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1. Breakdown in the Bad Part of Town

“I’ll see ya tomorrow,” Rachel said, stretching up to kiss Jim goodbye.

“Drive carefully,” Jim said, using his “manly” voice.

“I will,” Rachel smiled. Jim was so cute when he tried to be macho.

Rachel climbed up into her shiny new Range Rover. Jim had surprised her with it six months ago on the morning of her last blackbelt test. Unfortunately, her “graduation gift” had been a tad premature, as she’d failed her test. But Rachel was sure she’d pass this time.

Rachel buzzed the window down and said, “I’ll call you when I get to the karate center.”

“Good luck!” Jim said.

“Thanks!” Rachel called as she backed out of their cobblestone driveway.

A couple hours later, as Rachel was weaving her way through East Los Angeles on interstate 5, just a few exits away from the karate center, her car suddenly started to sputter and hesitate. Thinking she was running out of gas, Rachel’s eyes shot down to the fuel gauge. But the gauge was reading half a tank. As Rachel looked down at the instrument panel, she noticed a little red light flashing rapidly, as if trying to stress the seriousness of the situation.

“Shit,” Rachel muttered, quickly looking over her left shoulder, her thick, brown ponytail whipping around as she checked her blind spot. Rachel wrenched the wheel to the left, careening across two lanes of traffic, trying to make it to the next exit as her car lurched and hesitated, barely making it to the off-ramp as horns blared behind her.

“Sorryyyyy,” Rachel said, raising a hand to the irate drivers in her rearview mirror.

When Rachel got off the freeway, she looked around for a gas station as the car idled roughly. Not seeing one, she drove around, scanning the unfamiliar streets for a service station, turning right here, then left there, going up one street, then down another as her car lurched and vibrated. But she couldn’t find a gas station anywhere. After just a few minutes of searching, she was all turned around and hopelessly lost, not even sure how to get back to the freeway now.

Rachel pulled over and dug her cell phone out of her purse. But when she looked at the screen, she saw that there was no service, not even a single bar. “Shit,” she muttered, setting her useless phone into a shallow depression in the center console.

Rachel started driving again, searching for anything that even remotely resembled a gas station. As she limped her sputtering car through a no-man’s land of liquor stores, pawn shops, and rundown strip malls, Rachel suddenly realized that there was no one on the streets. They were completely empty. There were no cars on the road, no people coming out of stores, no nothing. The whole area seemed to be deserted. Rachel looked down at the digital clock on the dash. It was almost ten in the morning. Where was everybody, she wondered. She felt like she was driving through some sort of post-apocalyptic ghost town as cars stood motionless and random bits of trash blew forlornly across the empty streets.

As Rachel continued on, still looking for a gas station, she entered a residential area. But as she crawled down the street at seven miles per hour, her car started to shake violently. Rachel looked down at the gauges with big, terrified eyes, sure that the engine was about to explode. Then she heard a loud squeal coming from the engine compartment. Rachel gripped the steering wheel, bracing herself for the explosion. But, instead of blowing up, the engine simply quit.

Rachel coasted forward, cranking hard on the steering wheel as she tried to get over to the curb, grunting with the effort of maneuvering the big SUV without the assistance of power steering. Her car came gently to a stop as the right, front tire lightly kissed the curb, the back half of her Range Rover sticking halfway out into the street between two parallel-parked cars.

“Fuck,” Rachel muttered. Why did this have to happen today of all days. Now she’d never make it to her blackbelt test on time.

Rachel knew this was a bad part of town, an area where a woman didn’t want to be stranded without a phone. Especially a white woman. She also knew that the karate center was nearby. But she’d taken the wrong exit and had no idea how to get there from here. 

Rachel peered out the window, her eyes wide as she surveyed her surroundings. The area was the polar opposite of her little beachside community up the coast. This was the kind of neighborhood she’d seen in movies—gang movies. The term “hood” came to mind, sending a shiver of fear up her spine. She was lost in “the hood”, and had no idea how to get out.

Rachel looked around. The street was lined on both sides with plain, unadorned apartment buildings, each one just a large stucco box, divided into smaller boxes, each of those assigned a letter or a number to distinguish it from the others. Rachel twisted around in her seat and looked in the other direction. It was more of the same, just more nondescript apartment complexes painted in various earth tone colors, many of them sporting thick, black security bars on the lower windows.

Rachel looked down at the car next to her door. It was a faded brown Cadillac, not so much parked as abandoned. Its windows were busted out, and weeds were growing up through the cracked asphalt around the nearly flat tires.

As Rachel looked up from the abandoned Cadillac, she noticed that even here in this residential area, there wasn’t a soul in sight. It was deathly quiet and completely devoid of human activity. Where was everybody, she wondered as she looked up and down the deserted street.

Despite the eerie quiet, Rachel’s pulse started to race as she imagined roving gangs of young black men roaming the streets like packs of hungry wolves in search of easy prey. Prey like her—a pretty, young woman in a broken-down car. It was only a matter of time before one of the packs came around the corner and saw her disabled car. How could they miss it? Her expensive SUV was sticking out like a sore thumb between the abandoned Cadillac and a heavily accessorized Honda Civic. She might as well have a big neon sign on her roof flashing—Hey! I’m rich. Please rob me!

Rachel looked down at what she was wearing. It was her best Gi, the same glorified, white pajamas that most karate students wear. What she needed was a suit of armor and a chastity belt. It was true that she knew karate, but not well enough to keep five or six street thugs from dragging her into the backseat and ripping her clothes off. She wasn’t Bruce Lee. She was just a soccer mom who did karate to stay in shape. She was in shape, her body tone and trim after five years of karate. But a tone body wouldn’t be enough to fend off a bunch of strong, young black men.

Rachel thought about all the rumors she’d heard about black men—their voracious sexual appetite and amazing stamina. She’d heard that some black men could go for hours, able to drive a woman to the brink of madness as they made her cum again and again and again. And of course, she’d heard the rumors of their legendary size. Rachel shuddered as she pictured a gang of hugely-endowed black men taking turns with her in the backseat.

Forcing the image out of her mind, Rachel looked around the empty street again, wondering if she should strike out on foot or lock all the doors and stay put. But as she tried to decide, a man suddenly appeared, coming out of the apartment complex directly in front of her car. It was the first person she’d seen since getting off the freeway. The man raised a hand as he started toward her car.

Rachel looked around at her windows, making sure they were closed as she hit a button on her armrest to lock all the doors. Then she looked out at the approaching black man warily, watching him as if she was at the wild animal park and a dangerous predator was padding up to her car. Rachel kept her nervous eyes on the man, instinctively clamping her thighs together as he got closer to the car.

When the man got to the passenger-side window, he smiled in at her and made a circular motion with his hand, indicating that she should roll the window down. Rachel hesitated, studying him through the glass for a long moment before pressing another button on her armrest. She held the button down until the passenger side window was cracked open an inch or so. 

The man looked in through the narrow crack and said, “I have a phone if you need to call a tow truck, Miss.”

Rachel looked at the man for a moment, then said, “Uhhhh . . .”

As Rachel hesitated, she leaned forward to check her phone again. But as she bent forward to check if she had a signal, Rachel didn’t notice her loose-fitting karate blouse fall open a little, unaware that she was exposing the soft swell of her left breast to the man at the window.

Seeing that she still had no signal, Rachel sat back in her seat again. She looked around at the deserted street, not sure what to do. She really didn’t want to strike out on her own in this neighborhood, especially since she had no idea which way to go. Rachel looked across the front passenger seat at the man. He was still waiting patiently. Rachel studied him for a moment. He was a light-skinned black man, maybe six feet tall. He was wearing some sort of work uniform, his brown work shirt matching his slacks, like he might be a maintenance man, or a mechanic. But his expression was open and friendly, and he didn’t seem dangerous.

After a long moment of indecision, Rachel finally gave the man a big, relieved smile. “Thank you so much. I don’t know what happened. It just stopped,” she said, looking down at the dead gauges and the small, red light shaped like a tiny car engine.

A minute later, Rachel was climbing down out of her car and bleeping the alarm with the key fob. She came around the front of her Range Rover and extended her hand to the man. “Hi. I’m Rachel Blake,” she said, giving him a big, appreciative smile.

“Nice to meet you,” the man said, taking her hand, but not offering his name.

“Thank you so much,” Rachel said as they started toward the apartment complex. “I wasn’t sure what to do. I’m completely turned around.”

“No problem,” the good Samaritan said as he led the way, Rachel following behind in her bright-white Gi and new tennis shoes. She’d bought the shoes special for her blackbelt test. Rachel looked around at the deserted street as the man led her over to a security gate. She felt rather self-conscious in her karate outfit. It was like a dream she’d once had, where she was at a fancy dinner party and suddenly realized that all she had on was her underwear.

The good Samaritan led Rachel over to the tall, spiked security gate and opened it for her. As he followed her into the courtyard, the thick, black gate swung shut behind them with a loud thwack! Rachel jumped at the startling sound, then looked back at the now locked gate.

The man continued on, leading Rachel into the small, two-story complex, a squared-off horseshoe of sixteen apartments surrounding a central courtyard. The courtyard looked as if it had once been a grassy area for children to play in. But now it was just hard-packed dirt, littered with small bits of trash and discarded beer cans.

The man looked back at Rachel and said, “I’m upstairs,” as he gestured toward the exterior concrete steps which led up to the second story apartments.

Rachel nodded as she followed along, again noting the absence of any people. She was struck by how eerily silent it was, the whole complex as quiet as a tomb.

When they got up to the man’s apartment, the good Samaritan entered first and held the door for Rachel. He smiled and waited for her to enter. But this time, there was something in the man’s smile she didn’t like. Rachel hesitated, then took a tentative step over the threshold, giving the man a little nod of thanks as she entered the dark living room.

But as soon as Rachel was inside, she knew she’d made a terrible mistake. Her heart froze when she saw the other men. There were six large black men standing in the shadows, and they were looking at her like lions looking at a wounded gazelle.

Rachel immediately turned for the door, but the good Samaritan slammed it shut and threw the bolt. Rachel reached for the lock. But before she could turn it, she felt large hands grab her from behind. She let out a cry of surprise as the hands lifted her into the air. Before she knew what was happening, she was being carried through the living room, her body twisting and bucking as they held her aloft. Rachel started to call for help, but a huge, black hand cupped her mouth, muffling her cry for assistance. Rachel’s eyes went wide when she felt another hand grip the right side of her karate blouse and yank it open, her eyes going even bigger as the man pulled her bra cup down, freeing her right breast.

As the man groped her exposed breast, Rachel continued to struggle and twist in the men’s hands, making muffled sounds of resistance as they carried her down a dark hallway. The men brought Rachel into a rear bedroom and shut the door. Before she knew it, she was stripped naked and forced onto a small bed. Rachel looked up at the men with big, terrified eyes, completely nude except for her new sneakers, a little, pink pom-pom dangling at the back of each ankle.

But the men didn’t do anything. They just looked down at her as she trembled in fear, one forearm clamped across her breasts as she guarded her vagina with her other hand. The room was dimly-lit, the only illumination being a shaft of light coming through a small gap in the closed curtains. The thin sliver of sunlight illuminated Rachel like a spotlight, her soft, white body glowing like that of a fallen angel as she tried to hide herself, her gold wedding band glittering in the shaft of light.

Rachel couldn’t believe this was really happening. It was like some kind of nightmare.

The men just looked down at her for a long few moments, their lustful eyes tracing every soft curve of her shapely body. They were looking at her as if they’d never seen a white woman before, like she was some sort a rare delicacy. And, judging from the large bulges developing in their pants, it was clear that she was a delicacy they were eager to partake of.

After taking a good long look at their prize, two of the men suddenly bent down, reaching for Rachel’s clamped-together legs. Rachel tried to keep them together, but the men were too strong. They gripped her knees and pried them apart while another man fumbled with his pants at the foot of the bed—the good Samaritan.

Rachel struggled fiercely, trying desperately to pull her legs together as two other men took hold of her wrists and pulled her hands up above her head, Rachel’s full, white breasts shifting and sliding on her chest as she struggled against the big, black men. But as Rachel fought against them, she heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being pulled down. Rachel paused her struggling to look down her naked body at the good Samaritan. Rachel gasped as he pushed his pants down, her eyes going wide with shock and disbelief when she saw the size of his penis. “Oh my God,” Rachel murmured, not believing her eyes. The man was enormous!

Rachel stared in shock and disbelief as the good Samaritan started to massage his dormant organ, unable to take her eyes off of it, momentarily forgetting about the two men holding her legs apart. As Rachel gaped at the man’s huge penis, it slowly started to fill with blood, thickening and lengthening to astounding proportions. Despite the situation, Rachel could feel her female body responding to the man’s impressive male muscle. She could feel herself getting wet. And the bigger he got, the wetter she got.

After a surprisingly short time, the good Samaritan was rock-hard. Rachel couldn’t quite believe her eyes, her heart thumping in her chest as she looked at his engorged cock, pulsing with power.

Rachel looked up from the man’s enormous erection with big, incredulous eyes. “You can’t be serious,” she said up to him.

But the good Samaritan just smiled as he shifted his eyes down to Rachel’s neat triangle of pubic hair. He must have noticed the glistening line of moisture between her soft labia, because his smile broadened.

Embarrassed by her obvious arousal, Rachel looked away, unable to meet the man’s smiling eyes.

But as Rachel broke eye contact, the man started to get up onto the end of the bed, his huge erection wagging stiffly. Knowing what he intended to do with that big thing, Rachel started to struggle fiercely as the other men tried to hold her in place. The good Samaritan came up between her held-open legs as Rachel looked down at his pulsing erection with wild, desperate eyes. It was aimed directly between her creamy white thighs. Rachel fought like a wildcat, but she couldn’t pull free of the men. They were too big and too strong. They held her in place like a white virgin in an African fertility ritual.

Rachel continued to buck and twist as the good Samaritan made his way up between her smooth white thighs, an animal heat coming into his light-brown eyes as he came over her. Rachel started to thrash wildly as he reached down for his pulsing cock. He tried to guide the huge thing into her as Rachel tried frantically to avoid it, twisting and bucking as the other men tried to hold her in place.

But after a short, intense struggle, the good Samaritan found her wet opening and made a short, stabbing motion with his hips, penetrating Rachel with just the head, like a man deflowering a virgin. Rachel’s eyes went wide at the feel of his cock. She couldn’t quite believe she actually had a black man’s penis inside her. But as she lay there in a slight state of shock, Rachel suddenly realized that she was no longer struggling. Feeling the head of his huge erection pulsing inside her, Rachel looked up at the man with imploring eyes—a woman torn. Torn between her female desires, and her desire to stay true to Jim.

After a long, agonizing moment, Rachel breathed out a disbelieving, “Oh God,” as her savior slowly pushed his big black cock deeper than Jim ever could.

By the time the good Samaritan was done with her, Rachel no longer had the strength to fight. She had tried not to climax, but it hadn’t been long before she had started to buck and scream beneath the pumping black man, cumming violently as he continued to fuck her. Rachel was still cumming when she heard the man groan and felt him fill her married vagina to over flowing, his ass flexing over and over again, until his cum was leaking past his softening penis.

When it was finally over, Rachel had lain there in a daze as pleasure chemicals flooded her brain, her arms hanging limply out to her sides as the good Samaritan pulled his dripping cock out of her.

Over the next few hours, each man took his turn with the beautiful housewife who'd fallen into their laps like a gift from heaven. After the good Samaritan, the men no longer had to hold Rachel down. As one man would pull his spent cock out of her, Rachel would just lay there with her legs spread, waiting passively for the next man to mount her, taking them one after another after another. The string of black men seemed to be endless, as if there was some hidden door somewhere, and more men were coming into the little bedroom to replace the ones who’d already had her. Rachel wasn’t sure, but it seemed like she’d been screwed by dozens of black men.

And now, the little bed was squeaking and creaking as Rachel’s breast sloshed up and down her chest, her widely spread feet hovering above the bed, the little pink pom poms jiggling with each thrust from the man on top of her. Rachel was breathing in and out through parted lips, trying not to cum again. But it was hopeless. She could feel another orgasm coming on, getting closer with each deep stab of the man’s over-sized cock. Rachel gripped the scratchy blanket, preparing herself for another climax. She’d lost count of how many times the men had made her cum, but it had to be in the double digits by now.

After a few more grunting thrusts, the men all around her smiled as Rachel went stiff again, her teeth grinding as the orgasm ran through her like an electric current. But this time, Rachel was determined not to cry out again. She wanted to deny the bastards that, at least.  So, she tried to endure the orgasm silently, her teeth mashing together as she tried not to reward the man on top of her with her cries of release. But the man seemed to realize what she was doing. Apparently wanting to hear her cries of pleasure, he started to fuck her even harder, trying to break her silence. The man fucked Rachel with such force that soon her whole body was bouncing up and down on the mattress. She took it for as long as she could, but then finally relented, letting her mouth fall open to release all the pent-up cries of pleasure she’d been trying so hard to deny the man.

When it was over, the anonymous black man withdrew with a great sigh of satisfaction, his cum oozing back out of Rachel’s now stretched-out vagina. Rachel closed her eyes, her head still spinning from the umpteenth orgasm the men had given her.

But as Rachel recovered, she felt one of the men squeeze her left shoulder. By now, Rachel was well-indoctrinated to the men’s subtle and not-so-subtle signals when it came to what they wanted. A squeeze on the shoulder usually meant the man had something he wanted to put in her mouth. A squeeze on both shoulders meant two of the men required service. This usually resulted in Rachel’s hands being full, a fat black cock flopping and swinging out of each one as a third man pumped between her legs.

Of course, the men’s signals weren’t always so subtle and polite. Sometimes, the man would simply feed his flaccid dick down into Rachel’s mouth as her breasts shifted up and down her chest. Rachel noticed that this usually happened right before she climaxed. The timing made her wonder if this was done to muffle her imminent cry of release, perhaps to keep the neighbors from realizing that a white woman was being gangbanged in apartment 2B.

Heeding the man’s non-verbal request for a blowjob, Rachel turned her head to the left and opened her mouth, not bothering to open her eyes—she’d seen enough black cocks by now to last a lifetime. But after a moment, when nothing was inserted into her waiting mouth, Rachel did open her eyes. But instead of seeing a black cock waiting to be sucked, she saw something even more disturbing. She saw Jim!

Rachel raised her head off the bed and looked over at him, thinking that her mind must be playing tricks on her. How could Jim be here? It wasn’t possible. But there he was, standing in the shadows, just watching as the next man came above her and mounted her without any preliminaries. As Rachel started to shift up and down the bed again, she looked over at Jim, unable to process what she was seeing. If he really was here, why wasn’t he helping her? Why was he just standing there, watching!?

As Rachel’s breasts sloshed up and down her chest, she felt it again—the same gentle squeeze on her shoulder.

“Honey?” Jim said softly.

And as Jim’s gentle voice floated down from above her, the man on top of her slowly faded away.

