormous side. It looked like he was posing in his own bedroom. He had his silk boxers pulled down several inches from his hips. Below his ripped abdominal muscles there was just a hint of curly black hairs that led the eye directly towards the giant black schlong, which hung downward, semi-hard, but at least twice the size of my own penis which seemed to be shrinking at the moment. His cock was almost as dark as the rest of his torso and had a noticeably wide vein which ran like a raging river down the length of his penis, ending just as the dark skin wrinkled below a big plum-colored helmet.

		I pointed my finger at the picture of his cock. "Kristin, do you like that?"

		She shook her head no, not hesitating to bestow upon me one of her smiles which was both innocent and warm and inquisitive at the same time. "I like your dick. Your dick fits me just perfect!"

		Even though I knew that her intensions were the best, there was something about her response which left me feeling a little less than pleased.

		"How many of those has he sent you?"

		"Just the one," she said right away. Then she corrected herself, "Well, actually, a few more, but they're basically the same and I already deleted them."

		"All of them?"

		Obediently, she nodded her head like a Catholic school girl about to be reprimanded by her stern headmaster.

		Her willing obedience gave new life to my penis and I decided to reward her by allowing her to wrap those pretty lips around my pole.

		I unzipped my pants and drew out my manhood. Since I was standing and she was still sitting we were already in perfect position. I pushed my hips forward, brushing my cockhead against her moist red lips.

		"What are you doing?" she said, backing away from me in this exaggerated way as if I had just pulled out a real snake instead of a trouser snake.

		"Less talk more blowjob," I ordered.

		My wife, who has always had, and will always have, a feisty streak in her, suddenly pursed her lips and gave me this sultry look. "Looks like all this talk of cocks, cuckolding, and sex has got my little hubby turned on!"

		She continued to titter with laughter.

		As an aside, I've never been a big fan of the term "hubby." While I know that it's not synonymous with "cuckold" there's something so weak and asexual about it that has always left me feeling put off whenever my wife uses it. Unfortunately, she has never felt the same way.

		"Wait a minute," I said with growing comprehension. "You're not actually turned on by all this cuckold nonsense, are you?"

		She didn't respond right away. She lifted one of her dainty wrists and wrapped her white fingers around my pulsing shaft, squeezing and stroking, while she continued to stare up at me with those deep baby blue eyes.

		"Kristin?"

		"No of course not," she said in a way that seemed more artful and less genuine than I would have preferred.

		"I'm actually being serious, Kristin," I said, squeezing my eyes shut from the terrific sensation of my wife stroking my stiff dick.

		"Me too. I'm being serious," she said with a knowing look. Then with a long theatrical sigh, she added, "If I ever decided to make you my little hubby cuckold, and if I ever decide to make you watch as a big ol' bull climbs between my soft legs, and pounds my tight wet sweet white pussy, cums in me, floods my channel with his hot sticky bull juice, fertilizing me, right in front of you... I'll make sure that you're the first to know. Okay sweetie?"

		"Ohhhhh shiiiiiitttt, ohhhh hollly fuuuuuuckkking shiiiiiit!" I stammered as the first spray of cum shot through my dick, arcing high over Kristin's shoulder and landing somewhere on the barren carpet.

		"Good boy," said Kristin with a weird look in her eye. "That's my good hubby. Now go clean yourself up so we can go to bed, silly boy."

		

		* * *

		

		Sadly, that wasn't the last time that my wife and I played around with the cuckold fantasy. That's one of the things about Kristin, she may come off as sweet as apple pie, but as soon as she knows one of your buttons, she's not afraid to push it. Because about a week later while we were getting ready for bed, the way every other married couple does, she started asking me questions that I was not very comfortable dealing with.

		"So... the cuckold thing, you seemed to really respond to that last time?" she said.

		"I mean, yes and no," I muttered, trying to sound as vague as humanly possible.

		"Have you ever fantasized about being a cuckold?"

		I shook my head at her. Talk about not beating around the bush.

		"Are you really asking me that question?" I said, pretending to be offended.

		She kept looking at me. "Have you?"

		"No," I lied right to her face. "Definitely not, Kristin."

		"Because you can tell me. You know how I feel about transparency. Even if you have, just so you know, it doesn't have to be real. It could just be fantasy."

		"Well that's good because there's no way in hell I ever want to see you with another guy."

		"That's cool. Do you want to play around with it in the bedroom? Just for fun?"

		I pondered her statement for a long time, ignoring the tense silence which seemed to be gathering like a storm in our bedroom. Recently, and perhaps relating to our ongoing office prank, I had found (disturbingly so!) that anytime I entertained the fantasy of Kristin cucking me, it really increased the power of my orgasms. It was troubling, mortifying, if not downright bewildering to say the least.

		That's when I decided to turn the tables on Kristin and redirect the question so that she was the one perspiring under the interrogator’s bulb. "Do you fantasize about me being a cuckold? I mean, do you fantasize about having relations with other men?"

		"You mean do I fantasize about becoming a cuckoldress? A cuckqueen?"

		"Whatever you want to call it, dear."

		Her response was alarmingly fast, as if she'd already answered the question a million times. "I would never do anything to jeopardize our marriage. You are, without a doubt, the most important thing in my life. That's what I know."

