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Chapter One
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The morning of the wedding, David Anderson awoke to the sound of his phone buzzing incessantly on the nightstand. He groaned, rolling over to grab it, his heart already racing. 

Six months. Six freaking months since Sarah (his heart, his soul) had dropped the bomb about abstaining until their wedding night. David had agreed—reluctantly—because he loved her, but the tension had been building to a breaking point. And now, with only hours left until the ceremony, he couldn’t shake the gnawing suspicion that something was... off.

He glanced at the screen. Leonard Blackmore. The name made David's stomach clench. 

Leonard was Sarah’s boss. Fifty-something, African-American, balding, graying, huge, dark, but confident – always immaculately dressed, always with that smug smile like he knew something no one else did. The older black man had offered—insisted, really—on covering most of the wedding expenses. Called it a “gift” to Sarah, someone he always said he “believed in.” David had hated the idea from the start.

It wasn’t just the money. It was the way Leonard looked at Sarah at her office parties. The way he liked all her photos online. The suggestive emojis. That disgusting smirk when he hugged her a little too long, his hand always riding just a bit too low on her back. Sarah always brushed it off.

“He’s harmless, babe. Flirty, yeah, but not serious. Mr. Blackmore has been happily married for twenty-five years. Just think, that'll be us one day!”

That was supposed to make David feel better.

What made it worse was the timing of everything. 

Just a few weeks after Leonard’s “generous” offer, Sarah had sat David down with that sweet, rehearsed voice.

“I’ve been thinking,” she’d said, crawling into his lap. “Let’s wait until the wedding night. No nookie until we’re officially hubby and wifey.”

David had stared at her, genuinely confused. “Wait, what?”

“You know... abstain. Just until the big day.”

David laughed, thinking it was a joke. They’d been together over two years. They’d made love in every room of his apartment, in the backseat of his car, even in the break room of her old job once. And now, suddenly, she wanted to save it?

“It’ll make it special,” Sarah whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth. “Like we’re starting new. A clean slate.”

And somehow, she’d convinced him. Not with logic, but with the way she moved, the way she teased him into a frenzy and then stopped just before the edge. Her touches got softer. Her kisses slower. Her hips would roll in his lap, breath warm against his ear, and then she’d whisper “Not yet” like it was some kind of spell.

He was going crazy. Literally counting the minutes down to the big moment...

And then the door to the hotel room creaked open, and Sarah slipped inside, her wedding dress draped over her arm. "Hi dear!"

Sarah, with her golden blonde hair cascading over her shoulders and her blue eyes shimmering like a clear July sky, wore a light summer dress that clung gently to her voluptuous curves, the soft fabric swaying with each graceful step. She looked like a vision of warmth and sensual elegance, effortlessly radiant beneath the sun. “Hey,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “I couldn’t stay away. I had to see you.”

David sat up, his eyes narrowing. “Where were you?”

She hesitated, her smile faltering. “Just... finalizing some things with the venue. Leonard was there, helping with the last-minute details.”

His jaw clenched. “Of course he was.”

She crossed the room, setting the dress down carefully before sitting on the edge of the bed. Her hand reached out to brush his bare shoulder, the touch sending a shiver down his spine. “Don’t be like that. He’s just being supportive. It’s our day, remember?”

But David couldn’t shake the unease. “Why’s that guy so damn invested in this, huh? Why does he care so much about our wedding?”

Chewing the bottom of her lip, her fingers traced patterns on the comforter. “He’s my boss, David. And... he’s been like a father figure to me. You know that.”

But David wasn’t buying it. “A father figure who texts you at all hours of the night? Who’s paying for half this wedding? Sarah, honestly, sometimes I wonder what else Leonard is filling your mind with."

And that's when it happened – on the day of their wedding – when Sarah dropped the real bomb.

First her eyes fell to the floor. "Well... I didn't want to tell you, dear."

"Tell me what, Sarah?"

Sarah looked like something out of a dream—his dream—and yet she carried herself like she was balancing a secret on her tongue. “I need to tell you something,” she said, suddenly looking up, brushing imaginary lint off his shoulder. “Before we say our vows.”

David turned, unsettled by the seriousness in her voice.

“What is it?”

She hesitated, then spoke carefully. “The abstinence idea... it wasn’t just mine.”

David blinked. “What do you mean?”

“It was Leonard’s suggestion.”

Silence.

David stared at her, the words slow to register.

She continued, voice light, as if trying not to make it worse. “He said I needed to keep you focused. That sometimes you have to know how to control those whiteboys so they don’t get out of hand.”

David’s stomach twisted. A thousand things rose in his throat, but all he could manage was: “He said that?”

Sarah looked up at him, guilt blooming in her eyes. “It wasn’t meant to insult you. I just... I listened. And part of me agreed. I wanted to give you something pure again. Something we waited for.”

He stepped back, stunned. “So all these months, all the teasing, the games—that was his idea?”

“No,” she said quickly. “It was mine too. I thought it would make our wedding night real. Meaningful. I wanted it to feel earned.”

David looked at her like he didn’t recognize her. It wasn’t that he was angry about the waiting. It was that she had let another man—that man—shape their most intimate moments. Leonard, watching from a distance, always smug, always grinning. Had this all been some kind of power trip for him?

Sarah took David’s hand and pressed it against her stomach. Her skin was warm. Her eyes found his, glassy and sincere.

“I love you, David,” she whispered. “No one else. I swear. After tonight... you’ll never have to wait again.”

"That motherfuuuuu –"

“David, stop,” Sarah interrupted, her voice trembling. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a soft, desperate kiss. “This is about us. Not Leonard. I love you. Only you.”

The kiss deepened, her hands tangling in his hair as she pressed closer. David’s resistance crumbled, his arms wrapping around her waist as he pulled her onto the bed. The tension between them was electric, a spark that had been building for months. His hands slid up her back, fingers fumbling with the back of her brazier through the sundress.

“Sarah,” he murmured against her lips, his voice thick with desire. “We don’t have to wait. Not anymore.”

She pulled back, her big innocent blue eyes searching his. “It’s just a few more hours,” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. “And then... then it’ll be perfect.”

But David wasn’t ready to let go. His hands moved to her thighs, sliding beneath the fabric of her flowing cotton sundress as he kissed her neck, her collarbone, every inch of her he could reach. “I can’t wait,” he breathed. “Not when I know you’re so close. Not when I know I can’t—”

She moaned softly, her body arching into his touch. “David... we shouldn’t...”

“Why?” he demanded, his voice rough with frustration. “Because he said so?”

“Stop,” she pleaded, her voice breaking. She pushed him away, sitting up and pulling the dress back over her shoulders. “It’s not like that. I just... I wanted it to be special.”

“Special for who?” David shot back, his frustration boiling over. “For us? Or for him?”

Sarah’s eyes filled with tears, and for a moment, she looked like she might say something. But then she shook her head, standing and smoothing out the dress. “I should go. The ceremony starts in a few hours.”

“Sarah—” he started, reaching for her.

But she was already at the door, her hand on the knob. “I’ll see you at the altar,” she said softly, her voice trembling. “Please... just trust me.”

And then she was gone, leaving David alone in the room, his heart pounding, his mind racing. Trust me. The words echoed in his head, but all he could think about was Leonard’s smug smile, that heavily lined black face, those enormous lips, the way he watched David's curvy blonde wife bouncing through the hallway, the way the older black man seemed to think he had some kind of claim on her.

David clenched his fists, his jaw tight. Not today. He wasn’t going to let this go. Not when it felt like his entire future was hanging in the balance.

As he stood, reaching for his suit, his phone buzzed again. This time, it was a text from Leonard. Ready for the big day, whiteboy? Need any tips?

David’s blood boiled. He typed out a reply, his fingers trembling. You stay the hell away from her.

There was a pause, and then the dots appeared, indicating Leonard was typing. Relax, kid. It’s just a little fun. Can’t wait to give Sarah her big wedding gift! You’ll thank me later.

David threw the phone across the room, his heart pounding. No way. No way was he going to let this b... bastard ruin the most important day of his life. He stormed out of the room, ready to claim – reclaim – what was rightfully his. 
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Chapter Two
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The sun streamed through the stained-glass windows of the small chapel, casting a kaleidoscope of colors across the wooden pews. David stood at the altar, his palms sweating, his tuxedo feeling tighter than it had just moments ago. His heart was pounding, not just with anticipation but with a gnawing sense of dread. He tried to focus on the music swelling in the background, the soft murmur of the guests, the faint scent of lilies in the air. But his mind kept drifting to Leonard.

Why does he have to be here? David thought, clenching his fists. Why does he have to be the one giving her away?

The doors at the back of the chapel creaked open, and there she was. Sarah. His Sarah. She looked like an angel, her blonde hair cascading in soft curls over her shoulders, her blue eyes sparkling with tears of joy. 

Her gown—God, her gown. It clung to her curves like it was made from liquid moonlight. Silk and lace, whisper-thin over her hips, the bodice sculpted perfectly to the swell of her breasts, cinched just enough at the waist to make her hourglass figure look indecent under the guise of bridal purity. The neckline dipped low—just low enough—framing her soft, pale cleavage like an invitation wrapped in pearls.