When Rachel pried her eyes open a moment later, trying to focus in the dim morning light of her bedroom, she saw Jim looking down at her.

“Honey, you were having a bad dream,” he said gently.

Rachel blinked up at him. “I was?” she said, her voice thick and groggy with sleep.

“Uh-huh.”

Rachel looked at him for a moment, still a little disoriented. The dream had seemed so real.

After a moment, Rachel brought her hands up to her face and rubbed at it. Her eyes were bleary with sleep, but her cheeks were flushed against her clear olive complexion.

As Rachel tried to wake up, Jim asked, “What were you dreaming about?”

Rachel hesitated. “Um . . . I’m not sure. Something to do with my test, I think,” she said, still rubbing at her face.

“Your blackbelt test?”

“Mm-hmm.” Rachel ran her fingers up into her thick hair, combing it back. “I dreamt that I was (a big yawn) driving down to take my test, and the car broke down.”

“Uh-huh,” Jim said. He waited for her to tell him the rest. But when she didn’t elaborate, he asked, “Then what happened?”

“Uhhh . . .” Rachel hesitated again. “I can’t remember,” she lied.

Rachel broke off eye contact, looking toward the window as morning started to dawn, an amber glow filtering in through the gauzy curtains.

Jim smiled down at her reassuringly. “Well . . . it was just a dream, sweetheart,” he said, giving her a kiss on the forehead.

Rachel nodded, giving Jim a shy smile.

As Jim held her sleepy eyes, Rachel felt his hand move beneath the covers. He found her left breast and started to fondle it gently, much more gently than the men in her dream. As Jim pushed at her warm breast under the covers, he came down and kissed Rachel, this time on the mouth. Still feeling the aftereffects of the strangely erotic dream, Rachel reciprocated, her hand going down to Jim’s groin as she kissed him back, her mouth hungry and insistent as she rubbed his soft penis through his pajama bottoms.

As they groped one another beneath the warm covers, Rachel murmured huskily, “Do we have enough time?”

Jim nodded as his lips explored Rachel’s.

Rachel pushed Jim’s pajamas down, then reached for his swelling penis, her full lips melding against Jim’s as she started to work it hard.

When Jim was erect, Rachel pulled him on top of her as she spread her legs. She reached down and guided him to her already wet opening, taking a sharp breath as he stabbed his small erection into her.

Rachel gripped Jim’s ass, pulling him as deep as she could. She held him in place for a moment, then let Jim pump. Rachel slid her hands up to Jim’s back, holding him lightly at his shoulder blades as he fucked her up on his elbows. Rachel held Jim’s eyes as she undulated beneath him, trying to match his rhythm, moving her hips up as he brought his down, the two of them working together as Rachel breathed in and out. Jim dipped down and caught the nipple of Rachel’s shifting breast in his mouth. Rachel closed her eyes, a little smile playing on her lips as he sucked her nipple.

After a few moments, Jim came down off his elbows. He lay on top of Rachel, his face nestled into her thick hair as she looked up over his shoulder. But as Jim pumped, an image from her dream forced its way into Rachel’s thoughts. She saw herself beneath a muscular black man, his taut, athletic ass rising and falling between her pale thighs. Rachel tried to force the image out of her mind. But it wouldn’t go. And as she shifted beneath Jim, another part of her shifted beneath the anonymous black man.

“That’s it, sweetie,” Rachel said as Jim pumped, trying to ignore the man from her dream.

Jim kept pumping, the bed squeaking quietly as his breath blew across Rachel’s left ear.

“Oh God, honey,” she said, feeling the vague inklings of an impending orgasm, no doubt, hastened by the images going through her mind.

But as Rachel breathed in and out, she felt Jim’s body start to tense. Knowing the signs well, Rachel knew he wouldn’t last much longer. Rachel abandoned any hope of climaxing before he did, turning her attention to Jim. “Go ‘head, sweetie,” she whispered. “It’s ok.”

But Rachel could tell Jim was still trying to last. As a long-distance runner, it wasn’t in his nature to give up. So, he kept trying. Unfortunately, Jim’s stamina as a marathon runner didn’t carry over into the bedroom. And, after another thirty seconds or so, Jim suddenly stopped pumping, his body shuddering as he let out a whimpering groan.

“That’s it, sweetie,” Rachel said gently, running her hands up and down his back in a soothing motion as he came.

When Jim was done, he went heavy on top of Rachel. She held him gently as he breathed in and out.

After a few long moments, Jim pulled his face out of Rachel’s hair and looked down at her. “Sorry,” he said, clearly embarrassed by his quick finish.

“Don’t be silly,” Rachel smiled up at him. “It’s fine.” Rachel stretched up and gave Jim a kiss. But he still looked disappointed with himself when she pulled back. “Honey,” she said, grinning. “It’s just a morning quickie. You don’t have to set any world records.”

But Jim still looked disappointed with himself. Jim had a particularly sensitive penis that could spontaneously “go off”, which it did fairly frequently. They’d tried various techniques to help him last longer, but his struggle with premature ejaculation was an ongoing problem.

Seeing Jim’s disappointment with himself, Rachel said, “Come ‘ere, you big lug,” as she pulled him down onto her. Rachel hugged Jim tight, the pressure of his upper body causing her breasts to bulge out to the sides like two water balloons.

Rachel was hugging Jim so tight that, after a few moments, he said into her hair, “Rachel . . . I can’t breathe.”

Rachel let out a little laugh, then loosened her hold on him. As Jim came up onto his elbows and looked down at her, Rachel met his eyes. “I love you,” she smiled.

“I love you too.”

Rachel held Jim’s eyes for another few moments, then said, “Ok . . . So, how many pancakes do you want?”

“Huh?” Jim said, drawing back at the non sequitur.

“How many pancakes do you want for breakfast?” Rachel grinned.

“What makes you think I want pancakes?”

Rachel gave Jim a look. “Come on, Jim. You always want pancakes after you do me in the morning.”

“I do?”

“Yes. You do,” Rachel said, arching her brows at him.

Jim seemed to think about that for a moment, then said, “You know. You’re right. I didn’t even realize it, but I do get a craving for pancakes after we—”

“After you screw my brains out before breakfast,” Rachel grinned, her brown eyes sparkling.

Jim chuckled. “I didn’t exactly screw your brains out.”

“You gave it a nice try,” Rachel said, arching her brows at him playfully.

Jim smiled.

After a moment, Jim said, “How did you know about the pancakes? I didn’t even realize it myself.”

“Honey. A wife knows everything about her husband. That’s how it works.”

Jim chuckled. “Is that so?”

“Yep,” Rachel nodded confidently.

“Ok then, smarty. What else do you know about me?”

“Is this a test?” Rachel smiled.

“Uh-huh.”

“Ok then.” Rachel thought for a moment, then said, “Well . . . I know you hate it when a waitress carries your water glass by the rim.”

“That’s an easy one,” Jim said, apparently unimpressed.

Rachel thought again, then said up to Jim, “I know you were allergic to strawberries when you were a little boy. But you aren’t allergic to them anymore.”

“Yeah,” Jim nodded. “What else?”

“Let’s see . . .” Rachel said, thinking again. “I know that your right testicle is a little bigger than the left one.”

“It is not!”

“Is too!”

“What else?” Jim smiled.

Rachel thought again. “I know that you like to spy on me when I’m in the shower,” Rachel said, her eyes twinkling as she looked up at Jim.

“How did you—”

“Why do you think I take so many showers?” Rachel grinned.

Jim laughed, clearly impressed. “Boy, you really do know me, don’t you?”

“Like I said, sweetie . . . A wife knows everything about her husband.”

Jim came down and gave Rachel a kiss.

When he pulled back, Rachel said, “Speaking of showers . . .” She looked over at the clock on her nightstand. “You better get in there if you’re gonna have time for pancakes.”

When Jim groaned and didn’t move, Rachel gave him a little swat on the bottom. “Come on. Get in the shower. I’ll have your pancakes ready by the time you come down.”

Jim grumbled a little more, then reluctantly rolled off of Rachel onto his back. He looked up at the ceiling for a moment, then dragged himself out of bed.

Rachel watched as he pulled his pajama bottoms up over his shriveled little penis. Jim’s penis really was little. It always reminded her of the ones she’d seen in renaissance paintings—paintings featuring heavily-muscled men with improbably tiny dicks. Not that Jim was muscular. On the contrary. He was built like the runner he was, long and lean. Rachel loved Jim's body. There was only one small thing she might change, if given the opportunity.

Rachel suppressed a laugh as Jim shuffled past the foot of the bed, heading for the ensuite bathroom. He looked like a little boy on his way to a dreaded first day of school. As Jim looked over at her with a forlorn expression, obviously wanting to be back under the covers with her, Rachel brought her hand out and wiggled her fingers at him.

Jim let out another little groan, causing Rachel to shake her head as she smiled at Jim’s overly dramatic exit from the bedroom.

A few minutes later, as Jim was taking a shower, Rachel lay in bed, thinking about her dream. She’d been having these kinds of dreams a lot lately—erotic dreams involving black men. She had a pretty good idea why, but she couldn't bring herself to talk to Jim about it. 

As she pondered the issue of her dreams, Rachel felt some of Jim’s semen leaking out of her. She reached over and plucked a few tissues out of a cardboard dispenser on her nightstand. She slid her hand down under the covers and cleaned between her thighs, then brought the soiled tissues out and balled them up. She dropped them onto her nightstand, where they landed quietly between a paperback novel and a squat, rectangular alarm clock.

Seeing that it was almost 7:30, Rachel began going through a mental checklist of the things she needed to do before starting Jim’s pancakes. Sometimes Rachel thought of herself as the commander of a tiny squad of just three men, two of whom were only four feet tall and sleeping in bunk beds downstairs. There were a number of tasks she needed to perform each morning to get her little troop out the door on time, each of her men having his own particular needs and requirements. Rachel had just satisfied Jim’s most pressing need. She smiled as she mentally ticked that item off her list. Now it was time to take care of the second item—waking the boys and getting them out of bed. Rachel groaned. Oddly enough, this second task would, no doubt, take quite a bit longer than the one she’d just finished with Jim. 

After a few more minutes of procrastination, Rachel huffed and threw the covers off, dragging herself out of bed to go wake the kids.


2. Confessions of a Housewife

Later that morning, after she got back from dropping the boys off at school, Rachel puttered around the house for a while, straightening up and getting the kitchen squared away. It always looked like a bomb had gone off by the time the kids were fed and out the door.

Rachel was putting the last of the dishes in the dishwasher when Allison showed up at the kitchen window, tapping lightly and waving in through the glass. Rachel waved back and went to the back door to let her in.  She and Allison had a few sips of coffee, then headed down to the beach for a morning walk.

As they strolled along the wide walking path running along the cliffs, Rachel glanced over at Allison, hesitant to bring up the subject of her dreams, but needing to talk to somebody about them.

After stalling for a few more minutes, Rachel finally said, “Hey, Al?”

Allison looked over, brows raised.

“Um . . . Do you have sex dreams very often?” Rachel asked, looking over at her.

Allison’s brows rose a little higher at the unexpected question. “Uhhh . . .” She thought for a moment. “I wouldn’t say often. Once in a while, I guess.” She studied Rachel. “Why? You been having a lot of sex dreams?”

“Yeah. Lately I have been,” Rachel said, feeling slightly embarrassed.

“Huh,” Allison said as they continued to stroll along.

After a few moments, Rachel gave Allison a sidelong glance and said, “The weird thing is . . .” Rachel hesitated, then said, “Um . . . most of my dreams involve black men.”

Allison stopped dead in her tracks, looking over at Rachel. “Really?”

“Uh-huh,” Rachel said, the two of them standing in the middle of the walking path as a man with an Irish Setter passed around them nodding good morning. Rachel and Allison smiled their greeting and waited as he passed. Then Rachel laced her arm through Allison’s and started walking again.

Keeping her friend close, Rachel said in a quiet voice, “Last night, I dreamt I got . . .” Rachel looked behind them. “I dreamt I got gangbanged by a bunch of black guys.”

“Really!?” Allison said, stopping again, staring bug-eyed at Rachel.

“Allison. Stop doing that. Just keep walking,” Rachel said, tugging her along.

“Sorry,” Allison said, letting herself be pulled along.

After a few moments, Allison asked, “How long has this been going on?”

“About a month.”

Allison nodded. She seemed to think for a few moments as they strolled along arm in arm. Then she said, “Well . . . I wouldn’t worry about it. It’s not against the law to have sex dreams about black men.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m just getting a little concerned.” Rachel brought her head close to Allison’s and whispered, “This morning, Jim woke me up in the middle of the gangbang dream. Apparently, I was moaning so loud that he thought I was having a nightmare.”

Allison broke out laughing.

“Allison,” Rachel said, giving her friend a little scowl. “It’s not funny.”

“Sorry,” Allison said, obviously trying to stifle a smile. “Did you tell Jim what you were dreaming about?”

“No. Of course not. He’s very sensitive. Especially when it comes to his . . .” Rachel looked down at the front of her shorts to indicate Jim’s penis. “I can’t tell him I’m dreaming about getting gangbanged by a bunch of well-endowed black guys. Who knows how he’d react.”

Allison nodded empathetically. “Yeah. I see what you mean. Men are pretty sensitive when it comes to their penis."

“Yeah. And Jim’s especially sensitive,” Rachel said. “I told you how small he is. He’s really self-conscious about it. He’s always ordering stuff off the internet, trying to make himself bigger for me. You should see some of the contraptions that come in the mail.”

“Did he try one of those pump things?” Allison asked. “I hear that works.”

“It doesn’t,” Rachel said flatly. “Jim tried it.”

“Oh,” Allison said, looking a little disappointed.

“I keep telling him it’s not important, but he doesn’t believe me.”

Allison gave Rachel a look, as if she didn’t believe her either.

When Rachel saw Allison’s dubious expression, she said, “Ok, ok. Sure, I wouldn’t mind a couple extra inches, but Jim doesn’t need to know that.”

“Yeah. A couple extra inches never hurts,” Allison agreed. But then she added with a smile, “Well . . . I guess it might hurt a little. At least at first.”

The two women tucked in tight, laughing conspiratorially as they strolled along.

After a few minutes, Allison asked, "So . . . the men in your dreams . . . they’re pretty well-endowed?”

“Oh, yeah,” Rachel said, arching her brows high. “They’re well-endowed, alright.”

Allison nodded. “Well . . . like I said. It’s not a crime. They’re just dreams.”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

They strolled along without saying much, just enjoying the ocean breeze as the seagulls glided past, riding the updraft coming off the sandstone cliffs. It was a perfect California day, the air cool and clear as it came in off the ocean.

After a while, Rachel stopped and said, “But you know what’s weird?”

“What?”

“I’m hesitant to talk to Jim about these dreams. But at the same time, I sometimes wonder if he might find it . . . I don’t know, kind of a turn on.”

“A turn on?”

“Yeah,” Rachel whispered, their faces close as the occasional person walked or jogged past. “I’m not sure, but sometimes I get the feeling that Jim finds the idea exciting.”

“What idea?”

“You know, the idea of a white woman having sex with a black man.”

“What makes you think that?”

“I don’t know. I just get that feeling sometimes.” Rachel thought for a moment. “Well, for example, our UPS guy is black, right.”

“Uh-huh,” Allison nodded.

“The guy is super nice. And he's always chatting me up when he delivers a manuscript. I think he might have a little crush on me.”

“Oh, really,” Allison said, smiling.

“Stop it, Allison,” Rachel scolded. “Anyway, Jim knows the guy likes to flirt with me. So sometimes I like to tease him about it. I’ll say stuff like, boy, that UPS guy sure has a nice package. Stuff like that. You know, just to play around.”

Allison let out a little laugh.

“That's true, by the way,” Rachel whispered. “You know, about his package. You should see the bulge on this guy.”

"Really?" Allison said, looking more interested.

“Oh, yeah. My God, Al,” Rachel whispered. “This man is packing some serious meat down there. I kid you not.”

Allison grinned.

"Anyway," Rachel said. “Getting back to my point. Jim knows I’m just messing with him. But I’ve noticed that whenever I tease him about the UPS guy, he seems to get kind of . . . you know, excited. Like it sort of turns him on.”

“Huh,” Allison said.

“And if I do it around bedtime, Jim almost always wants to make love,” Rachel said quietly. “I mean, it’s to the point where if I’m in the mood, all I have to do is tease Jim about the UPS guy, and he’s guaranteed to be all over me when we go to bed!”

“Huh,” Alison said again.

After a moment, Rachel weaved her arm back into Allison’s and they started strolling along again.

A few minutes later, Allison looked over and said, “You know, it’s funny you should say that about Jim. I was reading somewhere that a lot of white men actually fantasize about their wife having sex with a black guy.”

“Really?” Rachel said, looking over at her.

“Yeah. Apparently, it’s a pretty common fantasy for white men.”

“Huh,” Rachel said, thinking. “Do you think Jim fantasizes about me having sex with the UPS guy?”

“Maybe,” Allison shrugged. “It’s hard to say. Men are complicated creatures.”

“You can say that again.”

“Oh! Hey, speaking of black guys!” Allison said, stopping abruptly, her eyes going wide as she looked over at Rachel. “I can’t believe I forgot to tell you! You’ll never guess what I saw the other day!”

✽✽✽

When Rachel got back to the house, she still couldn’t quite believe what Allison had seen. Brooke Fairchild, Rachel thought to herself. It just wasn’t possible. But she didn’t have time to check it out now. She needed to get some work done before her workout.

Rachel worked as a freelance editor for various clients around the country. After graduating from Stanford with an English degree, Rachel had tried her hand at writing. But after a few years, and a few hundred rejection letters, she was forced to admit that she was a much better editor than a novelist. So, Rachel worked a few days a week, editing other people’s novels. Not because they needed the money, but because she loved stories, and she was good at it.

Rachel trotted up the stairs to her office. Her “office” was just a small bedroom on the second floor. It consisted of an old, wooden desk and a comfy reading chair she’d found at a second-hand furniture shop. The only other significant piece of furniture in her tiny workspace was a tall, metal file cabinet where she kept client manuscripts.

Rachel went over to a stack of unread manuscripts sitting on the floor next to her desk. She pulled several off the stack, looking for the one from the woman in Atlanta, a prospective client who had sent her first novel to Rachel, hoping she’d sign on as editor. Rachel had been promising to read the book for a week now.

Rachel found the woman’s printed manuscript in the middle of the stack and riffled through it to get a sense of how long it would take to read. It was a pretty short novel, and Rachel figured she could get through it in a couple hours.

Rachel straightened back up, then pulled her trusty, felt-tipped pen out of a coffee cup on her desk. She stepped over to the overstuffed chair by the window and plopped down into it. Rachel angled sideways in the chair, letting her calves hang over the thickly padded armrest, her red marker at the ready as she turned to the first page. It read, “Dark Journey” by Abigail Roberts. Rachel started to read.