		I found her answer to be both comforting and jarring at the exact same time. Obviously, she had some inclinations as a cuckoldress because otherwise all she had to say was no. But at the same time, maybe she was just saying that there was a thin line between reality and fantasy, and that as responsible, mature, real-world adults, we were obligated not to cross that line. At least, that's what I hoped she was saying.

		But more than anything our prank on Lamar seemed to have taken on a different vibe altogether. We no longer happily discussed the details at lunch, or even during the daytime. Now, every time we mentioned one of Lamar's texts or emails to Kristin, there was feeling of mutual shame and embarrassment.

		It started to become too much. Idealistically, I wanted things to go back to the way they were between me and Kristin. Our stress levels were at an all-time high. It seemed we started fighting more and more. Our love life was almost nil. There was a pressure building between us. To put it into biblical terms, we'd bitten into the cuckold apple, and now there was no turning back.

		

		* * *

		

		Having given her my permission to do so, Kristin started going to the gym with Lamar once a week.

		Every Thursday, from precisely 7 PM to 9 PM, I waited for her to return home. It sounds crazy, but those nights by myself were some of the most erotically charged times of my life. It drove me crazy to think that my wife was out there, prancing around in her cute little gym outfits while Lamar watched her do squats and other exercises that required her to bend over with her ass in the air. I even imagined what some of the other people at the gym thought about when they saw such a contrasting pair: the beautiful blonde soccer player and the big black brute.

		For a while I even managed to convince myself that this didn't need to go any further, i.e., no actual infidelity needed to occur since I was more than happy to jerk my pud while Kristin did some harmless flirting. I liked it best when she came back without showering. With her stringy blonde hair held up with a pink headband, like it was in her soccer days, and her face was always slightly flushed and her classical forehead had that faint sheen of perspiration.

		"You know," she said one day, setting her women's Nike gym bag down next to the couch, "I forgot how much I enjoy working out. I think I'll sign up full-time at the gym."

		I was sitting on the couch, watching ESPN, trying to recuperate from having just jerked off 3 times in the past two hours. "Yeah, sure, we can afford that."

		Then she smiled at me and said something surprising. "Actually, I already signed up, dear. Spouses are free."

		I muted the TV. "Spouses?"

		"Well the girls at the desk think that I'm Lamar's wife since I go with him to the gym so much."

		It's a good thing I wasn't drinking milk, because I probably would have spit it all up. "And I guess you haven't gone out of your way to set them straight?"

		She sighed impatiently, reaching for some bottled water before answering. "I thought the whole idea was to have fun with this fantasy."

		"Yes, as long as it's still just a fantasy," I said, making it sound more like a question that hung in the air for several moments.

		Kristin finished the bottle of water in just a few gulps, her thirst obviously triggered by so much exertion earlier. Drawing in a deep breath, she took a moment before turning her attention back to me. "Can I ask you a question? Do you masturbate when I'm at the gym with Lamar?"

		Feeling guilty for no specific reason, I pretended to be watching a TV commercial which just so happened to be for Viagra. "Maybe I do, sometimes, not all the times."

		Which was a bold face lie.

		"I figured," she said. "I'm just not sure if I like the idea of my hubby abusing himself while I'm at the gym trying to improve myself. My poor, poor, dear, sweet little hubby. Just doesn't seem fair. Maybe we should do something about that, huh?"

		

		* * *

		

		The next few days were simultaneously the most exciting and most terrifying times of my life.

		Part of me wished that Kristin had never told me that people were starting to consider her Lamar's wife because this only fueled my darkest cuckold fantasies.

		Shamefully, my porn-watching habits had recently undergone some drastic changes. Whereas in the past I had frequently enjoyed all sorts of 'regular vanilla' porn like big tits, cheerleaders, school girls, and MILFs. Now my search engine requests were almost exclusively focused on cuckold, hotwife, and interracial pornography.

		Soon I found it almost impossible to reach male climax while watching a white woman have sex with another white man. The more beautiful she was the more I desperately wanted to see her spreading her pale creamy legs for a black man. I noticed too that even in the adult business, the white actresses seemed to get more turned on whenever they were with black actors. In many of the scenes, the white actresses would often start off rather stiff, as if shooting this movie was just another job for them. But usually if there was a black actor in the scene, it didn't take long before the white actress stopped faking it and really let herself go in front of the cameras.

		When Thursday came around again, Kristin called me into the bedroom and said that she wanted to try something new.

		"Honey," she started, "you know I love you, right?"

		"Yes," I said, with a large lump in my throat.

		"You love me too, right?"

		"More than anything on this planet, Kristin," I said, trying to read her expression for any clues as to what was going on in her mind. But she was inscrutable and I found myself standing there, figuratively and literally scratching my head. "Is everything okay, dear?"

		She was throwing some things into her bag, getting ready to go to the gym again. She was wearing yoga pants and a small stretchy pink T-shirt that matched her headband. My whole life I'd always wanted to be with a girl who looked like Kristin, and now I was, and for some reason I couldn't stop thinking about her with a black guy.

		She bent over at the waist, knees straight, to pick a pair of panties off the floor. When she glanced back I was still staring at her ass. "It's just..."

		"What's wrong, dear?" I said, doing my best to play the part of the loving husband.

