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		Queen of Spades Uncovered

		

		1.

		I am a 40 year-old average white guy who is married to the woman of his dreams. Although my Dana is about a decade younger than me, we've always had a deep connection that has never diminished over the years. She has a natural beauty, intelligence, charm, and kindness to her that make her truly a one in a million girl. A former soccer star, she still works out constantly, focusing a lot of time in the gym on her legs and butt. At 5'5" she is both petite and voluptuous at the same time. We don't have any children, but her job as a 3rd grade elementary school teacher seems to keep her pretty fulfilled.

		At first, I couldn't understand why Dana had even agreed to go on a single date with me. From my perspective, I was just a pretty average Joe heading into middle age, while she was the bright and curvy princess that turned everyone's heads. It seemed inconceivable to me (and even to my family and friends!) that a younger woman as beautiful as Dana would choose a guy like me to spend the rest of her life with. It wasn't like I was rich, or anything.

		But the more I got to know Dana, the more things started to add up, psychologically speaking.

		Her father had left at an early age, which was why she'd always preferred the company of older men. (God bless girls with daddy issues!) And even worse, she grew up with three older step-sisters who seemed to take a sadistic interest in abusing and humiliating Dana every chance they got.

		(Once, for example, when Dana was 12, her evil step-sisters stripped her naked and forced her to walk around a high school party in a Pampers diaper and baby T-shirt. And Dana said that there were plenty of other times when they turned her into a laughing stock, not caring about the serious trauma they were doing to their young and impressionable step-sister.)

		Though I suppose there is such a thing as karma because her step-sisters all turned out to be morbidly obese land-whales and my Dana could easily be a fitness or lingerie model if she wanted. So in a way, long story short, it did make sense why she was so happy to start her new life with a protective older male who saw her in that loving and doting way she'd always wanted to be seen as.

		Our marriage difficulties began when I injured my neck in a car accident.

		Luckily, I was in my work truck, still on the premises of a job site, when the collision occurred. So the insurance and settlement from my company was more money that I would have ever made in my lifetime. But the injury left me in a neck brace for nearly a year and soon I became addicted to those damn pain pills.

		It was the same old sad pill addiction story you always hear. At first I was just taking the prescribed doses, but after a while I couldn't stop myself. My wife eventually found out, and in her normal caring way, she made sure that I found the professional help I needed to kick the stuff. But the opioids had wrecked havoc on my libido, which had already plummeted from being sequestered at home, barely able to move around on my own.

		The problem was that Dana had always had a high sexual appetite that matched her upbeat demeanor. One of the things I had always loved about her was how much she enjoyed doing things and going out into the world, instead of passively sitting on the couch like most of our frumpy friends. To my delight, this translated into the bedroom where she'd always been excited to try new things with me. The fact that she was pretty inexperienced sexually, really made me feel like I'd hit the jackpot with Dana. Whether it was modeling some new lingerie for me, or letting me bend her up like a pretzel, or giving me some road head on the way home from a restaurant —I could never have imagined a woman more perfectly suited to be by my side for the rest of my life.

		And so, as hard as it was to admit it, it was me who was not fulfilling my husbandly duties in the bedroom. Time and time again, Dana would plead with me to take her into the bedroom. She started wearing the most provocative clothing around the house. While sunbathing in our backyard, she switched from her normal two-piece blue bikini, to a skimpy string bikini which demanded a sharp razor on her intimate parts. As painful as it is to say, she would practically beg me to fuck her. But no, the pain pills and damage to my body had almost completely drained my carnal yearnings. We slept together, and ate together, and lived together. But we weren't having sex together.

		The first time I caught her using a vibrator, I was more amused than anything. I remember standing in the doorway, with my hands on my hips, shaking my head in disbelief, as Dana blushed in embarrassment on the bed, her legs spread wide, completely nude, with one hand twisting her nipples while the other hand worked the small pink device over her moist lady parts.

		"Oh my gosh! I thought you weren't going to be back until later!" she gasped, obviously flustered by my sudden appearance in the doorway.

		"Well I'm not," I said matter-of-factly. "So is this what you do when I'm not here? Play with yourself?"

		"Sometimes," she said in a small voice that was made cute by her uncertainty. "You are officially the first person to ever catch me masturbating."

		"Good thing I'm your husband."

		She grabbed the blankets and covered up. "Still, it's a little embarrassing."

		I was laughing as I shut the door, giving her some privacy, and mostly wanting to get back to the TV where there was a football game coming out of half-time. "Alright you naughty little girl," I called out, "you have your privacy now! I'm going back to the living room!"

		I didn't though. I waited out in the hallway, just long enough to hear the buzz sound return as my wife continued to pleasure herself.

		That was fine, actually. If my wife wanted to have a small pink vibrator to help her get through her day, then who was I to stop her? Unfortunately though, Dana's experiments didn't stop there.

		About a month later, I found myself aimlessly wandering around our empty house in a state of mild depression since Dana was gone for the weekend. Her best friend from college, another soccer girl, had just delivered her first child and Dana wouldn't be back until late Sunday night. As luck would have it, it was the first time in ages that I'd felt any erotic cravings. Terrible fucking luck.

		Since I hated looking at porn on my phone, I booted up my laptop, but it got stuck doing mandatory updates that were taking forever. Dana's laptop was in the kitchen, but I figured that I could save myself a trip by rifling through her panty drawer. Although I had never had any experiences with fetishes, the sight and smell of my wife's silky little bra and panties would sometimes be enough for me to explode. Usually I'd wrap one of her little thongs around my dick and masturbate with the soft material pressed against my pulsing glands, recalling all the times I'd seen her prance around in those panties and all the times I'd pulled those panties off her ass so that I could fuck her.

		Then my hand was groping through the top of her panty drawer when I felt it.

		"What the fuck?!?"

		In stunned disbelief, I found myself pulling out a large, very realistic-looking, black dildo. To me, it almost looked cartoonishly large until I realized that there were probably some guys, black guys, who were actually hung like this. But still though, my mind reeled. Why did my wife have a black dildo in her panty drawer? What was wrong with her little pink vibrator? Why did she have to have something so big, so veiny, and so fucking black? Was my own wife getting off on the fantasy of fucking a big black cock?

		Knowing Dana as well as I did, the scenario seemed impossible. First of all, she'd never once said or shown any interest towards African-Americans. Not once. (And believe me, I would have noticed.) Secondly, Dana was not the sort of white woman that I normally associated with black guys. She wasn't fat, she wasn't poor, she wasn't dumb, she wasn't ghetto. She was the opposite of those things.

		So why was there a black dildo in her panty drawer?

		As best as I could, I laughed it off, and decided not to think about it any longer until she got home and could deliver an explanation. Most likely the thing was a gag gift at some bachelorette party she'd been invited to. (She was always being invited to parties by other women.) And a second later, I could even laugh at myself for having reacted so violently —since obviously there was no way that a woman like her had any sexual interest in something as revolting as that large ebony dong. I put it back into her drawer, mostly recovered, and walked towards the kitchen for her laptop.

		My jaw hit the floor when I saw her search history.

		Until then, I thought only teenage boys could watch porn as regularly as Dana apparently did. And as far as I could tell, she had never even considered the possibility that her own husband would check out her browsing history. It was filthy! Not only was seeing it a shock to my system, but it also gave me a much more personal view of my wife's mind which made me feel slightly betrayed and disgusted. Genuinely nauseous. The titles of Dana's videos were nightmare-inducing. You Have the Right to Remain Black; White Wives Gone Wild; The Cuckold Clinic; Black Baby Makers; Becky and the Black Bull; White Girls with Ass: Dirty Black Grandpa’s Kryptonite

		Why was it always interracial? Why was it always black guys and white women? Why was my wife watching cuckold stuff? And why were so many of these black guys so old?

		I was appalled, but at the same time, I couldn't stop scrolling through her interracial porn history. It was like reading someone's diary, but even more personal. Was this really what turned on my "normal" white wife? It had to be. Endless pages of interracial fucking could not have been an accident, or a joke. Suddenly the black dildo in her panty drawer made complete sense —knowledge that left me feeling lightheaded and nauseous. Just then, my phone vibrated with a text from my wife. My hands were literally shaking as I read the innocent message and then replied as if my life hadn't suddenly turned upside down. I don't even know what I said, but a few seconds later she texted me with the message, You're the best hubby in the world! And I'm the luckiest girl in the world! XXXOOO."

		Against my better judgment, I clicked onto Dana's desktop. There were only two folders. One was marked "photos." The other was marked "videos."

		It was as bad as I'd feared. Taking a look at the number of files, it must have taken my wife hours, if not days, to accumulate so much filth onto her laptop. The photos all showed world-class beautiful white women (blondes, brunettes, and even some pale-skinned redheads) being used like fuck-dolls by well-endowed black men. The videos were a mixture of amateur and professional. But she seemed to have an exceptional amount of porn videos from a series called, Big White Butts Need Big Black Cocks.

		I clicked on a few just long enough to get the gist. There weren't actual stories, just sexy voluptuous white women getting pounded into submission by black horse-cocks. I almost threw up. My hands were shaking badly. Wanting to stop looking, but not having the power to, I eventually found my way to another folder on Dana's laptop. This one was simply marked Dana. My beleaguered heart stopped as I clicked onto it, unsure if I knew my wife enough to guarantee that I wasn't about to see something that would haunt me for the rest of my days.

		Luckily (if you can call that luck) there were no pictures of her with another guy. Rather, there were about 40 or 50 pictures of her posing in front of the mirror, wearing little to no clothing. A lot of her pictures had her looking over her shoulder, while she held her phone up, and stuck her thonged-ass cheeks out for the camera. All those years of hard work at the gym had paid off in those pictures, as her legs were perfectly shaped and her ass looked plump and full without any extra fat around her trim waistline. But if she had never shown me these photos, who were they for?

		I wasn't sure that I could handle that truth just yet. Instead I did my best to hide all evidence of my electronic snooping, then I closed her laptop, drank two beers very fast, and took a much-needed nap.

		

		2.

		That night, when Dana returned home exhausted from her trip, I had planned to play it cool and wait for the right moment. But as soon as she stepped into the house, and I was flooded with the sensory overload that her presence brought, I found myself almost on the verge of tears as I flung my arms up into the air. "Dana! What the fuck! What's all that weird interracial porn shit on your computer? And why do you have a black dildo? What the fuck happened to you?"

		I wasn't sure what I was expecting, but her calmness took me by complete surprise. She set her luggage down in the kitchen, and took a full minute to compose herself before turning her attention back to me. "So, I guess you broke into my private laptop?"