The skirt flowed around her legs like water, but it was the way she moved inside it that destroyed him—hips swaying with unconscious sensuality, back straight, chin lifted, lips soft and barely parted. Her blonde hair was gathered in a loose chignon, with golden strands escaping to kiss her bare shoulders. And her blue eyes—those unholy, icy blue eyes—were locked on him with a heat that made him forget where he was.

David felt the blood rush to his ears, to his hands, to everywhere it shouldn't be. He hadn’t touched her—really touched her—in months. And now, seeing her in white, looking like every man’s fantasy and every boy’s dream, it hit him all at once: This woman is about to become my wife.

And God, Sarah looked like a gift no man deserved. She looked like every man’s fantasy—and she was his.

His bride.

But then David's gaze dropped to the man walking her down the aisle.

Mr. Blackmore. Tall, broad-shouldered, immaculately dressed in a tailored black suit. His dark ebony skin contrasted sharply with Sarah’s porcelain complexion, and his expression was... smug. That was the only word David could think of. Smug, like he knew something David didn’t. Like he’d already won.

David’s jaw tightened.

Earlier, Leonard being part of the ceremony had been a major point of contention between the young white couple. There had been discussions, arguments, fights, apologies from David... But right away, he had objected to Leonard giving Sarah away, but she had been insistent, innocently so, reminding her fiancé that since her biological father was "out of the picture" they needed someone to fulfill the role.

“Leonard is the one who made this wedding possible,” she’d said, eyes firm, voice even. “It’s just a formality. Don’t be insecure.”

But he was insecure. Because Leonard didn’t just pay for flowers and catering... He was posting photos of them –together– online at business conferences and training seminars, always with his big black arm around her shoulder, smiling like a Hollywood villain.

Presently, in the cathedral, the older black man's dark hand rested on Sarah’s lower back, a half-inch too low to be polite. And that smile—restrained, smug, knowing—like he was the one handing over a prized possession, not someone else's daughter.

Time slowed.

David's heart fluttered.

She was approaching the alter – finally.

Leonard’s hand now rested possessively on Sarah’s arm as he led her down the aisle. 

David’s jaw tightened even more. He wanted to look away, to focus only on Sarah, but he couldn’t. His eyes were drawn to Leonard’s, and when they met, the older man’s thick lips curved into a subtle, knowing smirk. It was fleeting, but it was there. You have to know how to control those whiteboys. The words echoed in David’s mind, taunting him, ringing in his head like a slap.

Whiteboy.

Like David was some pet to train. A little boy being made to beg for what was already his.

And now the man who whispered those things into Sarah’s ear was walking her down the aisle like he owned a piece of her.

But all of that disappeared the second she reached him.

Sarah smiled—no, glowed. Her skin was warm and radiant in the sunlight, eyes glistening, her lips parted in that breathless way she always had when she wanted to be kissed. Her perfume was soft—jasmine and something sweet—and it wrapped around him like heat.

She let go of Leonard’s arm and slid her hand into David’s, her fingers warm and firm.

“Hi,” she whispered.

David forgot everything but her. Her body. Her scent. The slight rise and fall of her chest beneath the tight silk. The way the dress clung to her thighs.

God, he wanted to rip it off.

The ceremony began, the officiant’s voice a distant hum as David struggled to stay present. He managed to say his vows, his voice trembling slightly, but his mind was elsewhere. Sarah’s voice was soft, sweet, and full of love, but even she seemed... different. Distracted. Her gaze kept flickering toward Leonard, just for a moment, before returning to David. It was subtle, but he noticed. Why is she looking at him? Does he have some kind of hold over her?

And then it was time. The kiss. Sarah stepped closer, her hands trembling as they reached up to cup David’s face. He leaned in, his lips brushing hers, and it was like lightning coursing through his veins. Months of pent-up desire exploded in that single moment. His hands found her waist, pulling her closer, their bodies pressing together as the kiss deepened. He could feel her heartbeat against his chest, her breath mingling with his. It was intoxicating. Consuming.

But even in that moment of bliss, something felt... off. David’s eyes flickered open, just for a second, and there he was. Leonard. Standing in the front row, his arms crossed, his eyes dark and predatory. He wasn’t smiling anymore. Instead, he looked... hungry. Like a wolf watching its prey. David’s stomach churned, a cold sweat breaking out on his skin. He broke the kiss, his hands still gripping Sarah’s waist, his heart racing.

The guests erupted into applause, but David barely heard it. Sarah’s lips were still parted, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dazed. “David,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “That was... incredible.”

He forced a smile, his stomach still in knots. “Yeah. Incredible.”

The reception was a blur of congratulations, toasts, and forced smiles. David tried to focus on Sarah, on the way she looked at him, on the way her hand felt in his. But his mind kept drifting back to Leonard. The older black man was everywhere, mingling with the guests, laughing, clapping David on the back. Each time he got close, David’s skin crawled.

And then it was time for the first dance. 

Sarah took his hand, leading him to the center of the dance floor. The music swelled, a slow, romantic ballad, and they began to move. Sarah’s body pressed against his, her head resting on his shoulder. “I love you,” she whispered, her breath warm against his neck.

“I love you too,” David murmured, his hands sliding down her back. But even as he held her, his eyes scanned the room. 

And there he was. Leonard. Leaning against the bar, a drink in his hand, Mr. Blackmore’s gaze fixed on them. The large man's expression was unreadable, but there was an intensity in his eyes that made David’s stomach twist.

The song ended, and Sarah pulled back, her eyes shining. “Let’s get out of here,” she said, her voice low and husky. “I want you. Now.”

David’s pulse quickened. “Are you sure?”

She nodded, her lips curving into a sultry smile. “I’ve been waiting for this. For months. I need you, David. All of you.”

"Sarah?"

She grinned at him seductively with those big blue eyes that were both innocent and not-so-innocent. "Boys aren't the only ones who get horny, dear... This hasn't been easy on me either, babe. I've been dreaming about dick every night! You have no idea!"

He didn’t need to be told twice. 

Taking her dainty pale hand, David led his new bride out of the ballroom, down a dimly lit hallway, and into the elevator. The moment the doors closed, Sarah was on him, her lips crashing against his with a ferocity that took his breath away. Her hands were everywhere, pulling at his tie, unbuttoning his shirt, her fingers trailing over his chest. “Sarah,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips.

She pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes dark with desire. “I’ve missed this,” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. “I’ve missed you touching me like this.”

The elevator dinged, the doors opening to reveal the hallway leading to their suite. David practically dragged her to the door, caveman style, fumbling with the keycard before finally getting it open. 

The door clicked shut behind them, sealing off the muffled sounds of celebration that still throbbed through the grand hotel. Laughter, clinking glasses, the thump of bass from the DJ—joy that now felt a thousand miles away. 

The moment they were inside, Sarah pushed him against the wall, her hands roaming over his body. “You have no idea how hard it’s been,” she said, her voice trembling. “Watching you, wanting you, and not being able to touch you. And now, we're married... and that dick... that's my dick!”

David’s head spun. “Sarah, wait. We need to talk—”

“No,” she interrupted, her hands sliding down to his belt. “No talking. Not now.”

And then she was on her knees, her hands working quickly to free him from his pants. David’s breath hitched, his hands tangling in the silky strands of her blonde hair as she took him into her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, months of frustration and pent-up desire finally being released. “Oh, God,” he groaned, his head falling back against the wall. “Sarah, that feels so good... Wait, wait, wait...”

She hummed in response, her tongue swirling around him, her hands gripping his hips. David’s knees buckled, his hands tightening in her hair as he thrust into her mouth. “Sarah, I'm serious, wait..." he warned, his voice hoarse and shaky.

But she didn’t stop. Instead, she took him deeper, her eyes fluttering closed as she moaned around him. The sound, the sensation, it was too much. David’s hips jerked, his release crashing over him as he came hard, his knees buckling. “Sarah,” he gasped, his hands gripping her shoulders.

She pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, a disappointed look on her lips. “Seriously? That was like ten seconds babe! Less than that!" she said, her voice breathless. “What the fuck? And what about me?"

David swallowed. He couldn’t meet his new wife's eyes. His mouth opened and closed. All he could think about was the stunned look on her face as he’d shot his small load after a few seconds of sensual contact. It was because of all the waiting, he knew, all of the months of being denied contact with Sarah. But now – now the silence was worse than yelling. “Dear, I didn’t mean to —.”

Sarah moved past him toward the closet, the fabric of her wedding gown rustling like tissue paper. Sacred. Fragile. About to be thrown away.

“I thought I married a man,” she said, low. Quiet fury wrapped in satin.

David’s chest tightened. “I'm sorry. It's just been so long... Sarah, I didn’t mean—”

“Stop,” she said. The word froze him. She stripped the expensive white wedding dress from her shoulders with no ceremony, letting it fall around her ankles. She stepped out of it like shedding a skin—one that no longer suited her. He couldn’t help but stare, guilt tangling with something deeper, more primal.

From her suitcase, she pulled out something small. Black. Lacy. When she turned to face him again, he lost his breath.

The dress was barely a whisper of fabric—thin, clinging, short enough to tease the tops of her thighs. No bra. No shame. Her nipples pressed against the satin, hard and visible, and her long legs gleamed under the glow of the chandelier. Her blonde hair was down now, falling in waves around her shoulders, untamed. Dangerous.