A couple hours later, Rachel’s brows were arched high as she laid the manuscript on her lap and took a breath, a little shocked by the steamy story she’d just read. Her face felt flushed and there was an undeniable heat between her thighs. Ms. Roberts had told her that the book was a romance. But there was no way this book would ever be allowed in the romance section of the local Barnes and Noble. It was clearly erotica, serious erotica.

After thinking about it for a few minutes, Rachel went over to her desk and opened her laptop. She shot an email off to the author. She complimented Ms. Roberts on her writing ability, but declined the assignment, sighting the specialized nature of the book, which she felt would be more properly categorized as interracial erotica. Rachel referred the author to another editor she knew, a man who worked primarily with erotic fiction. Rachel wished the woman all the best, then launched the email into the ether.

After sending the email, Rachel looked over at the manuscript, eyeing it like a woman on a diet eyeing a quart of Haagen-Dazs. She had the strong urge to pick it up again. But she resisted. Instead, Rachel tried to put the steamy novel out of her mind as she caught up on some emails, then ordered more printer ink online.

But when she had nothing left to do until her workout, Rachel finally gave in to temptation. She picked up the manuscript and went back over to her comfy chair, turning to a scene that she had found particularly arousing. It involved the pretty wife of a Christian missionary and two, hugely-endowed African warriors. The two warriors were using their “spears” on the clergyman’s young wife as he taught Sunday school to the village children.

After reading for a while, Rachel forced herself to put the manuscript back down. She didn’t want to get too involved and miss her workout. She flipped the manuscript closed, then went over to her cluttered desk and slid it under some papers, not unlike a teenage boy hiding a Playboy magazine under his mattress.

With the spicy story stashed away for later, Rachel went down the hall to her bedroom to change for her daily workout. She pushed her walking shorts down and kicked them off, then let her blouse slide off her shoulders to the floor. She pulled her hair into a fat ponytail, securing it with an elastic band. Then she wiggled into a pair of tight spandex shorts that barely covered her ass. She would never think of wearing the skimpy shorts out in public, but they were perfect for her backyard workout, because they were short and stretchy, allowing her to do her kicks unrestricted. Rachel took her bra off and tossed it onto the bed, exchanging it for a black sports top. She pulled the top down over her ample breasts, the clingy, elastic sports bra doing double duty as both a top and a supportive bra, holding her full breasts snugly in place during her workout. 

Rachel trotted down the stairs and out the kitchen door. She made her way across their small deck and hopped down onto the grass. She went to her usual spot in the middle of the yard and did some light stretches. When she was loosened up, she began her workout proper. 

Rachel didn’t do a typical gym-style workout. There were no barbells or stretchy elastic gizmos. She’d been taking karate for the last several years, and her workouts were geared toward that hobby. Rachel started with her side-kicks, doing a hundred. Then she moved on to front-kicks, doing a hundred of those. From there, she practiced a variety of other hand and foot strikes, along with some specific movements and routines that she would need to demonstrate during her blackbelt test. She paid close attention to her form, knowing that the panel of judges would be looking for the tiniest error, something she’d learned after her first two failed attempts at a blackbelt.

An hour later, Rachel was bent over at the waist with her hands on her knees, breathing in and out as small beads of sweat ran down the graceful slope of her nose. The sun was warm on her back, but the cool breeze coming off the ocean mitigated the sun’s intensity. It was quiet in her backyard, the leaves of the neighbor’s walnut tree rustling gently as she caught her breath.

When Rachel’s breathing was back to normal, she straightened up. She stood there, just listening to the distant sound of the breakers as the wind chimes on the deck tinkled lightly in the breeze. Rachel always felt good after her afternoon workout, the endorphins creating a sense of calm in her.

Knowing she had some time before she had to pick up the boys, Rachel went over to the deck and grabbed one of the kid’s beach towels. She walked back into the grass and spread the towel out. She was about to lay down and relax for a while, when she had a thought. Rachel turned and looked up at the second story windows of the house next-door. The blinds were closed, which meant Rick, an unmarried consultant of some kind, was on another business trip. Rachel looked over at the house on the other side of her yard. It was a single-story house with no view into her backyard. She could hear the little girl who lived next-door playing behind the tall fence separating their yards. Finally, Rachel looked toward the alley. Knowing that a person would have to be riding a large horse to see over her back fence, Rachel felt pretty sure she had enough privacy to do what she had in mind.

Rachel peeled her sports bra up and off, her breasts bouncing slightly as they were freed from the tight-fitting top. She breathed a sigh of relief, as if it was the late 1800’s and she’d just removed a tight corset at the end of a long day. She dropped to her knees on the towel, then went onto her back. Rachel took a deep breath and blew it out, basking in the warmth of the sun as the cool ocean air washed over her overheated breasts, caressing her softly swelling nipples. Rachel let her arms relax at her sides as she let out a long sigh of contentment, enjoying the calm before the storm. It was nice to have this time to herself before she had to battle through the congestion of parent vehicles in front of the elementary school.

Rachel squinted up at the sky, following the slow movement of a small cluster of wispy clouds, her eyelids growing heavy as she watched them meander off to the east. Rachel’s eyes eased closed as her body went heavy and still, the dopamine from her workout kicking in like a mild sedative. As her eyes closed, Rachel listened to the sounds of her little neighborhood—birds chirping in the walnut tree; the little girl playing next-door; a far-off passenger jet heading out over the ocean. After a minute or so, the sounds all faded away as Rachel drifted off.

Twenty minutes later, Rachel was startled awake by the sharp crack of breaking branches and the roar of a powerful engine, jolting her out of yet another erotic dream involving black men. This dream had obviously been influenced by the manuscript she’d just read. She’d been pulled abruptly out of her dream just as a band of African warriors had cornered her in some deep, dark jungle. Rachel shot up into a sitting position, her heart still racing. She could still see the African men standing all around her, their loin cloths ratcheting up with their erections.

As the dream faded, Rachel looked toward the sound that had woken her. Over her neighbor’s back fence, she could see a huge brown utility truck burrowing its way down the narrow alley, the blunt nose of the dark-brown truck forcing its way through the thick, overgrown vegetation and small tree branches that lined the alleyway. The truck was the kind with a man-sized bucket attached to a hydraulic arm. Rachel would occasionally see these trucks behind her house when the utilities needed attention. The bucket was folded down, but was still visible above her neighbor’s fence as the truck came toward her backyard.

When the utility truck got behind her house, it suddenly stopped, hissing-out a loud blast of compressed air from the pneumatic brakes. The harsh sound caused Rachel to pop up onto her feet and wrap her arms over her breasts. She heard the hollow, tinny sound of two truck doors slamming shut, then heard two male voices coming from the alley. Rachel quickly bent down and grabbed her top off the grass. Holding it against her chest, she sprinted across the lawn and leapt up onto the deck, heading for the back door. When Rachel got inside, she hid behind the doorjamb, still holding her top against her breasts as she breathed in and out.

Rachel peeked out through the glass panes in the door. The truck was still there, but nothing was happening. It was just sitting there with the bucket folded down.  After waiting for a few moments, Rachel relaxed. She tossed her top onto the dining room table and walked into the kitchen to get a drink of water. She got a glass out of the cupboard and came back over to the sink. She filled the glass under the tap, then gulped down most of it as she stood topless in front of the sink. After setting the glass aside, Rachel bent low and looked out the window above the sink as she supported her breasts with her hand and forearm. Rachel looked up at the utility pole, but she didn’t see any hanging wires or tree branches that might need to be cut. She looked back down at the man-sized bucket. It was still sitting motionless on top of the truck, like a small animal riding atop a larger one.

Rachel waited for a minute to see if anything was going to happen. But when nothing did, she lost interest. Rachel walked back into the dining room, hooking her sports top with her index finger on her way to the staircase. She trotted up the stairs, her bare breasts bouncing abruptly with each hop to the next step.

Once upstairs, Rachel strode into her bedroom and made an immediate right into the master bathroom. She wiggled out of her tight shorts, then kicked off her tennis shoes and got into the shower.

Ten minutes later, Rachel was standing naked in front of the bathroom mirror, blow-drying her hair. When her hair was dry, she stepped over to the bathroom window. She separated two of the vinyl slats of the horizontal blinds and peered out through the narrow slit. There was a man in an orange hardhat working on the pole behind her house. Rachel stood naked behind the blinds, watching him for a few moments. He was an older man, a little soft around the middle, his tool belt weighed down with heavy-looking pliers and cutters and some kind of meter with wires and alligator clips. The man was fiddling with some wires inside a metal box attached to the pole. Rachel thought he looked tired, like he’d had a long day.

After watching him for a few minutes, Rachel let the blinds snap shut and headed into the bedroom. With all the curtains closed, she walked over to her dresser naked, knowing the utility man couldn’t see her. Or at least, he couldn’t see her clearly.

Rachel’s bedroom curtains weren’t exactly black-out curtains. They were light and gauzy, letting the sun filter through. So, though it wasn’t as if she was walking around in full view of the man. There was a pretty good chance he could see her shadowy outline should he look in her direction. The truth was, Rachel had strong exhibitionist tendencies. And, though she would never admit it, the idea that the utility man might look over and notice her curvy silhouette gave her a little thrill.

Rachel had caught the exhibitionist bug years ago, as a blossoming high school junior. She’d been a star swimmer in school. And during her afternoon practices, she would often feel the furtive looks of the boys on the swim team as she pushed herself out of the pool in her skin-tight Speedo, her womanly breasts and trim, adolescent waist clearly outlined by the clinging material of her swimsuit. Sensing that the boys were looking at her, Rachel would often take her time drying herself off at the edge of the pool, running the towel over her firm, young breasts more than was really necessary, then bending low at the waist to run the towel down her long, tan legs as she pointed her ass back at the boys. By the time she got into the locker room, Rachel would often be flushed with excitement, sometimes even hurrying in to the restroom to quickly masturbate before getting dressed.

These days, Rachel rarely indulged her fetish for mild exhibitionism. But, knowing that the man outside her window would be able to see her womanly silhouette behind the thin curtains, she figured today would be a good opportunity to do so.

First, Rachel strode here and there in her bedroom at a hurried pace, as if she was running late for an appointment. She did this for two reasons. Firstly, to get the man’s attention. And secondly, to accentuate the bounce and sway of her nicely-proportioned breasts. As Rachel strode here and there without a stich of clothing, she felt that delicious thrill, the thrill of exposing herself to a stranger.

When she felt she’d probably caught the man’s eye, Rachel strode over to the dresser, which, as luck would have it, was directly in front of the window. Rachel pulled Jim’s underwear drawer open and bent forward pretending to look for something, her breasts hanging down and swinging gently as she pushed Jim’s jockey shorts around. After pushing Jim’s underpants around for a few long moments, Rachel straightened back up, facing the window as she planted her hands on her hips and stood there looking down at the dresser—a woman trying to remember where she’d put something.

After a moment, as if suddenly “remembering”, Rachel turned and hurried over to the foot of the bed, bending low at the waist as she looked under it, her shapely bottom conveniently pointed back at the utility man. As she gave the man a nice long look at her ass, she noticed that her favorite canvas sneakers were actually under the bed. She pulled them out.

Rachel straightened up and went back over to the dresser, this time opening her underwear drawer. As she pulled a pair of panties out of the drawer, Rachel sneaked a quick peek through the light fabric of her curtains, feeling a jolt of excitement when she saw that the man had stopped working, and was now looking in her direction.

With butterflies fluttering in her stomach, Rachel pretended to be unaware of the man’s gaze as she stepped into her panties, again bending low to show off her hanging breasts. Rachel pulled her underwear up, very much exaggerating the required wiggle necessary to get them over her womanly hips. With her panties on and her heart pounding, Rachel reached back into her underwear drawer and pulled out a bra. Turning sideways to the window, Rachel bent forward slightly to feed her breasts down into the cups, then straightened back up, puffing her chest out as she reached back between her shoulder blades to fastened the clasp, thus treating the utility worker to a nice side view of her curvy silhouette.

A few minutes later, Rachel was fully dressed and tying her shoes, her heart pounding in her chest. She synched her laces and headed for the bedroom door. But as she did, Rachel glanced in the direction of the utility pole and thought, bye, bye, Mr. Utility Man. Have a wonderful day.

Rachel was beaming and slightly flushed as she came clamoring down the stairs. The little show she’d put on for the cable guy had infused her with a surge of energy.  But when she strode into the living room and looked at the clock on the mantle, she muttered, “Shit.” She was running late!

Rachel rushed into the kid’s room and grabbed two book bags out of their closet. She crammed each bookbag full of fresh underwear and a set of clothes, then hurried into the downstairs bathroom to collect their toothbrushes. She shoved each of the boy’s toothbrushes into a side pocket of their respective book bag, then hurried back into the living room. Rachel grabbed her purse and headed for the door. Lugging the two book bags over one shoulder, Rachel rushed across the front yard and threw them into the back of the Range Rover, then hopped in, the big engine vrooming to life as she turned the key.

A moment later, Rachel’s car was bouncing over the curb as she backed into the street and whipped the wheel to the right, pointing her big SUV in the direction of the elementary school. Rachel looked at the clock on the dash, then mashed down on the accelerator, figuring if she rolled through all the stop signs, she just might make it on time.

Exactly twelve minutes and twenty-eight seconds later, Rachel rolled up behind a long line of cars, arriving seven minutes and twenty-eight seconds late. “Fuck,” she muttered, chirping to a stop behind a queue of expensive sedans and SUVs. As the next day was a school holiday, she had given the boys permission to go on a sleepover. She’d arranged to drop them off at Todd’s house in less than ten minutes, but there was no way she was going to make it now. She just had to prance around for the cable guy, she thought, kicking herself mentally for her little reverse striptease.

Rachel waited impatiently behind a long line of other soccer moms and work-from-home dads, watching jealously as each child was ushered to a waiting car by a well-meaning member of the school staff armed with a clipboard and a list of names. Oh, how she longed for the days when there wasn’t a pedophile on every street corner, and kids could walk home from school. 

Rachel inched forward at a maddeningly slow pace as she drummed her fingers impatiently on the steering wheel, her eyes flicking over to the clock on the dash. She hated being late. It was impolite and, short of a death in the family, inexcusable, as far as she was concerned.

But eventually, Rachel made her way up to a friendly woman with her own clipboard. Rachel buzzed the passenger-side window down and called with a note of urgency, “Hi! Rachel Blake for Henry and Kyle Blake!” 

The woman scanned down her list of authorized adults, then cleared the waiting boys to get into Rachel’s car. “Have a good weekend, boys,” she said, as they climbed into the backseat.

“Thanks!” Rachel called out the window as the boys buckled themselves in. Rachel looked for darting children, then pulled slowly away from the throng.

Naturally, as soon as they were underway, Henry and Kyle had their phones out and were texting. Rachel sighed as she looked back at them in the rearview mirror. All she could see was the top of their pointy heads as they looked down at their screens, their little thumbs a blur as they typed away with amazing speed and dexterity.

“Helloooo!” Rachel called back. “What? . . . No hi, mom?”

Both of the boys looked up just long enough to sing out in unison, “Hi, mom!” Then they went right back to what they were doing.

Rachel sighed, then gave the boys a dirty look in the rearview mirror before putting her attention back on the road and pointing the car in the general direction of home. 


3. A Big Surprise in the Locker Room

As Rachel drove the kids to their sleepover, she occupied herself by thinking about her upcoming blackbelt test. This would be her third try at a blackbelt. It wasn’t uncommon to test more than once for your blackbelt, but it certainly wasn't what Rachel was used to. She’d always excelled at everything she attempted, aside from writing, of course.

Growing up, she’d been the classic over-achiever, Little Miss Perfect. Rachel could count on one hand the number of times she’d gotten less than an ‘A’ in a class. Even some of the guys in her dojo started calling her Little Miss Perfect. The nickname had come from her sheer stubbornness. In karate class, she was known for her unwillingness to accept anything less than perfection. Whenever she was trying to learn a new kata, she would go through the steps again and again and again, until she could perform the series of choreographed movements flawlessly. Thus, she became known as “Little Miss Perfect.”

But Rachel didn’t mind the nickname. Being raised by a surgeon father and a stay-at-home mom in an affluent section of Connecticut had instilled in her the desire to be “perfect” at whatever she attempted. And she usually achieved that desire. But she couldn’t seem to get over this last hurdle in her karate training. If she didn’t pass her blackbelt test this time, it would be a serious blow to her ego.

So, in an effort to maintain her status as “Little Miss Perfect”, Rachel had been working extra hard for her third try at a blackbelt. She’d been doing her backyard practices every day. She’d been running with Jim three times a week. She’d been watching her diet and getting plenty of sleep. And, of course, she’d been working out twice a week with her instructor, Ben.

Actually, Ben was just one of her instructors. There were three trainers in her small dojo. There was Ben, her primary instructor. But then there was also Carl and Tyson. All three men were blackbelts, and more than qualified to instruct the lower ranking students. Coincidentally, not only were all three men blackbelts, all three men were also black. Which always struck Rachel as rather odd, a sort of demographic anomaly, considering that her upscale little city by the sea was heavily skewed to the white side of the spectrum. 

Of the three instructors, Rachel had chosen Ben as her primary trainer, the one who would take her up through the ranks, a blackbelt being the ultimate goal. She liked Ben the best. He was a big, quiet guy in his late-twenties. He was friendly and intelligent, but rather quiet and reserved, not given to casual chit chat after class.  Although she liked Ben, Rachel had to admit that she really didn’t know too much about him. She’d never spent time with Ben outside the gym, aside from the occasional pizza dinner with the rest of the dojo. He seemed to be one of those solitary men who didn’t like talking about himself. Of course, this only fueled her curiosity about him.

As Rachel continued on toward Todd’s house, she thought about Ben, and what had happened a month earlier, just before her dreams started. As Rachel recalled the incident, she could feel her cheeks warm. She peeked up into the rearview mirror, now glad the boys were preoccupied as she thought about what had happened that night.

It had been after one of her Friday night practices with the rest of the dojo. Rachel was sitting in the retractable wooden bleachers at the gym, scrolling through her phone, killing time while she waited for the shower to be free. The locker room at the gym was tiny, just big enough for a bank of twelve small lockers and one shower stall. The whole locker room wasn’t much bigger than her master bathroom at home. But the size of the locker room wasn’t the issue. It was the fact that there was no door. There was no door to the locker room itself, and no door for the single shower stall inside. The little neighborhood gym had been built back in the fifties, when, presumably, it had been an all-male facility. As a men-only gym, privacy had apparently been low on the members priority list. But fifty years later, it was high on Rachel's priority list. Despite her occasional fantasies to the contrary, she didn’t relish the idea of showering in full view of anyone who might be walking down the hall.

For this reason, Rachel always waited until everyone else had left for the night before going back to take a shower and change. Most of the other students in her dojo didn’t even take a shower after class, but she didn’t like coming home to Jim all sweaty and stinky.