		"Nobody broke into anything," I stammered uncontrollably. "I was just going to use it to check my email. The creepy porn shit was hard to miss."

		"Well, I'm sorry you saw that," was all she said, suddenly turning and walking out the room.

		I was flabbergasted, following her into the living room while demanding she give me an answer. I reminded her that most husbands would not be so cool about this shit. I reminded her that most husbands would probably flip their shit over seeing that their wife was being some kind of perverted freak behind their backs.

		By the couch, she stopped abruptly, and sat down, smoothing out the imaginary wrinkles on the long plaid skirt she was wearing. "But you're not like most husbands, are you?" she said rather coldly.

		I felt like I was experiencing about 1000 emotions at once, and none of them were good. "What does that mean?"

		"Calm down, Chris. I can't talk to you when you're so emotional. If you want to talk about this, that's fine. I'm okay with it. But I need you to calm down some, dear," she said, using her mommy voice now. "Can you please sit down first?"

		The way she was speaking to me annoyed me greatly, but there was something in her bright, brown, doe-like eyes that reminded me of who I'd always thought she was. And there was a part of me that knew that no matter what happened, no matter what Dana ever did, I wouldn't truly be able to stay mad at her. Ours was a relationship which had transcended those types of petty dynamics. We were bonded in a way that was deeper than law, or friendship, or sex demanded. Although I normally eschewed such hippy-dippy terminology, Dana and I shared a soul-bond. It was purer than flesh.

		I sat down, already feeling a little defeated.

		"Much better," said Dana, giving me a minute to adjust to what was happening in the room now. "First of all, let me say that I am SOOOOOO sorry that you had to see that stuff, dear. I know that it must have really hurt you. And I never intended that. You know that hurting you is one of my biggest fears."

		I nodded, like in agreement, but not feeling any better by her words.

		"But I guess there's no hiding it anymore. Those videos. I guess you could say that I've always had a thing for certain... taboo subjects." She smiled and blushed at the same time, and I could see that she was struggling to get through this confession. "Just so you know, I've never acted on it. I've never cheated on you. Not once. And I never hooked up with a black guy before you."

		"That's good," I mumbled.

		"Are you mad at me?" she asked, batting her long honey-hued eyelashes at me now.

		I shrugged noncommittally. "Just surprised, Dana, really fucking surprised." Then I wanted to ask her why, why black guys and white women, why that fucking subject. Although I already knew that I lacked the strength for that particular question. Then, almost as if she was reading my thoughts, she answered the question simply.

		"When I was a girl, I guess you could say that I started to develop a little early. So that by around 12 years old, I had, what some might say, quite a ba-donk-a-donk. It wasn't a huge ass. But it was naturally muscular. And pretty big for a white girl, I guess. Having a big ass helped me with sports, especially soccer. But it also attracted attention from lots of black guys. We had this neighbor, worked as a cop, drove a Cadillac, named Tyrone. He was like my dad's age, but he used to sort of hit on me, tell me how beautiful I was to him, how much he liked watching me walk away. Kept asking me if I had any "black in me." It was really inappropriate stuff to be telling a girl my age. And he never once laid a finger on me. I promise. But I guess it sort of triggered something in me, so that when I got older, I always had this thought, you know, this weird fucked-up fantasy in my head... like, what would it be like?"

		"He sounds like a fucking creep! You were just a kid, Dana!"

		"I know, you're right. But that didn't stop me from egging him on from time to time. I mean, he was basically harmless. After a while, it sort of became a game, I'd make sure I was wearing my tightest jeans, or shortest shorts because I knew that it drove that crazy old black man crazy."

		To be frank, I could not believe what I was hearing. How could someone as normal and well-balanced as my wife be harboring such a perverted fantasy world? This rocked the foundation of everything I knew about women, much less my own goddamn spouse. When did women start looking at porn? I guessed it was just part of Dana being an example of the modern woman. But for the first time in my life, I actually felt ashamed of my wife. Because if anything was shameful, then it was something like this. Addicted to interracial pornography? It was like finding out that she had some disease that she'd kept hidden from me this whole time. "So you like black guys?"

		"I've never dated or hooked up with one."

		Sighing wearily, I conceded that the fact that she didn't answer my question told me all I wanted and needed to know.

		For the next few moments, we continued sitting there in what felt like the world's most awkward silence, with my eyes occasionally catching the glint of a large wedding photo that hung over the fireplace. The sight of that happy married couple in the photo only exasperated the sense of humiliation I felt. Dressed all in white, her face combining innocence with the hint of latent sexuality, Dana had never looked more beautiful, more angelic. At the time, I thought I'd never love her more than I did on that special day.

		I was wrong.

		Instead, over the years, I found myself admiring her physical beauty with greater devotion. When my buddies complained that their wives were letting themselves go, I felt a great source of personal pride in my wife. Dana was mine. She was my prize. And so, sitting there in the tense living room, I kept trying to massage my wounded male pride by convincing myself that I was overreacting, that this really wasn't such a big deal. After all, it wasn't like Dana had actually cheated on me with another guy. She'd kept her vows. If anything, I was the asshole for invading her personal privacy.

		On the other hand, now that I knew what was on her computer, and now that I knew what she looked at when she pleasured herself, it almost felt worse than cheating, if only because it precluded me from ever being my wife's fantasy man. I was almost ready to forgive her, or at least to start the process of forgiving her, when Dana put her arm around my shoulder and whispered hoarsely, "I love you, Chris. You're the only one I want to be with. I'm really sorry that you found my big black dildo."

		Fuck. Sucking my teeth in disgust, I got up and stormed out of the room, leaving the torrid scene behind me, claiming to have a tension headache, and needing a nap, which was actually true.

		Several hours later, when I woke up, it was late at night. And I found my wife humming to herself in our bathroom. Feeling anxious and tired still, I laid there in the dark, listening to how untroubled my wife sounded, and suddenly I began to hate myself for being such a drama queen. So what if my wife had some porn on her computer? I certainly had porn on my computer and it wasn't like I was planning on doing anything to jeopardize my marriage. Why couldn't I give her the benefit of the doubt? In retrospect, if anyone in the entire world deserved my understanding, it was certainly her, still the most amazing woman I'd ever met.

		A few minutes later, Dana was crawling into the bed. Light from the bathroom kept the room from being completely dark. And I could see that she was wearing her usual outfit for sleep: panties and a T-shirt. Suddenly I went from smelling nothing, to having my nose filled with that bouquet of my wife's signature scents that came from all the creams and body sprays and fruity hair care products that she adored. She didn't say anything, and I just waited there in the dark, surprised by an interesting turn of events. I was horny, really horny. In the past, whenever we'd fought, I was always shocked to find out how aroused I'd become later. And tonight was no different. As she slipped underneath the sheets next to me, I could feel my penis stiffen in my boxers, begging me to at least touch it some. It felt great. Sometimes fighting with my wife was almost worth the sex that came afterwards.

		"Hey," I said, turning on my side to face her. She seemed surprised to see that I was awake and not still sleeping. "I just wanted to say something. I'm sorry about earlier. I hope I didn't embarrass you. I didn't mean to make you feel bad, or anything."

		A pair of large, understanding, bright brown eyes blinked at me in the darkened bedroom. "No dear, you didn't."

		I wouldn't say that I'd forgiven her yet. Honestly I still didn't like my wife's weird interracial fetish, but after a weekend of sleeping alone, my body was absolutely loving the fact that I now had a small, sweet-smelling female sharing a bed with me. So I reached my toes out and began to rub my bare leg against hers, noting how soft and smooth everything was. (If Dana could even grow hair on her legs, I'd never seen it. Good genetics, I guess.) Then we talked about nothing for a couple of minutes, and for a second things felt normal again, until I finally grasped her by the waist and pulled her into me, chest against chest.

		Our bodies mashed together, we kissed some, then scrambled to get on top of the sheets. Having a woman like Dana in her T-shirt and panties pressed against you would make any straight man in the world rock-hard. With our legs intertwined, she rewarded me with one of her big All-American smiles and allowed me to reach around and grab one of her shapely buttocks, which I played with through the green silk of her French-cut panties.

		"Sexy panties."

		"They were just on the top of the drawer, that's all," she explained nonchalantly. "But I'm glad you like."

		"I like, Dana."

		"Good. The way you were looking at me earlier, when we were talking about what's on my computer, I wasn't sure if you would ever touch me again."

		Instead of acknowledging her comment, I simply said: "I missed this," and went back to playing with my wife's curvy butt cheek.

		Another huge smile from Dana. "And I missed this," she added, reaching for the front of my tented boxers. When she found me unusually hard and ready for some action, her whole face lit up like a little girl on Christmas. "Oh wow! Well, hello there! I guess you really did miss me!"

		Had a peeping tom been outside our window, they would have mistaken us for a pair of hormonal teenagers who'd been left alone. As I claimed her mouth, an avalanche of pent-up emotion suddenly flowed out of my body, and she groaned softly as I groped and forcefully kissed her incredible little body. Dana still had on her little panties, but her T-shirt was pushed up to her shoulders, revealing a pair of luscious gravity-defying breasts with a pair of diamond-hard nipples that I licked and sucked and scraped my teeth against.

		Dana, who once confessed that she wished she could suck a dick at least once a day, soon had her face planted in my lap.

		"Oh fuck yeah, Dana. Suck that dick. Suck it, baby," I moaned with heavy lust, writhing from all the pleasure that Dana's hot little mouth was bringing me.

		Already my balls were contracting. They felt so full. It was a beautiful sight: Dana's feet were on the side of the bed, and she had her round ass in the air. After playing with the thigh closest to me, I suddenly grabbed her and swiveled her bottom until she was straddling my face with both her legs. It had been forever since we'd 69'd each other. Horny and out of my mind, my whole world became the beautiful dark smell and taste of her little pussy lips. By now I had her panties pulled to the side as I attacked her princess parts with my tongue like a venomous snake, striking out, over and over, pushing the warm tip between the recently washed folds of her womanhood, and using both hands to squeeze her meaty buttocks down into my face.

		"Oh baby, oh Chris! Yes, yes, yes!" Dana spit the small hard dick out of her mouth and squeezed her eyes shut while she started to grind her pelvis against my expert tongue. "I love you so much Chris!"

		It was strange because I'd never really enjoyed giving oral sex to women. But knowing how horny she was, how much she needed my mouth on her most intimate body parts, caused me to not care that she was no longer reciprocating the favor. Now I was the only one doing any work, as Dana ignored my hard stiffy. My hands were still on her ass, and I began making a feast of Dana's little pussy, going at the warm little place between her legs like a famished beast.