Pulling a black thong up her legs, the way she looked at him wasn’t flirty—it was dismissive. Powerful.

“Go back downstairs,” she said simply. “Rejoin the party.”

He blinked, stunned. “What?”

“I’ll be down soon,” she said, turning toward the mirror and applying a streak of deep red lipstick. 

He didn't argue. The door to their bridal suite didn’t slam—it closed with the same controlled finality as Sarah's voice. David stood there, heart thudding, throat dry, and shame creeping up his spine like cold water. He'd never felt smaller in his life. 
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Chapter Three
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Downstairs, the music pounded, guests twirling under strings of lights, laughing. David grabbed a glass of champagne, barely tasting it. Every time he saw a pair of hands on a waist, or lips on a neck, something in him burned. He wasn’t angry. He was humiliated.

He should have made it special. Slower. He should have read his new bride better. Replaying that humiliating scene in the bridal suite, over and over again, David realized that it wasn't his fault entirely. If she hadn't made him abstain for such a long time... denying him the release any red-blooded American male needed...

A while later, David turned toward the grand staircase—just in time to see her descending.

His breath caught. 

Gone was the ornate bridal gown. Now she wore something different. Something darker.

It was that black dress, slinky and short, barely reaching her thighs. Thin, delicate straps curled over her bare shoulders, the fabric clinging to her hips like water, her legs long and smooth beneath it. Her golden tresses were down now, tumbling in golden waves around her neck and collarbones.

Sarah didn’t look like a bride anymore. She looked like a woman stepping into her power. Her womanhood.

And behind her, slowly descending the stairs—Leonard.

David’s throat tightened. His pulse roared in his ears. 

The image of Sarah descending the staircase in that impossibly tight black dress—with the older, bigger African-American man a few steps behind her—had sent adrenaline knifing through his chest. Because Leonard’s presence behind her was all wrong. It made David feel like he’d become a spectator. But Sarah – she looked like a different woman. A starlet at a gala. A goddess at the altar of her own worship.

Sarah spotted her hubby, smiled faintly, then walked toward the dance floor—Leonard veering off toward the bar with a slow, deliberate nod in David’s direction.

David reached her as quickly as possible. “What were you doing with him?” he blurted, trying to keep his voice low. “Leonard.”

Sarah blinked at him, caught off-guard. “What do you mean?” she said slowly.

“I just saw you two coming down together. Upstairs.” His mouth was dry. “Did he... were you alone?”

Sarah’s eyes narrowed slightly. She tilted her head, lips parting with a slow, incredulous smile. “Are you seriously doing this right now? On our wedding night?”

David felt the air drain from his lungs. “I’m not accusing. I just—”

“He gave me a wedding gift,” she cut in, clearly annoyed. “That’s all.”

David froze. A gift.

His mind spun. What kind of gift? His stomach turned. Was it physical? Something inappropriate? Something she would never admit to?

But Sarah rolled her eyes before he could spiral too far. “Relax,” she said. “It was just an envelope.”

That didn’t help.

“What’s in it?”

She shrugged, the motion making the thin straps of her black dress slide an inch off her shoulders. “Didn’t open it.”

“Not even a peek?”

“Nope. He told me to wait. Said it was... special.” Her voice dipped just slightly on the word, almost taunting, before she turned back toward the dance floor.

David was left standing there like a man trying to catch his breath in a room with no air.

They returned to the bar together and downed two glasses of champagne each. Sarah laughed freely, her skin warm, her lips soft and glossy. And David tried—really tried—to let it go. To be the man she wanted tonight. Her husband. A man, a real man. 

So he followed her to the dance floor. But that, too, soon became its own... humiliation.

The music swelled. 

The night rolled on. 

At first, David was just trying to keep up—holding Sarah’s hand, following her onto the dance floor. She pulled him in close, laughing against his neck, and for a moment, he felt like the man he used to be. The man she wanted. The man she married.

But it didn’t last.

The DJ dropped a smooth 80s classic—Material Girl—and Sarah sang along with abandon, her body loose and graceful. David tried to match her energy, but he felt like a wooden puppet beside her—his limbs stiff, his movements half a beat behind.

Sarah’s smile was dazzling. Her eyes sparkled beneath the soft amber lights, and her golden hair spilled across her bare shoulders like silk. The little black dress hugged her like it was made for sin—thin straps clinging to her collarbones, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs every time she spun.

David tried to dance with her, but he was already sweating. Already aware of the way other men watched her.

Then the beat changed.

The DJ's voice cut in: “Alright, y’all. Time to turn it up. Let’s get real.”

A new track kicked in—bass-heavy, modern, dominant. A sharp shift from nostalgia to something raw and primal.

It was a rap song David didn’t recognize, or particularly like, but the crowd did. They roared. The beat was thick and slow, vibrating through the floor.

That was when Sarah really started to move.

She turned away from him, dropped low, and began to twerk.

The room reacted instantly. Cheers, laughter, whistles. A circle began to form around Sarah as she dipped lower, her hands bracing her thighs, her hips rolling like she was pouring every ounce of heat in her body into the dance itself.

David stood frozen behind her, unable to join. His hands twitched uselessly at his sides.

Sarah was in her element—sultry, playful, commanding. Her dress rode high up her thighs with each bounce, every motion making it clear that she didn’t just dance—she owned the moment. Every man in the crowd saw it. Admired it.

And David?

He felt like the forgotten groom. A bystander. A man outclassed.

The dance floor wasn't theirs anymore—it was hers. And it felt like he’d lost her to the crowd. To the music. To herself.

He backed away, one slow step at a time, heart pounding in his chest. He told himself he needed another drink, but really—he needed to escape.

Back at the bar, he watched her from a distance. She was laughing now, her head thrown back, twirling, clapping along as another beat dropped. The men around her couldn’t help but smile. Even the women were cheering her on.

Then David saw him.

Leonard.

Standing just beyond the crowd, drink in hand, watching Sarah with a knowing, measured look. Not leering. Not gloating. Just... watching.

David looked away and drained his glass.

His bride was out there, dancing in a black dress that felt more dangerous than romantic, soaking in the admiration of strangers. And he—her husband—stood alone in the shadows, feeling smaller than he ever had before.

Somewhere upstairs, in their bridal suite, was an unopened envelope. And David began to wonder—what was the real gift tonight?

The new hubby sat his empty glass like a totem of everything he couldn’t control—his heart pounding behind his ribs, his knuckles white against the bar top. He couldn’t tear his eyes from the dance floor.

Sarah was still moving like she was born to dance. Her flared hips swayed, low and hypnotic, the hem of her dress riding just high enough to make the crowd cheer again as she dipped and rolled. She was drunk on champagne and rhythm, lost in the moment.

Then David saw him again. 

Mr. Blackmore.

At first, Sarah's black boss just watched from the edge. Silent. Calm. Calculating. But then the heavy-set African-American man moved forward—deliberate, casual, like a lion that knew the gazelles wouldn’t run.

The older man confidently slid in behind Sarah as the beat slowed into something deeper, darker, more atavistic. His big ebony hands were loose at his sides, his heavy mug unreadable. Sarah didn’t notice at first—she was too busy moving, smiling, bouncing her ass cheeks to the rap beats, performing for the crowd.

But as she dipped again—twerking low to the beat—her black boss moved with her.

David’s stomach dropped.

No...

The crowd didn’t care. If anything, they cheered louder. Phones were out. Lights flickered. And Leonard, that tall shadow, inched closer until... The big black rough hands found her cinched waist.

David saw the moment Sarah noticed—and didn’t pull away.

She glanced back. Just briefly. Her blue eyes locking with her big black boss. Smiled.

And then kept going.

Bouncing her ass. Twerking, pressing back against the older black man, rubbing her thonged cheeks against the big black man's groin in front of the entire crowd, laughing as if the world hadn’t just tilted on its axis.

The room blurred. The air vanished from David’s lungs. His body moved before his mind could catch up.

"Fuck this!"

David shoved through the crowd, ignoring the looks, the stares, the rising heat in his ears. Sarah’s laughter hit him like a slap. So did Leonard’s smug, unreadable expression.

He grabbed her ivory wrist.

“Come on,” David said, voice low and tight. “We’re leaving.”

Sarah blinked up at him, breathless and flushed. “What—why?”

“What do you think you’re doing?” he hissed.

She pulled her arm gently away from his grip, her brow knitting. “David, stop. You’re embarrassing yourself.”

“I’m your husband.”

“And you’re being insecure.” She said it flatly, like she was tired of repeating herself. "So not sexy."

He stared at her, stunned. Was he losing her already? Were they unraveling before the ink on the marriage license had dried?

“Please,” he said, softer now. “Let’s just go. Upstairs. Away from all this.”

Her expression softened. Just a little. Then she stepped closer and kissed him on the lips—warm, perfumed, slow. “Okay,” she said. "If that's what you want, dear."

He exhaled, relief and confusion mixing in his chest.

They walked off the floor together. Arm in arm.

But as they crossed the threshold and ascended the stairs, David glanced back—once—into the shadows.