		"It's just Lamar is actually a pretty decent guy. And I feel pretty bad that we're just sort of stringing him along. And it's kind of weird to think of you always jerking off while I'm at the gym with Lamar."

		"Who says I always jerk off?"

		She gave me a look that was at least 50% pity. "It's called Internet history. And you should really think about learning how to clear yours, dear."

		I closed my eyes, wishing the floor would open up and swallow me whole.

		After a very long silence, I said to my wife, "Do you think we should end it?"

		"Divorce?"

		"God no! I meant with you and Lamar."

		"I'd feel sort of guilty, seeing how much time he's already given me. I sort of feel like I owe him something."

		"So we'll give him an iTunes gift card," I said, trying to turn the whole thing into a big joke.

		She smiled at my attempt at humor, but she only smiled with her mouth, not her eyes. "I'm being serious honey."

		"I know Kristin. You're such a softy. You have such a big heart on you. That's one of the things I love about you."

		"I wish I didn't feel so guilty all the time."

		I could see that she was genuinely distraught and it was hard to believe that I (her sick and perverse husband with his disgusting cuckold fetish) had caused such a beautiful woman so much inner turmoil. I felt like I needed to come to her rescue now, to save her, to take away all the things that were causing her so much grief. Which is why, unbelievably, before I realized what was coming out of my mouth, I looked at Kristin and said, "Ok, look, how about a hand job? Just one though. Then you call it quits. And you wouldn't feel guilty, right?"

		She padded across the room in her tennis shoes with the pink laces and looped her arms around my neck, pulling my head down to give me a big, wet kiss on the lips. "Oh baby, you always come up with the best ideas! That's why I love you so much. I probably have the best hubby in the world!"

		

		* * *

		

		Whether by design, or accident, or just bad timing, a couple of weeks passed and Kristin still hadn't given Lamar his farewell hand job yet. When questioned, she kept telling me that she was waiting for the right opportunity. I could tell that it made her nervous just to discuss the matter. We both agreed that she shouldn't go back to his place for obvious reasons. And when she suggested she do it in the car, perhaps after a gym workout, when the parking lot got dark at night, I had to agree that this was the best possible solution.

		After all, Kristin had grown up in a community filled with livestock. How was this any worse than milking a goat or cow?

		For me, the hardest part was pretending not to care in front of my wife while in reality what I wanted more than anything in the world was for her to snap a selfie while she jacked off her first big black cock. That picture would have been priceless —granted me endless sessions of frenzied and shameful masturbation.

		One morning while we were both getting ready for work I said, "So have you thought about how you're going to do it? To set it up?"

		"Do what?" she said, putting her lovely blonde hair up in a tight bun.

		"You know... you and Lamar?"

		"The hand job?"

		"Yeah."

		She contemplated her response for a few moments. "I'm sure it won't be that difficult, dear. I can probably think of something. I've given plenty of hand jobs before, you should know that more than anyone. Anyway, I'll probably just park in the very back, then later tell him that I want to talk to him about something in my car. As long as there aren't too many cars parked nearby. It shouldn't be a problem."

		"Jesus," I whistled, amazed by how crafty my wife could be when she put her mind to it. "You don't think he'll want more than a hand job?"

		"I'm sure he wants lots of things," she said matter-of-factly. "But that's sort of the genius thing about doing it in a parking lot. He'll be too turned on to say no, too impatient to go back to his house, which I wouldn't agree to anyway. For obvious reasons."

		"Smart girl. Remind me to never get on your bad side."

		"I have my moments."

		"So today is Thursday..."

		"It is Thursday. You are correct."

		"Do you think you'll do it later tonight?"

		"Like I said, it depends."

		If our productivity levels in the office were represented on a graph then mine that day would have been a solid zero throughout all nine hours I was in the office.

		My mind was too flustered, too distracted, I literally couldn't think straight for more than three seconds at a time. I kept having erotic images pop up in my head of Kristin and Lamar getting cozy together in her Volvo, then her nervously reaching into his pants and pulling out that ebony monster he kept in his boxers.

		This unrelenting barrage of fantasy snapshots was closely followed by a long and dizzying spell of self-doubts. What kind of husband was I to actively encourage my wife to sexually gratify another man? How had I allowed myself to become so pathetic? Would Kristin think less of me as a husband and a man?

		Hoping to prove something to myself, I vowed not to touch myself until Kristin returned. This probably wasn't going to win me any Husband of the Year awards. But at least it was a chance to show some self-control.

		After she left for the gym that night, time froze. The difference between 7:00 and 7:09 felt like an eternity. This must be what it felt like to be a hardcore addict. I found myself pacing the living room, looking around for some kind of distraction to get me through the next couple of hours.

		By 8 PM I was just about to lose my mind when I heard the jingling sound of keys opening the front door.

		Quite literally I leapt from my chair and went to go see what was going on.

		Kristin was still wearing her pink T-shirt and black leggings. She either didn't notice, or pretended not to notice the state of wild confusion on my face as I eagerly approached her for details. I'd covered several feet of hallway when I noticed that she left the door open. Suddenly there was a figure, a very large figure which seemed to fill the entire door frame with his menacing presence. I stopped in my tracks. Lamar saw me, winked, and walked into my house like he owned the place.