At a certain point, Rachel had looked up from her phone and noticed the time on the big analog clock above the basketball court. She’d been so preoccupied with her phone that she hadn’t realized it was already 7:45. Rachel looked around at the deserted gymnasium, then slipped her phone into the pocket of her Gi blouse and came down the bleachers.

She made her way over to the office girl and said, “Sorry, Tiffany. I completely lost track of the time watching funny cat videos on YouTube.”

Tiffany smiled, then pulled a towel off the rack. “No problem. Better hurry though. I wanna get outta here at eight,” she said, handing Rachel a white gym towel.

“Got a hot date?”

“Elliot’s taking me miniature golfing,” the young blond smiled.

“That sounds fun. Don’t worry. I’ll be quick,” Rachel said, starting across the deserted basketball court for the door leading to the locker room.

Rachel had a long-standing arrangement with the towel girl. Tiffany would keep an eye out and make sure nobody came back while she was in the locker room. This wasn’t normally a problem since it was usually pretty close to closing time when Rachel went back to take her shower.

Rachel crossed the main gym and pushed through the big metal door leading to the locker room. As she started down the long corridor, the heavy steel door closed behind her with a loud clunk, the deep echo following Rachel up the dark hallway like a ghost.

But as Rachel got closer to the locker-room entrance, she heard something—the sound of running water. Rachel stopped and listened for a moment. It was the shower in the locker room. Rachel looked back down the hall toward the metal door, wondering if Tiffany had made a mistake and sent her back while someone was still in the locker room. But that wasn’t likely. Not this late. No one was ever here this close to closing. Rachel hesitated, wondering if she should go back and ask Tiffany about it. But after a long moment of indecision, Rachel continued toward the locker room, pretty sure someone had just left the water running.

When Rachel was within a few feet of the locker-room entrance, she took quiet, careful steps, which wasn’t difficult since she was still barefoot from class. She eased up to the doorjamb with no door, the light from the locker room illuminating a small portion of the dark hallway. Rachel slowly peaked around the doorjamb, one big, brown eye coming around the edge of the thickly painted jamb. But then her eye went wide with surprise. There was someone in the shower. It was Ben!

Fortunately, Ben was turned away from her. But she knew it was him. There were only three black men in the dojo, and she could tell by the naked man’s build that it was Ben. He was just standing there, letting a strong jet of steaming hot water hit the right side of his neck as he worked his head from side to side, as if trying to loosen a tight muscle. Rachel was surprised to see him, of all people. Ben was usually out the door at 7:00 sharp. He almost never stuck around after practice.

Rachel eased her head around the doorjamb and looked down at the wooden dressing bench. Ben’s Gi was draped over it, his jock strap sitting atop his karate clothes like a cherry on top of a sundae. Rachel was somewhat taken aback by the size of the jock strap. It was huge. She wasn’t sure if athletic supporters came in different sizes, but if they did, this one was an extra-large. The triangular section of stretchy material—the part that supported the man’s “junk”—was big enough to comfortably hold a small grapefruit!

Rachel looked from the jock strap back at Ben. Now he was tilting his head to the left as he massaged the right side of his neck, steam billowing out of the small shower stall. Rachel couldn’t resist peeking down at Ben’s ass. Not bad, she thought to herself as she looked down at Ben’s firm, round bottom.

After taking a good look at Ben’s butt, Rachel started to pull her head back, intending to go back out in the gym and wait for him to finish. But then she remembered that Tiffany wanted to close up on time tonight for her hot date. By the time Ben was done, it would be closing time. Tiffany wouldn’t want to wait around while she took a shower. Rachel didn’t see any sense in waiting around if she couldn’t take a shower anyway. She’d rather just leave now. The trouble was, her clothes and car keys were in her locker.

Rachel stuck her head back into the locker room and looked around the doorjamb at her locker. It was just around the corner, almost close enough to reach in and touch. Rachel wondered if she could just sneak in real quick and grab her stuff while Ben was facing away. Rachel looked back over at Ben. She could see that he was lathering his chest and stomach. But he wasn’t turning in the shower. He was clearly trying to keep the hot water on the right side of his neck to work out a kink or a pulled muscle. If that was the case, Ben shouldn’t be turning around until he was done showering. By then, Rachel would be speeding down the hallway with her clothes and car keys. 

Rachel couldn’t decide what to do. But as she stood there debating with herself, she suddenly remembered a childhood fantasy, one she’d forgotten years ago. As a girl, Rachel and her father would often watch old movies together on the weekend, sometimes watching two or three in a row on a lazy Sunday afternoon. Rachel remembered seeing Cary Grant for the first time on one of those lazy Sundays. In the movie, Cary Grant played a cat burglar in the south of France, John Robie, “the Cat”. Rachel remembered falling in love for the first time as she watched that gorgeous man tiptoe across the red tile roofs above the streets of Monaco.  For weeks afterward, she had fantasized about being his female counterpart. She would lie in bed at night and see herself in a tight-fitting black outfit, a mere shadow among the chimneys above Monaco. Ten-year-old Rachel would imagine herself moving silently across those red tiles to the window of some millionaire’s apartment, then, minutes later, slip out again, her drawstring bag heavy with jewels.

The memory of this childhood fantasy made Rachel smile. She looked over at her locker again. But this time, she didn’t see a dented sheet metal locker with a crappy plastic lock. She saw a Chubb wall safe made of hardened steel, its precision, three-tumbler dial just waiting to be cracked. 

Fuck it, she thought, easing one bare foot across the threshold. Rachel placed her foot lightly down on the tile. Not a roof tile, but a tile just the same. She pivoted to her right, then stepped silently to her locker in one stride. She spun the dial three times, then went through the combination, her fingers trembling with adrenaline as she turned to each number. Rachel pulled up slowly on the handle, gritting her teeth at the metal-to-metal squeak of the door latch. She shot a nervous look over at Ben. He was still turned away, but she could tell by the motion of his arms that he was lathering his groin area. Good, she thought. If that jock strap was any indication, he should be busy for a while.

Rachel looked back at her locker and eased the door open. She was in!

With the theme to Mission Impossible playing in her head, Rachel silently bundled up all her belongings and brought everything out at once, pressing her clothes and shoes and car keys to her chest, all the time praying to God that nothing fell to the floor. She did an about-face, then glanced over at Ben again, unable to resist taking another look at his nicely-shaped butt as she took the one step necessary to get back to the doorway. Rachel was giddy with excitement. She was gonna get away with it! A world class cat burglar in the making. Cary would be proud.

Rachel backed into the doorway, keeping her eyes locked on the back of Ben’s head as he lathered his face and closely cropped hair with both hands. She was standing in the threshold now. Just one more step back and she’d be in the hall. Nearly there, she thought. Stay calm. Move slowly.

But as Rachel lifted her foot to take that final step backwards, Ben suddenly started to turn. Like a bunny caught in the headlights of an oncoming car, Rachel froze, her body and mind locking up at Ben’s unexpected motion. Time seemed to stretch out as she held her breath, her eyes wide as she waited for Ben to see her, resigned to the fact that it was too late to do anything about it. Rachel focused on Ben’s head as he turned toward her, waiting for their eyes to meet, having absolutely no idea what she was going to say when he saw her standing there.

But then something miraculous happened. Their eyes didn’t meet. They didn’t meet because Ben’s eyes were closed, clamped tight against the soap suds as he aggressively lathered his face and head. Rachel let out the breath she’d been holding and thanked her lucky stars. If she’d been Catholic—and had a free hand—she would have crossed herself and kissed her crucifix.

Rachel completed the step backwards, her eyes locked on Ben's face as he soaped it vigorously. Just one step to the right and she’d be home free. It would be like she was never there—a phantom evaporating into the darkness.

But as Rachel stood there, knowing she should take that final step to the right, she couldn’t seem to make herself do it. Instead, she looked down at that extra-large jock strap again, wondering what sort of penis would require such a big one. Obviously, an extra-large penis, she reasoned.  Rachel had never even seen a large penis, let alone an extra-large one. At least, not in person. She was more than a little curious.

Rachel tried to resist, but finally gave in, letting her eyes follow the soap suds down Ben’s chest. Then she continued following the soap suds as they rippled over his subtle six pack. Rachel kept following the suds down, knowing they would lead her to what she wanted to see.

When Rachel’s eyes finally arrived at Ben's penis, they went wide with surprise and shock. She just stared, her mouth falling open as she gaped at what looked to be an eight-inch penis as thick as the big organic bananas at Trader Joes. My God, Rachel thought to herself as she watched Ben’s big, rubbery cock swing and flop in reaction to the scrubbing he was giving his face and skull, soap suds flicking off the end of his fat, whip-like dick.

Rachel looked up at Ben’s face to make sure his eyes were still closed, then quickly looked back down at his groin. As she gawked at his impressive member, Rachel couldn’t help mentally comparing it to Jim’s. There was simply no comparison. It was like comparing a Volkswagen Beatle to a big black stretch limousine. They were both cars, yes. But that's where the similarity ended. Poor Jim, Rachel thought. He must have seen similar things in locker rooms over the years. It was no wonder he was so insecure about his size.

Just then, Rachel heard the loud clunk of the metal door slamming shut. She looked down the hall and saw the towel girl heading her way. Rachel took one last look at Ben's big swinging dick, then started walking down the hall to intercept Tiffany, all of her belongings still clutched to her chest. 

When the two women met at the halfway point of the corridor, Rachel’s heart was still pounding as she said, “Um, there’s someone in there.”

“Really?” Tiffany said, seeming genuinely surprised.

“Uh-huh,” Rachel nodded as they both looked back toward the entrance to the locker room.

But as they looked down the hall, Rachel noticed her white gym towel on the floor by the locker room entrance. She’d dropped it there before going in for her stuff. “Oh. I’m sorry,” she said. “I forgot my towel.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I’ll get it,” the towel girl said, waving off Rachel’s offer with an easy smile.

Rachel was about to warn the girl not to go down there. But then, thinking that the high school senior might enjoy seeing a nicely proportioned penis, she said, “Ok. Thanks,” then turned for the metal door.

But as the pretty blond started toward the locker room, Rachel couldn’t help smiling to herself as she wondered if Tiffany was going to be late for miniature golf, once she saw the size of Ben’s “driver”.

“Mommmm!” Kyle called from the backseat, jerking Rachel from her thoughts about Ben.

“Oh shit!” Rachel exclaimed as she looked up at the fast-approaching street sign for Andreas Blvd. It was a two-lane, one-way street, and if she missed it, she’d have to loop around, taking Arthur Avenue back to Mandarin Park Lane, then creep through afternoon traffic in the shopping district to get back to Second Avenue. All that just to get back to this point, a mere five blocks from Todd’s house. Calculating all this in just a few microseconds—while factoring in the likelihood of damage to the car and whiplash injuries to the kids—Rachel swung the wheel to the right, the boys swaying to the left, little Henry straining his shoulder belt as the big SUV listed like the Titanic trying to avoid the iceberg. Rachel somehow made the turn, then spun the wheel in the opposite direction. But she over corrected, the big car fish-tailing, nearly going up on two wheels as Rachel spun the wheel in the opposite direction, trying to correct her over correction. After another less severe fish-tail, the car finally righted itself, the kids bouncing back into place as the big SUV got back on course.

When they were moving in a relatively straight line, Rachel blew out a big breath and looked up into the rearview mirror. “Everyone ok back there?” she asked anxiously.

"Yeah. We're fine," Kyle said, clearly unperturbed by the near-death experience as he looked back down at his phone. 

“Sorry, guys,” Rachel gasped, her heart still racing.

“That was fun, mom! Do it again! Do it again!" Henry called, grinning from ear to ear.

“Maybe later,” Rachel said, shaking her head as she cracked a nervous smile. “We’re running late.”

After a few blocks, Rachel made a left, then slowed to a crawl, scanning the houses. She’d only been to Todd’s house once before, and she couldn’t remember which one it was. But then Rachel saw a plump, motherly-looking woman step onto the porch of a small bungalow. The woman waved, and Rachel waved back through the windshield, then pulled up in front of the house ten minutes late.

“Sorry!” Rachel called through the buzzed-down passenger-side window.

As the woman made a dismissive gesture, indicating that it was no problem, Rachel pressed a button on her armrest to unlock the doors, and the kids jumped out, slamming the doors behind them. As they started running toward Todd’s house, Rachel shouted, “Don’t forget your backpacks!”

Rachel popped the rear compartment door, and the boys came running back for the two large book bags stuffed with clothing and toiletries. They waved goodbye to Rachel as they sprinted for the bungalow.

“Have fun!” she called after them.

As the boys bounded up onto the woman’s porch, Rachel waved goodbye to Todd’s mother and pulled away from the curb, heading for home. 


4. Brooke’s Service Call

At around six that night, Jim walked in the door and called out, “I’m home!”

Rachel smiled at the sound of Jim’s voice. She paused in the middle of chopping a red bell pepper, a gleaming, ten-inch kitchen knife hanging out of her hand as she called, “I’m in the kitchen!” 

Jim walked through the living room, glancing at the dining room table as he made his way to the kitchen. The table was already set with two plates and silverware, as well as two unlit candles in silver holders. He rounded the corner to the kitchen, following the sound of light jazz coming from a small Bluetooth speaker on the kitchen counter.

When Rachel heard Jim come around the corner, she looked over and said, “Hey!” with a big, happy grin.

“Hey,” Jim said, plopping his soft leather briefcase onto the counter. He came up behind Rachel, snuggling up against her back and putting his arms loosely around her waist as he blew out a big breath.

“Tough day?” Rachel asked, looking down at the bell pepper she was dicing.

“Yeah. I’m beat,” Jim said, sounding thoroughly worn-out.

Rachel nodded, putting on a sympathetic expression as she continued working. "So, I guess you're not gonna go for your run,” she ventured.

"No. I'm too tired."

“Good. Because dinner’s running ahead of schedule.”

"Great. I’m starving. I had to work through lunch.”

“Good,” Rachel smiled. “I want you hungry. I’m trying a new recipe.”

Jim brought a hand up and moved Rachel's hair off her right shoulder. He kissed her lightly on the side of the neck as Rachel tipped her head to the opposite side, making an “Mmmmm” sound as Jim’s lips pressed lightly against her warm skin.

“Smells good,” Jim said as he snuggled into the crook of Rachel’s neck.

“Me? Or the sauce?” Rachel asked as a red sauce simmered on the stove next to them.

“Both,” Jim said. “But I was talking about the sauce.”

Rachel smiled down at the chopping block, as happy as a swan on a summer’s day.

As Jim looked over Rachel’s shoulder watching her chop, he asked, “How was your day?”

“Great! Great day!” (chop, chop! chop!!!)

“That’s good.” Jim pulled back and looked around. “Where are the kids?” 

“They’re spending the night at Todd’s house.”

“Oh, right,” Jim said.

“We’ve got the house all to ourselves tonight,” Rachel said, looking forward to the infrequent luxury.

“Yeah. I saw the candles,” Jim said, snuggling into Rachel’s warm neck again.

“Yep,” Rachel smiled. “And I’ve got big plans for you, Mister Blake. I hope you’re not too tired.”

Jim smiled, synching his arms around Rachel’s trim waist as she pushed the chopped bell pepper off to the side and brought a cucumber onto the chopping board.

“How’d the workout go?” Jim asked, watching as she sliced the cucumber into thin disks.

“Good. Really good.” Rachel stopped slicing for a moment and said, “I mean, my form’s still not perfect. But it’s getting pretty darn close.”

Jim let go of Rachel’s waist and took a step back. He looked down at her firm, round bottom and said, “Your form looks pretty good to me.”

Rachel turned a little, smiling over her shoulder at Jim. “Thanks. But I don’t think the blackbelt panel will be judging me on the shape of my ass,” she smirked.

As Rachel turned back to her work, Jim stepped back up to her. Pressing himself against her, he whispered, “Anyone with an ass like yours deserves to be a blackbelt.”

Rachel smiled at the compliment. “I’m afraid it doesn’t’ work like that, sweetheart,” she said patiently, as if explaining something to one of the boys. “Besides, not everyone is as enamored with my bottom as you seem to be.”

“Yes, they are,” Jim whispered into the side of her neck. “They’re just too polite to say so.” He kissed Rachel again, then whispered, “Besides, it’s not just your ass I love.” Jim slid his hands up the front of Rachel’s blouse and gave her breasts a gentle squeeze.

As Jim cupped her boobs from beneath as if trying to guess their weight, Rachel looked down at his hands and said, “Jim . . . What has gotten into you today?”

“What?” Jim said.

“What’a ya mean what?” Rachel said, pausing her slicing to turn her head. “First, you screw my brains out before I even have a chance to open my eyes this morning. And now, you’re groping me like some kind of sex-crazed teenager.”

“What? A husband isn’t allowed to show his wife a little affection?”

Rachel put her knife down and twisted around in Jim’s arms to look at him. “Jim . . . did you order more of those herbal enhancement things?”

“No,” Jim said defensively. “Why?”

“Because the last time you took those, you were as horny as a bunny. I think they must put something in those pills.” Rachel turned back to the chopping block and picked up the knife. “I’ll bet it’s just Viagra, and they’re trying to pass it off as some sort of male enhancement miracle drug.”

As Rachel started slicing again, Jim said, “I don’t know what was in ‘em. But whatever it was, it didn’t do anything.”

“Honey. I keep telling you. If it sounds too good to be true, it probably is. You’re too gullible.”

“But it had a money back guarantee,” Jim countered.

“Well, I hope you got your money back,” Rachel said, smiling as she sliced another disk off the cucumber.

“Ha, ha,” Jim smirked. “Can we please talk about something else?”

Rachel let out a little laugh. “Honey, your penis is fine. You don’t need to make it bigger for me.”

Jim didn’t respond. Instead, he looked over at the other cucumber on the counter and said, “Speaking of big ones. Boy! Look at the size of that thing!”

Rachel looked over at the other large cucumber. “Yeah. Pretty impressive, huh? The lady at the farmer’s market always has the biggest ones. I don’t know how she does it. She must use some really good fertilizer or something.”

“I should say so,” Jim said, reaching around Rachel’s waist to pick up the huge vegetable.

“Hey. Leave that alone!” Rachel scolded.

Jim ignored Rachel’s reprimand, bringing the large phallic vegetable behind her.

“Jiiim,” Rachel said in a low, warning tone, pretty sure she knew what he had in mind.

And after a moment, Rachel was proven right when she felt Jim press the tip of the cucumber between her thighs. "Hey!" she said, jumping forward. "Stop that! I'm trying to work!"

Jim pulled the cucumber away, and Rachel resumed her slicing. 

But after a few moments, Rachel felt him do it again, teasing her lightly with the tip of the huge cucumber. “Jim,” she said, pausing to look back over her shoulder. “Stop that! I’m gonna cut my finger off!”

"What? I'm not doing anything," Jim said, feigning innocence.

Rachel turned forward again, smiling as she shook her head at Jim.