The older black man was still watching. Not smiling. Not angry. Just watching. Like a man who knew the game was only just beginning.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Four
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David sat on the edge of the bed, palms sweating, knees bouncing. The suite smelled like roses and champagne and something floral from Sarah’s perfume. It should have felt like paradise. But his stomach was a fist of nerves.

His tie was loose, shirt half unbuttoned. He could still feel the sting of earlier—the heat rising in his ears when things went too fast between them, his body betraying him in the worst possible moment. Sarah had said it was okay, had kissed his forehead sweetly. Still... it clung to him like smoke.

He looked at the closed bathroom door and swallowed hard. She’d told him to wait like a “good boy.” The words rang in his head, warm and humiliating all at once.

This was it. Their wedding night. The night he’d fantasized about for months. The night he’d been forced to wait for. And yet... that small, stinging fear pulsed behind his thoughts. He’d disappointed her once tonight already. Too eager. Too fast. The pressure, the build-up, the way she had looked her bridal gown. 

There was another problem...

He tried not to think about her dancing downstairs. About the way the crowd had watched her, applauding the raunchy display of her dancing, twerking like some girl in a rap music video. About her black boss. The big ebony hands on Sarah's waist. The way she hadn’t pulled away. The way she let the older black man dry-hump her in front of the crowd. Phones snapping photos that would last forever... Was Sarah just tipsy? Or was David just being really insecure? 

She married you, he reminded himself. She chose you.

Then the door opened.

David blinked, and the breath caught in his chest.

“Holy crap, Sarah... Wow.”

She stood in the doorway like a vision from another world.

Sarah stood in the bathroom threshold—light spilling behind her like a halo—but there was nothing innocent in the way she looked. 

Her skin glowed in her impossibly white bridal lingerie, framing her ivory skin with layers of delicate white lace and satin. A corset cinched her waist into an hourglass, lifting her full chest, slimming her waist like a sculpture, each curve hugged tight. Her long legs were wrapped in sheer silk stockings, clipped neatly into a snow-white garter belt. High heels added inches to her already stunning figure, making her flared hips sway with every step – and a whisper of a tiny white thong disappeared between her hips, teasing more than it concealed. 

Her blonde hair was loose and wild, like she’d just stepped out of a dream. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief and heat.

David’s throat went dry, his heart pounding so hard he could barely think.

“I wanted this night to be perfect,” she said softly.

He nodded, dumbly, unable to form words.

Sarah walked toward him, the silk of her stockings whispering as she moved. David could barely look at her without blushing. Not because she was practically naked. But because she looked like power. Sensual, effortless power. The ideal of femininity. 

She ran a finger down his narrow chest, nails grazing fabric and skin.

“You’ve been patient, you've been my good boy,” she said. “That deserves something special.”

He nodded again. Couldn’t speak.

“I want you to listen to me tonight,” she added, voice low. “Let me guide things. Can you do that?”

David hesitated—just a flicker. The same flicker that said: You weren’t enough earlier. The same flicker that said: She danced with another man like you weren’t even there.

“I can,” he whispered. "You're so beautiful, Sarah. I'm so lucky!"

She smiled. A soft, satisfied smile. Then kissed his cheek, warm and lingering.

David’s hands shook. Not from lust. From fear. What if it happened again? What if she saw—really saw—how deep his self-doubt ran? Would she still look at him the same way?

"Stand up,” she whispered.

He obeyed.

“You’ve waited a long time,” she murmured. “You’ve been patient.”

He swallowed. “You’re worth waiting for.”

Sarah smiled, and her lips brushed against his. “Good boy.”

The phrase – again! – ignited something in him—half shame, half need.

“But,” she said, her voice now silk-wrapped steel, “I’m not going to let you rush through this.”

“I won’t,” he promised, breath shaking. “I just... I want you so bad.”

“I know,” she whispered. “That’s why I’m in charge tonight.”

David’s legs nearly buckled.

She turned him gently, guided him back down to the bed like he was a puppet in her hands.

"We ready?"

David gulped.

Sarah stood at the foot of the bed, her white silk lingerie clinging to her curves, the fabric catching the soft glow of the room’s dim lighting. Her hips swayed as she looked down at David, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her voice low and firm.

David hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling slightly as he reached for the buttons of his shirt. He fumbled with them, his nervousness making his fingers clumsy. Sarah’s eyes never left him, her gaze piercing as she watched him strip down to nothing. When he finally stood naked before her, he couldn’t help but glance at his reflection in the mirror. His pale skin contrasted sharply with Sarah’s radiant glow. His body was lean, almost boyish, and his small, pink cock stood rigid, throbbing with need. He looked weak, and the realization made his stomach churn.

Sarah, on the other hand, was the epitome of feminine perfection. Her hourglass figure was accentuated by the delicate lace of her lingerie, her breasts full and inviting, her hips curvaceous and soft. She looked like a goddess, and David felt like a mere mortal unworthy of her attention.

“Come here,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. David stepped closer, his cock twitching as he approached her. He moved to reach for her, to pull her into his arms and finally claim her as his wife, but Sarah held up a hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“No,” she said, her tone firm. “You’ve already let me down once tonight. I’m in charge now.”

David’s heart sank, but he nodded obediently.

Sarah’s lips curled into a smirk as she sat on the edge of the bed, spreading her legs slightly. “Get on your knees,” she ordered.

David hesitated for a moment, but the look in Sarah’s eyes left no room for argument. He knelt before her, his hands resting on her thighs as he looked up at her.

“You’re going to make it up to me,” she said, her voice dripping with authority. “Start with your tongue. That's one of your most talented tools. Hell, that's one of the reasons I agreed to marry you, dear.”

David’s heart raced as he leaned in, his face inches from her pussy. The scent of her arousal hit him like a wave, intoxicating and overwhelming. He could see how wet she was, her juices glistening in the soft light. He glanced up at Sarah, who was watching him with a mixture of amusement and expectation.

“Well?” she prompted, her fingers tangling in his hair.

David didn’t need any further encouragement. He pressed his mouth against her, his tongue sliding through her folds. The taste of her was sweet and tangy, and he moaned against her as he licked her, his tongue circling her clit.

Sarah’s breath hitched, and she arched her back slightly, her hands tightening in his hair. “Good boy, that's my good boy,” she murmured, her voice breathy.

David’s penis throbbed at his wife's praise, and he redoubled his efforts, his tongue working her clit with precision. He knew how to please her, and he was determined to make up for his earlier failure.

Sarah’s wide baby-birthing hips began to move, grinding against his face as her pleasure built. “That’s it,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “Just like that, baby. You're so good at this.”

David could feel her silk-clad thighs trembling beneath his hands as she got closer to the edge. He slipped a finger inside her, curling it slightly to hit that spot that drove her wild. Sarah gasped, her back arching as her orgasm washed over her.

“Yes!” she cried, her nails digging into his scalp. “Don’t stop, baby! Yes, baby! Yes, yes, yes!”

David didn’t stop, his tongue and fingers working in tandem to keep her pleasure going. Sarah’s body convulsed as she came, her juices flowing freely as she moaned his name.

When she finally fell back against the bed, her chest heaving, David looked up at her, his face glistening with her arousal. Sarah’s eyes were half-lidded, a sated smile on her lips.

“Good job, good boy,” she murmured, her fingers trailing through his hair. “You’re still as talented as ever.”

David flushed at the compliment, his pink penis twitching with need. He glanced down at it, his hand moving instinctively to touch himself, but Sarah’s voice stopped him.

“No, don't even think about it!” she said, her tone firm. “You’re not done yet. You still owe me, dear! Especially for embarrassing me downstairs on the dance floor where everyone could see!”

David whimpered, his hand falling away from his tiny penis. He looked up at Sarah, his eyes pleading.

She smirked, her fingers trailing down her body to her pussy. “I want more, more of that talented hubby tongue,” she said, her voice husky. “And you’re going to give it to me.”

David didn’t argue. He leaned in again, his tongue lapping at her juices as he slipped two fingers inside her. Sarah moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as she ground against his face.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice trembling with arousal. "Be my good boy!"

David obeyed, his fingers thrusting deeper as his tongue worked her clit. Sarah’s moans grew louder, her breath coming in short gasps as her pleasure built once more.

“Yes!” she cried, her back arching as another orgasm ripped through her. “Don’t stop!”

David kept going, his own need forgotten as he focused entirely on pleasing her. Sarah’s body convulsed, her thighs clenching around his head as she came again, her juices soaking his face.

When she finally fell back against the bed, her hourglass-shaped body limp and sated, David pulled away, his lips and chin glistening with her arousal.

Sarah looked down at him, her eyes heavy-lidded and satisfied. “Good boy,” she purred, her fingers trailing through his hair. “You’re learning. Some boys really are quite malleable.”

David’s five inch manhood throbbed at her words, but he didn’t dare touch himself. He knew better than to disobey her, his wife, who was clearly way out of his league.

But just as he was about to lean in again, there was a heavy knock on the door. 

David froze, his heart thumping hard as he glanced toward the sound.

“Who is it?” Sarah called, her voice calm and composed.

David’s mind raced, his hands trembling as he reached for a towel to wrap around his waist. Sarah, on the other hand, seemed unbothered. She slowly stood, wrapping a silk robe around her white bridal lingerie body as she moved toward the door.

“Stay here,” she said, her voice firm. Steady. Certain. 