		"Great house," Lamar said, waltzing past me on his way to the couch. Collapsing onto the middle cushion, he stretched his long dark arms over the back and took another gander at our nicely furnished domicile. He seemed pleased. "You have great tastes, man. In both houses and women."

		"Thanks," I said to Lamar. Kristin was coming out of the kitchen and I grabbed her elbow, squeezing just hard enough to let her know I meant business. "If you don't mind, I need a second with my wife."

		I pulled her into our bedroom and closed the door for privacy. Kristin seemed annoyed by my behavior. I could tell she was about to reprimand me which is why I rushed to speak first. "Did you do it yet?"

		She paused, then shook her head no.

		I took a deep, five-second breath which was supposed to calm me down. "But you invited him back to our house? Our house, Kristin?"

		She nodded yes. "There were too many cars in the parking lot tonight. I sort of got nervous. Really nervous. I thought this was better."

		"This wasn't what we agreed upon, Kristin."

		She gave me a suggestive smile and said, "It's better though. I think you'll be happier this way. He said you can watch if you want."

		It took me a moment to fully comprehend the implications of my wife's seemingly innocuous statement. I couldn't believe it. I felt betrayed. Devastated. "You told him that I know?"

		"It came up," she said softly.

		"Kristin!"

		"Keep your voice down," she said, shushing me with her glaring eyes. "Don't embarrass me."

		Dragging my feet, head down, I followed Kristin back into the living room where Jamal was engrossed in an NBA game. There was something a little unnerving about how quickly he seemed to take control of his environment, holding the control in one hand while he kicked his enormous Nikes up on the coffee table to watch my TV set. And when I saw Kristin go over and sit next to him on the couch, I realized that I could either sit on the other side of Lamar, or go sit in one of the recliners off to the side. Naturally, I chose the recliner.

		We'd been collectively watching the game for several minutes when Kristin started to ask Lamar a bunch of silly questions which exposed how little she knew about professional basketball. Lamar answered her in small, brief sentences, keeping his arm extended along the back of the couch. While off to the side, I was feeling like a nervous wreck with one eye on the game and my other eye trying to track the movements on the couch between Kristin and Lamar.

		I didn't have to wait long though.

		At halftime, the game looked like a blowout and Lamar muted the volume, then turned to me and said, "So you're cool with your wife giving a hand job, right man?"

		The directness of his words caught me completely off guard and I felt like the world had suddenly tilted on its axis. I began stammering out a response which couldn't have been more confusing and indecisive. But even as I meekly looked across my living room at Lamar and Kristin sitting together, looking like a couple now, albeit a very oddly-paired couple, I was startled by the realization that we'd already passed the point of no return.

		Yes. Because for better or worse, Kristin had outed me as a guy who harbored strong cuckold fantasies. Something like that could be devastating in the wrong hands and the last thing I wanted was to go give a guy like Lamar a reason to upset things at work. I had to give him something now. I was trapped.

		"I know what you're thinking," Lamar said, dropping his arm so that it was now draped over Kristin's slender pale shoulders. "And I'm as discrete as they come. Far as I'm considered, this never leaves the house. It's just between me, Kristin, and you. We cool?"

		I looked at Kristin, searching her beautiful face for any signs of reluctance or last minute reservations. There were none. Rather she was already licking her lips, making them moist in the dimly-lit room, as she waited for my permission.

		Going against one of my most primal drives, I found myself smiling weakly, nodding my head, and ultimately saying, "As long as this never leaves the room. And as long as Kristin feels comfortable enough to —"

		My wife moved quickly, not even giving me time to complete the statement.

		As she turned towards Jamal, there was a look of excitement and arousal on her face. It was unmistakable. Her face was flushed and she was smiling the nervous smile of a teenager with a big crush. It almost looked like she was glowing.

		Around then I realized that Kristin hadn't been completely honest with me. Clearly she didn't want to get her hands on Jamal's cock because she felt guilty. After months of flirting online and flirting around the office she appeared to be legitimately turned-on by this guy who was so different from anyone we knew. It was sad. Any guilt she felt probably had to do with not wanting to hurt my feelings. Suddenly, I felt sick in the stomach, knowing that I had been played the fool by the person I most trusted in this world.

		Moving her hands to his thigh, Kristin paused, raised an eyebrow at the guy we'd once made fun of in the sanctuary of our marital bedroom.

		A slight nod gave her permission to continue.

		As my beautiful wife fumbled with his zipper, Jamal looked like the cat that had just eaten the canary. A relaxed, smug grin spread across his dark face, as he leaned back in my couch, widening his arms and legs to grant the beautiful blonde wife her first access to some black cock.

		"Oh my God!" she said when she released his cock from his boxers.

		Worriedly, I jerked my head over in their direction.

		Jamal's cock was sticking straight up in the air, full of blood that made all of his big veins pulse. There was something both majestic and primal about Jamal's cock, something both really beautiful and really disgusting. Kristin couldn't keep her eyes off it, that was for sure. My wife was like a moth drawn to a flame now. With a hypnotic look in her pretty blue eyes, she put her small pale hand out to touch the shaft, which in this lighting was the same dark chocolate color of his skin.