A few moments later, when he did it a third time, Rachel decided to play along.  As Jim gently pressed the tip of the large phallus between her thighs, Rachel spread her legs a little and said, "Boy, honey. I take it back. I think those pills really are working. You feel huge."

"I told you it wasn't a waste of money," Jim smiled as he eased the big vegetable between her thighs.

Rachel smiled. "You’re so right. Those pills were worth every cent."

Rachel spread her legs a little more and made an “Mmmmmm” sound as Jim pushed the cucumber between her thighs. She set her knife down and bent forward, resting her forearms on the counter as Jim angled the cucumber up, gently pressing the tip into the crotch of her light, cotton pants.

As Jim lightly teased her vagina with the tip of the big, phallic vegetable, Rachel turned and looked back over her shoulder. Smiling playfully back at Jim, she said, "I think maybe you took too many of those pills, honey. I don't think it's gonna fit now."

Rachel took a sharp inhalation as Jim pressed the tip of the huge cucumber against her vagina. When Rachel caught her breath, Jim smiled and said, "Only one way to find out."

But as Rachel was about to continue the bawdy banter, the sauce on the stove started to bubble rapidly, sputtering like molten lava as it erupted onto the stove top. Rachel looked over and said, “Shit!” as she moved quickly around Jim. She grabbed a kitchen towel and slid the hot skillet onto an unused burner, then quickly picked up the wooden spoon next to the stove and started stirring the sauce, checking that it hadn’t burned. Luckily, she’d caught it just in time.

After turning off the burner and stirring the sauce for a few moments, Rachel turned from the stove and gave Jim a hard look.

“What!?” he said.

Rachel gestured toward the sauce with her chin. “Look what you almost did!”

“Me!?”

“Yes. You!” Rachel looked down at the cucumber in Jim’s hand. “You distracted me with that big . . . thing of yours.” 

Rachel scowled at Jim for a moment longer, pretending to be mad at him. Then she stepped back over to the chopping board. She picked up the big kitchen knife and turned to Jim. With the tip of the knife hovering just below his chin, Rachel said, “Now, behave yourself." Rachel looked pointedly down at Jim’s crotch, then looked up again. "Don't make me cut something off you might need," she said, arching her brows high.

Rachel held Jim’s eyes in a playful threat, then turned back to the chopping board.

But as she started slicing the cucumber again, she watched out of the corner of her eye, suppressing a smile as Jim slowly returned the other cucumber to the counter. After he put it back, Rachel said, “Honey, why don’t you go upstairs and change. Dinner will be ready soon.”

“Okey doke,” Jim said, giving Rachel’s shoulders a little squeeze before heading out of the kitchen.

But as Jim was walking through the dining room, Rachel called, “I’ll just save this for later!”

When Jim turned around and looked back at her, Rachel was holding the big cucumber up, one eyebrow cocked high. “We can see if it fits,” she said, shooting Jim a crooked smile.

Jim chuckled at Rachel’s lopsided grin, then turned for the staircase.

Later, as they sat down to dinner, Jim said, “This looks great, honey.”

“Thanks. I hope it turned out ok.”

Jim scooped up a big forkful of pasta, then made an enthusiastic “Mmmmm!” sound as he chewed.

“Good?” Rachel asked, looking over, brows raised hopefully.

“Mm-hmm!” Jim nodded, his mouth still full.

“Here. Have some salad,” Rachel said, using two large spoons to place some on Jim’s side plate. She got some salad for herself, then settled in, putting her napkin on her lap.

Taking another forkful of pasta, Jim said, “So, what’d ya do today?”

“Nothing special,” Rachel said, stirring her pasta around to mix in the sauce. “Oh! I finally got around to that manuscript. The one from that woman in Atlanta.”

“Oh yeah? How was it?”

“It was ok,” Rachel said in an uncertain tone.

“Uh-huh . . . So, you’re gonna do the edit?” Jim asked between bites.

Rachel scooped some pasta with her fork, then paused eating to say, “No . . . I referred her to someone else.”

Jim looked over at Rachel as she chewed. “How come?”

Rachel swallowed, then shrugged as she said, “I don’t know . . . It wasn’t really my kinda thing.”

“What’a ya mean? I thought you liked romance novels.”

“I do. But this wasn’t what I’d call a romance. It was kinda racy.” Rachel scooped up another forkful of pasta.

“Racy?”

“Mm-hmm,” Rachel nodded, chewing. After swallowing, she said, “It was pretty explicit.”

“What was it about?” Jim asked, stabbing his fork into his salad.

Rachel sat up in her chair a little, considering Jim’s question. After a moment, she dabbed at her lips with her napkin and said, “Um . . . It’s about this young couple named Clark and Madison. They’re missionaries.”

Jim nodded, still chewing.

“The couple is fresh out of Christian college, and have barely been married a year when they get sent on their first mission. They get assigned to go to this little village in Africa.” Rachel took a bite of salad, then said, “They hire a guide to get them to the village. And after trudging through the rain forest for nearly a week, they finally get there. The village is so remote that the natives have never even seen a white woman.”

Jim nodded again, following along as he ate.

“So anyway,” Rachel continued. “The earnest, young missionaries are led to the village leader, and Clark tries to explain through their guide that they’ve come to save their souls. Unfortunately, the village chief isn’t interested in having his soul saved. He’s about to send the novice missionaries away when Madison steps up, taking the lead. Being a pretty, southern girl, she’s adept at getting her way with men. Madison uses every trick in the female playbook, and gradually wins the village leader over.”

“Never underestimate the power of a pretty face,” Jim said.

“Exactly,” Rachel agreed. “And Madison’s charms are considerable. By the time the Georgia peach is done with the village chieftain, she’s got him wrapped around her little finger. Not only does he let them stay, he even offers to have two of his men build her and her husband their own grass hut. Which she gladly accepts, seeing as she and Clark are practically newlyweds, and in need of a certain amount of privacy,” Rachel said, shooting Jim a playful look.

Jim smiled over at Rachel as she paused, picking a slice of cucumber off of her salad with her fingertips and biting into it like a cookie. After eating the rest of her cucumber slice, Rachel wiped her fingers on her napkin and went on.

“So, in no time, the young missionaries were moving their meagre belongings into their new home. After getting settled in, they go about the business of saving souls. While Madison tries to teach the natives basic English, Clark busies himself by building a little chapel, a place to perform baptisms on the children once the villagers have been . . . converted,” Rachel said, making air quotes as she shot Jim a withering look.

Jim chuckled at Rachel’s look of disapproval, then scooped up another helping of pasta.

“Anyway, everything’s going along according to plan,” Rachel continued. “But then, about three months into their six-month mission, two African warriors come running into the village from the jungle. They rush over to Madison as she’s teaching some of the children their ABC’s. The men are all out of breath as they try to communicate using what little English they’ve learned. Madison finally realizes that they’re saying the name of a little girl, one she’s particularly fond of. After trying to interpret the men’s broken English and sign language, Madison finally realizes that they’re trying to tell her the little girl has been injured out in the jungle. Madison is so frantic that she forgets to tell her husband before following the two Africans as they rush back into the forest to help the injured girl.”

At this point, Rachel paused to meet Jim’s eyes. “But here’s the thing . . .” she said, lowering her voice to a more confidential tone. “There is no injured girl.”

“What’a ya mean?” Jim asked, meeting Rachel’s intent gaze.

“The two African guys made it all up.”

“Why?”

“To get Madison into the jungle all alone.”

Rachel leaned in a bit, lowering her voice even more as she said, “See, these two warriors have been lusting after the pretty Christian girl ever since she got there. Like I said, they’ve never even seen a white woman. And Madison is your classic southern belle, the epitome of feminine grace and beauty. She’s every guy’s wet dream.”

Jim nodded as he chewed.

“Remember how the village leader had two of his men build Madison a hut?” Rachel asked quietly.

“Mm-hmm,” Jim nodded.

“Well, guess who built it?”

Jim swallowed, then said, “The two guys who just led Madison into the jungle?”

“Exactly,” Rachel said. “And they were pretty smart about it. Knowing who it was for, they built Madison’s hut with a few strategically-placed gaps in the thatched walls, perfectly positioned for spying on her. Every night, they peek into her and Clark’s hut, watching as she gets undressed,” Rachel said, now whispering as if someone might be listening in the kitchen. “They even watch as she and Clark make love. It’s like having their own personal porn theatre in the jungle.”

Jim smiled, then said, “Do the missionaries use the missionary position?”

Rachel smiled. “Actually, Madison likes being on top.”

As Rachel plucked another cucumber slice off her salad, she couldn’t help recalling one of the scenes from the book­—the two African warriors stroking their huge cocks as they spy on the pretty Christian girl, her firm, white breasts bouncing up and down her chest as she rides Clark’s modest erection.

“So, what happened?” Jim asked, yanking Rachel from her thoughts.

“Huh?” she said, looking over at Jim.

“What happens to Madison?”

“Oh.” Picking up where she left off, Rachel said, “So, the two African guys lead her deeper and deeper into the jungle. But as Madison follows along, she starts to get an inkling that something’s wrong. The small children aren’t allowed to venture this far from the village. But Madison is so worried about the little girl that she ignores her intuition and keeps following the men as they lead her further and further away from Clark, and the safety of the village.”

Rachel paused to take a sip of wine.

“By the time Madison realizes something is seriously wrong, it’s too late,” Rachel continued. “The African men have taken her so far from the village that she doesn’t even know how to get back now. Madison suddenly realizes that she’s completely at the mercy of the two African warriors.” Rachel paused, looking over at Jim for a long moment. “And just as she’s realizing this, the two African guys suddenly stop and turn to her. Madison looks up at them, confused. But then her confusion turns to shock as the men reach down and pull their loin cloths off, revealing the real reason they brought her into the jungle.”

Jim just looked at Rachel, wide-eyed and silent.

“I’m sure you can imagine what happens next,” Rachel said, meeting Jim’s shocked gaze.

Jim nodded vaguely, no doubt, imagining the pretty missionary being ravaged by the two African warriors, the men passing her back and forth as they fuck her in every conceivable position. He might even be imagining the last few moments of Madison’s ordeal, when she lay sprawled in the grass, the two Africans standing over her as they grip their wet erections, thick ropes of semen splatting down onto her naked body as they perform their own sort of “baptism”, anointing the comely Christian girl with their warm seed.

But what Jim probably wasn’t imagining was the point at which Madison gave into the men, the point where she gave into the pleasure she was getting from their huge black cocks. He probably wasn’t imagining Madison on all fours, her fingers digging into the grass as she grunted and breathed as hard as the man fucking her. And Jim surely wasn’t imagining the Christian girl’s high-pitched cries of female release as the black savages humped her like wild beasts, making her cum over and over and over again.

When Jim met Rachel’s eyes again, she said, “By the time the two Africans are done with her, Madison is sprawled out in the grass, dazed and drenched in ejaculate.”

Jim seemed to be in a slight daze himself, clearly as shocked by the story as Rachel had been earlier that day.

Rachel went on, saying, “When the two African men bring Madison back to the village, her clothes are all rumpled and askew, and her face is still flushed. When Clark rushes over and asks what happened, the two Africans use fractured English and sign language, trying to convey that Madison got overheated in the jungle.” Rachel picked up her wine glass, her brows arching high as she muttered, “Oh, she got overheated, alright.”

Rachel took a sip of wine, then picked another slice of cucumber off her salad. But as Rachel nibbled on it, she noticed Jim ease his hand down under the table. She wasn’t sure, but it seemed like he was "adjusting" himself.

After finishing her cucumber slice, Rachel leaned in again as she said, “But listen to this . . . Madison never tells Clark what really happened out in the jungle that day.”

“Why not?”

“Apparently, she liked it. Because after she recovers—which takes a few days—Madison goes back for more.”

“You’re kidding? She goes back into the jungle with those two guys?”

“Yep,” Rachel nodded. “And get this. It doesn’t take long before word gets around among the village men that the pretty white woman has developed a taste for . . . shall we say, dark meat.” Rachel took another sip of wine. “For the whole rest of the book, Madison works her way through every guy in the village.”

“Doesn’t her husband notice she’s having sex with all these guys?”

“Nope,” Rachel said, taking another sip of wine. “Madison’s pretty creative when it comes to where and when she does the men. Besides, Clark is too busy trying to convert the natives.”

As Jim nodded vaguely, thinking about all this, Rachel added, “But all of Clark’s efforts came to nothing. In the end, the only person who got converted . . . was his wife.”

When Jim looked up, Rachel’s brows were arched playfully.

“Boy. That is pretty racy,” Jim said.

“I told you,” Rachel said, picking up her fork.

As she started eating again, Jim said, “So, how does the book end?”

Rachel paused eating to look over at him. “Well, by the time their six months is up, Madison has had her fill of black men, and she’s eager to get back home. Their guide comes back and leads them out of the jungle.” But then Rachel lowered her voice again and said, “But get this . . . On the way home, Madison finds out she’s pregnant!”

"Uh-oh," Jim said.

“Uh-oh is right,” Rachel agreed. “And she’s had so many men that she has no idea who the father is. It could be her husband. Or it could be any one of the dozen African guys she slept with!”

Rachel sat back again, taking another big forkful of pasta. "I guess it’s kind of a cliffhanger. You have to buy the next book to see what color her baby turns out to be."

“Oh, right,” Jim said, nodding.

"My money's on black,” Rachel said, shooting Jim a mischievous smile.

Jim smiled at Rachel’s playful expression, then looked back down at his plate.

As they started to eat again, Rachel said, “I called Gary Stiles. He does mostly erotic fiction. He said he'd take a look at it. I’ll send it off next time the UPS guy comes.”

Jim nodded as he dug into his food again.

“Actually, when I talked to Gary, he said that interracial erotica is really hot right now,” Rachel added.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. Apparently,” Rachel said. “Who knows. Maybe the book will be a smash hit and she’ll make a million dollars.”

“That’d be nice.”

Rachel nodded, then turned her attention back to her meal. “This turned out good,” she said, scooping up another forkful of pasta.

“It did,” Jim said, giving Rachel a smile.

They ate in silence for a while, their forks clinking quietly as the setting sun cast a warm glow in the dining room.

But then Rachel looked up from her plate, wide-eyed as she remembered what Allison had told her earlier. “Oh! Hey!” Rachel said excitedly. “Speaking of interracial sex! You’ll never guess what Allison told me today!”

“What?” Jim said, looking over.

“You know Brooke Fairchild, don't you? I think you’ve met her a few times.”

“Uh . . .” Jim said, thinking. “Yeah. She’s that pretty, red-head who went to Yale.”

“Harvard,” Rachel corrected.

“Oh right. What about ‘er?”

“Well . . .” Rachel said, trying unsuccessfully to suppress a grin. “Apparently . . . Allison saw a video of Brooke on the internet the other day.”

“So?”

Rachel looked at Jim, her eyes bright with excitement. “Brooke was having sex!”

“You’re kidding!?” Jim said, his eyes going as big as Rachel’s.

Rachel shook her head, beaming at Jim. “And not just that. She was having sex with . . . get this. A black guy!”

“What!?” Jim said, nearly fumbling his fork as he looked over at Rachel aghast.

“Yeah,” Rachel said, grinning from ear to ear. “It was on some porn site Allison was looking at.”

“You’re kidding!”

"Nope! Allison said it was definitely Brooke."

“Jesus!” Jim said, clearly shocked.

Rachel nodded, still grinning broadly. “Apparently, little Miss Harvard Business School likes 'em big."

Jim gave Rachel a questioning look.

“Oh!” Rachel said, realizing she’d forgot to tell Jim the best part. “Allison said the guy was huge. I mean, not the guy. You know, his . . .” Rachel looked down at her lap to indicate what part of the man’s anatomy she was referring to.

“Really?” Jim said.

“That's what Allison said.”

“How huge?"

“Got me,” Rachel shrugged. “Allison just said the guy had a really big penis.”

“That can’t be right.”

“Honey . . . Allison saw it. She said it was huge.”

“I’m not talking about the guy’s penis,” Jim said, smirking. “I mean it can’t be right that Brooke was having sex with a black man.”

“Why not?”

“Well, for one thing . . . Even if Brooke did have sex with a black guy, which she wouldn’t, there’s no way she’d let it get onto the internet. And for another thing, Brooke doesn’t even like black men. You remember what happened at her country club? How she got that black waiter fired.”

“Yeah,” Rachel said, picking up her wine glass. “Brooke told me about that at a party.”

“What’d she say?”

“She said that the waiter was standing really close to her chair, waiting to take her order. And when she turned to him, she could see the outline of his . . . you know, his thing. Brooke said he did it on purpose. She said he put his groin right next to her face so she could see how much he had. Which apparently, was a lot, according to Brooke.”

Rachel arched her brows at Jim as she took another sip of wine.

“That’s why she got the guy fired?”

“That’s what she told me,” Rachel said setting her wine glass down. “I guess Brooke doesn’t like getting served by well-endowed black men . . . But apparently, she doesn’t mind getting serviced by one,” Rachel said rather cattily.

Jim smiled at Rachel’s arched brows of mild disapproval, then said, “I wonder who videotaped her having sex.”

“Stan, I imagine,” Rachel said before taking a bite of salad.

“Brooke’s husband!?”

“Who else?” Rachel said. “Brooke sure didn’t invite one of the neighbor’s over to videotape her banging some black guy. Allison thinks Stan probably recorded the whole thing.”

“Oh. Right,” Jim said, thinking about it.

“Maybe they watch the tapes after. You know, while they’re doing it,” Rachel grinned, clearly enjoying her secret knowledge about one of the richest and most upstanding couples in the neighborhood.

"But that still doesn't explain what the video was doing on some website," Jim said. 

Rachel shrugged. "How should I know. Maybe they uploaded it by mistake. Maybe they thought they were downloading something."

Rachel noticed Jim reach down beneath the table again. This time, she was sure he was adjusting himself as he made a little face and squirmed in his seat. “Honey, why do you keep fidgeting with your penis?” she asked as Jim brought his hand back up.

“What?”

“I've seen you do it twice now.”

“I did not.”

Rachel gave Jim a skeptical look, but didn’t press the issue. Instead, she set her fork down and said, “Oh, God. I gotta stop eating. I have to stay in shape for my test.”

Jim set his fork down too and pushed his chair back a little. Sitting back, he let out a big sigh of satisfaction and said, “Thanks, honey. That was great.”

“You’re very welcome,” Rachel smiled, pleased that he’d enjoyed the meal.

They sat quietly for a long few minutes, digesting.

Finally, Rachel blew out a breath and said, “Well . . .” as she stood up to clear the table.

Rachel leaned over her plate and blew out the candles, then picked up her uneaten pasta. “Are you done?” she asked, coming around beside Jim’s chair and reaching toward his plate.

“Yeah. I’m stuffed.”

Rachel nodded. But as she took his plate, Rachel noticed the little pup tent in the front of Jim’s sweatpants. “Honey!” she said, looking down at the little bulge.

Jim looked down at himself. “Oh! Sorry,” he said, fidgeting with his pants to hide the bulge.