David nodded, his heart pounding as he watched her approach the door.

Sarah opened it slightly, peering out into the hallway. “Yes?” she asked, her voice cool and collected.

“It’s me,” came a deep, familiar voice.

David’s heart sank as he realized who it was. 

Leonard. 

Sarah's black boss.

Her lips curled into a sly smile as she glanced back at David. “Don’t worry,” she said, her voice soft. “I’ll handle this.”

David’s stomach churned as he watched her step out into the hallway, leaving the door slightly ajar. Their voices were muffled, but David could hear Leonard’s low baritone and Sarah’s breathy replies, one more tense than the last.

He waited, frozen on the edge of the bed, his thoughts spinning in a dozen directions.
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Chapter Five
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When Sarah returned, the air in the bridal suite felt different — like a thunderstorm had slipped through the doorway behind her. Her white stilettos clicked purposefully across the floor. Gone was the teasing smile, the softness in her eyes. She moved with purpose now, eyes locked on the manila envelope Leonard had handed her earlier.

She opened it.

Flipped through its contents.

Her face paled.

Then her voice broke the silence like a whip. “David? What the hell is this?”

Wearing nothing but a towel around his soft waist now, feeling small and vulnerable, the groom stood, confused — until she turned the photos around.

Grainy but clear: David, leaving a notorious Asian massage parlor in the seediest part of the city. The place was called Mrs. Chang's Happy Endings. There was no attempt to hide the true nature of the business.

David's stomach dropped.

“Sarah, wait—”

“These were taken two weeks ago,” she said, her voice cracking. “You said you were at work. You said you were—God, David, how could you?”

“It wasn’t like that!” he rushed forward. “I didn’t cheat. I didn’t—It wasn’t even about that. You told me we had to wait, and I was going crazy. I just—I messed up. I needed something, relief, just relief, anything—”

Her hand flew up to silence him, tears welling in her blue eyes.

She shot her new hubby a cold look. “Don’t you dare blame this on me.”

“I’m not! I’m just saying... I was weak, Sarah, and it was stupid, and I never should’ve—”

“Damn right, you shouldn’t have,” came Leonard’s authoritative voice from the door, his heavy face cool and unreadable. He stepped inside now, uninvited but unapologetic. “I wanted to believe in you, whiteboy. For Sarah’s sake.”

David turned, his voice shaky, his towel slipping slightly as said, “You planned this!”

Leonard shrugged. “I protected her. Background checks are standard when you care about someone’s future.”

"Asshole!" David’s fists clenched. “You’re not her father.”

“No,” Leonard said, his eyes lingering on Sarah, “but I’m starting to wish I’d been more than just her boss.”

The implication stung deeper than David could admit. He looked back at Sarah — who had sunk onto the edge of the bed, photos still in her lap, shoulders shaking. The top photo was one of the most incriminating. It showed a pair of small Asian hands wrapped tightly around David's stiff 5 inch manhood. The woman was at least 45, but the size of her hands had made David's small penis never look bigger. He'd never felt more masculine.

Then Leonard spoke again, his voice smooth. Too smooth.

“I’m not here to break up a marriage. But you both deserve honesty. Sarah, if you want a way to start fresh — clean slate, new chapter — I might be able to help... with this.” He gestured to the envelope. “You don’t owe him your trust anymore. But you still have options.”

David’s heart pounded. Sarah looked up at him, hurt warring with confusion in her eyes.

And in that moment, David realized: this wasn’t just about betrayal. It was about control. Who held it. Who lost it. And who was never going to fight to get it back.

"Sarah? Dear?" He took a step toward her, but she flinched away, her lip trembling. "We can work through this. I'll do anything!"

She didn’t answer. Instead, she walked to the bed and sat down heavily, her silk gown pooling around her like a waterfall of white. She dropped the envelope onto the floor like an act of finality.

She finally looked up at her new hubby, her blue eyes burning with hurt. “I trusted you!" she said, her voice breaking. "We’re supposed to be starting our lives together, and this is what you do?” Tears streamed down the soft ivory curves of her cheeks, and David felt the biggest pang of guilt in his life. 

"You fucked up whiteboy!" said Leonard, stepping into the room now, his dark presence filling the bridal suite like a storm cloud. His sharp eyes immediately took in the scene: Sarah crying on the bed, David standing there half-naked, the envelope spilled open. Without a word, Leonard walked over to Sarah and sat down beside her, his large midnight-black hand resting on her shoulder.

“You deserve more, a woman as beautiful and talented as you,” Leonard said, his deep voice calm but laced with authority. "You're a real woman. You need a real man."

David’s fists clenched. “Get the hell out of here, Leonard. This is none of your business.”

Leonard raised an eyebrow, his expression smug. “None of my business? Who do you think paid for this bridal suite, whiteboy?” His tone was mocking, and David felt a surge of anger mixed with shame.

Sarah sniffled, leaning into the older black man's side. “He’s been cheating on me,” she said, her voice small. "I still can't believe it!"

Leonard’s eyes narrowed, and he glanced at David with a look of disdain. “Probably he realizes you're too much woman for him," he said softly. Then, to David’s horror, Sarah's black boss began to gently stroke her arm, his fingers trailing up to her shoulder and then down to her waist. “You deserve so much better than this, Sarah. And I can give it to you: everything you want... Both inside and outside the bedroom."

David stepped forward, his face red with anger. “Don’t touch her!” he barked.

But Leonard ignored him, his hand now caressing Sarah’s thigh through her silk gown. Sarah stiffened at first, her eyes darting to David, but then she seemed to relax, her tears slowing. “Leonard...” she murmured, her voice uncertain.

“Shh,” Leonard said softly, his voice a deep rumble. “Let me take care of you.” And then, to David’s utter disbelief, Leonard leaned in and pressed his lips to Sarah’s.

Sarah gasped, her hands fluttering in the air for a moment before she hesitantly placed them on Leonard’s shoulders. Her lips moved against his, tentatively at first, but then with more urgency. David’s jaw dropped, his mind struggling to process what he was seeing. This couldn’t be happening. It couldn’t.

Leonard’s hands moved to Sarah’s face, his large, dark fingers cradling her pale cheeks as he deepened the kiss. Sarah’s eyes fluttered shut, her body leaning into his. David felt a sickening mix of anger, jealousy, and helplessness as he watched. “Sarah!” he shouted, his voice cracking. "He's older than your own father! And... I'm your husband now!"

But Sarah didn’t stop. Her hands slid down Leonard’s broad chest, and she let out a soft moan as their kiss became more heated. Leonard’s hands moved lower, one resting on her thigh, the other sliding up her back. David’s heart pounded in his chest as he realized what was happening. He rushed forward, grabbing Leonard’s shoulder. “Get off her!” he yelled.

Leonard pulled back from the kiss and turned to look at David, his eyes cold and commanding. Without a word, he gestured to the chair by the bed. David hesitated, his mind racing. The chair. The one they had joked about when they first checked into the suite. It seemed like a lifetime ago now; and Sarah had laughed at the term David used to describe it: The “cuck chair.”

Sarah’s eyes met her new husband's, and for a moment, he thought he saw a flicker of guilt. But then she looked away, her hands still on Leonard’s chest. “Sit down, David,” she said softly, her voice trembling. "Maybe this is what you deserve."

David felt a wave of humiliation wash over him. He wanted to fight, to grab Sarah and drag her away from her black boss, but he felt paralyzed. Slowly, he walked to the chair and sat down, his towel nearly slipping to the floor. He felt completely exposed, both physically and emotionally.

Leonard smirked, then turned back to Sarah. “That’s a good whiteboy,” he said, his voice dripping with condescension. He leaned in and kissed Sarah again, his hands moving to the straps of her silk gown. He tugged them down, exposing her white lace bra. Sarah let out a soft gasp, her hands clutching at Leonard’s shoulders.

David’s fists clenched as he watched, his stomach churning with a mix of anger and arousal. He hated this. He hated Leonard. He hated how Sarah was responding. But he couldn’t look away.

Leonard’s hands moved over Sarah’s body, his fingers tracing the curves of her waist and hips. He kissed her neck, and Sarah tilted her head back, letting out a soft moan. Leonard’s lips moved lower, to the swell of her breasts, and he slowly pulled down the cup of her bra, exposing her pale, full breast. He took her nipple into his mouth, and Sarah gasped, her hands tangling in his hair.

David felt a surge of jealousy and helplessness as he watched. This was supposed to be his night. Sarah was supposed to be his. But now, she was in Leonard’s arms, moaning and writhing as he touched her in ways that David had only dreamed of.

Leonard’s hands moved lower, sliding up Sarah’s thighs and pushing her gown up to her waist. Her white lace panties were barely visible, and Leonard’s fingers brushed over them, teasing her. Sarah let out a soft whimper, her hips bucking slightly.

“Leonard...” she whispered, her voice pleading. "Oh Leonard..."

The experienced older black man smirked, his fingers hooking under the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down slowly, exposing her smooth, pale skin. Sarah’s legs fell open, and Leonard’s fingers dipped between them, brushing over her wetness. "Shaved. Nice. And I bet it's tight as hell."