		Dana's thighs started quivering and she pushed herself into a sitting position. Sitting directly on her husband's face, she luxuriated in the sensation of having me service her sex, unconcerned about the prospect of suffocating me with the glowing warmth of her feminine curves. She placed her hands on my chest and started to slowly move her hips, her breathing growing more ragged as she grinded herself against my tongue. "Eat my pussy, baby. That's it, that's it! Eat that white pussy!"

		White pussy?

		With my mouth starting to ache a little, I continued to service my wife until breathing became an issue. Quite frankly, I'd never seen her so aggressive in the bedroom. A few times I tried to push her head back down into my lap, but the little sexpot wiggled and resisted —clearly intent on sitting on my face until finally I felt her body stiffen against my tongue. Shortly after she let out a high-pitched shriek, then covered her mouth as the pleasure of an orgasm flooded her mind. I was happy that I'd made her cum, but at the same time I was also relieved when I was able to push her off my face —allowing me to take in a few big, much-needed gulps of fresh air.

		"Thank you so much, dear," she said laying next to me, her beautiful face flushed and radiant now. She looked so happy. "I really needed that. You have no idea."

		Wiping her juices off my grinning jaw, I returned her smile and then moved her hand so that she was touching my hard-on again. I kept grinning, and bounced my eyebrows at her suggestively. "Oh, I think I might have some idea..."

		"That is some tongue of yours, Chris. I knew there was a reason that I kept you around. Did you like that white pussy?"

		"What?"

		Then I felt her wrap her fingers around my shaft and squeeze with just the right amount of pressure. But before I could come she stopped, got up, and said that she'd be right back. I let out a loud frustrated groan of protest, but in my aroused state, the sight of her panty-clad backside convinced me that she was worth a little wait.

		Then she returned. Near the bed, she made a little show of turning around to pull her panties down for me, even keeping her legs straight as she bent over at the waist. Her ability to tease me at the worst possible time knew no bounds. Because now the most beautiful round ass I'd ever seen was suddenly a few feet away from me as I sat there on the bed, having already kicked off my boxer shorts, just playing with my balls.

		"Baby, you look so sexy playing with yourself," Dana said with a devious grin.

		Even though I knew otherwise, I went along with it, hoping to coax that little pussy on my dick as quickly as possible. "Come on, Dana," I pleaded. "I'm dying here!"

		"Can we try something different tonight?"

		"Yes, of course!" I said, having no idea what I was even saying.

		"Can we try using a toy together?"

		"A toy?" I said, barely registering the meaning behind her words as I studied the outline of her nude feminine form with laser-beam-focus. "Well..."

		"Great! This is going to be so much fun!"

		It was then that I realized she'd been holding something behind her. As she got back onto the bed, I saw that she was clutching her big black dildo as she crawled towards me, her face cute and sexy as ever, her little fingers not big enough to wrap around the full ebony circumference. I felt the urge to recoil and pounce at the same time. I did not consider myself racist, but unlike Dana, it had never once occurred to me that white girls and big black men were a sexy contrast. I suppose, if I'm really being honest, it filled me with insecurity and dread. Ever since I'd feasted on Dana's pussy, I'd forgotten about our argument earlier, but now all of that anxiety came flooding back to me as my wife snuggled up in my arms, then gave me that blinking, innocent little-girl look, before asking me if I'd fuck her with some BBC.

		"BBC?" I said, thinking only of some British news channel.

		She giggled. "Big black cock. Sorry, I thought you must have known already."

		"Sorry, not all of us have your particular tastes, Dana."

		"You'd be surprised, dear."

		She let her words hang in the air for a few seconds, then she reached for my package again. My mind went completely blank as she traced the tip of her finger along my erection, starting at the ultra-sensitive tip, then dragging her finger down the shaft to where my balls churned with a creamy load demanding to be let out. A big sigh was released from my lips and I sniffed her fruity-smelling hair which was leaning against my chest, inches below my twitching nostrils. Then she kept tracing her finger up and down, lightly touching my exposed glans without hinting that she might allow me to fuck her yet. "Fine, whatever. I'll do it, Dana. Give me the damn thing."

		She sounded like a high school cheerleader as she giggled again. Then she kissed me on the cheek as if I was her rich uncle. "Thanks so much! You have no idea how long I've been waiting to do this with you! I just didn't know how to ask."

		Even though I knew that I was going to regret it as soon as I shot my load, I found myself leaning over Dana, who was laying flat on her back, legs spread while I teased the tip of the rubbery black schlong into her slit. It actually hurt me to see her make some facial expressions that she'd never made for me before. The fake cock was much wider and longer than me, and clearly she enjoyed the pressure of its enormous size in her little hole as I slowly worked the first several inches in and out, horny enough that I didn't mind too much, and would occasionally bend down and kiss her lips while I fucked her pussy with artificial black cock.

		"Ouch, ouch, ouch!" she said, breaking away from my mouth. "Not too fast, stud! That's a really big cock. Can you make it wet a little?"

		Perplexed, I slid the slick black cock out of my wife's pussy and could see the exact place where she'd stopped taking it. Not meaning to, I made the mistake of comparing myself, and saw that she'd already taken a length and girth decidedly bigger than me. "Wet it, how?"

		She made an impatient noise and grabbed the BBC dildo from my hand and stuck it in her mouth. As she started to suck on it, wetting the hard rubbery material with the juices of her mouth, I couldn't help but to wonder if that was what she had intended me to do. Dana wanted me to suck her dildo? Who the fuck did she think I was?

		In the semi-dark bedroom, our eyes met as I stared down in bewilderment as my wife gave a big black dildo the sort of blowjob I'd always craved. The fact that it looked so realistic, and had so many veins running up and down its massive shaft, really fucking bothered me. But my wife was another story. My Dana looked like she was in pure heaven as she feasted on the black dong in her mouth. With one hand, she held it by the base, using her other hand to reach between her legs and finger herself.

		Our eyes met again, and this time I was feeling something different. Not only was my dick still quite hard, it felt tingly in a way I hadn't experienced in ages. There was something about watching my wife debase herself like that in front of me which was undeniably hot. I reached down, and started to expertly rub her tiny pink clit, causing her sexy body to writhe around in our bed.

		"You like it when I play with your little pussy, baby?" I said, one hand on her and the other hand on me. We probably made quite a picture.

		"Grrrmmmmpphhhhh, grrrmmmmphhhhhh," was all she could manage while struggling to suck on such a massive dong.

		I didn't want to admit how turned on we both were, but it was undeniable as I finally lost all control and climbed between Dana's legs. She pulled the fake black cock out of her mouth and set it on the pillow, where it rolled and rested against the top of her head. With the lack of light, my eyes told me that a real black cock was laying on top of my wife's head, and I truly hated how horny it made me. What was happening to me? Was my wife's disease something that I could become infected with? It almost felt that way.

		"Oh Dana, oh my sweet baby, baby, baby, baby," I said as I lined up the tip of my rock-hard dick to her perfect-looking pussy. Even after all these years, she had the sort of shaven pink lips that could have been on the cover of B. Legal magazine. "You ready for it?"

		Emphatically she nodded her head and her lips parted as I sunk myself into her, not nearly as big as her toy, but full of the warmth and pulsing life that her delicate flower craved.

		"Fuck, this pussy is so good," I said, euphoric from the sensation of all that wetness and heat surrounding my Johnson. Despite my declining libido issues lately, I still knew that my wife had one of the prettiest, smallest, sexiest, tightest, baldest, sweetest-smelling pussies in the world. And even though I could tell that she wasn't as tight as she normally was, after fucking her BBC dildo, it was enough to make me moan into her earlobe as I got balls deep, letting my hairy orbs briefly rest against her puckered pink asshole. All of my heavy, sweaty, hairy weight was pinning her down to the bed now. She wasn't going anywhere. It had been such a long time since we'd fucked like this. It was incredibly intimate for both of us, I could tell. "This pussy is like a drug," I said, truly feeling like a person under the influence of some very strong narcotic.

		"Fuck me, baby!" she cried, wiggling and squirming underneath me. "Damn I've missed this so much!"

		"You like this dick?" I said, drawing myself out and hammering it back home with as much force as possible.

		"Owwwweeeee!" she yelped. "I'm about to cum already!"

		With only two solid strokes so far, I thought she was lying. But sure enough, after six or seven more pumps, now with my arms hooked under her legs, lifting her bottom off the bed so that I could generate more force into her hole, I felt my Dana go into her tell-tale trembling before I could feel the walls of her channel spasm all around my pulsing girth.

		With her beautiful brown eyes rolled back into her head like a possessed person, my little princess started to quake with my dick firmly lodged in her, "Ohhh, yeessssss, daddddyyyy! I'm... Immmaaa... Immm cummmmmmmiinngggggg!"

		Usually I tried to fuck her in several different positions before I allowed myself to pop off. But tonight we'd both worked ourselves into such a sexual frenzy, that as soon as I felt her release another orgasm, my own balls got really tight, and it felt like my mind had entered a different realm of existence. The last thing I felt was my dick pulsing and twitching inside her as my muscles became jerky, then stiff. Then our mouths were clamped together in one hot, sweaty mess as I gave a lusty groan of relief, allowing all the built-up cum in my balls to shoot out the end of my dick, giving my horny younger wife a thick, sloppy creampie.

		I wish I could say that after that, we simply fell into one of those blissful silences that married couples lapse into after being blessed with amazing sex. But Dana is not like most girls. After I shot my load into her, she giggled, spent five or ten minutes in the bathroom, and then came back out and literally jumped on top of me. She didn't realize that she was annoying me, that I was trying to sleep, instead she just started begging me for some more "play time with daddy."

		"I can't, babe," I said, jolted out of the half-sleep that I'd fallen into during her extended bathroom break. "Let's to it tomorrow! I promise!"

		Still straddling me, she gave my shoulder one of those unhappy girl-punches and said, "Come on, just one more! You have no idea how badly I've needed this."

		"I literally can't," I told her, trying to hide my growing impatience.

		"Oh, daddy, I think we both know that that's not exactly true," she said in a weird voice that could have meant a million things.

		A few minutes later, I found myself at the end of the bed, bored and irritated as Dana had me fuck her with her BBC dildo while she rubbed her clit. She was in doggystyle again. It should have been sexy. But from my perspective, the raw sexiness before was completely gone, and this was replaced by a type of fatigued boredom that resulted in the most mechanical dildo fucking. After a while, Dana seemed to sense it too and stopped and said that this wasn't working.

		"That's what I was trying to explain," I said, relieved. "Now can we get some fucking sleep?"