Rachel shook her head. “I don’t know how you men walk around with those things all day. It must be exhausting.”

Jim didn’t reply, looking slightly embarrassed as Rachel took his plate away and headed into the kitchen.

A few minutes later, Rachel called, “Jim! Could you bring me the leftovers!”

Jim came into the kitchen with the platter of uneaten pasta and set it on the counter.

“Thanks,” Rachel said. She took the platter and started spooning the leftover pasta into a rectangular glass dish.

A little later, as Jim dried the pasta pot, he turned to Rachel as she flipped on the garbage disposal. “How can Allison be so sure it was Brooke?” he asked.

“What, honey?” Rachel said over the sound of running water and the churning disposal.

“How does Allison know it was Brooke in the video!?” Jim said louder. “Maybe it just looked like her!”

Rachel turned off the disposal, then shut off the water. She turned to Jim as she dried her hands with a dish towel. “Honey. Allison knows what Brooke looks like. She said it was definitely her.”

Rachel hung the moist dish towel on a hook, then turned back to Jim. “Why are you so interested, anyway?” she said, smiling playfully. “Do you have a little thing for Brooke?”

“Of course not,” Jim said, scowling at the idea. “I was just wondering. Brooke and Stan aren’t stupid. They know the difference between uploading something and downloading something. I just don’t see how they could’ve made a mistake like that."

Rachel stepped closer to Jim, her brown eyes twinkling. “You wanna watch it, don't you?” she grinned. “You wanna watch Brooke take a big black one.”

“No, I don’t,” Jim protested, his face going instantly red as he stepped around Rachel to put the pasta pot in a lower cabinet.

Rachel smiled as she watched Jim bend down and put the pan away. When he straightened back up and started to move past her, Rachel caught him by the wrist and pulled him back around. “Don’t run away,” she grinned, enjoying Jim’s embarrassment.

“What?” Jim said.

Rachel stepped up close and moved her hand down to the front of Jim’s sweatpants. "You're getting hard again," she whispered, her brown eyes smiling.

Jim tried to pull away again, but Rachel wouldn’t let him.

“Rachel, come on,” Jim said. “The game’s about to start.”

Rachel shook her head, her playful eyes locked on Jim’s. “I have a better idea,” she whispered as she rubbed the front of Jim’s sweats. “Let’s watch it.”

“The video?”

“Uh-huh,” Rachel grinned.

“Really?” Jim said, seeming a little nervous about the idea.

“Sure. Allison told me the name of the website,” Rachel whispered. “And we’ve got the whole house to ourselves. Come on. It’ll be fun.”

“I don’t know,” Jim said, clearly uneasy about the prospect of watching one of their neighbors having sex.

“Oh, don’t be such a fuddy-duddy,” Rachel said, dragging Jim out of the kitchen by his wrist. “We’re gonna watch Brooke have sex, and that’s that!”

Jim grumbled half-heartedly as Rachel pulled him into the family room and sat him down on the couch. She looked around for the tv remote, then saw it next to Jim’s chair. Naturally. She went over and got it, then brought it back. She extended the remote down to Jim and said, “Here. You work your magic while I go change into my comfy clothes.”

Jim took the remote grudgingly, and Rachel raced excitedly out of the family room. As she sprinted up the stairs, she called, “Hurry! Set it up! I’ll be right back!”

A few minutes later, Rachel came clamoring back down the stairs in her "comfy clothes"—thin, cotton pajamas with little Eiffel Towers printed on them.

Jim had, in the meantime, made himself comfortable on the couch, kicking off his shoes and lounging with his back against the armrest, his long legs extended down the sofa in the direction of the tv. Apparently, he’d warmed to the idea as Rachel was changing.

Rachel hurried into the family room and scrambled over Jim, wedging herself between him and the back cushions of the couch, eager to watch Brooke have sex with a black man. She forced her right arm under Jim’s back and nestled into him, her unsecured breasts squashing against the side of his ribcage as she rested her cheek on his chest and looked down toward the tv at the other end of the sofa.

They had a fairly large, flat-screen tv mounted to the wall on an adjustable arm. Jim had already turned the tv toward them, and had switched modes, basically turning the tv into a big, computer screen. With Rachel in place and raring to go, he brought up a Google search page and asked, “What’s the name of the site?”

“Um . . .” Rachel thought for a moment. “Oh! It’s called horny housewives dot com. I think that’s it,” she said, looking up at Jim. When he looked back down at her, his brows arching slightly at the website name, Rachel let out a little giggle, then looked back down the sofa, squirming with excitement as he typed in the name of the website.

After hitting the ‘Enter’ button on the remote, the tv screen refreshed, showing the home page of HornyHousewives.com. The home page featured a wholesome young brunette opening the door to a large black man wearing blue overalls. The girl wasn’t your typical porn star type. She looked to be in her early twenties with clear brown eyes and an athletic figure. She looked more like a buxom college athlete than a porn actress. As she held the door open for the “workman”, who had apparently come to her home to fix something, her eyes weren’t looking up at the man’s face. Instead, they were trained on his crotch, one brow arched high as she looked down at the extremely large bulge in his overalls.

Rachel looked up at Jim and said with a mischievous smile, “I think this is the right site.”

Jim smiled, then said, “Ok. Now what, smarty? There must be a million videos on this site. How are we supposed to find Brooke’s?”

Still looking up at Jim, Rachel said, “Type white woman comma kitchen comma black plumber.” In answer to Jim’s questioning look, Rachel said, “Allison said Brooke was doing it in the kitchen. She said it looked like the guy was a plumber.”

“A plumber?”

“That’s what she said.”

Rachel turned her attention back to the screen as Jim typed in the keywords, then hit ‘Enter’.

When the site returned the search result, it was in the form of a grid of small thumbnail images, each thumbnail apparently corresponding to a video.

Rachel scanned the grid of images for a moment, but didn’t see Brooke anywhere. “Go to the next page,” she ordered.

Jim did as he was told, going to the next page of thumbnails. Rachel quickly scanned those, then said, “Next page.”

Jim went to the next page.

After a few moments, Rachel exclaimed, “There it is!” as she pointed at the tv.

“Where?”

“Second row down. Third one from the left!” she said, still pointing.

Jim found the thumbnail Rachel was pointing at. It showed a white woman bent over in front of her kitchen sink with a half-dressed black man close behind her.

“Are you sure?” Jim said, bringing his head forward a bit to look at the thumbnail image.

The woman in the image was bent at the waist, and her hair was hanging down in such a way as to pretty much obscure her face.

“I think so,” Rachel said. “That looks like her hair.”

Jim looked down at Rachel, giving her a smirk she didn’t see as she continued to study the thumbnail.

After scrutinizing it for a few moments, Rachel said, “I was in her house once. That looks like her kitchen, I think.” She studied the image some more, then exclaimed, “Oh! Look!”

“Look at what?”

“See that coffee maker!?” Rachel said, pointing at the thumbnail image.

“Yeah,” Jim said, looking at a fancy chrome contraption at the end of the counter.

Rachel tilted her face up to Jim. “That coffee maker is made in Italy and costs more than my laptop. Who else but Brooke would buy something like that?”

Rachel turned back to the screen. “Click it, Jim!” she ordered with an eagerness that surprised even her.

But Jim hesitated, saying, “Uh . . . Maybe we should open an incognito page first? I don’t want this showing up on our browser history.”

Rachel tilted her face up to Jim, giving him a look. “Oh, please . . . Who’s gonna be looking at our browser history? . . . The browser police?”

When Jim continued to hesitate, Rachel snatched the remote out of his hand and highlighted the thumbnail with the arrow keys. Then she clicked on it.  They both watched in anxious silence as a little ‘Loading’ bar gradually filled with green. When the little bar was all green, the screen refreshed, and the same thumbnail image came back, but larger this time, taking up the whole tv screen. In the middle of the enlarged image was a red ‘Play’ icon waiting to be clicked to start the video. 

Jim looked at the timeline graphic below the image and said, “Look. It’s only seven minutes and twenty-six seconds long.”

“Jim. These aren’t real movies,” Rachel said somewhat impatiently, as if she was much more knowledgeable about porn sites than he was. “They’re just little clips that people upload to the site. Now, are we gonna watch it or not?"

“Ok, ok,” Jim said. “You don’t have to get testy.”

Rachel brightened, then turned back to the tv. She aimed the remote at the screen and highlighted the red ‘Play’ arrow, then hit ‘Enter’ on the remote.

A moment later, the whole house seemed to shake as the jarring sound of grunting and breathing erupted from the surround sound speakers at a deafening volume. Rachel was so startled that her whole body jerked violently and the remote jumped out of her hand, falling onto Jim’s crotch. As Jim winced, Rachel scrambled to pick up the remote with one hand, her other hand trapped under Jim’s back as the sound of grunting and breathing blasted out of the five speakers strategically positioned around the family room, assaulting them from every direction in Dolby Surround Sound.

Rachel finally managed to grab the remote off of Jim’s penis. With deafening grunts bombarding her from all directions, she tried desperately to reorient the remote with one hand and locate the volume button. After fumbling with the remote for what felt like a full thirty seconds, Rachel finally managed to find the volume button. She mashed down on it, waiting anxiously as the long row of green tick marks disappeared across the screen from right to left, the sound of moaning and grunting gradually decreasing in volume. 

When there were only five green tick marks left on the screen, Rachel released the volume button, then scowled up at Jim, sure that he was the one who’d left the volume so high.

“It wasn’t me,” Jim said defensively as Rachel glared at him. “It must’ve been one of the kids.”

“Yeah, right,” Rachel smirked.

But then Rachel's attention was drawn away from Jim by the sound of grunting animal sex. She turned and looked down the couch at the tv as the black man thrusted aggressively into the bent over white woman. Rachel’s initial reaction to the scene was visceral, her stomach fluttering at the almost brutal way the woman was being fucked. The, as yet, unknown female was bent at the waist, her torso nearly parallel to the floor as she braced herself against the edge of the kitchen counter, her thick hair hanging down around her head as she took it hard from behind. Rachel could hear the woman breathing and moaning, but she couldn’t see her face. It was hidden behind the curtain of silky, auburn hair.

Rachel’s heart started to thump in her chest as she watched the white woman get fucked hard by the black man, his dark fingers digging into her pale hindquarters as he thrusted. The black man was pounding away at her with such force that the woman had a death grip on the rounded bullnose of the thick, marble countertop, her thin forearm muscles flexing as she held on for dear life.

Rachel focused her attention on the woman’s head, trying to see behind the curtain of thick hair as it shuddered with each hard stab from behind. But Rachel could only get brief glimpses of the woman’s face. She didn’t see how Allison could be so sure this was Brooke.

“Is that really Brooke?” Rachel asked as she cocked her head in an ill-logical attempt to see around the woman’s shuddering hair. 

Rachel strained to find some detail of the woman’s face or body that would positively identify her as Brooke Fairchild of 1365 Clover Court. But she couldn’t see anything that would definitively prove the woman was Brooke. Even the woman’s large, diamond engagement ring was too indistinct to positively identify.

But after a couple long minutes of grunting and breathing, the identity of the woman was finally revealed as she flicked her long hair over one shoulder to look back at the man fucking her. As the woman’s eyes briefly met the camera lens, Rachel blurted, “Freeze it, Jim! Freeze it!” as she slapped him frantically on the thigh.

Jim hurriedly picked up the remote. Knowing its myriad buttons like a world class pianist knows the keys of a piano, he quickly hit the ‘Pause’ button without having to look. The video froze, and Rachel's eyes went wide as the woman in the video looked out at her. It was Brooke!

Brooke's expression was one of utter helplessness, her green eyes looking into the lens of the camera from beneath drooping lids. It was the look of a defeated and helpless woman, as if the man behind her had broken into her beautiful home, and was now fucking her right in front of her husband, as if to show her impotent spouse who was in charge.

“Oh my god!” Rachel exclaimed, not believing her eyes. “That’s her! That’s really Brooke!” 

“Uh, yeah. It sure seems to be,” Jim said dryly.

“Not seems to be, Jim. It is! That’s Brooke! . . . What the hell is she doing!?”

Perhaps assuming Rachel’s question had been rhetorical, Jim didn't reply.

Having definitely identified the woman as Brooke, and after giving Rachel a moment to wrap her mind around the fact, Jim started the video back up. They both watched in stunned silence as Brooke Fairchild, Harvard graduate and founding member of the garden club, bounced off a half-naked black man in front of her hand-hammered, copper sink.

Rachel watched wide-eyed as the man slammed into Brooke so hard that her pale flesh rippled wave-like with each impact. “Boy. He’s really givin' it to 'er. Isn't he?” Rachel murmured.

"Yeah," Jim said distractedly, not taking his eyes off the screen.

Rachel brought her attention away from Brooke and focused on the black man behind her. The man’s pants and underwear were pooled around his shoes, but he was still wearing what appeared to be some sort of faded green work shirt. The shirt had a name tag over the left pocket, his name stitched out in black thread on a white patch. Rachel brought her face forward a little, squinting as she tried to read the man’s name patch. Rachel could just barely make the name out, mumbling, “Lou,” as she read it aloud.

Lou’s shirt tails were covering his thrusting ass, but his penis was poking through the gap in his shirt, just below the line of still-fastened buttons. Rachel tried to get a look at Lou's thrusting cock, but it was difficult to see. Whenever he pulled it back, the bottom of his shirt obscured her view, just giving her tantalizing glimpses of what seemed to be a very large erection.

But as Rachel tried to get a clear look at Lou’s dick, she noticed something else, something near his feet. “Jim, look!” she said, slapping him excitedly on the stomach.

“Ow!” Jim whined “What?”

“Look! I think he really is a plumber,” Rachel said, pointing at the screen. On the kitchen floor, somewhat obscured by Lou’s naked calves, was what appeared to be a large monkey wrench. It wasn’t just large. It was huge, maybe a foot long. “Boy. That’s one big tool he’s got there,” Rachel said, looking up at Jim, smiling at her attempt at a double entendre.

Jim looked down into Rachel’s playful eyes as she said, “Do you think she’s gonna make him finish fixing the sink when they’re done?”

Jim smiled down at Rachel, then turned his eyes back to the video.

But as Rachel turned her eyes back to the tv, she happened to glance down at the front of Jim’s old Stanford track and field sweatpants. Jim had a serious erection, his penis pressing so hard at the inside of his sweats that she could make out the ridge defining the head of his straining penis.

As Rachel brought her eyes back to the video, she brought her hand down to Jim’s groin, fondling him lightly through the thin fleece as they watched together.

Brooke was classily-attired in a dark skirt and a gray silk blouse. Her expensive-looking blouse was unbuttoned and hanging open to the waist, where it tucked into her skirt. Brooke’s mid-thigh skirt was bunched up onto her lower back, exposing her pale but tone bottom, her lacy panties pooled around one shiny, black high heel. It was as if Brooke had just walked into the kitchen after a long day at the office, and Lou had torn her blouse open and bent her over the sink.

Brooke’s medium-length pearl necklace was swinging and dancing below her chin as Lou rammed his cock in and out of her. The plumber had apparently pulled Brooke's bra down at some point, because her good-sized breasts were hanging out of her open blouse, jumping and swirling beneath her torso as Lou pummeled her with hard, grunting thrusts.

About six minutes into the video, Lou seemed to be running out of steam. He looked to be in his mid-forties and was huffing and puffing like he might not be in the best shape, a shiny sheet of perspiration showing on his forehead. Rachel could tell by the way his shirt was laying over his soft midsection that Lou wasn't a regular at the gym. Perhaps that was why he’d left his shirt buttoned, she thought. Lou might’ve been shy about his love handles, but he sure wasn’t shy about sticking his big black dick into a married white woman. He was really givin’ it to Brooke. And, presumably, right in front of her husband.

“It looks like he’s starting to run out of gas,” Rachel whispered, still caressing Jim’s straining penis, her hand moving lightly over his crotch.

Jim nodded but didn’t comment as they watched Lou’s machine-like thrusts slowly give way to less controlled stabs, interspersed with little pauses as he caught his breath. Whether he’d been fucking Brooke for an hour or ten minutes was anyone's guess, since the video had started somewhere in the middle. But it was clear that Lou was nearing the limits of his staying power.

As Lou’s thrusts gradually became less confident, his face started to twist and contort. Finally, he seemed to reach his breaking point. He gave Brooke a few more stabs, then planted his cock deep as he gripped her hips tightly, his dark fingers dimpling her snow-white flesh as he bared his teeth in a grimace.

But as Rachel watched, there was something about Lou’s very white teeth and very black skin that made her think of a snarling gorilla. For some reason, this reminded her of the old Tarzan movies she and her father had watched when she was a girl, and the idyllic little treehouse Tarzan had built for Jane. The treehouse even had a rickety little table where Jane would serve Tarzan dinner at the end of a long day. Looking at Lou’s bared teeth as he gripped Brooke’s snow-white hips conjured an image in Rachel’s mind. An image of Jane bent over her rickety wooden table, getting her brains fucked out by a big, black gorilla while Tarzan was out swinging in the trees somewhere.

Rachel snapped out of her musings about Jane getting raped by a gorilla when she realized what was happening. “Is he. . .?” Rachel murmured as she watched the plumber’s face contort, his ass flexing hard.

Jim nodded distractedly, his eyes glued to the screen as they watched the black man plant his seed in Brooke’s married vagina.

“Jesus,” Rachel murmured, amazed at how many times Lou seemed to be ejaculating into Brooke, his ass flexing again and again and again.

But after a long thirty seconds or so, Lou seemed to finally run out of what he was depositing in Brooke's white vagina, his grip on her hips easing as he breathed in and out like he’d just run up ten flights of stairs. Lou really did need to get to the gym more often.

Rachel and Jim watched in stunned silence as Lou breathed hard, his cock still buried inside Brooke’s bent-over body. Lou didn’t seem in any hurry to pull out of her though. Brooke remained pinned in place by his cock, her face tipped upward as her mouth hung open, her hanging breasts swinging slightly as she breathed in and out.

But after what seemed like a very long time, Lou finally started to pull out. Rachel's head moved toward the screen slightly as the plumber pulled his “tool” out of Brooke. Rachel watched intently as Lou’s now soft, wet dick came out of Brooke's vagina like a long, black snake. When the head of the snake finally emerged, Lou’s limp dick free-fell down toward the floor, then whipped to the side as it reached the end of its tether. Lou’s cock swung and danced for a moment, then came to rest, hanging long and limp toward the floor.

As the last of Lou’s semen dripped down onto the imported Italian tiles, Brooke let her head drop, a great sigh of relief coming from behind her thick, auburn hair. Lou must’ve been fucking Brooke for quite some time, because, as much as she seemed to enjoy having that big dick inside her, she seemed equally relieved to finally have it out. Still gripping the edge of the counter, Brooke breathed in and out as if she too had run up several flights of stairs.