David’s breath hitched as he watched, his small pink penis twitching despite his anger. He hated this. He hated himself for being aroused by it. But he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Leonard’s African-American fingers moved inside Sarah, and she let out a sharp cry, her back arching. “Oh God,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. Leonard’s big thick lips moved back to her breast, sucking and teasing her pink nipple as his fingers worked her.

David’s heart pounded as he watched, his hands gripping the arms of the chair. His cuck chair. The one that Sarah had told him to sit in – on their wedding night... He wanted to stop this. He wanted to grab Sarah and carry her out of here. But he was frozen, unable to move.

Leonard pulled his fingers out and leaned back, his eyes locking with Sarah’s. “I've wanted this for so long. I've wanted you, Sarah. I think we make a cute couple,” he said, his voice low and commanding. He stood up, unzipping his pants.

"Oh my GOD!" Sarah gasped when she first saw what her black boss was packing. 

Her painted red lips trembled as she stared at the monstrosity before her. 

Leonard’s cock was unlike anything she had ever imagined—dark, veined, and pulsating with a life of its own. The sheer size of it, towering over her, made her stomach tighten with fear and a strange, forbidden primal excitement. Her heart raced, and she could feel the warmth spreading between her thighs, betraying her.

But was it... too big? Too scary-looking? Too intimidating for a woman like her? A woman accustomed to easily slipping a Trojan condom over David's hard little five inch manhood? 

Sarah thought so, clearly.

“I... I can’t,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. Her blue eyes flicked up to Leonard’s smug black face, searching for reassurance, for mercy, but all she found was a knowing grin. Dominance in display. His powerful African genes no match for her natural Caucasian submissiveness. 

“Sure you can, baby girl,” Leonard said, his voice smooth and confident. His hand moved to the back of her blonde head, applying just enough pressure to remind her who was in charge now. “You’re a quick learner. That's what I like about you. You’ll get used to it. Trust me.”

Sarah swallowed hard, her throat tightening as the scent of him filled her nostrils—musky, masculine, primal. It made her head swim, her body betraying her even further. Against her better judgment, she leaned forward, her lips brushing the tip of Leonard’s cock in a hesitant, almost innocent kiss.

The warmth of her breath on his dark skin made Leonard groan, his hand tightening in her silky blonde hair. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding. “Open that pretty mouth for me.”

More hesitation.

But Sarah’s lips parted, and she took the tip of his African manhood into her mouth, her tongue flicking against the smooth, velvety head. The taste of him was overwhelming, salty and musky, and she felt a shiver run through her body. This was such a new experience for her. She hesitated, again, pulling back slightly, but Leonard’s strong grip kept her in place.

“Don’t stop now,” he growled, his eyes locked on hers. “Take more of it. Show me what you can do.”

With a whimper, Sarah obeyed, sinking her mouth further down his length and girth. God – that black girth... Her jaw ached as she stretched to accommodate the older black man, her soft wet lips struggling to wrap around the ebony girth of his shaft. She gagged slightly, tears springing to her blue eyes, but Leonard only chuckled, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“Good girl,” he praised, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “That’s it. Get it all in there. Show me you can take it.”

Sarah’s hands gripped his powerful black thighs for support as she bobbed her head, her mouth working to suck him deeper. She could feel the veins of his cock pressing against her tongue, the weight of him in her mouth making her head spin. Saliva dripped from her lips, mixing with the pre-cum that leaked from him, and the sound of her gagging filled the room.

Leonard groaned, his hips bucking slightly as he watched her struggle to take all of him. “Damn, you’re beautiful like this,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Your lil hubby doesn’t deserve you. Way too much woman... Look at you, taking my BBC like a pro.”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed at his words, a mixture of shame and arousal coursing through her veins. She glanced up at him, her blue eyes wide and pleading, but her boss only smirked, his hand guiding her head further down his length.

“Come on, baby,” he urged, his voice a low growl. “You can do it. Take it all the way.”

With another soft pleading whimper, Sarah obeyed, forcing herself to relax her throat as she took the black man deeper. Her pert little nose pressed against his pelvis, and she felt the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat, making her gag loudly. More tears streamed down her angelic face, but she didn’t stop, her mouth working to suck him, her tongue swirling around his thick ebony shaft.

Leonard let out a deep groan, his hips thrusting slightly as he enjoyed the sensation of the white bride's mouth on him. “That’s it, baby,” he praised, his voice filled with satisfaction. “You’re doing so good. Just like that.”

Sarah’s body trembled as she continued to suck him, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She should have been disgusted, horrified at what she was doing, but instead, she felt a strange sense of pride, a desire to please him, to prove herself. The taste of her black boss on her tongue, the feel of his cock in her mouth, was overwhelming, and she could feel the heat building between her legs.

From his chair, the cuck chair, David watched in stunned silence, his confused eyes fixed on the scene before him. His heart pounded in his chest, his own penis straining against the towel that barely covered him. He should have been furious, should have been rushing to stop this, but instead, he found himself frozen, unable to look away.

The sight of his wife, gagging on another man’s cock, her white bridal lingerie contrasting sharply with Leonard’s deep dark skin, filled him with a mixture of humiliation and arousal. He hated himself for it, hated the way his cock throbbed with each muffled gag from Sarah, each groan from Leonard. But he couldn’t tear his eyes away, couldn’t deny the heat that burned in his gut.

“You like watching this, don’t you?” Leonard’s voice broke through the silence, his sharp eyes locking with David’s. “Watching your pretty little wife suck my BBC? Don't lie, whiteboy." 

David’s face flushed with shame, but he didn’t respond, his gaze flicking back to Sarah. She was still on her knees, her mouth working on Leonard’s black-as-night phallus, her eyes closed in concentration now. The sight made his much smaller penis twitch, and he felt a traitorous surge of pleasure.

“Don’t worry, whiteboy,” Leonard continued, his tone mocking. “I’ll take good care of her. She’s in good hands. Or should I say good mouth?”

David’s small fists clenched at his sides, but he didn’t move, his body betraying him as much as Sarah’s had. He could feel the wetness seeping through the towel, and he knew that despite his shame, despite his anger, he was close to coming – just from watching!

Leonard’s deep baritone laugh echoed through the room, a triumphant sound. “That’s right, whiteboy,” he said, his voice filled with satisfaction. “You just sit there and watch. Watch your wife learn how to please a real man. She don't got time for little boys now." 

Sarah’s head bobbed faster, her lips working in desperation as she tried to keep up with Leonard’s demands. Her throat burned, her jaw ached, but she didn’t stop, driven by a strange, instinctual need to please him. She could feel the tension building in him, the way his cock throbbed in her mouth, and she knew he was close.

“That’s it, baby,” Leonard groaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Make me cum. Show me what you’ve learned."

With a final, desperate effort, Sarah took him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing as she swallowed him whole. Leonard’s hips bucked, and with a deep, guttural groan, he came, his release flooding her mouth. Sarah gagged, her throat convulsing as she tried to swallow, her tears streaming down her face.

Sarah’s cheeks bulged as she tried to swallow every last drop of Leonard’s cum, but there was just too much. Thick, creamy strands spilled from the corners of her lips, sliding down her chin in glistening trails. Her blue eyes widened in surprise as Leonard suddenly pulled his cock from her mouth, his massive glistening ebony shaft still twitching with release. Without warning, her black boss aimed it at her surprised face, the first thick rope of cum landing squarely across her nose. Sarah gasped, her lips parting as another heavy strand splashed across her eyelids, forcing them shut. Her soft white skin glistened under the dim light, her face now a canvas painted white with Leonard’s life essence.

“Can I have a towel?” Sarah mumbled, her voice trembling as she sat on her knees, her hands trembling at her sides. “Please?”

Leonard’s deep chuckle filled the room, a sound that sent shivers down David’s spine. “Just wait, baby. You look good like this. Plus, I’m not done with your fine white ass yet.”

Before Sarah could respond, Leonard grabbed her by the arms and effortlessly lifted her off the floor, tossing her onto the bridal bed. She landed with a soft bounce, her white lingerie now clinging precariously to her curves. Leonard’s cock, already hardening again, stood at attention, a testament to his insatiable hunger for the white-clad beauty.

David’s stomach twisted as he watched from the corner of the room, his towel tented with a mix of shame and arousal. When he realized Leonard was about to penetrate Sarah—without protection—he finally found the courage to speak up.

“What the fuck, man! You can’t just fuck her like that! What if...” David’s voice trailed off, his fists clenching at his sides. He didn’t want to reveal that Sarah had recently revealed to him she was ovulating now, and the fear of what could happen gnawed at him.

Leonard turned his sharp gaze toward David, a sly smile spreading across his face. “What if what, whiteboy? You scared I’ll knock her up?” He let out a low laugh, his hand stroking the length of his cock as he taunted the smaller white man. “Fine. How about a compromise? Go grab my pants over there. In my wallet, you’ll find a Magnum condom. If you’re so worried, I’ll wear it.”

David hesitated, his face burning with humiliation. He glanced at Sarah, her face still covered in Leonard’s cum, her eyes shut tightly. Her chest rose and fell with rapid breaths, her body trembling in anticipation. Reluctantly, David shuffled toward Leonard’s discarded pants, his fingers fumbling as he retrieved the wallet. He pulled out the Magnum, his small hands shaking as he held it up.