		"Even better, I got another idea, daddy!"

		This wasn't going to be good, I thought. Then I watched with genuine revulsion as my wife pulled something out of her closet and then approach me with the most sheepish smile, batting her eyelashes and calling me daddy. A small battle of wills ensued, but eventually I caved, hoping to get this over with as soon as possible. I couldn't believe what she was asking me to do now. It was so humiliating.

		"This better not leave the room!" I demanded.

		"Of course not, daddy." She was smiling as she fitted the harness on me. She said that this was something else she'd always wanted to try, and now she was as proud as a peacock, as she adjusted the straps and finally secured the black dildo into the harness that had been designed for it. "Daddy, you look so handsome now!"

		"Jesus, Dana." Looking down, I had assumed it was the same black dildo, until I realized that this one was hollowed out at the base, allowing me to fit my own shriveled member inside the chamber. If Dana was concerned about how emasculating this was for me, she certainly showed no signs of it. Instead, she took a few steps backwards, appreciatively cocked her eye as if taking a photograph for her memory album. Miserably, I stood there, hands on hips, with a ten or eleven inch black rubber cock jutting away from my slumped body. "Now, hubby," she said in an upbeat tone. "Why are you frowning so much? You look great! You look like the perfect man!"

		"Can we just get this over with, Dana?" Sometimes I forgot how mean and selfish my wife could be when she wanted.

		"First let's put some KY on that big boy. I know how you black guys are. I don't want you ripping me to shreds."

		"Thanks," I said, jaw tightening.

		"Sorry, I'm not exactly used to something that big."

		Yawning loud enough so that Dana could hear me, I watched her obliviously lube up the dark dildo then crawl onto the bed so that her face was buried in the pillows and her lovely ass was hiked up in the air. In the dim light, I also noticed how swollen her lips were from taking my dick and also her black dildo. She started wiggling her hips, gave me a quick puppy dog look over her shoulder. I couldn't believe that this was happening, that I'd found myself wearing a black dildo just so that I could fuck my horny little wife. It made me feel like I was about ten inches tall. It also made me resent Dana a little. How many times did she need to cum tonight? Who, or what, was I married to? Sadly, I could feel my own dick start to twitch, although helplessly from inside its new plastic cage, as I finally mounted her from behind, humiliated by having to fuck my own wife in a way that left me feeling nothing, nothing at all.

		"Oh yeah, baby," she was saying, starting to bounce her ass up and down on the fake black cock. "You like that white pussy? You like spreading this little white pussy with your BBC?"

		She kept talking that way, and doing most of the work, bouncing her ass, and maybe it was only a coincidence, but as soon as I grabbed her hips and gave her a few powerful thrusts, and started to play along, "Yeah bitch, give me this white pussy! White bitch! You look so good fucking this big black cock!" —maybe it was only a coincidence, but that was exactly when my princess had the biggest orgasm of the night.

		

		3.

		The next few weeks of our marriage were some of the most exciting and confusing times of my life.

		My hopes that my adventurous wife would knock off all that weird interracial crap were completely dashed the day I came home to find Dana on her hands and knees, thong pulled to the side, and fucking her black dildo. This time she had affixed the black dildo to one of the walls in our living room before wiggling her ass backwards until she was impaled on the veiny ebony thing. And the expression of pure lust in her eyes, so glazed and distant, as she looked up and saw me standing there, shocked with muted disbelief, told me that I would have to learn to accept this side of her, or find a good divorce lawyer.

		"Dana!" I said, needing a few seconds to find the right words. "In the living room? What if someone sees you? Jesus, do you ever give it a break?"

		"I'm sorry, dear," she explained, noticeably arching her back as she looked up at me, not in the least embarrassed by having her little hole plugged by a giant fake cock. "But I was having a really stressful day, and then I saw this really hot video online, and I just needed some relief."

		"This is so weird."

		"Guys look at porn. It's not so weird."

		"But that's different, Dana!"

		"How?"

		I didn't have an answer. Instead, a few minutes later, I found Dana asking me if I wanted to see the video she was referring to. The fact that she was so casual about prancing around the house in just her panties now, and the fact that she bit her lip at me as if she was trying to get her daddy to pay attention to her, had a very strong effect on me. Knowing that I would regret this, I found myself sitting down on our couch and watching one of my wife's interracial porn videos.

		Like most porn videos it had a very cheesy title. "Black Balls in White Wife."

		The story was as simple as the production value was cheap. The whole thing was shot in someone's dirty little bar, and obviously they didn't have the budget for extras. Basically the whole movie was about a white couple trying to scam an older black man at pool. When the older black man turns the tables on the naive white couple, he ends up winning the right to fuck the wife, who looked remarkably similar to Dana.

		"Isn't this what they call a cuckold video?" I said while the scene progressed on my wife's laptop.

		"Very popular these days," Dana said, looking at me for only a second before returning her attention to the screen.

		By now the old black man (who was hung like a horse) had the wife spread eagle on the green felt of the pool table, while the distraught white hubby buried his tear-soaked face into his hands. I felt bad for him. At first, I had assumed it was one of those cheaply made amateur films. But now I wasn’t so sure that it was "fake." There was something truly devastated about the husband's reaction as his young wife got plowed a few feet away. Then came the moment when the black guy ripped off the condom, claiming it didn't feel too good, and the husband's genuinely angry reaction, that made me positive this wasn't faked.

		"Pretty hot, huh?" asked my wife. "That is one sexy couple."

		"How fucking old is he?" I asked.

		"Young enough to make her cum," Dana answered.

		"So you consider that a sexy couple?"

		"Don't you?"

		I realized my mouth was completely dry as we watched the next few minutes in communal silence. I'd seen enough porn to know when the girl was faking, and there was no way that the girl was really faking now. The black guy had lifted her off the pool table and fucked her standing up, having no problem with holding her in his beefy black arms. The husband seemed to be weeping.

		"Poor hubby," Dana said. "Sometimes I feel bad for the hubbys. But in lots of videos they seem to enjoy it too. Apparently cuckold porn is the hottest growing genre in porn right now. Lots of guys like it."

		Then she turned and looked at me with a look that was definitely questioning. I could tell she was looking for me to confirm or deny my interest. Instead I shrugged noncommittally and went back to the video, aware that I'd got hard almost as soon as the video started.

		Although I didn't want Dana to know, ever since I perused her filthy laptop, I'd slowly begun returning to the same kinds of photos and videos that she liked. I was shocked with how little time it took for my revulsion to turn into arousal from seeing well-hung black guys fuck the shit out of beautiful white women. Suddenly I was masturbating several times a day again, like I was back in college. With interracial porn videos as my guide, I began to learn terms such as "BBC Bull," "Snowbunny," "Cuckgasm," and "PAWG." It all happened so quickly. So before I knew what was happening, in about four or five weeks since finding out, it became that I couldn't even really get hard without thinking of my Dana fucking some big black dude.

		Not that I would have ever admitted that to a single soul. Not even Dana. Definitely not Dana.

		"Baby?" she said after the video was over. I could hear by her voice and how she was snuggling up to me that she really wanted something badly now. "Can we go into the bedroom and do the thing?"

		"You mean you want to use your black dildo, baby?"

		She nodded, a little embarrassed it seemed.

		"Fine," I said, "but then I'm going to fuck you myself. So get ready for a nice husbandly creampie!"

		"Of course! You know I love it when you give me a creampie, daddy!" she giggled. "But do you mind, also, using the..."

		"Harness?"

		"Yes, please."

		She knew that I still hated the harness more than anything, hating having to cover up my own dick in order to give her the sexual gratification she craved. But in the end, it was still worth it to me, knowing that our sex life had never been better, and there was nothing like dumping a big hot load into a woman like my Dana.

		

		4.

		It had been nearly four months since Dana and I had had "regular" sex when she dropped a bombshell on me.

		"You'll never believe who contacted me," she said one day after a long afternoon of errands and social obligations. "Remember that guy I was talking about? My old neighbor? The cop?"

		Of course I remembered him, the old black guy who was my wife's first sexual crush. Something like that would have been impossible for any reasonable husband to put out of his mind. But I knew that I had to play it cool, especially since Dana had recently let me know on several occasions how much she hated a jealous guy. To her, jealousy was a sign of weakness and insecurity. Once, when talking about one of her "friends," she even referred to "jealous guys" as having "little dick energy." So with that in mind, I merely nodded and went along. "Sure I do, babe. But didn't you say that he was a little old? Like old-old?"

		The look she gave me said that she also was hiding something, so I found myself trying to sound extra casual now. "And what do you mean contacted you? Through Facebook?"

		"Exactly. And he's not a cop anymore. Actually he's having this retirement ceremony soon, and he might be coming out to our city for a brief visit..."

		Dana didn't have to say another word on the subject, because we both knew what a visit from her "cop friend" might imply.

		Looking at my options though, I felt somewhat trapped since not only had I allowed myself to travel down this perverted road with my wife, but now I too was somewhat dependent on the stark contrast of interracial sex in order to feel heightened sexual release. To be fair, Dana and I had been having some of the best sex of our lives, and this transferred into our regular lives. We argued less and seemed to be closer on an emotional level than ever before. Even my dependence on medication had drastically declined. But at what cost?

		After that, I did what any normal husband would do: I instantly went online and did some cyber stalking. I started by checking my wife's friend lists on social media. It took about five seconds before I found his profile, which was luckily public. My jaw dropped.

		His name was Vince Hightower, a former Captain on the police force, and he was everything I feared he might be.

		Besides plenty of photos with him decked out in full uniform, Vince also had tons of gym and exercise photos, where it seemed like he was always on the lookout for an opportunity to pose without his shirt off. His profile said he was 61, but his physique was as impressive as any college athlete’s. The top of his hair was shaven, most likely due to male pattern baldness (one thing I've never had to worry about...) and he wore a trimmed salt-n-pepper goatee, along with a wide dark chest that was also lightly covered in salt-n-pepper coloring.

		Even worse, the man was literally built like a bull: with no visible neck, a mid-section that was both thick and chiseled at the same time, and huge arms and shoulders and traps that had veins running all over them like some amateur bodybuilder. (Apparently he had memberships at several gyms, competed at amateur strength competitions, did the occasional charity triathlon, and ran some type of physical fitness program at the schools in his precinct.) So many of his photos were just him posing in shorts, an expensive wristwatch, and a cross necklace that he always kept draped over his enormously thick pectorals. His skin was very black all over, and his eyes gave the impression that he could be charming one moment, and then extremely violent the next.