		Jamal was pleased by Kristin's reaction, lifting his hips a couple of inches so that she could tug his pants and boxers down his waist.

		It was hard to tell which one was enjoying this more. Jamal was closing his eyes, a smirk tugging on the corners of his thick, purplish lips, while Kristin began pumping his black meat in her small fist. His cock made her hand look so tiny. Her fingernails were painted bright pink and she could barely get her fingers wrapped around the man's intimidating girth. After not that long she realized that one hand wasn't going to do the trick so she started to pump his cock with both hands.

		Silently watching from my chair, my humiliation ran deep, while at the same time I became aware that my own balls were starting to ache. I'd enjoyed Kristin's hand jobs more times than I could count. And I'd never seen her look so fascinated by the male penis. Without even being told to, she started to grip and gently massage Jamal's dark nut sack while using her other hand to jack him off. Then she would get tired and have to switch hands. But she kept going, kept milking the black stallion because after all she was still a good farm girl deep in her heart.

		"Oh wow!" she said, releasing his rig which wobbled for a second, then continued sticking straight up in his lap.

		Kristin was looking at her left hand curiously, not saying anything.

		"What's wrong? Why did you stop?"

		She gave him a slight frown. "I think you already did it. I've got some —stuff— on my hand. It's sticky. I guess you came on my hand. I better go clean up."

		But before Kristin knew what was happening, Jamal had pulled her back next to him, pushing down on her shoulders so that she was leaning over his lap now. "Naw, that's just precum. Trust me, you'll know when I cum. Now go ahead and finish what you started."

		Having saw how much precum had already oozed out of his cock, I understood what had happened, and was thankful that Kristin didn't explain to Jamal that his precum was just as much (if not more) as my full load when I orgasmed.

		After a few more moments, Jamal started to pull Kristin's shirt over her head, then her bra so that her big white breasts jiggled back and forth as she pumped his cock. The fact that Jamal didn't remove his shirt made Kristin look all the more exposed. Of course this wasn't part of the deal. But by then my balls were boiling and the sight of Kristin bare-chested seemed to render me completely mute.

		"Jesus," said Kristin after about ten minutes. She leaned back, wiped the small beads of sweat that had appeared just around her hairline. "How long has it been? I'm getting tired, not sure how much longer I can keep this up. You might be too big for me, Jamal. Do you think you can help by jacking it yourself while I watch?"

		Taking off his shirt now, he said, "I got a better idea."

		With no warning other than that, Jamal placed his big hand on the back of my wife's head and started pushing down. When I realized what he was doing I immediately stood up, feeling a jolt of adrenaline as I protested for the sake of my wife. But Jamal just stared at me with this expression that said, "What are you going to do about it?"

		Haphazardly, my timid eyes glanced down from his tough-looking masculine face to the rest of his chiseled body. From my straight man's point of view, his strong body was repulsive and revolting to me, yet I was in complete awe.

		By the time I sat back down, Kristin already had her lips wrapped around the large plum-covered head of his cock. Jamal still had his hand on the back of her head. He kept it there as Kristin's blonde hair started to bob up and down. My heart raced with the sight of my wife servicing such a large, veiny, dark cock. Mentally, I tried to disassociate the cock with the actual guy. To do so made the whole experience much less psychologically traumatic. But every now and then Jamal would look up and give me a taunting wink to let me know my wife's mouth felt as good as it looked.

		"Hey man," he said, "doesn't your wife look sexy? Maybe you should tell her what a great job she is doing?"

		I didn't respond. I knew that he was just trying to emasculate me further. It was one thing to passively sit back and watch my wife suck another man off. It was another thing to actively compliment her while she did so. Already I was wondering how much damage this was doing to our marriage —whether or not she would ever look at me the same way?

		"Girl you got some lips on you. You gonna suck the black right off my cock," he said, his free hand traveling down Kristin's spine, then resting on the curvy hills of her backside. For a second it looked like he started to experimentally push one of his dark fingers into the crevice between her legs, causing her to moan, which was obviously stifled by all the throbbing meat in her mouth. It was a surreal moment. Then he pulled his finger back, massaged her ass for a couple of seconds before taking his hand away. It was clear that he was cautiously testing the boundaries of what was acceptable.

		Then he looked me directly in the eye, pushed Kristin's head down as hard as possible, causing her to fight through a gag reflex, and said, "You enjoying yourself over there? Are we putting on a good show, or what?"

		In absolute shock, I muttered something under my breath, crossing my legs to hide my painful erection. His cock made mine feel so tiny. And the last thing I wanted was to give him more reason to mock me in front of Kristin.

		Finally Jamal had removed his hand from the back of Kristin's head, confident that there was no hesitation from her now. Kristin was giving him the messiest, loudest blowjob I'd ever seen her perform. Certainly she'd never sucked me off like that.

		Mesmerized, I couldn't take my eyes off her now.

		Kristin's cheeks bulged with black meat, her eyes watered, and sloppy drool ran down her face and dripped onto her naked breasts. A couple of times when she came up for air it was easy to see how swollen her entire lips were. And I wondered how many bottles of mouthwash it would take to get the taste of big African cock out of her mouth.

		Jamal's next big idea was to stand up so that Kristin could suck him off on her knees.