“Here,” David muttered, his voice barely audible as he handed the condom to Leonard.

“I didn’t hear please,” Leonard taunted, his smirk widening.

David’s jaw clenched, his pride crumbling under the weight of the moment. “Please... put this condom on before...”

“Before what, whiteboy?” Leonard interrupted, his tone mocking.

David swallowed hard, his voice barely a whisper. “Before fucking my wife.”

Leonard chuckled, his hand grabbing Sarah by both ankles and lifting her white legs high into the air. “No problem. But as you can see, my hands are busy. So, whiteboy, can you do me a solid and put that Magnum on my BBC?”

David’s heart sank. The thought of touching Leonard’s cock made his stomach churn, but the alternative was unbearable. With trembling hands, he ripped open the condom wrapper and pulled it out. He bent down, the musky scent of Leonard’s cock invading his own senses now. His pale, shaking hands reached toward the massive ebony shaft, but at the last moment, he froze.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” David stammered, backing away and looking at the floor. “I just... can’t do it.”

Leonard let out a hearty laugh, his amusement only deepening David’s humiliation. “Don’t worry, whiteboy. I’m going to fuck your wife anyway. She wants it. I want it. And I’m guessing from that little tent in your towel that you want it too... But how about this? I won’t actually cum inside her? Deal?”

David’s face turned crimson, his body betraying him as he nodded in reluctant agreement. “Okay, man, deal.”

Leonard grinned, already positioning the thick head of his cock at Sarah’s glistening entrance, ready to resize her.

“But can I at least get a towel and wipe Sarah’s face? She can’t even open her eyes now,” David pleaded, his voice cracking.

“Naw, whiteboy,” Leonard said, his tone final. “She looks good like this.”

With that, Leonard pushed forward, the head of his cock stretching Sarah’s tight pussy lips. Sarah gasped, her back arching as she felt the immense pressure of his size. “Oh my God,” she whimpered, her hands gripping the bed sheets as Leonard began to slide deeper inside her.

David watched in stunned silence, his breath hitching as Leonard’s thick cock disappeared inch by black inch into Sarah’s soaked pussy. The sight was both horrifying and intoxicating, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away. Sarah’s moans filled the room, her body trembling as Leonard bottomed out, his massive powerful hips pressing flush against hers.

“That’s a good girl,” Leonard groaned, his voice thick with satisfaction. He began to move, his powerful hips thrusting rhythmically, each stroke drawing a new cry from Sarah’s lips. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her body adjusting to his size as he filled her completely.

David’s cock throbbed beneath his towel, his conflicting emotions only fueling his arousal. He hated what was happening, but he couldn’t deny the way his body responded. The sound of skin slapping against skin, the sight of Sarah’s face still glazed with Leonard’s cum—it was all too much.

Leonard’s pace quickened, his powerful thrusts driving Sarah into the mattress. Her moans grew louder, her fingers clawing at his back as she neared the edge. “Oh God, Leonard... please...” she begged, her voice trembling with need.

Leonard smirked, his eyes locking onto David’s. “You hear that, whiteboy? Your wife’s begging for my BBC. Bet she’s never begged you like that.”

David’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the truth in Leonard’s words. Sarah’s cries of pleasure echoed in his ears, her body writhing beneath the older man’s relentless thrusts.

Leonard leaned down, his lips brushing against Sarah’s ear. “Cum for me, baby. Let your husband see how sexy you look cumming on a black man's big cock."

Sarah’s back arched sharply as her orgasm hit, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Leonard let out a guttural groan, his own next release building as he pounded into her with increasing ferocity.

“That’s it, baby. Take it. Take every fucking black inch,” Leonard growled, his hips slamming into hers with more and more desperate thrusts.

David’s breath caught as he watched, his tiny penis throbbing painfully beneath the towel. He wanted to look away, to escape the scene unfolding before him, but he couldn’t. His eyes were glued to the sight of his wife being claimed by another man, her body trembling with ecstasy as Leonard Blackmore's powerful thrusts sent her over the edge again and again.

He'd never seen Sarah like this: fucked senseless. And it was, shamefully, the most erotic thing David had ever seen in his life. 

Then Leonard pulled Sarah up from the bed, her lips still glistening with his cum, her blue eyes still glazed shut with his thick ropes of African-American cum.

Her black boss gripped her hips, his large hands almost swallowing her pale, soft flesh, and spun her around so her back was to him. “Reverse cowgirl,” he commanded, his voice low and authoritative. 

Sarah hesitated for only a moment before positioning her haunches over his waist, her white lace lingerie clinging to her curves as she tried to prepare herself over the older black man.

Leonard leaned back, his muscular dark chest rising and falling as he watched her settle onto his swollen ebony shaft. His hands moved to her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he guided her down onto him. Sarah gasped, her body trembling as she felt the stretch of his thick cock filling her. Resizing her. She leaned forward, her hands braced on his muscular black thighs, and began to move, her round, white ass rising and falling as she bounced on him.

The intense sound of skin slapping against skin – black and white coming together in erotic union, mixing genes and histories, making new exciting futures – filled the room, punctuated by Sarah’s breathy moans and Leonard’s deep grunts of approval. David sat frozen in his chair, his hands gripping the armrests, his eyes glued to the sight of his wife riding another man. His tiny Caucasian penis ached, hard and straining against his towel, as he watched her big breasts bounce and jiggle with each glorious bounce.

Leonard was so dominant, so demanding. The black hands tightened on her hips, guiding her movements, his voice a low growl. “That’s it, baby. Ride me. Show me how much you love this black cock.” Sarah’s moans grew louder, her body moving with a desperate rhythm as she sought her own pleasure. Her white hips rocked back and forth, her round pale ass clenching as she took his ebony manhood deeper with each primitive thrust.

“Face me, bitch. I want to see that pretty ass face,” Leonard commanded, moving Sarah so she was facing him, her full breasts pressed against his chest. She straddled him, her thighs trembling as she lowered herself onto his cock once more. David’s eyes were drawn to the sight of her pale, round ass bouncing up and down, her hips moving with a desperate rhythm as she sought her own pleasure.

Leonard’s hands gripped her ass, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he helped her move. “That’s it, baby. Take me deep. Show me how much you love this black cock.” Sarah’s moans turned into cries, her body shuddering as she came, again, her pussy clenching around his thick African-American shaft. Leonard groaned, his hips thrusting up into her as he sought his own release.

David’s breath hitched, his eyes locked on the sight of Sarah’s pale, round ass bouncing on Leonard’s thick, dark cock. He could feel his own release building, the pressure in his groin becoming unbearable. With a strangled moan, he came, his cum soaking through his towel as he watched his wife being fucked by another man. The humiliation of it only made him harder, his penis twitching with need even as he felt the shame wash over him.

Leonard’s laughter filled the room, deep and mocking. “Pathetic,” he sneered, his eyes locking on David’s. “Can’t even touch yourself, and you’re already spilling your little white load.” 

Sarah glanced back at David, squinting through Leonard's cum, her face flushed with arousal and something else—something that made David’s stomach churn. She didn’t stop, her wide lacey hips continuing to move as she rode her black boss, the man who put food on their table, the man who kept a roof over the heads, the man who made her cum like never before, her moans growing louder with each thrust.

It was too much. David’s penis was already twitching again, the sight of his wife being fucked by another man sending another terrible wave of arousal through him. He couldn’t tear his eyes away, even as the shame burned in his chest.

Finally, Leonard lifted Sarah off of him, her legs shaking as he turned her around and positioned her on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his thick cock pressing against her wet pussy, and pushed into her with a deep, guttural groan. Sarah cried out, her back arching perfectly as he filled her from behind, her pale ass bouncing against his dark hips with each powerful thrust.

"That's it bitch, sexy ass white bitch, bounce that big white ass against me. Show me what you got. Look at you, taking that black cock. Gripping me. Milking my black nuts. I told you, I fucking told you that you'd love BBC!"

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with Sarah’s cries and Leonard’s growls.

David’s hands trembled as he gripped the armrests again, his already-hard penis aching with need as he watched his wife being fucked like an animal. An animal.

Leonard’s dark hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he fucked her harder, his cock slamming into her with each thrust. “You like that, don’t you, baby?” he growled, his voice full of dominance. “You love taking this black cock.” Sarah’s cries turned into a high-pitched wail as she came again, her body shuddering as Leonard continued to fuck her through her orgasm.

David’s breath hitched, his hand moving back to his tiny pink penis, stroking himself as he watched Sarah’s pale ass bounce on Leonard’s thick cock.

Then Leonard pulled Sarah up, pulled her off the bed, his hand gripping her hair as he pushed her head down into David’s lap. “Kiss her,” he commanded, his voice full of authority. "Kiss your bride, whiteboy!"

David hesitated for only a moment before leaning down, his lips meeting Sarah’s. Leonard's cum had crusted both of her eyes shut by now. Their kiss was desperate, full of shame and arousal, as Leonard continued to fuck Sarah from behind, the black man's release building. 

“Here it comes, baby,” he growled, his voice full of dominance. 

"Wait, wait!" David said, breaking his kiss from Sarah once he realized what was about to happen. "We had a deal! You can't cum inside her!"