		To make matters slightly more depressing, not only did I see comments from my wife all over Vince Hightower's page, but I saw that he'd returned the favor on her page, pretty much making flirty little comments on all of the selfies she'd posted in the last few months. Plus lots of kissing lips/peach/eggplant emojis.

		Closing the laptop, I vowed to not think about the situation, and trust in my wife's good judgment.

		It took about 90 minutes before I broke my vow. Dana was strutting around the house on cloud 9, wearing panties, halter top with no bra, and her reading glasses which made her look even sexier to me. "So Dana, what's the deal with the black cop? He's coming to town here? Are you going to see him?"

		She rolled her eyes. "First of all, he's coming to town for a work thing, not because of me. Secondly, I haven't made any promises to anybody. Thirdly, I consider him a friend, just an old friend. Would it bother you if I did see him?"

		"Dana," I said, pausing to find the right combination of non-jealous words. "It's not that I'm being jealous —"

		She cut me off with a sharp, "Good!"

		"It's just that, should I be worried now?"

		"How so?"

		"Have you talked to your cop friend about me?"

		"He says a lot of things that don't mean anything," she said obliquely. "Honestly though, I think he thinks of me as his 'white daughter.' That's it."

		"Okay. I get that. But has he talked about me?"

		"I guess so, a few times. But nothing serious."

		"Like what?"

		"Well, Chris, I can't remember everything. But I suppose he did ask me if you were into the cuckold lifestyle."

		The way she said it, so casual, so effortless, so indifferent, made the whole situation so much worse for me. I looked at her, tried to mask my emotions as much as possible, afraid that as soon as she sniffed the cauldron of insecurity and rage that was boiling in me, she would think less of me, or perhaps do something that we'd both regret later. So after taking a long, deep breath, I said very calmly, "And what did you tell him?"

		Again, another indifferent glance, as if we were talking about taxes or taking the recycling bins down to the curb: "I told him the truth. I told him that we'd talked about it a little bit, but so far we'd never actually done anything in real life."

		"Dana!"

		"What Chris?"

		"How the fuck could you do that?"

		"Relax, dear. He's cool. We can trust him. Plus he's been around the block a few times, if you know what I mean. I guess even the most normal-looking people have their dark secrets."

		A few hours later, I was on the couch, trying to focus on the fucking football game, when Dana floated into the room, still wearing her reading glasses, but now wearing a pair of black thong panties with the words "QUEEN OF SPADES" written at the top, and small bra-sized halter top with the words "BBC Only" written on it. Purchased online, the racy outfit had been a recent addition to our kinky lifestyle and Dana knew the effect it had on me. In her own words she called it her "Whiteboy kryptonite" outfit.

		Acting as if nothing was wrong, she curled up next to me on the couch, laying her head in my lap while flat on her tummy, her painted toenails just barely hanging over the armrest now. "Who's winning, daddy?"

		Against my better judgment, I took one look at her QOS thong that framed her white ass cheeks, and let out a helpless male groan. "Jesus, Dana! That's not fair! What are you trying to do? That's not fucking fair!"

		She wiggled her round bum in response, pretending to be engrossed in the football game now.

		That night, she didn't make me wear the harness, a first in a long time. But before I was allowed to pull her QOS thong to the side and slide my dick inside her, she made me slow down, really slow down, and we simply made out for nearly twenty minutes in the bed together. She begged me to be gentle and I did, kissing her luscious lips with lots of slow and sensual touch.

		"Do you trust me?" she asked, as we stared lovingly into each other's eyes. "Do you really love me, Chris?"

		"With every fiber of my body, Dana," I said, in that drugged arousal state, but also meaning it.

		She was laying flat on her back, looking up at me as I crouched over her. She looked happy, relaxed, and incredibly sexy. Her BBC ONLY TOP was still on, but her left nipple was exposed. "Then you have to promise to stop getting so mad at me. I'm serious, Chris. You have to trust me. I trust you."

		"I'm sorry," I said. "You're right, Dana. I was just being a jealous asshole again."

		She laughed, pulled my raging erection out of my boxers, and finally started to guide me inside her. "Good boy, now promise me you'll stop with all that little dick energy."

		

		5.

		Finally it was the end of the work week, Friday night, which happened to be the same night that we were supposed to be meeting Vince Hightower, who was only in town for a day or two.

		The anticipation of our first real-life cuckold experience was both exhilarating, and extremely scary. As sexy as my Dana was, it was now impossible for me to look at her and not imagine that black guy's hands all over her, pawing her, owning her. Once we'd set a date with Vince, we didn't discuss the details, but it was pretty obvious that both of us were riding on all-time sexual highs, which translated into more sex in our bedroom than ever before. And although I still felt that terrible humiliation and regret the moment after I orgasmed, it took me almost no time at all before I was craving my wife's teasing attitude.

		Another thing. As it turns out, Dana was a natural-born teaser, both in how she dressed around the house now, and also in her new way of talking to me in the bedroom. It was bizarre how quickly things had changed. It was almost like I was seeing the "real version of Dana" for the first time. And perhaps, sadly, she was finally seeing the "real version of me" too. Several months ago, I would have been talking divorce had she gleefully humiliated my ability to please her in bed, while also confessing how much she craved having a "real man between her legs." Nor could I have ever contemplated allowing a woman to force me into a dildo harness every time she was horny. But that's exactly the kind of couple we'd become. And the more we basked in our perverted fantasy life, the more dependent we became on accepting our new roles.

		Finally, when the big day arrived, Dana and I became strangely formal around each other. She spent most of the day running bland errands while I pottered around the house, vacillating between pure adrenaline-fueled excitement and telling Dana to call the whole fucking thing off. Was I really ready to watch another man fuck my wife? The logical and rational part of me said that this would be a catastrophe for our lives.

		"Don't worry," Dana said, no doubt reading the uncertainty painted all over my face when she returned that day. "It's not even a done deal. Vince's a nice guy. He said that as soon as he gets done with his business thing, he'll give us a call and let us know which downtown restaurant to meet him at. Since it's the first time, there's a good chance we'll probably just have some drinks, chat, and get to know each other. It's certainly not like anyone is pointing a gun to our heads."

		There was something about her calm demeanor that made me feel ridiculous for worrying so much; and I started to fear that my wife would catch me overreacting. It was one thing for us to play up my inadequacies in the bedroom (which were certainly based in reality) but it was another for my wife to actually start to see me as a truly weak, insecure, and ineffectual male.

		Late afternoon I saw her disappear into the bathroom where she began the long ritual of preparing herself. I'd seen her do this a million times so far. But not surprisingly, the fact that she was now getting ready for another man proved to be such an incredible turn-on, that I couldn't refrain from jerking off to one of my wife's favorite videos called, "Buxom Blonde Learns her Place in Ghetto." The 24-minute video was a little grainy for my taste, but the reactions from the leggy blonde and the 8 or 9 black thugs were realistic enough to suggest that this had been a life-changing moment for the white woman.

		Eventually Dana came out wearing one of her LBDs (little black dresses), matching black pumps, a silver cross around her neck, big hoop earrings, (a request by Vince), with matching black satin bra and black thong panties that I'd recently bought her as a part of her 31st birthday present. Her dark-blonde hair looked like she'd just left the salon, and her make-up was scarce and perfect at the same time, making her big brown eyes seem even bigger and sexier than normal. And she was a good twenty feet away when I smelled her heavenly scents that wafted from her freshly bathed and smoothed tan skin.

		Suddenly, I almost had a panic attack, realizing that I must be fucking insane to need another man to fuck a woman so naturally beautiful.

		She tilted her head at me with smiling eyes, and said, "What are you thinking about?"

		"Nothing," I lied.

		"Vince might call at any moment. Are you ready?"

		"I guess. I mean, I'm as ready as I'll ever be."

		While waiting for Vince's call, we poured a couple glasses of wine and engaged in small talk, until finally I couldn't take it. As impossible as it sounded, Dana's beauty had grown even more as she casually sat there at the dinner table, her splendid legs crossed. "Dana? Before we meet Vince..."

		"I already know what you're going to ask," she said, cutting me off. "And the answer is definitely no. Forget it."

		"What was I going to ask, smarty pants?" I said.

		Her lips pressed into a tolerant smile. "You want to fuck me."

		"Can I?"

		"Of course not, Chris."

		"Why not though?" I whined.

		"First of all, Vince made a point of telling me that you would try that —and that I shouldn't give in. Secondly, I don't want you to ruin all the work I just did in the bathroom. Us women, sweetie, don't have the luxury of laziness that you guys do."

		"So you won't fuck me now because of Vince?"

		She nodded yes.

		"This is fucking crazy, Dana!"

		"Dear, you're the one with the possible cuckold role. Not me."

		The harsh bite of her words continued to chew their way through me for the next hour, devouring what was left of my self-respect. But at the same time, I knew that I couldn't get upset with her, since I'd already agreed to go through with this whole bizarre arrangement.

		That said, the waiting was really killing me. It seemed like every five seconds, one of us was checking our phones to see what time it was. And after a couple of hours, I could tell that even Dana was starting to get frustrated. By 9 PM Vince was sill MIA and Dana fired off a couple of text messages, trying to see what was going on. Even if he called us right now, it would take at least an hour to get downtown and find a parking spot. Did something happen? Were we still meeting downtown? And to be honest, by 10 PM, when there was still no sign of Vince, I started to feel overcome with a sense of relief that this wasn't actually going to be happening.

		Then it was nearly 11 PM and Dana turned to me with shrugged shoulders, "Well, so I guess that's not happening."

		Her disappointment was palpable; and slightly wounding.

		Not wanting her to see how thankful I was by this recent turn of events, I tried to say something witty, but it didn't land with my wife, and I watched her storm off to the back bedroom. About ten or fifteen minutes later she returned in a pair of grey sweatpants and T-shirt, that dark blonde hair having been pulled back into a ponytail, and all her makeup removed, giving her a slightly younger and more innocent appearance. The fact that I was still horny as hell didn't even seem to cross her mind as she plopped down in front of the TV and started to devour a gallon of chocolate chip ice cream. I was still debating on whether or not I should offer to use the harness tonight (as she'd still be getting some form of big black cock, I'd planned to say) when there was a jolting knock on our front door.

		Startled, we both glanced at each other, and before I had a chance to raise any objections, my sexy blonde wife was bounding towards our late-night visitor as if it was Santa Claus himself.

		Even from the living room, I could hear his voice, a voice that left a lasting impression on my psyche: deep, authoritative, and slightly jovial as he talked his way into our house at nearly midnight.

		They were talking to each other as they strolled towards my location in the living room:

		"Damn girl, you didn't have to get all dressed up for me!" he said, looking at her grey sweatpants now.