After a few moments, Brooke straightened up a little, bringing her forearms up onto the counter as she breathed in and out, her face still red from the exertion of taking such a big cock. After catching her breath, Brooke looked over at the camera, then looked beyond it at the unknown operator, giving the cameraman a tired, but satisfied smile.

But as Brooke was looking over at the cameraman, Rachel was gaping at Lou’s dick. He was nearly as big as Ben. Rachel wondered if this was the average size for a black man. If so, the rumors were definitely true.

“Boy,” Rachel murmured. “Allison was right. He’s really big, isn’t he?”

But when Jim didn't reply, Rachel looked up at him. Jim was just staring at the screen, as if transfixed. That’s when she felt the warm stickiness beneath her hand. She lifted it off of Jim’s crotch and saw a little wet spot. She’d been watching so intently that she hadn’t even noticed Jim ejaculate in his sweatpants. Rachel looked back up at Jim sympathetically, as if he was a little boy who’d just accidently wet himself. But Jim didn’t seem to notice Rachel looking at him as he stared at the screen, seeming hypnotized by it. Rachel turned her eyes back to the tv just in time to see the plumber pull his pants up. But as Lou fed his long, black dick back into his trousers, the video ended as abruptly as it had started, the teaser image coming back onto the screen, along with the red ‘Play’ icon, inviting Rachel and Jim to watch again.

Rachel and Jim just lay there on the couch, both of them more than a little stunned by what they’d just seen. But after a long few moments, Rachel snapped out of her stunned state and started looking frantically for the remote control. She wanted to go upstairs while the images were still fresh in her mind. Rachel looked for the remote to turn the tv off, but she couldn’t find it anywhere. They’d lost it somehow. Rachel finally saw it on the floor next to the couch. She lay across Jim, her breasts squashing against his stomach as she stretched for it with her fingertips. Rachel managed to pick it up off the carpet, then aimed the remote at the tv and hit the ‘Power’ button, the teaser image of Brooke and Lou instantly replaced by a black void. 

Rachel dropped the remote back onto the floor, then climbed over Jim. She got quickly to her feet and held her hand out to him as she said with a note of urgency, “Come on. Let’s go upstairs.”

Jim reached up numbly for Rachel’s hand and she pulled him up off the couch. Then she literally dragged him across the family room and up the stairs, eager to get to their bedroom.

Once upstairs, Rachel hurriedly stripped out of her pajamas and hopped into bed, waiting impatiently as Jim, still in a post-orgasmic torpor, undressed at a much more languid pace. Come on. Come on, Rachel thought as Jim pushed his sweatpants down almost in slow motion, his shriveled little penis popping into view.

When Jim finally got into bed, Rachel didn’t waste any time. She pressed herself against him and ran her hand down his rippled abdomen to his spent penis. She fondled his still-sticky dick, using his ejaculate as lubricant as she tried to work him hard. Rachel could tell Jim was trying, but without success. Desperate to have him inside her, Rachel kept trying, frantically stroking Jim’s little penis. “Can you?” she whispered hoarsely.

“I’m trying,” Jim said, grimacing as Rachel pulled on his still sensitive organ.

When Jim didn’t respond to her attempts to get him hard, Rachel scrambled down under the covers and took him into her mouth, the bedding rising and falling as she bobbed on his soft penis. But again, Jim wasn’t responding. After trying for a few more minutes, Rachel finally came back up the bed and threw herself down onto the pillow, unable to hide her frustration. After reading that steamy novel, then watching Brooke get fucked senseless, she was beside herself, desperate to have Jim inside her.

“Sorry,” Jim said.

“That’s ok,” Rachel whispered. “Just rest for a few minutes.”

Jim nodded. But then he said, “Do you want me to—”

“No. That’s ok. We’ll try again in a few minutes,” Rachel said, anticipating his offer of oral sex. She didn’t feel like oral sex. She wanted a cock inside her.

Jim nodded, then took a breath as they looked up at the ceiling together.

But after a few minutes, as Rachel lay there giving Jim some time to recover, she heard him doing more than just recover. She heard him start to snore.

Rachel looked over at Jim, giving him a you-can’t-be-serious look as he snored softly. “You’re kidding, right?” she said as Jim’s mouth hung open, his chest rising and falling.  “Jim,” Rachel said, giving him a little nudge.

But Rachel’s nudge only caused Jim’s snoring to stumble, then turn into heavy breathing. Jim was clearly down for the count. After having sex that morning, then working hard at the office, and now this, Jim just didn’t have anything left.

Rachel turned onto her back, breathing out a sigh of frustration. She considered taking care of herself, but couldn’t muster the enthusiasm to masturbate. Instead, she just lay there, thinking about Brooke and Lou as she listened to Jim breathe in and out. But Jim’s breathing was almost hypnotic, her eyelids growing heavier with each exhalation.

The next thing Rachel knew, she was bent over in front of her kitchen sink as Ben fucked her from behind.

Rachel was breathing in and out through parted lips as she rested her forearms on the edge of the counter, her head hanging down loosely over the sink as Ben pumped. Aside from her tennis shoes, Rachel was naked below the waist, her karate pants on the kitchen floor next to her brown karate belt and panties. Rachel was still wearing her karate blouse, but it was open, her breasts shifting inside the cups of her white cotton bra as she took Ben’s deep thrusts.

Rachel raised her hanging head and tipped her face upward as she bumped off of Ben’s gentle thrusts. “Yeah. Just like that,” she said, her breasts jiggling slightly each time Ben’s cock bottomed out inside her. Rachel let her head hang down again, her brow furrowing as she murmured, “Oh God . . . It’s so much bigger than Jim’s.”

As Rachel repeatedly bumped forward, she heard the little girl next-door playing in the backyard. Rachel raised her head and looked out the window, listening to the eight-year-old’s laughter and happy squeals of delight. The young girl's high-pitched squeals mirrored the pleasure Rachel was feeling at that moment. But Rachel kept her squeals in check. She didn’t want the little girl’s mother to hear her squealing with delight while Ben fucked her in the kitchen, especially since Jim was still at work.

But as Rachel tried her best to take Ben's thrusts quietly, she heard the front door open. A moment later, she heard Jim’s familiar call—"I'm home!"

“I’m in the kitchen!” Rachel called back.

But when Jim came around the corner a moment later, his smile fell as quickly as his briefcase when he stopped dead in his tracks, his soft briefcase plopping down onto the floor as he looked over at Rachel and Ben with shocked eyes.

Still bent over the sink with Ben’s cock going in and out of her, Rachel smiled over at Jim and said, “Hi, honey. You’re home early," as if he’d caught her in the middle of doing the dishes, and not in the middle of doing Ben.

Jim just stood there, clearly flabbergasted to see his wife being fucked from behind by her black karate instructor.

As Jim stood there, speechless with shock, Rachel turned her head, trying to look back over her shoulder at Ben. "Honey, you remember Ben, don’t you?” she said, as if introducing the two men at the annual block party.

Jim shifted his shocked gaze over to Ben, who smiled politely, giving Jim a little nod as he continued to fuck Rachel, though at a somewhat reduced pace.

Jim turned back to Rachel. “Rachel! . . . What in God’s name is going on!?”

“Jim, you’ll never believe what happened. The car wouldn’t start again," Rachel said, her neck twisted at a rather severe angle as she tried to look over at Jim while staying bent over for Ben.

Jim just looked at Rachel as if she'd gone completely mad. After a long moment, he said, "Rachel! What does the car have to do with anything!? Why does Ben have his dick inside you!!!?"

"Well, if you'd just let me finish," Rachel said, giving Jim a little scowl for interrupting her.

Jim took a breath, his face turning various shades of red as he waited.

"As I was saying . . .” Rachel said, giving Jim a look. “. . . the car wouldn't start, and Ben here was nice enough to give me a ride home.”

Jim just stood there, clearly at a complete loss for words, apparently trying to see the connection between Ben giving Rachel a ride home, and him having his cock inside her.

"And!?" Jim finally said.

Rachel looked over at Jim as if surprised he needed any further explanation. Still bumping forward off of Ben’s thrusts, she said, "Well . . . I had to thank him, didn't I?"

"Thank him! . . . He's fucking you in the middle of the kitchen!!!” Jim bellowed. “Is this your idea of thanking him!!?"

Rachel gave Jim another little scowl, as if he was being rude to their guest. "Jim . . . It was way out of Ben's way. It was the least I could do."

Jim didn't seem to know how to respond to that. He just stood there, unable to speak as Ben started to fuck Rachel a little harder.

As Rachel started to bounce off of Ben’s firmer thrusts, her breasts jiggling inside her bra, she looked over at Jim and said, "Honey, I’m sorry. But dinner might be a little late tonight."


5. Jim’s Underwear Drawer

Over the next few weeks, the memory of that night gradually faded as Rachel edited a new novel about a bank heist, and Jim worked on a big, multi-national deal for a client.

Not wanting Jim to feel bad about spontaneously ejaculating in his pants, then failing at his husbandly duties, Rachel thought it best not to bring up that night, the night they’d watched Brooke Fairchild have sex with a black man.

Needless to say, Rachel also thought it best not to mention her subsequent dream about Ben. Like all of her other erotic dreams about black men, she kept it to herself, hoping the dreams would eventually stop. The trouble was, they hadn’t stopped, and Rachel was really starting to get worried. If anything, the dreams had gotten more extreme. It seemed like the more she tried to repress the memory of Ben in the shower, the worse the dreams got. Apparently, her subconscious wanted her to deal with the problem. But Rachel wasn’t ready to deal with it. She had enough to deal with. She didn’t need the stress of confessing to Jim that she was having erotic dreams about well-endowed black men.

One day, about a month after watching Brooke’s video, Rachel came upstairs and dumped a load of clean laundry onto the bed. It was mostly Jim’s stuff. So, after pulling out her Gi and a couple blouses, Rachel started folding Jim’s clothes. After putting away his pants and shirts, she turned to his socks and underwear. She matched up Jim’s socks and put them in his sock drawer, then turned back to the giant pile of jockey shorts, Jim’s preferred style of undergarment since boyhood.

But as Rachel started to gather up all of Jim’s underpants, she noticed that a lot of them were worn out and in dire need of replacement. She picked a particularly bad pair out of the pile and shook her head as she examined them. The elastic waistband had lost all of its elasticity, and she could almost see through the gray cotton briefs, cotton which had started out white at some point. “Men,” she muttered, pinching the sagging waistband of Jim’s degraded underwear between her finger and thumb, pinky extended in distaste.

Rachel looked back down at the pile of jockey shorts, a hodgepodge of relatively new ones, marginally acceptable ones, and some that were literally disintegrating before her eyes. After looking at the pile of underwear for a moment, Rachel muttered, “Oh, this is just ridiculous.” It was time to take matters into her own hands. If Jim couldn’t cull his underwear collection from time to time, she’d just have to do it for him.

Rachel got down to work. She started sorting through the pile of underwear, crinkling her nose as she picked out the worst of Jim’s jockey shorts and tossed them into a reject pile. After picking out a few pair that were destined for the trash, Rachel went over to Jim’s underwear drawer to inspect the rest. She pulled out a particularly sad pair by its barely-connected waistband, holding it between the tips of her fingers like the tail of a dead mouse she’d discovered behind the dresser. Rachel shook her head, then flung the tattered briefs over onto the reject pile.

Rachel started pushing things around in Jim’s drawer, looking for other ones that needed to be retired from service. But Jim’s underwear drawer was packed to the gills, the contents forming a single compressed mass of cotton and elastic. Deciding that it would be easier to just dump all of Jim’s underpants onto the bed and sort through them there, Rachel pulled the drawer out of the dresser. She brought it over to the bed and turned it over, shaking out the jamb-packed contents onto the comforter. But as dozens of jockey shorts rained down onto the bed, some she recognized from their college days, Rachel noticed that there was something taped to the bottom of the drawer­—a computer disk in a clear, plastic case.

With the drawer now empty, she brought it up and looked more closely. The thin, clamshell case was attached to the underside of the drawer with duct-tape, the corners of the tape curled and no longer sticking to the wood, as if the case had been removed then re-stuck to the bottom of the drawer many times. Rachel had edited enough spy novels to immediately jump to the conclusion that Jim was stealing government secrets. The trouble with that theory was, Jim didn’t work for the government. He worked for himself as a kind of business intermediary to the very wealthy, people who didn’t dirty their hands with the mundane business of contracts and negotiations. They let Jim do all that for them, giving him a small percentage of the large profits they reaped. So, what was Jim hiding under his jockey shorts?

Looking past the single strip of old duct-tape holding the case in place, Rachel studied the disk inside. There was nothing written on it, and the case itself had no label. “What on Earth,” Rachel murmured, studying the mysterious computer disk. Or at least, she assumed it was a computer disk. For all she knew, it could be a cd with Jim’s favorite road-trip songs, but she seriously doubted it.

Rachel put the drawer on the bed upside down. She just looked at the disk for a long few moments, not sure if she should disturb it. She felt a vague sense of fear, as if whatever was on it could be dangerous. Knowing that most of Jim’s clients were rich and powerful men, Rachel wondered if Jim had discovered something about one of them, something incriminating perhaps. Was this disk some kind of insurance, evidence of his client’s improper business dealings, something to show to the proper authorities should it become necessary. Or maybe it was just the opposite, Rachel thought. What if Jim was the one engaging in improper business practices, maybe even illegal practices. What if he was embezzling from his well-to-do clients. Maybe this disk was some sort of digitally-encoded account ledger, showing what he’d skimmed from his clients’ multi-million-dollar accounts, money that was now stashed away in some off-shore bank.

After thinking about it for a few minutes, Rachel gently pulled the clamshell case off the bottom of the drawer, tape and all. She set the mysterious disk on her nightstand, intending to ask Jim about it when he got home from work. Whatever it was, she was his wife, and she had a right to know what was going on.

Trying to put Jim’s secret disk out of her mind, Rachel went back to work, sorting through Jim’s underwear, throwing the acceptable ones back into the drawer and tossing the others into the reject pile. When she was done, Rachel slid Jim’s underwear drawer back into the dresser. She gathered up all the rejects and brought them downstairs, stuffing them into the kitchen trash, covering them with coffee grounds and left-over Lasagna so Jim wouldn’t try to pull them back out.

Rachel went back upstairs and went into her office to continue editing the book about the bank heist. But as she worked through the manuscript, marking it up with her red, felt-tipped pen, her mind kept going back to the disk, various theories as to what it might be swirling around in her head as she tried to concentrate on the book she was editing.

A few hours later, Rachel came up stairs, her face still glowing from her backyard workout. Coming into the bedroom in her spandex shorts and sports top, Rachel was about to jump into the shower when she noticed the disk over on her nightstand. Still breathing hard, Rachel just stood there, looking over at the mysterious computer disk. She couldn’t take it anymore. It was driving her crazy. She had to know what was on it. Rachel turned around and strode down the hall to her office. She grabbed her laptop, then came back into the bedroom and plopped down onto the edge of the bed. She opened her computer and waited as it came out of sleep mode. When her computer was fully awake, Rachel took the disk out of its case and slid it into the side of her laptop. She waited as the little disk drive whirred and chirped, investigating the contents of the optical disk. When the whirring and chattering stopped, Rachel was prompted with a fly-out message, asking what she wanted to do now.

Rachel got up onto the bed and sat back against the headboard, then chose the File Explorer option on the fly-out menu. When the file explorer program came up, she navigated to the optical drive to see what was on the disk. But when the file listing came up, she frowned with confusion. It was a long list of video files with short, rather cryptic names. The first file was called “Flying First-class**”. And the second file was called “The Procedure****”.

“What the . . .” Rachel murmured as she scanned down the list of puzzling file names, each one appended with varying numbers of asterisks.

Rachel hesitated for a few moments, then double-clicked the first file, her eyes going wide when the video opened with a shot of a young airline stewardess kneeling between the spread legs of a well-dressed black man, her head bobbing up and down at the man’s groin as he sat in what appeared to be one of the semi-private pods in the first-class section of an airplane.

With the airplane engines droning in the background, the well-dressed black man was flipping casually through a magazine as the stewardess sucked his cock in full view of all the passengers in the first-class section. Rachel’s heart started to thump in her chest as she watched the flight attendant’s lip-sticked lips ride up and down the man’s large erection, her stockinged legs slightly splayed as they escaped the tight-fitting business skirt of her uniform. The young brunette was making discreet, but rather enthusiastic, “Mmmmm” sounds around the veiny, black cock, clearly enjoying her task, perhaps even more than the man she was servicing, who seemed more interested in his Sports Illustrated magazine than the blowjob he was getting.

After a few minutes, the video cut to a different passenger, another lanky, well-dressed black man, this one wearing headphones as he got blown by a different stewardess. In the background, Rachel could see that the entire first-class section seemed to be filled with young black men, all of them impeccably dressed, like they were members of some sort of professional sports team, perhaps being flown to their next away game. From what Rachel could see, there were at least three flight attendants “attending” to the men. As the first two flight attendants were down on their knees, the third stewardess was up on her feet, hugging the back of one of the seats, her skirt pulled up high as a very tall black man fucked her from behind utilizing the generous space between the rows of first-class seats. The woman’s lips were parted, perfectly shaped brows arched high as she bumped off of the man’s thrusts, the nearby men smiling as they watched her little pill-box hat shudder with each solid stab from the man behind her.

“Jesus,” Rachel murmured.

Rachel wasn’t sure if this was a staged production or an actual sports team being flown to their next game. She didn’t follow sports and didn’t recognize any of the men. But, from what she could see, there didn’t seem to be any white passengers, male or female. The first-class section seemed to be completely filled with well-dressed black men, men who were apparently enjoying the perks of being rich athletes as they watched movies on private tv screens and sipped champagne, the pretty flight attendants giving at least three of them personalized service.

Rachel brought her attention back to the stewardess blowing the man wearing headphones. Her blond hair was perfectly coifed into a tight swirl at the back, her long, slender neck moving gracefully as she performed her duties with a kind of quiet professionalism. The black man was obviously listening to music, his head bobbing forward and back as the flight attendant’s head bobbed up and down.

Rachel noticed that the young blond was gripping the man’s erection in her left hand as her lush lips moved up and down his stiff organ. Rachel couldn’t help noticing the girl’s diamond engagement ring as she gripped the large, black cock. If this was an actual airplane with real flight attendants, Rachel couldn’t help wondering if the woman’s fiancé was aware of all her duties when it came to VIP passengers. No wonder a first-class ticket was so expensive these days.

After a few more minutes, the man with the headphones started to tense visibly, his face twisting as the stewardess worked his cock at a faster rate, concentrating her efforts on the head, apparently trying to help the man finish. And after a few more moments, he did finish. As the man grimaced, gripping the armrests of his extra-wide seat, the pretty stewardess continued to suck as she made small pulling motions with her hand. A moment later, she made a long “Mmmmm” sound as her throat muscles started to work.