"Sorry whiteboy, this white pussy is too good! She's milking me too good. Trust me, she wants this nut!"

"Please, please don't!" David cried desperately.

“Take it all, take this black nut, Sarah!” roared Leonard. "Here's your real wedding present. And it's all for you, Sarah!"

With a deep, guttural groan, the older black man finally came again, his thick cock pulsing as he filled Sarah with his seed. She cried out, not out of complaint, but with complete submission and pleasure, her body shuddering as she came again, her pussy clenching around his dark chocolate cock as he emptied himself inside her.

David’s breath hitched, his hand moving faster as he watched his wife being filled by another man while their faces were literally inches apart. His tiny penis twitched as he came at the same time, his small amount of cum spilling over his hand as he watched Sarah’s hourglass-shaped body tremble with primitive bridal pleasure.

Leonard’s laughter filled the room, deep and rich, as he pulled out of Sarah, his thick ebony unit glistening with her juices and his cum dripping from her swollen pussy. He looked down at the "husband" with a smug grin, his sharp brown eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Couldn’t help myself, whiteboy,” he said, his voice dripping with arrogance. “I’ve had my eye on her for a very long time. And it was worth the wait."

David grabbed a shirt from the floor and tried to wipe some of Leonard's cum off of his wife's face. "Are you okay, dear?"

Sarah looked up at David, her blue eyes glazed with lust and something else—something that made David’s stomach churn again, more painful now that he'd just shot his load... She leaned in, her lips meeting his in a desperate kiss, her tongue darting into his mouth as he tasted another man's saltiness. 

"I'm okay, dear," Sarah said, sounding like she was dazed, weary beyond belief. "Are you okay?"

David nodded, still not able to comprehend what he just witnessed. His pale face flushed with humiliation and profound defeat as a husband – and as a man. 

He wanted to say something, to protest, to demand that Leonard leave them alone—but the words caught in his throat. He couldn’t fight this man. Not after what he’d just witnessed. Not after everything that had happened tonight.

Now Leonard gestured toward the bathroom door, his tone commanding, as always. “Come on, kids. Let’s get cleaned up. You’re both a mess.”

Sarah staggered slightly as she tried to stand, her legs trembling from the intensity of Leonard’s brutal fucking. David moved quickly to her side, wrapping an arm around her small waist to steady her. It was like he was the perfect companion for her. Sarah's delicate fingers gripped his narrow shoulder as she leaned into him, her breath shallow, her body still shuddering with aftershocks.

“Thank you, baby,” she whispered, her voice weak.

David’s heart ached as he looked down at her. Her white lingerie was stained with Leonard’s cum, the sheer fabric clinging to her sweat-slicked skin. He could see the thick droplets of cum running down the insides of her thighs, the evidence of Leonard’s dominance marking her body.

Leonard watched the married couple with amusement, his hands on his hips, his cock still semi-hard and glistening. “Hurry up, whiteboy. Don’t keep me waiting.”

David swallowed hard, his jaw tightening as he helped Sarah toward the bathroom. He could feel the weight of Leonard’s gaze on them, the older man’s presence looming like a shadow.

Inside the bathroom, Leonard sat down on the closed toilet lid, his legs spread, his cock resting heavily against his thigh. He gestured toward Sarah with a tilt of his head. “Help her out of that lingerie, David. This is her big night. Be a gentleman.”

David hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the straps of Sarah’s bra. His fingers fumbled with the delicate clasps, his mind racing with humiliation and shame. Sarah leaned into him, her breath warm against his neck, her body trembling as he finally managed to undo the bra and let it fall to the floor.

The sight of her bare breasts, still heaving from her breaths, made David’s pale penis twitch despite himself. He couldn’t help but notice the way Leonard’s eyes lingered on her, the older man’s lips curling into a smug smile for the millionth time that night.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Leonard said, his voice low and taunting.

David didn’t answer. He couldn’t. He focused on helping Sarah step out of her soaked panties, his hands shaking as he pulled the fabric down her legs. She leaned against him for support, her body warm and soft against his, her breath hitching as he knelt to help her step out of the ruined lingerie.

Leonard chuckled, his deep voice echoing in the bathroom. “Now get in the shower, both of you. You’re filthy.”

David helped Sarah into the large, marble-lined shower, his hands lingering on her skin as he guided her under the warm spray of water. She closed her eyes, her lips parting as the water cascaded over her body, washing away the sweat and cum that clung to her skin.

David stepped in after her, the steam from the water curling around them as he reached for the soap. He began to wash her body, his hands moving over her soft skin, his touch gentle and reverent. He couldn’t stop himself from glancing at her face, his heart aching at the sight of her—beautiful, vulnerable, his wife.

But his moment of intimacy was shattered as Leonard stepped into the shower, his large, naked midnight-black frame filling the space. David froze, his hands still on Sarah’s waist, as the older black man smiled down at them. It was the most evil grin in the world.

“Don’t stop on my account,” Leonard said, his voice full of amusement. He reached for the soap, his large hand closing around Sarah’s delicate wrist as he pulled her toward him. “Here, let me help.”

Sarah’s breath hitched as Leonard began to wash her battered pale body, his big ebony hands moving over her with a possessiveness that made David’s chest tighten. The older man’s touch was firm, his fingers tracing the curves of her ivory breasts, her feminine hips, her heart-shaped ass, as if he were marking his territory – again.

“You’re so beautiful, Sarah,” Leonard murmured, his voice low and full of desire. “You’ve never looked better than you do right now.”

David could only watch in stunned silence as Leonard turned his attention to Sarah’s pussy, his fingers parting her folds as he washed her with a gentleness that belied his dominance. Sarah’s breath quickened, her body trembling as Leonard’s fingers lingered on her sensitive flesh, his touch sending shivers through her.

“Leonard,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I’m so tired... I'm so sore...Sorry, I can’t...”

“Shhh,” Leonard said, his voice soothing as he leaned in to kiss her, his lips claiming hers with a possessiveness that made David’s stomach churn. “I’ll be gentle this time. I promise.”

"I'm sorry, baby," Sarah whimpered to her black boss. "But I'm really sore."

"Just had to get you used to a BBC. You did a good job, baby girl." 

Sarah’s resistance melted as Leonard deepened the kiss, his large hands moving over her body with a familiarity that made David’s heart ache. He could only watch in horrified silence as Leonard lifted Sarah off the shower floor, her pale legs wrapping around his thick black waist as he impaled her on his thick rod once more.

Sarah cried out, her body arching as Leonard filled her, her nails digging into his broad shoulders as the older black man began to move inside her. Leonard’s deep groans echoed in the bathroom, his hips thrusting with a rhythm that was both powerful and possessive.

David stumbled back against the shower wall, his chest heaving with a mixture of humiliation and arousal. His penis was also painfully hard again, twitching in shame as he watched his wife being fucked by another man, her moans filling the air as Leonard claimed her once more, the shower water coming down on both their naked contrasting bodies.

“Look at her, whiteboy,” Leonard growled, his voice full of dominance. “This is what a real man can do.”

David couldn’t look away. His eyes were drawn to the sight of Sarah’s body bouncing on Leonard’s cock, her big beautiful white breasts swaying with each powerful thrust, her angelic face twisted with pleasure. He could see the way her pink pussy stretched to accommodate Leonard’s African girth, the way her tight walls gripped him as he fucked her with a possessiveness that left no doubt about who she belonged to now.

Leonard’s thrusts grew more intense, his powerful body driving into Sarah with a force that made her scream. Her body shuddered as she came, again, her pussy clamping down on Leonard’s Big Black Cock as he growled with primal satisfaction, his own release building.

With a deep, guttural groan, Leonard came, his thick cock pulsing as he filled Sarah with his seed once more. Sarah cried out, her body trembling as she came again, her pussy milking every drop of cum from her new ebony lover.

Leonard held her in his arms for a moment, his breathing heavy, before finally setting her down on the shower floor. Gently. He looked down at David, his keen eyes full of masculine dominance and satisfaction.

“Happy wedding night, kids,” he said, his voice full of smugness. “And don’t worry... this is just the beginning.”

Leonard stepped out of the shower, his large dark frame glistening with water as he grabbed a towel and began to dry himself off. He glanced back at Sarah, his lips curling into a smirk. “You have a bright future, Sarah. Don't worry about anything. Leonard always takes cares of Leonard's baby mammas... Well, you know what I mean... We're just getting started."

Sarah nodded weakly, her pale fatigued body trembling as she leaned against the shower wall, her legs barely able to support her. David moved to her side, his chest tight with a mixture of emotions as he helped her out of the shower.

Together, husband and wife, they stumbled to the bridal bed, their bodies exhausted and overwhelmed as they collapsed onto the soft silk sheets. Sarah curled up against David, her head resting on his chest, her breathing slow and steady as she drifted off to sleep.

David stared up at the ceiling, his mind racing with thoughts of what had just happened—and what was yet to come. He could still hear the older black man's voice in his head, the words echoing like a dark promise. Leonard always takes care of Leonard's baby mammas.

Suddenly he glanced down in panic at Sarah, nudging her, pleading that they go locate one of those morning-after pills ASAP. But Sarah snapped at him, annoyed, groggy, half-asleep, and said she was too tired to deal with any of his silly insecure whiteboy bullshit right now. 
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