		"Sorry, buster, but maybe next time you should try checking your text messages! We've been waiting for you all night!"

		"I told you, girl, the meeting went too long, and so I figured it would just be easier to pop by over here. Nice house."

		"Thank you, Vince!"

		My heart was going so fast, I thought I was going to pass out. As nonchalantly as possible, I turned and smiled as they entered, Vince still dressed in a sharp business suit and tie, his arm clutching my wife's waist. Instantly the image burned itself into my fucked-up brain: how different they looked in terms of size, sex, color, age, and of course wardrobe. My 31 year-old wife looked like she was ready to go to bed at her sorority house, while Vince looked like he was ready to run for mayor in Atlanta, Baltimore, or some other black-controlled area.

		"And this must be the cuckold," Vince said, laughing and glancing over at Dana's shocked expression. "Just kidding, girl, I meant to say, that this must be the lucky husband! Hey man, I've heard so much about you!"

		He came over, and before I had time to stand up from the recliner chair, Vince was pumping my arm up and down with a grip so strong I thought that he would break every bone in my hand. From the corner of my eye, I could see Dana watching us interact, as Vince's enormous frame kept me from rising to my feet as he congratulated me on having such a beautiful home and lovely wife. Then Vince noticed that I was watching ESPN, asked me which team I pulled for, then rattled off a few obscure-but-interesting statistics about this weekend's big game.

		"I hope you boys aren't going to spend all night talking about sports!" Dana said sassily, hands on her female hips, as she looked on from across the room.

		"Boys?" Vince was not pleased, or at least he pretended to not be pleased. At once he marched over to my wife and lifted her high into the air, making her squeal like a teenager as he said, "Would a boy be able to do this?"

		"Put me down, Vince!" she said, obviously not meaning it for a second.

		"Damn, your photos online don't do you justice. You've really blossomed into a nice-looking young woman, Dana. I knew that you would. As soon as I saw you start to grow that big ass, back in the day, I knew that you were going to be something special. Cute face, smart, funny, and curves to die for!"

		The back of Vince's enormous suit coat was still facing me as I watched from the recliner, feeling slightly less nervous, but still too jittery to try to say or do anything. I heard Dana pretend that she wanted to be put down again, before I saw her finally wrap her legs around his waist, hook her arms around his tie and bull-neck, and give me a quick glance over his broad shoulder, her brown eyes full of genuine female joy now.

		"If you put me down," she continued, "and if you promise to behave yourself, then I'll make us some nice drinks. For everybody. Have you eaten dinner yet, Vince?"

		The black man had other plans. "I got a better idea. Why don't you show me this bedroom of yours. After seeing your online photos, I'm real curious to see it in real life."

		"What?"

		Just like that, barely in our house for five minutes, if that, Vince was dragging Dana down the hallway to our marital bedroom. I couldn't believe it. I could hear them giggling and whispering to each other as I staggered to my feet and followed, unsure if I was going to be able to go through with this. Nearly 40 years of instincts and conditioning were telling me to put a stop to this immediately. And reclaim what shred of dignity and self-respect I had left.

		Vince had already removed his suit jacket and loosened his tie by the time I caught up with them. I couldn't help being impressed with how comfortable he appeared in my bedroom, so relaxed and casual, as if he'd lived in this house his whole life. Dana was sitting on the corner of our bed, legs crossed, twirling a strand of dark blonde hair that had fallen down into her lovely face, looking up at the behemoth of a man as he sauntered around the room. It hurt to see how happy he was making my princess just by coming over tonight. How long had it been since she'd looked at me that way?

		I froze in the doorway, heart hammering away as months of computer fantasy were turning into 3D reality before my very eyes. Was this what I really wanted? Yes and no. Currently, Vince had the top 3 buttons of an expensive-looking dress shirt undone when he finally stepped to Dana, taking her soft face in his big, dark, rough-looking hands. From my spot, I couldn't hear every syllable, but I could tell that he was complimenting my wife on how beautiful and sexy she was, even though she was only wearing her sweatpants.

		"I guess I can take them off for you," she offered, "if that makes you more comfortable, Vince."

		"Yes, you should do that now."

		He stepped back, allowing her space. First Dana wobbled to her feet, then she bit her lower lip, hooking her fingers underneath the elastic waistband of her grey sweatpants. She paused. Their eyes met and they both let out a little laugh at the same time. Vince gestured for Dana to continue. So with the resolved sigh of a person about to dive into deep and mysterious waters, she started to tug her sweatpants down. Luckily, her T-shirt stopped right at her bellybutton, so that first she revealed the outline of her thong stretched across her flared hips, then her soft womanly thighs, and finally that patch of silky black delta that covered her pussy.

		Once her sweatpants were pooled around her ankles, Vince gave out a wolf whistle and ordered Dana to turn around slowly so that he could get a good view of her backside. Dana did so gladly, though blushing a little as she paused to let the older black man, her long-time secret interracial crush, ogle the loveliness of her plump white buttocks which were now on perfect display for his bulging dark eyes.

		Then two things happened at once. Vince reached out with his 61 year-old hand to feel Dana's 31 year-old ass cheek; and my wife and I suddenly locked eyes. She was smiling, but I wasn't. That's when I realized that I couldn't be part of this, couldn't bear witness to something so degrading as having another man waltz into my bedroom and triumphantly fuck my wife, the woman who I was sharing a life with, from morning to night, for the rest of our lives, just strip her naked and fuck her pussy like some piece of cheap white meat.

		I closed the bedroom door and walked away.

		There was no way I could actually watch them. Letting it happen was bad enough. Would I even be able to do that?

		Back in the living room, my frantic thoughts raced and I was unable to sit still for any length of time. I kept getting up and down from the couch for no reason, unsure of what I should do —and mostly just wishing that all of this would be over as soon as possible. How long had it been since they'd started? I wasn't sure. Maybe an hour, maybe several hours. But it turned out to be much less. Because soon Dana was walking into the living room, smiling and down to her bra and panties, begging me to come back to the bedroom with them.

		I was confused. "No, I'm okay. I'm good though. Don't let me spoil your good time, Dana," I said, hoping to guilt-trip her into stopping this huge mistake.

		She shook her head no and explained. "He won't do it unless you're there. I guess he's done this a bunch. With couples. So you have to come. He says that the first time the husband always has to be there too, or it won't really work."

		"Won't work? How?"

		"I don't know. All I know is he said that I have to bring you back or the whole thing is off."

		It really killed me to see how desperate she looked, how eager she was to drag me back to the bedroom so that she could fuck a black guy older than her own fucking father. But that was the thing about Dana, no matter how much things didn't make sense, I always kept doing whatever I had to do, to make her happy. My princess.

		Vince was down to just his cornflower blue boxers when we came stumbling back into the room, Dana behind me. He wasn't as shredded as some of his internet pictures, but he was big with muscles all over. For a second my eyes caught the outline of something bobbing around in his boxers and I immediately turned away, embarrassed even more. Dana shut the door, then walked over to Vince, her curvy hips swaying heavily. He took a seat in one of our big stuffed chairs and pulled her into his lap, where no doubt that big soft white ass of hers was already rubbing against his black erection.

		He began kissing her along the neck and face, fondling her bra cups, as she giddily squirmed against his well-built physique. Unsure of what to do in the situation, I lingered near the door like someone guarding the escape hatch.

		Vince pulled away from Dana, but kept one of his old black hands on her left breast. "Glad to see that you joined us, cuckold!"

		The word was like a shotgun blast right at me. It was the first time that anyone other than me or my wife had called me that, and the measured tone of his voice seemed to insist on the veracity of its usage.

		"Go sit down on the bed, cuckold!" Vince said in a very unfriendly voice. "And remember, your job is to watch us and not say a fucking word. If we want you, we will let you know. Got it, cuckold?"

		Still sitting in his lap, Dana whipped her head around in my direction now, and a strange look flashed across her face, and I could tell that, more than anything, she pitied me now.

		As I stared back, debating on my next move, Vince called out in a barking voice so jolting that me and Dana both jumped a little at the same time: "Do we have a problem, cuckold?"

		I shrugged, still looking at Dana perched on his lap like some prize he was trying to show off. "No."

		"No, sir. That's what you mean!"

		"What? Wait."

		"Cuckold, let's get one thing straight. When we are in this fucking bedroom, you will address me as 'sir' or 'master.' Or there will be consequences. Do you understand, cuckold?"

		I flinched, unable to look at my own wife now. It is hard to explain, but I felt just enough arousal to cancel out the abject humiliation and rage his demeaning words caused. "Yes... sir."

		My submission to him seemed to please Vince greatly, and he sat back in his chair, and seemed much less tense than before. Rubbing his big meaty hand along Dana's thigh, he said, "And it's 'ma'am' or 'mistress' for Dana from now on. Do we understand, cuckold?"

		Calling my own wife, my much younger wife ma'am, seemed bizarre, but I knew that there was no point trying to seem tough now. "Sure. I mean, sorry. I meant to say, Yes, sir."

		"Good, boy. Now take of all your clothes, cuckold."

		"Excuse me? I mean, sir?"

		"Dana and I will be naked shortly, boy. You might as well get naked, cuckold. But don't let that make you think you'll be getting lucky tonight, cuck. There are many different kinds of bulls. But I'm afraid that you have the unlucky pleasure of being in the company of a bull who thinks that cuckolds should be pussy free."

		Was this guy being serious? Did he really expect me to not fuck my own wife? What a fucking delusional asshole, I thought, but still noticing how quickly my heart was beating as I started to unbuckle my pants and pull my shirt off over my head. Even though I was in my 40's, it still scared the bejesus out of me to get naked in front of other people, and judging from Vince's cruel smirk, I could tell that he was none too impressed with my manhood, which was shriveled from fear.

		"Shit, no wonder you wanted me over here," he said, giving Dana a few pats on the rump. "Shit's making sense now."

		To my absolute terror, even Dana gave a little mocking giggle when she saw my manhood, wrinkled and tight against my body, as if I'd just dove into an ice cold pool.

		"Damn, talk about built the classic cuckold body!" Vince celebrated. "You and that little babydick go sit down on the bed, boy. And remember, not a fucking word unless we tell you, okay cucky?"

		Instincts had me covering the space between my legs as I nodded shakily and said, "Yes... sir."

		"And?" Vince said.

		This was even worse, if that was possible. Looking at Dana now, I swallowed the left of my manly pride and said, "Yes ma'am."

		They both laughed this time.

		And again my submission brought a smile to Vince's face that was nearly as big as the smile he shone when looking at my wife's white ass for the first time. This asshole really did have a dominant streak in him, and you could tell that he really got off on the power and being in control of things. Fucking cops!