		It suddenly occurred to me that some of the blinds were still open and when I told Kristin to wait until I could go around the house, she either didn't hear me or pretended not to hear me.

		I moved frantically, going from room to room, petrified that one of our neighbors would see the ungodly sight of Kristin positioned on her knees while she slurped some big black guy.

		Afterwards, back in the living room, I noticed how the air reeked of Jamal's musky smell. It disturbed me. I had to fight the impulse to start lighting candles and spraying air freshener everywhere. His reek dominated the entire room now. His strong odor clogged my nostrils no matter which chair I sat in. And as bad as I felt for myself, I could only guess how terrible it must have been for Kristin who now had her pert little nose a couple of inches away from the dark curly hairs of his pelvis.

		"Look up at me with my cock in your mouth," he ordered my wife.

		Kristin glanced up with both of Jamal's hands on the side of her blonde head, forcing his cock down her throat.

		"Good girl, you look very pretty like that," he encouraged. "You're a natural cocksucker."

		"Gmmmpphhhhhhh gmmmmmpphhh," said my normally articulate wife, struggling to keep up with Jamal as he clenched his muscular buttocks and stroked his fat schlong in and out of her lips.

		Then Jamal looked over at me and said something very strange. "Take off your pants."

		By then I was so entranced with watching Kristin's performance that it took me a few moments to realize that I was the one being addressed. "My pants? What? Why?"

		A twisted smiled formed across the dark features of his face. "You'll enjoy it more."

		Not feeling comfortable with this scenario I declined Jamal's offer, doing so in the most polite way I could muster.

		To which he said, in a voice that sounded less like an offer, and more like an order, "It's not fair if you're the only one who gets to keep your clothes. Look at me. I'm showing you mine. And look at your wife. She's working really hard down there. So stop being a little pussy and just take off your goddamn pants. Also, when she's done with me, she can give you a blowjob too."

		"Please..." I said in a soft voice.

		"Either that or no more show," he barked.

		The idea of seeing Jamal's big African cock wet with my wife's slobber was too exciting to pass up. But even as I stood up and reluctantly unzipped my pants, pulling them down my legs and kicking them off, I felt like we were passing a forbidden line already. And it didn't help my confidence at all when Jamal took a long look at my pecker and started to shake his head thoughtfully while he face-fucked my wife, saying, "Oh dear, Kristin. You poor woman. No wonder you love sucking on my knob so much. There's no way that your husband's little Vienna sausage can be giving you very much pleasure. This explains a lot."

		Kristin didn't respond. Instead she looked like she was almost in a trance, focused completely on sucking Jamal's cock, trying to get as much of his cock down her throat until finally her lips were almost touching his rough pubic hairs.

		I was slowly building up the courage to openly tug on my pecker when Jamal called me over and told me to stand next to him while Kristin continued sucking him off. My knees were practically trembling as I hesitantly got up and approached Kristin and her black stud. Far away in my subconscious I heard faint screams of "Nooooo," but they were silenced by my insatiable hunger to find out where this night was leading.

		"Nothing to be embarrassed by," he said. "Now your wife gets to choose between two monsters."

		I didn't have to look up in order to know that he was smiling now. Apparently Jamal had a natural sadistic streak in him which I had always guessed, but never seen firsthand until right now. Dominating my wife wasn't enough for him. He needed to dominate me at the same time. It worked too, because my erection started to deflate and it almost felt like my balls were retracting back into my body.

		"Is it cold in here?" he asked, nodding at my small pink scrotum.

		Standing next to the tall black man, both of us were naked from the waist down, and I had inadvertently created the most unflattering contrast tableau for my wife who was eye level with my small white pecker and his big black dong. Until this moment, I'd always been reasonably comfortable with my size. But now that I was elbow-to-elbow with Jamal, I felt like a grown man with a tiny baby penis.

		"GGGGRRRmmmmphhhh..." said my wife, her big puppy dog eyes giving my little package a quick look. But she was unwilling to let go of the BBC she'd captured with her mouth.

		In a feeble attempt to maintain the embarrassingly false perception of masculinity I had conjured up when I was alone with Kristin, I started to shake my limp dick in Kristin's direction, and said, "Hey baby, while you're down there, don't forget about me either. Okay?"

		Her only response was to spend the next several minutes bobbing her head up and down the man with the much bigger and darker cock. There was no doubt about which one of us she preferred. Shifting from enraptured to disgusted, my manhood continued to shrivel. I kept thinking that at any moment she would switch to me. Surely she could see that I required her assistance. But I was simply ignored, reduced to standing there as a mere bystander in my own house, while my own wife became the personal whore for another man. That's when something inside me snapped. I was broken. There was no going back.

		Jamal must have noticed a change in my demeanor because around the same time he told me to get on my knees and help my wife by holding her silky blonde hair out of her face while she performed fellatio on her black stud. Demoralized, I complied, sinking to the floor so that now me and my wife were on our knees for Jamal.

		"Good boy," he said. "Now tell your wife she looks beautiful servicing a real man."

		The words came out soft, weak, and a little broken. But Kristin must have heard them because she turned to me, her cheek bulging with the large dark mushroom-shaped cockhead wedged in her mouth, and smiled at me with her pretty blue eyes, obviously pleased that I was playing along nicely.