		For a good while, I watched them cuddle and whisper to one another, neither one bothering to acknowledge my presence in the room. As I sat there on the bed, thinking of how quickly things had escalated, how less than an hour ago I was celebrating averting this very life-changing disaster, it occurred to me that Vince really must have had some type of special power to have come in here and taken charge of our household so quickly.

		Needless to say, sitting there naked while all this was happening, was weird —and it is impossible to describe all the different emotions I felt as me and my wife slowly fell into our first real-life cuckold experience. I kept thinking about how different it felt from all the times I'd imagined such a scenario. The safety and anonymity of the Internet had allowed me to indulge in a sexual perversion which, so far, mostly caused confusion, panic, and terror now that it was really happening.

		Dana and Vince had gone from whispering and joking, to making out, and my wife was now straddling his lap so that her ass was pushed out in my direction. It was a good view though. As if Vince was trying to replicate one of my favorite porn pictures, two big black hands suddenly slid down her waist and took claim of both of her ass cheeks, squeezing their meatiness for his pleasure. I gulped at the optics and felt my own shriveled manhood start to stir.

		And it was my Dana who finally said, "It's getting late, Vince. Can you take me to bed?"

		"You want me to fuck you?" he said, slapping one of her thonged cheeks, then massaging the injured white meat with his big paw.

		She bit her lip and nodded at him urgently and silently. The sight of his strong virile body was making my Dana wet with desire. "Did you bring condoms?"

		"I told you, I'll pull out. I'm in my 60's, you think I want another rug rat to pay for?"

		Wait? No condom?

		But before I could voice a reasonable objection, they pair was standing up, locked in a lover's embrace, and I could see Vince's boxer shorts struggling to contain the massive erection that was poking through the front, aimed at my princess's upper stomach now. Relegated to a mere observer in my own bedroom, my mind was overwhelmed with the sensations of a first time cuckold.

		And for a second, just like that, my embarrassment and shame and humiliation was gone. Instead, seeing how sexy they looked standing next to each other, barely clothed, I was reminded why I'd wanted this to happen in the first place.

		Dana may have been the one who introduced me to the addictive world of interracial pornography. But it was me, all me, who'd grown to crave the erotic contrast of a dominant African-American male with a smooth, submissive Caucasian female. Out of all possible parings possible in our race —to me, pathetically enough— this was the pinnacle of erotic ideal. And seeing the way that they were staring into each other's eyes, if I could have bottled that energy, I could have powered the entire fucking world.

		My wife nearly swooned when she tugged down the man's boxers and caught sight of his member. It was easily twice the size of mine, and was still showing signs of getting hard. It was astounding as I could see her transformation into a black cock slut taking place. With a knowing smirk, the old retired black man watched my wife fumble with his oversized genitalia for a while, then started to grope her breasts and ass cheeks. He was not as gentle as I would have preferred, but seeing him manhandle my wife like that was undeniably one of the hottest things I'd ever witnessed.

		"You like that big cock, Dana? You ready to finally get blacked?"

		"It's beautiful!" she gushed.

		As it lifted from his leg, I could see two huge black balls the size of tennis balls in a huge sack of midnight skin. He was immaculately groomed, and his skin shone from precum leaking down his cock. My wife's lily-white hand looked so stark in contrast as his cock pumped full of blood. The thick corpus on the bottom of his rod looked as big as most other men's entire cock.

		When he leaned down to kiss her, I could see him instantly push his tongue between her lips. And she made no effort to stop him from rubbing her crotch a little before pushing one of his fingers up into her slick little hole. Already I was seeing a different version of my wife as she moaned against his big lips, allowing herself to get finger-fucked while the black cock grew steadily against her milk-white abdomen.

		Minutes passed and suddenly I found my own name being called, and I realized that I was being summoned to join the feverish couple on the bed.

		"No, that's okay. For this first time, I think I'll just watch," I explained, blushing badly as two pair of eyes were staring at me, naked and pathetically rock-hard.

		"Cum here, cuck," was all Vince had to say.

		Knowing that my puny erection was a type of confession of my new status as a beta male, I stumbled across the room where Vince positioned me at Dana's pussy, where I began to lick it and rub her legs while she made out with the older black man.

		Next me and Dana were aggressively positioned in a classical 69 position, as in my wife into doggie posture with me underneath. The look of a hungry tigress sculpted her face as she swung her leg over my head, and for the first time my own genitalia was being treated by the warmth and wetness of Dana's mouth. In feverish response, I started feasting on her love box like never before. A part of me might have still resented the fact that I'd allowed myself to be turned into a real-life cuckold, but there was no denying the fact that the addition of Vince to our bedroom had turned both of us into a couple of real bitches in heat.

		As I lapped up the juices from Dana's cunt, I grew vaguely aware that she was no longer returning the favor. Then I heard gagging sounds, suggesting that Vince was fucking her mouth while I licked her pussy.

		"That's a good job, cuck. Get that little married white pussy ready for me."

		Every time they called me a cuck, forcing me to accept my new submissive identity, every time they degraded me, ensuring that my life would never be the same, I gave an involuntary twitch of my dick which betrayed my true desires. My true nature.

		"From now on, that's your only job in the bedroom, cuck. Do you understand?"

		I tried to nod while flat on the bed.

		"The hardest part is accepting your new role. Most cucks fight it for a while. But you wouldn't be in this position if you weren't naturally built for your cuckold position," Vince explained while jamming his fat rod into my wife's slobbering mouth. "Trust me when I say that the quicker you forget your old ways, the better off it will be for you and your wife. Understand, boy?"

		"Yes, sir."

		"Good boy, now get that little pussy ready for me. The wetter you can get her, the less it will hurt. So if you love her, you will work extra hard with your tongue. The good news is that now you never have to worry about letting Dana down in the bedroom since you're going to be pussy free, boy. Okay?"

		"Yes sir."

		Vince now had two hands on Dana's head and was aggressively throat fucking her, at least that's what I gathered from the desperate sounds she was making. "Where's your fucking manners, cuckboy?"

		"Sorry sir. Thank you sir."

		"Fucking natural! Both of you! Goddamn!"

		With my Dana still positioned on top of me, she groaned appreciatively as my tongue swirled against her clit, my hands exploring her body as I waited for her lips to clamp around my cock again. (How many times had she begged me to come to bed with her when I wasn't in the mood? And now, every nerve in my body craved her feminine touch as if it was the only reason in the world to keep going!) But she didn't, she didn't place that warm mouth around my dick! Instead she cruelly put a pillow over my crotch and lay her head on it, twisting her body with every flick I gave to her button from below. Still as disgusted as I now felt, I knew that my submission and this ongoing nightmare was not even near its completion.

		While Dana continued to push the pillow against my swollen prick, rejecting me, I started to register Vince's masculine body coming close to my head at the edge of the bed. Instinctively I turned my neck, trying to see what he was doing, only to upset Dana, who dug her nails into my skin. "Do it properly! Lick! Do it, cuck!" she demanded.

		I wasn't used to having such a dominant wife. I turned back, my skillful tongue kissing and caressing her pearl with firmer movements, sliding over her slickness as Vince's bulk towered over us both. By now the bedroom had taken on a decidedly raunchy smell as Dana wiggled her buttocks around, grinding her juices against my face. It was a very feminine smell, the smell of hot, clean, fresh pussy.

		Vince grabbed a handful of Dana's dark blonde hair, pulling it back roughly like a leash, his massive ebony member now laying flat against the crevice of spread butt cheeks. This had the effect of bringing his two enormous low-hanging balls close enough that I could feel them occasionally bump into my head. As Dana wiggled around on me, I looked up and saw the big black pole that had swelled up for my wife. Shying away from his manhood, I felt Vince slap me in the face a few times, before barking, "Kiss it, cuck!"

		No way. No fucking way! This wasn't part of the deal!

		But again Dana dug her nails into my legs, urging me to obey the alpha in the room, and I gave his erect cock the merest of pecks, knowing that I would hate and question myself for the rest of my life now.

		"Good cuck!" Vince said, gently setting his balls down over my eyes for a few nightmarish seconds.

		"Did he kiss it?" Dana happily inquired.

		"Yup, usually takes me months to train a cuck into kissing cock. Looks like we got ourselves a fast learner here!"

		When his balls were removed, I saw the veins of black meat throb angrily as he lined himself up against my wife and pushed gently forward, pushing his erection into her slick wetness. Dana gasped and I felt her move forward. The pink ring of her pussy seemed to stretch to its very limit to accommodate Vince's African girth. She was wet though —grunting with every slight push and pull of his powerful hips. From my position below, feeling a little trapped, feeling a little claustrophobic, I saw every hair, blemish, and droplet on his dick as he rammed it into her, making her legs tremble and her hands grab at my skin, squeezing tightly as her pussy quivered to the rhythm of his powerful thrusts.

		"You like that slut? You like having a real man fuck you now?"

		"Oh yeeeeesssssyesssyesssssss!" she cried, in a voice that I'd never heard before.

		"Only one rule, slut! You better not cum!"

		"Nooooo?"

		"Don't you fucking cum until I tell you that you can cum slut! Or I'll make you pay! If you think having this big black cock up in your pussy feels good, just wait until I'm fucking your little asshole! You won't be able to shit for weeks!"

		"Yessss, I-I-I-wonnnn't!"

		"Good slut! Now bounce that white ass on my cock. Show me you're worthy for a black man's cock in you!"

		He roughly and crudely fucked her hole deeply with his long dark member, yanking at the taut rope of her hair. This resulted in my wife's body twisting and contorting to try and maintain a minimum level of comfort, but all the while she was moaning in wild pleasure from his long, oversized African manhood.

		I was trapped. But from below I could perfectly see that by now our transformation into the ultimate submissive cuckold couple was complete, and it was difficult to comprehend how less than an hour ago, we were sitting in the living room, about to go to bed like any other night, unaware of how drastically our lives would be changed once Vince took control over both of us.

		"Better not cum, slut!" Vince again pulled forcefully on Dana's long hair, compelling her arched buttocks further upwards. Swiftly, he removed his thick black cock meat from her tight hole, and without warning, authoritatively sunk the first few inches into my open mouth, taking me by complete surprise. Unable to spit his cock out of my mouth, I was mortified when he started causing me to gag loud enough that Dana could certainly tell what was going on. I closed my eyes in shame, and waited for him to go back to my wife's hole, which luckily he did in just a few moments.

		"Keep licking, cuck! Or that won't be the only cock you'll be sucking tonight!"