		Jamal pulled his cock out of her mouth and rested the slippery dark shaft on her nose, telling her to lick his balls too. Looking down with his menacing dark stare, he said, "I've decided that I'm going to make you two my new project. I'm going to turn you into the perfect cuckold couple. Unfortunately, you don't have a say in the matter. Because both of you tonight have already revealed your true natures. I've always guessed that both of you are submissive. But you've exceeded my expectations. Training starts tonight."

		I was still obediently holding Kristin's hair while she cocked her head from side to side, her little pink tongue darting out of her mouth to lick and suck his big heavy African sack.

		Then Jamal brushed the tip of his cock against her lips until she opened up and formed the perfect-O around his dark shaft.

		"Now Kristin," said Jamal, his deep masculine voice filling every inch of our large living room now, "tell your husband that you want him to watch you with a real man between your legs tonight. But first give your hubby a big kiss!"

		Before I realized what was happening, Kristin spit the black cock out of her mouth and turned, planting a big wet kiss on my mouth before our tongues started to slide over one another. I could taste him on my tongue. It disgusted me. But as soon as I tried to pull away, Kristin reached her small hand for my package which responded eagerly to her touch. Inside emotions warred like great armies: Disgust, Arousal, Love, Desperation, Anger, and ultimately Submission.

		Our long kiss was broken when I saw something big and dark bobbing only two or three inches away from my face. I jerked my head back, "What the hell?"

		Jamal laughed at my reaction from nearly touching his cock.

		Afterwards he had me prepare Kristin by performing Cunnilingus on her on our marital bed. The whole time Jamal stood over us, watching as Kristin's buttocks squirmed and made circular motions on the sheets as I hungrily feasted on her tight little snatch. By then everyone was naked and my little stiffy was rubbing painfully against the bed.

		"You're doing a great job," the black giant said, stroking his mammoth dong while watching me and Kristin.

		I lifted my head from between Kristin's legs, my face oily from her juices. "Thank you."

		"Let's put a 'sir' on the end of that. That goes for both of you. And if you forget that too many times you might find a big black cock going in your ass. That also goes for both of you."

		Never having a gay thought in my life, I gulped loudly. "Yes sir."

		"Good boy," he said. "Now I hope you're enjoying eating her out because for a while that's as close as you're going to get to Kristin's pussy. From now on, when you see that small pink little slit between her legs, you better be thinking, "That belongs to Jamal. That's Jamal's pussy. Only a big black cock looks good inside that blonde honey pot." Got it, whiteboy? Your pussy privileges have been officially revoked."

		Timidly I told him I understood completely and then went back to licking Kristin's box.

		By now there was no more resistance.

		I was a shell of my old self.

		"No," said Jamal, sounding angry from my response. "That's not good enough. I want you to hear you say it. Tell your wife. Tell your wife that from now on she's a black cock only slut."

		Our stares met and all these years of feeling insecure with Kristin began to surface. Images of our first date, our first Valentine's Day, our marriage, and all the other happy and simple times flitted through my mind. Ours was a deep and meaningful connection. So that it almost killed me to look her in the eyes and say, "Kristin, baby, from now on you're a black cock slut."

		But as hard as it was to say that, it was even harder to hear my wife respond automatically, "I know I am, baby. I'm a black cock slut now. I was made for big black cock. And you love it!"

		After we'd pleased him sufficiently, Jamal commanded Kristin to get up on her hands and knees. She did so without hesitation, rolling over, putting her ass in the air and waiting for him to mount her. It seemed like all of her days of watching farm animals breeding had readied herself for this moment, perhaps because her body knew that she'd finally attracted an obvious Alpha.

		Anticipation and dread pumped through my body in equal parts, leaving me feeling dizzy with excitement. This was the moment. I couldn't believe it. It was really about to happen.

		It was like watching a movie in slow motion. With Kristin readied by my expert tongue, her lips were red and engorged. Jamal was standing on the floor, pulling Kristin's body back to his throbbing erection. Once there, he lightly drew his fingernails down Kristin's spine, running from her shoulders to butt.

		"Mmmmmmm," Kristin shivered in response.

		Then Jamal started to massage Kristin's ass cheeks. He worked the gluts and strayed downward to her upper thighs. With subtle movements, he drew Kristin's soft butt cheeks apart. Giving me a sly wink, he lowered his lips to Kristin's rump. Slight kisses followed along her milky globes until he reached Kristin's rear rosebud. The black man was blessed with an extraordinarily long tongue. The noteworthy tongue began to flicker in between Kristin's taut ass cheeks and circled and circled until Jamal's licks totally surrounded my wife's asshole.

		"Mmmmmmmmmm......awwwwwwwww..." Kristin squealed with delight as Jamal's tongue playfully stabbed forward into her round butt.

		I felt jealous now while watching them, jealous that my role as the cuckold had already been clearly established. I thought this meant that I would be relegated to spectator until Jamal was done. Which is why I was shocked when I saw the dark man look over and say, "Put me in. I want you to put me inside your wife."

		I was flabbergasted. I wanted to tell him that I wasn't gay, which is true. But at this point I was even more afraid of upsetting him.

		My hesitation was noted by Kristin who started to whine, "Just do it, baby. I need that thing inside me. Just put him inside me."

		The last shred of my masculinity was gone, ripped away from my soul, as I found myself reaching for Jamal's sex. It gave me no erotic thrill to wrap my fingers around his ebony girth. But I was surprised how it was both hard as iron and soft as velvet. I felt him twitch in my hands, reminding me that it was alive and that I needed to be very gentle.

		Jamal kept his hands on his hips, watching as I nervously started to rub Kristin's pussy with the head of his enormous cock.

		"Okay," I warned Kristin, "I'm about to put him inside you."

		"Yes, please do."

		I was afraid of him hurting my wife. So I tried to go as easy as possible, rubbing her extremely wet pussy with his tip until it was wet with her juices. Then I pushed his cock head up to her pussy's opening and started to gently, very gently, push it in. Nowhere was the contrast of their skin tones more vivid than seeing her pale-pink lips start to wrap around his coal-black shaft.

		"Is that good, sir?" I asked, unable to make eye contact with him now.

		"Good boy," he said. "You may now take your hands off of my cock. Unless you want to fondle my balls while I fuck your wife."

		I shook my head demurely.

		Then, with a voyeuristic rush, I stood back and watched as Jamal would put his cock in my wife a little, then bring it almost completely back out, just letting the tip rest in her narrow opening. He repeated the process many times, each time going in a little deeper than the last, then pulling it back, leaving only a few of his girthy inches inside her.

		Based on Kristin's fluctuating expressions, I could see that she was a little apprehensive about whether or not he would be able to fit his entire member inside her womb, but she seemed to relax a little as he took his time working it in, and pulling it out, feeding her just enough of his black meat so that she was getting stretched, but not getting ripped apart. When his cock was a bit more than half way in, I could see her getting much more excited. And her moaning and oaths were getting louder.

		It wasn't long before Jamal's tempo increased. The sounds of Kristin screaming in pain began just as he slammed the last few inches all the way so that now she was impaled on his full length and girth. It was perhaps the sexiest sight I'd ever seen. And I'd never seen Kristin become so vocal in the bedroom. The fury of their "fucking sounds" was like no other I had heard before. I was sure that everyone on our street could hear my wife as she begged him to go easy on her "little white pussy."

		The fucking sounds continued, with Jamal becoming more aggressive and almost angry as he held Kristin's hips and pounded her into oblivion. Kristin was being taken to her limit. She was panting, screaming, and moaning with each power-thrust of his massive black cock.

		After a while Jamal started to put my wife through a series of positions —sometimes making her squat over him so that she had to work in order to bounce her ass over his hard cock —or sometimes pinning her onto her back, or wrapping his glistening muscular arms around her while he kissed her deeply and gave her pussy long, passionate strokes.

		Then he had her get back on her hands and knees so that the slapping sounds returned. I wasn't sure how many times Kristin had orgasmed, but I knew it was multiple times. I could tell by the way Jamal was driving his cock into her from behind now that he was ready to bust. And sure enough, I watched utterly fascinated as he went suddenly still, his large muscular buttocks flexed as he roared through a thunderous orgasm inside Kristin, who looked almost drugged and ready to pass out from exhaustion.

		Afterwards, Jamal kept his cock buried in Kristin's snatch for almost a minute, allowing for all of his aftershock twitching to come to a halt. Then, just when I thought the night couldn't get any stranger, he looked over at me and said, "Okay, it's time. You can pull me out of your wife now."

		I heard Kristin give a little giggle as I awkwardly reached for Jamal's cock which was covered in her juices. If his erection had diminished any since orgasm it was impossible for me to notice. It still felt very big and very hard as I gently, very gently, pulled him out of Kristin's warm, wet snatch. After I did so I saw how extended her hole had become from accommodating such a large lover. It certainly had never gaped like that with me. And then, right on cue, an enormous amount of thick, white cream started to drip out of her opening and soaking the surface of our marital bed.

		

		* * *

		

		Afterwards, I got towels for everyone and watched as Kristin and Jamal scurried off to take a shower together. I suppose I was a little bummed out that my wife didn't want to take a shower with me, but after all that had transpired during the last couple of hours it was easy to understand why.

		Jamal started coming over to the house several times a week. His presence really shifted the dynamics of my relationship with Kristin. She seemed to laugh at every stupid joke he told, not to mention she was always looking at him, and finding ways to rub up against him. The worst part was when their flirtatious behavior was noticed by some of our colleagues at work. Soon office scuttlebutt had it that Jamal was fucking Kristin behind my back. And to be honest, I'm not sure if the reality of the situation was any better.

		It wasn't long before Kristin started to "show." Since it was her first pregnancy she was a bit of a wreck mentally. I found her leaning on me for more and more support, which was a nice change even though I knew there was no way I was the father. At the start of her 3rd trimester her belly looked incredibly swollen, gigantic, like she was carrying five or six babies. When Jamal informed us that "twins ran in his family" we started to get a little nervous.

		Ultimately, Kristin gave birth to a pair of strapping twin boys who were the spitting image of their father. Considering the complexion and features of their mother, I found this to be rather odd. But the doctor carefully explained to us that some people have passive genes and some people have dominant genes. And after getting over the initial shock of how dark Kristin's babies looked, I had to admit that she had never looked happier and more fulfilled in her life.

		

		THE END
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