		Defeated, I continued lapping at Dana's stuffed hole and could feel her new lover's meaty large balls drag across my face as I did so. I stopped for a second resting my head on the bed and watched as my wife's stretched and puffy lips were folding into her loose pussy with each deep stroke. Vince's massive cock was so large that it had her stretched pussy lips strained tightly and almost glued to his monster shaft.

		"Please, baby, I need to, I need too..."

		"You better not cum on my cock, slut! You'll pay!"

		As such, each formidable thrust puckered her lips inside her cunt and with each withdrawal her lips rolled back and stretched outward on his gigantic midnight-hue cock shaft. I was mesmerized as I watched but eventually I accumulated saliva within my own mouth, pressed my head upwards and licked and sucked on both her swollen cunt lips and Vince's massive shaft, doing my best to lubricate the existing friction, while hopefully gaining favor with Vince by showing that I could be a team player.

		It was clear this was unnecessary as my wife was grunting in pleasure and gyrating her hips against his massive cock with each tight and aggressive thrust. I immediately went back to my wife's erect clit and as soon as I did, my slut wife begged the old black man for permission to orgasm.

		Surprisingly, this time Vince agreed and spoke crudely, "Yes my dirty white slut, you may cum on my delicious and superior cock. You may now cum on your first black cock."

		Dana let out a piercing shriek, while my tongue swirled against her as Vince's chocolate balls brushed over my face again. My own prick was still painfully erect as Dana kept the pillow pushing down against it, rejecting me for the superior man, as her body trembled through repeated orgasms. Vince was holding her by the hips and giving her nice, long strokes of his slippery black cock, fucking her deeply as she continued to writhe around on her hands and knees. With me underneath both of them, relegated to tracing my tongue along her black-filled slit, I can only imagine what a bizarre picture we must have looked like in that sweaty, musty-smelling bedroom.

		After a while, Dana's arms lost their strength, and I felt her collapse onto her face, making these strange whimpering sounds as she kept her thighs and ass hiked up in the air for her new black lover. Our new master. I'd never seen her so exhausted in the bedroom and it turned me on further, so much so that I'd stopped caring every time Vince's balls and cock slapped against my head. It already felt natural. He'd grown quiet and I guessed that he was getting close to cumming himself. I started to ready myself for the moment that he pulled out of my wife, but was surprised when I heard him say, "I'm about to cum, girl. Where do you want me to cum?"

		And it was even more surprising when I heard my Dana say in a weak, defeated voice, "I don't care. Anywhere is fine."

		It seemed like before she finished her last sentence Vince was already grunting, those massive black balls contracting on my face. "Ohhh, heerrrreeee itttt cummmmms, guuuuurl!"

		Looking up, mesmerized, I could literally see the big dark veins vibrating as he started to pump his load deep into Dana's warm little fuck hole. The fact that he wasn't wearing a condom and my wife definitely wasn't on any type of birth control, caused me to immediately start to panic. But it was already too late and I knew that there was no use raising any objections at the moment. Especially from my position. The only reason this was happening in the first place was because I'd allowed it to get this far —and so I watched with growing revulsion as the big ebony phallus continued to pump its hot, creamy fluid into my trembling wife. Suddenly I felt light headed and I wasn't sure if I was even hard now. I saw how streaks of cum were starting to leak out of Dana's pussy and landing on my chest and even my chin. I couldn't believe how rich and musky it smelled, much more than my own semen. I screwed up my face as one big drop landed against my lips, determined not to let the man's spunk into my mouth.

		He stood over her for a while and it seemed that Vince and Dana were in their own private world of small talk and giggles. "Now that's how you fuck a little pussy! Damn I could creampie you every night!"

		Laughing, sounding like she was coming out of a trance, Dana said, "You came in me? I thought we said you wouldn't, Vince?"

		"You told me to, baby!"

		"I did?"

		"Ask cuckboy."

		Then I heard Dana address me, asking me if I was okay, and if I enjoyed that too. "I guess so," I said, still trying to dodge the cum that was leaking out of her hole.

		That was when Vince pushed Dana's pussy down into my face and ordered me to start cleaning her up for him. He said he liked "his women" nice and clean. After a brief resistance, I gave in and thrust my poor tongue in between her cream-filled pussy lips, trying not to gag on the harsh taste of another's jizz. My efforts were rewarded with some "oohhs" and "awwwwws" by my wife, who didn't seem to mind that her own husband was now sucking another man's cum out of her body. Glancing up, looking past Dana's white buttocks, I could see the dark black face looking down and watching me. He seemed satisfied, studying me as I cleaned up his mess. I felt two inches tall yet swimming with lust and desperate for orgasm.

		Eventually, Dana got enough energy back to lean backwards so that she was crouching over my face, still encouraging me to clean her "nice and good." I could tell that she was enjoying this, all the more because she hated how much I refused to give her oral pleasures before. Then she rolled the pillows from off my lap and made some gentle strokes with her hands, sliding my prick between her fingers.

		I stared into her messy, shaven cunt as my mind swam with her delicate touch. I grunted and my swollen prick twitched, desperately thrusting my hips into her waiting hands. She withdrew them as I tripped past the point of no return. She pinned my hands to the bed as I twisted to get free, my orgasm slipping away as cum dribbled from the end of my cock.

		I was horny and spent, unsatisfied and unsated. This must have made me look all the more ridiculous because I heard them laughing together, cackling sadistically at my torturous ruined orgasm. I got up, jumping for a pair of pants to cover up my pink nakedness, while Dana and Vince cuddled on the bed, their sweat-covered bodies the ultimate contrast in colors. Vince's fat black member was laying against the inside of his left thigh, and Dana would occasionally trace her fingertip along the shaft, glowing with pride that she'd not only managed to take such a big organ, but that she'd enjoyed the most intense sexual experience of her life, while also being able to please a man as powerful as Vince.

		"Wait, are you on the pill?" he asked her, with one of his black arms around her shoulders now, holding her like they were on their wedding night.

		She shook her head no. "I can't believe you came in me, Vince! You are such a fucking asshole!"

		He smiled because he could tell that she wasn't mad at all, that if anything, the sensation of getting creampied by him had increased the intensity of their lovemaking all the more. Several minutes passed and so far neither one of them had even acknowledged my existence in the room, so I eventually left to grab a beer from the refrigerator. The beer helped get the taste of Dana's lover out of my mouth, so that by the time I returned, my disgust was already starting to fade away. Meanwhile, they were already fucking again, this time in the missionary position, with Vince's powerful haunches flexing as he slowly pumped himself in and out of my energetic young wife. Her eyes were filled with joy and lust and tenderness, and I could tell that this time they weren't just fucking, but basically making love with lots of eye contact. My own little willy sprang to life from the sight of the interracial couple, and sitting down in a chair, my head felt overwhelmed like I'd been drugged with lust, leaving me no choice but to jerk off as Dana squealed and emitted curses as her black lover dug out her pussy again.

		The second orgasm for me was more intense, more satisfying, and I immediately returned to the kitchen, drank the remaining 10 beers, and passed out on the couch since the bedroom door was closed and locked by now.

		

		6.

		The next morning I woke up to the sound of dishes clanking around the sink. I'd forgotten what a terrible place our living room was to sleep in because of how much direct sunlight it got in the early hours. I'd also forgotten to take some aspirin before passing out. Realizing my mistake now, I groaned, tried to go back to sleep with a pillow over my head, but eventually gave up and went to see what was going on in the kitchen.

		Dana had her back to me, staring out over the sink into the window that looked out into our backyard. She'd changed since last night. Sort of. This morning she wore a red belly-shirt, with a matching red thong, and her long dark blonde hair was stacked high on her little head so that the streaming sunlight caught some of the tresses that hung wildly along her mostly-exposed neck. She had at least one scrunchie around one of her wrists and she seemed to be in the World's Best Moods this morning.

		Still trying to get the cobwebs out of my head, I gave a little grunt to announce my presence in the kitchen. She turned with the biggest smile ever. "Oh, hey baby! Did you sleep okay?"

		"I guess so. How about you, dear?"

		"Like a baby."

		Suddenly the reality of the situation came flooding back to me; and judging from Dana's change of expression, it came flooding back to her as well.

		"Dana, I, ah —. I mean, so. Are you okay?"

		"Better than okay," she said, clearly trying to read my mood now.

		"Where is Vince?"

		"Vince's gone. He left already. Said he had to get back on the road."

		"Oh."

		"I guess we need to talk."

		"About?"

		"About last night. About lots of things."

		"We need to talk about Vince?"

		She thought about it and then nodded again. "It's up to us, of course. But Vince said that he'd like to make this a regular thing, if we wanted."

		"And you? Do you want to make this a regular thing with Vince?" I asked.

		She shrugged, as if indifferent, or undecided, but I could tell right away what her true feelings were. For someone who could be so coy and sophisticated when she wanted, my wife also had moments where she was as readable as any little kid's book.

		Dana turned her back to me, presenting me with her perfect ass while she hummed like some young bride on her honeymoon.

		As I was watching her start to pour cream into her coffee, a terrible memory flashed in my head. The memory was of Dana's quivering body as Vince's glistening ebony balls unloaded right into her, dumping his seed directly into my wife. At the time, it had been one of the most erotic experiences I'd ever had, but now, now I felt genuinely scared and angry and nervous as fuck. The hangover wasn't helping either. The hangover was getting worse. I really felt like shit now. Then I took a step forward, felt something between my legs, stopped, and pulled down my pajama pants to find something that left me even more fucking bewildered.

		"What the FUCK?"

		"Oh. That was Vince's idea too. He said normally he likes his cuckolds to wear it for the first month, then we'll see," she said, before explaining how they'd found me passed out with a bunch of empty beer cans, and decided to get me nice and fitted.

		Beyond shocked, and more than a little humiliated, I tugged on the metal chastity device clamped around my sexual organs. "Is this for real?"

		"Yes, very real."

		"Dana?"

		"Yes, dear?"

		II was still trying to put all the pieces together. "Vince came inside you! I saw it. You let him cum inside you!"

		"Yes dear," she said perfectly calm. "Vince definitely came inside me. If anyone should know that, it's you, hubby."

		She was so calm about it. I couldn't believe it. "And then you let him put a chastity device on me to boot?"

		"He said that you would be happier this way. That cuckolds like you enjoyed that stuff."

		"Wait, wait, wait!" I said, feeling my world crumble bit by bit. "But what if you were ovulating last night? What then? Can you tell if you were ovulating last night?"

		"Having one of my O-days?" she said with a private, girlish giggle. "Well, like I said, dear. We probably need to have a little talk."

		

		THE END
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