After drinking down the fruits of her labor, the stewardess pulled her head up, her face flushed as she sat back on her calves. The pretty blond tucked a few loose strands of hair behind her ear, then dabbed at her lips with a cocktail napkin. She rose up and adjusted her tight skirt, then asked with a smile, “Will there be anything else, sir?”

The man lifted his right earphone off of his ear and said in a deep baritone, “What’s that, baby?”

“Can I get you anything else?” the stewardess repeated.

As the man’s spent cock started to bend down, he said, “Yeah. Get me another beer.”

“Right away, sir,” the stewardess smiled, starting up the aisle, her youthful bottom shifting inside her hip-hugging uniform as she went to fetch the man a beer.

As the stewardess disappeared into the galley kitchen, Rachel stopped the video and sat back against the headboard, realizing that Jim wasn’t an embezzler. She’d stumbled upon his secret porn stash!

Rachel had heard of men hiding their porn from their wives, but it never occurred to her that Jim was squirreling away a collection of X-rated videos. Rachel wondered why. She was no prude when it came to sex. They had watched adult videos together. Not all the time, but they would occasionally order one when the kids were asleep. So, why had Jim thought it necessary to hide these videos from her?

Rachel looked at the listing of video files again. The next file was simply called “The Procedure****”. Unlike the first video, which only had two asterisks appended to the name, this one had four. The asterisks were obviously some sort of rating system, and Jim had given “The Procedure” a four-star rating. Out of curiosity, Rachel double-clicked the file.

The video opened in what looked to be a doctor’s examination room, the glass-fronted doors of a stainless-steel cabinet showing various medical supplies. There was a pretty, young woman in a hospital gown lying back on a semi-reclined examination table, her bare feet resting in shiny steel stirrups extending out from the corners of the padded table. The woman looked to be in her late twenties, her thin gown drooping between her spread thighs and covering her private parts as she, apparently, waited for the doctor.

After a few moments, another woman entered the room. She was a bit older than the woman on the examination table, her classy Nieman Marcus outfit partially covered by a white lab coat. The bespeckled woman in the lab coat held the door open as a large black man entered the room behind her. He was wearing the same sort of hospital gown as the young woman on the exam table, only his gown was tented at the groin. The man obviously had an erection. And, judging from the distance his gown was being pushed away from his pelvis, a very large erection.

The doctor closed the door behind the black man, then stepped over to the young blond on the exam table.  “Hello, Mrs. Chambers,” the doctor said with a practiced smile. “And how are we doing today?”

“Fine, thank you,” the young woman said, glancing over at the black man, her nervous eyes going down to the tented front of his hospital gown.

The doctor turned to the rather thuggish-looking black man and said, “This is Jamal. He’ll be performing your procedure today.”

The pretty blond gave Jamal a tentative nod, then looked back at the doctor.

The doctor folded open an aluminum clipboard and consulted it for a few moments. Looking down at the woman’s medical chart, the doctor said, “Your tests all came back fine, Mrs. Chambers. And I see here that you’re currently ovulating.” The doctor looked up from the woman’s chart and smiled. “This should be the ideal time to perform your procedure.”

“Oh. That’s good,” the young woman said half-heartedly, glancing over at the black man again.

Apparently seeing how nervous the woman looked about her upcoming “procedure”, the doctor smiled reassuringly and said, “Don’t worry, Mrs. Chambers. Jamal has performed this procedure on dozens of women. I can assure you that he’s very skilled.”

The patient looked up at the impassive black man, then looked back at the doctor. “And you’re sure this is going to work?” the young woman said. “My husband and I have been trying for so long. All the other doctors said I might not be able to conceive.”

“Oh, don’t you worry about that,” the doctor said, glancing down at the woman’s chart again. “From what I see here, you’re perfectly healthy and able to conceive.” The doctor looked over at the black man again. Putting a hand on his beefy shoulder, she said, “And Jamal has had wonderful success. Many of my patients are so happy afterward, they come back for a second, sometimes even a third procedure.”

The patient nodded.

The doctor set the chart on a rolling, metal tray, then went around behind the black man as she said, “Now, I’ll just take Jamal’s gown off and we’ll go over any questions you might have.”

As the patient looked on anxiously, the doctor reached up high, untying the bow knot behind Jamal’s thick neck, then untying another at his lower back. She came back around in front of the man, then slid the gown down and pulled it away like someone unveiling a large gift.

But as the doctor unveiled the patient’s “gift”, the young woman’s eyes went wide as she exclaimed, “Oh dear lord!”

The doctor smiled at the woman’s shocked reaction, then looked down with her at Jamal’s enormous cock. “Yes. It’s quite impressive, isn’t it?”

The pretty housewife nodded mutely as she gaped at the man’s pulsing erection.

Beginning her pre-procedure briefing, the doctor gently cupped the man’s protruding organ and said, “You’ll note that Jamal’s penis is quite long.”

“Yeah . . . I can see that,” the woman said, still staring.

“This is one of the reasons we prefer to use black men for these procedures,” the doctor explained. “You see, for women who are having difficulty conceiving, the extra length is very important. It ensures that the semen is injected directly into the uterus.”

The woman tore her gaze away from the man’s enormous penis and looked at the doctor incredulously. “He’s not gonna put that thing all the way up into my womb, is he!?”

The doctor laughed. “No, of course not, Mrs. Chambers,” she smiled. “You see, with your husband’s rather . . .” The doctor seemed to search for the right words. “Well, with your husband’s penis being rather short, his ejaculate mainly stays in your vagina. But with Jamal’s much longer penis, he can precisely target your cervical aperture. And the greater force generated by his larger and much more powerful erection will allow him to essentially inject his semen directly into your spasming cervix.”

“My cervix is going to spasm!?” the patient exclaimed.

“Yes, of course,” the doctor said, smiling again. “That’s a normal part of the orgasmic response. When a woman climaxes, her cervical orifice opens and closes spasmodically.” The doctor took a moment, seeming to think how to explain. “It’s kind of like a gold fish sucking at the surface of the water as it takes in food. But in this case, your cervix sucks in semen. And the harder you climax, the harder it sucks.”

“Oh. I see,” the woman said.

“That’s another reason you may have been having trouble conceiving. Though, I’m sure your husband is very attentive sexually, he simply doesn’t have the required girth to stimulate a vaginal orgasm. Due to his small size, he’s forced to rely on oral stimulation.” The doctor looked down and reoriented her hand, gently gripping Jamal’s large cock, her small hand only able to encompass about half of its girth. “But, as you can see, Jamal’s erection is quite a bit thicker than your husband’s. This will ensure that you’ll have strong vaginal orgasms. Which, in turn, will stimulate the cervical contractions necessary for conception.”

“Did you say orgasms? Plural?”

“Yes,” the doctor nodded. “You’ll have had three or four by the time the procedure’s over.”

“Really?” the woman said, seeming to warm to the procedure a bit more.

“Uh-huh. The more times Jamal can make you climax, the higher our probability of success.”

“Oh. Right,” the young housewife said.

The doctor gently tipped the man’s erection up to an almost vertical orientation. Looking down at his huge scrotum, the doctor said, “And you’ll also note that Jamal’s testicles are quite large.”

“Uhhh. Yeah. I can see that,” the woman said, arching her brows as she looked down at Jamal’s bull-sized balls.

“Jamal’s volume of ejaculate is approximately seven times greater than what we measured when we tested your husband. To be frank, Mrs. Chambers, with your husband’s rather diminutive penis and small ejaculate volume, I’m not at all surprised that he wasn’t able to get you pregnant.”

The young woman nodded, then looked down at her hands, seeming a little embarrassed about her husband’s sexual inadequacies.

“But don’t you worry,” the doctor went on, clearly trying to cheer the patient up. “With Jamal’s much larger penis, as well as the strength and volume of his ejaculations, you stand an excellent chance of being impregnated today.”

“Did you say . . . ejaculations?”

“Uh-huh,” the doctor nodded, lowering Jamal’s cock and slipping her hands into the pockets of her lab coat.

The patient glanced over at the big black man, then looked back at the doctor. “So . . . he’s going to be ejaculating more than once?”

“Yes, of course,” the doctor replied. “He’ll ejaculate each time you climax.”

“But you said I would be climaxing three or four times,” The young woman said, looking confused.

“Uh-huh,” the doctor nodded.

The young woman glanced over at Jamal, then looked back at the doctor. “So . . . how many times can he . . .”

“As many times as necessary. The patient usually becomes fatigued long before one of our fertility specialists does,” the doctor said, giving Jamal’s shoulder a little pat. “That’s another reason we prefer to use black men for these procedures.”

The doctor paused, apparently waiting for any other questions the patient might have. But when the young woman didn’t ask anything else, the doctor said, “So . . . shall we proceed?”

“Uhhhh . . . I guess so,” the woman said nervously.

The doctor stepped over and positioned herself to the patient’s right, standing close to her hip. “Now, let’s just pull this up a bit,” the doctor said, easing the woman’s gown up onto her stomach, revealing soft, blond curls. Noting the vaginal lubricant seeping from between the young woman’s labia, the doctor looked up at her and smiled. “Don’t you worry about that, Mrs. Chambers. That’s perfectly normal.”

The patient looked over at the doctor, nodding shakily as the naked black man approached the end of the exam table, his giant cock wagging like a hinged bar of steel.

The blond woman looked over at the doctor and said, “Um . . . Is this gonna hurt much?”

The doctor pushed her wire-rim glasses up a bit and seemed to think for a moment. “Well . . . to be perfectly honest, you may feel a little discomfort at first. But just try to relax. By the time the procedure’s over, I’m sure you’ll be happy you had it done.”

The pretty housewife nodded shakily.

“Now, if you could just scoot down a little,” the doctor said as Jamal stepped between the woman’s stirrup-supported feet.

The pretty blond scooted down a bit more, the paper liner crinkling beneath her as she brought her vagina to the edge of the padded examination table.

Rachel felt her face get instantly hot as Jamal stepped between the woman’s spread thighs, his cock pulsing with anticipation. He was clearly looking forward to the procedure. As Jamal stepped closer, the tip of his huge, black cock just a few inches away from the glistening cleft of the patient’s vagina, the doctor reached over her thigh and gently gripped his erection. Leading the man forward by his cock, the doctor said in a gentle voice, “Ok, Mrs. Chambers . . . Now just try to relax . . .”

Rachel stopped the video just as the procedure started, her heart thumping hard, her hands shaking with adrenaline.

After giving herself a few moments to calm down, Rachel randomly clicked a few more of the videos. After taking a quick look at three or four of them, it became clear that a pattern was developing. Every video she opened featured a white woman having sex with one or more black men. Rachel sat back against the headboard again, realizing that Jim had a serious fetish for interracial pornography. No wonder he’d spontaneously ejaculated watching Brooke get her brains screwed out by a black guy, Rachel thought to herself. Apparently, she didn’t know everything about her husband.

But as Rachel scanned down the long list of videos, she noticed that only one of them had five asterisks next to the name—"Husband Watches*****”

Curious about the only video that had gotten a five-star rating from Jim, Rachel double-clicked it.

The video opened in the huge master bedroom of a nicely furnished home, the plush interior decorated with designer furniture and large oil paintings, the sort of paintings Rachel could imagine hanging in a Beverly Hills art gallery, each one probably worth more than her Range Rover. One entire wall of the bedroom was floor-to-ceiling glass and looked out onto an expansive view of Los Angeles, the bright California sun glittering off of the jewel-like blue of backyard swimming pools that stretched out into the distance.

But the most notable feature of the bedroom was the attractive white woman who was in bed with no less than three black men. The woman was flanked by two of the men as the third man pumped between her spread legs. The man fucking her was very muscular, his wide back flexing as his strong black ass rose and fell between her pale thighs. The man kneeling to her left, a slender man with extremely dark skin, was smiling as he looked down at the woman’s hand, his long, limp cock flopping and swinging from her grasp as she jacked him off while his partner pumped.

The man kneeling to the woman’s right was jacking himself off as he looked down at her shifting breasts, like a man masturbating to the folded-out centerfold of a Playboy magazine. The woman could’ve been a Playboy centerfold. She definitely had the body for it. She was all soft, flowing curves, with the kind of world-class breasts that most women would kill for, all the more enviable because they were obviously natural.

After getting the wide shot of all four of them, the camera moved in, getting a closer shot between the woman’s creamy thighs, zooming in on the man’s thick, black cock as it plowed into glistening pink flesh with pussy-stretching plunges. Rachel watched wide-eyed as the large black cock slid smoothly in and out of the woman’s very wet vagina, the banana-sized erection shiny with vaginal lubricant.

After a good minute of highly graphic footage showing the large black cock plowing in and out of a white vagina, the camera pulled back again. As it did, the slender man reached down and peeled the woman’s fingers off of his cock. Then he started to work his way up the bed on his knees, his big, limp dick swinging pendulously as he made his way up to the headboard. As he shoved the plethora of throw pillows onto the floor, the muscular man pulled out of the woman and dragged her down the bed a bit, making room for the slender man. After repositioning the woman, the muscular man mounted her again as his partner worked himself between the top of her head and the headboard.

As the woman started to bump off the muscleman’s thrusts again, the slender man rose up onto his knees and straddled her head, positioning himself so that the tip of his long, limp cock was hanging above her parted lips. When the man’s dangling dick brushed over her lips, the woman tipped her head back and opened her mouth. The man spread his knees wider, lowering himself down, his balls resting on the bridge of the woman’s nose as he fed his limp dick down into her mouth.

“That’s it, beautiful. Suck that big dick,” the slender man said as he looked down at her.

As her body bumped off the other man’s thrusts, the pretty white woman made quiet “Mmm” sounds around the slender man’s cock, her cheeks collapsing in as she sucked on it.

Still looking down at her, the slender man said, “You like suckin’ that big black dick, don’t ya?”

With her chin jutting up, the woman made a muffled “Mm-hmm” sound around his limp dick.

The slender man swiveled his face to the man pumping between the woman’s legs. “That’s it, DeShawn. Fuck ‘er good. Her husband’s paying us a lot. We gotta give the girl her money’s worth.”

Rachel’s brow furrowed at this. Her husband!?

At this point, the camera pulled back to encompass more of the bedroom, particularly the area at the foot of the bed, which had been just outside the frame of the shot up to this point. But as the camera pulled back for a wider shot, Rachel’s eyes went big with surprise. There was a half-dressed white man sitting in a desk chair at the foot of the bed—the husband. The ergonomic mesh chair was out of place in the nicely furnished bedroom. It had obviously been brought in and placed there so the husband could watch.

“Jesus,” Rachel murmured, realizing that the man in the chair had hired the three black men to screw his wife. While he watched!

With his slacks and underwear pooled around his shiny dress shoes, the husband jacked-off furiously as he watched the two black men share his beautiful wife. The man looked to be significantly older than the woman on the bed, maybe in his early fifties. But he looked tan and successful. His lips were parted, his gold Rolex jangling on his wrist as he stroked himself feverishly, his small, white erection a stark contrast to his tan hand.

Rachel looked back and forth between the husband and the black men fucking his wife. The difference in penis size was startling. The flaccid black cock hanging down into his young wife’s mouth was over twice as long as her husband’s standing erection, and quite a bit thicker. Which probably explained the rather enthusiastic “Mmm” sounds she was making as she sucked on it.

The camera held its position, keeping the husband in the frame, his hand a blur as he watched the muscular man’s black ass pumping up and down between his wife’s smooth, white thighs. From the light sheen of perspiration on the man’s back, he seemed to have been fucking her for quite some time.

As the woman held the sides of the muscle man’s ribcage lightly, her large diamond engagement ring glittering in the sunlight streaming through the immense window, the slender man said, “That’s it, DeShawn. Fuck ‘er good!”

At his friend’s prompting, the muscular man took it up a notch, the woman making a surprised “Mmm!!!” sound around the slender man’s cock as his partner started to fuck her harder, his strong, black ass flexing as he drove his cock into her with more force.

“Yeah, that’s it, dawg,” the slender man said, urging his friend on as the woman continued to suck his cock. “Give it to ‘er! Fuck that white pussy!”

Like a boxer taking the shouting advice of his trainer just outside the ring, the muscular black man started to pump harder and faster, the young woman’s eyes going wide with surprise as she tried to keep sucking on the other man’s cock, her full breasts starting to jump up and down her chest wildly.

After only a minute or so of body-jolting thrusts, the woman suddenly arched up off the bed, her eyes going big and round as she let out a muffled cry around the cock in her mouth. The pretty brunette threw her hands down onto the duvet, gripping it as she came. The muscleman paused his thrusts, breathing in and out as the woman’s body went rigid on his stationary cock.

“There she goes again,” the slender man said, smiling down at the pretty brunette. “Yeah. That’s it, baby. Cum all over that big nigger dick.”

Rachel’s heart was thumping in her chest as she watched the woman cum hard, her body trembling on the black man’s cock as she gripped the comforter. But after a long few moments, the woman sank back down onto the bed, her body going slack and still as her mouth fell open around the other man’s cock.

The man straddling her head pulled back somewhat, letting his balls rest on the woman’s faintly perspiring forehead, his long, limp dick running over her left eye and cheek as he asked, “You like that, baby?”

Apparently too winded to speak, the woman nodded weakly as she breathed in and out.

The man straddling her head looked down the bed at the woman’s husband. “Looks like your husband liked it too,” he said, grinning.

The slender man’s cock slid off the woman’s flushed face as she lifted her head and looked down the bed at her husband. His expensive dress shirt was now spotted with semen as he too breathed in and out, his small penis shrinking back down in his grasp, all but disappearing from view as it went soft in his hand. After looking down the bed at her husband for a moment, the woman let her head rest back down. It lulled to the right as she breathed in and out, her vacant eyes looking toward the camera as her chest rose and fell.

As the muscular man pulled out and sat back on his haunches, his wet cock pulsing, the camera moved in again, this time, zooming in on the woman’s face as she seemed to look directly at Rachel from beneath drooping eyelids. But as the woman looked into the camera lens, Rachel murmured, “Oh my God,” realizing for the first time that the woman looked exactly like her!

Stunned by the resemblance, Rachel quickly hit the space bar on the keyboard, pausing the video to study the woman’s face. Though Rachel was an only child, the woman on the bed could’ve been her long-lost sister, or a twin separated at birth. The woman looked to be a little younger than her, maybe in her late twenties. But the resemblance was uncanny. The woman had the same oval face as her. The same wide-set eyes and thick, chestnut hair. The same square jaw and full, wide mouth. The only difference was that the woman wasn’t quite as fit as Rachel. She was softer, curvier. But other than that, they were almost identical.

After studying the woman’s face for a few moments, Rachel hit the space bar again. When the video restarted, the woman was still recovering from the orgasm, her head lulled to the right as she breathed in and out. As the pretty brunette tried to catch her breath, the muscleman moved off to one side, giving his spot to the third man, the one who’d been jacking himself off.

But as the third man took the muscleman’s place between the woman’s still-spread legs, Rachel noticed that he had some sort of tattoo on his lower abdomen, situated just above his kinky pubic hair. The tattoo was difficult to make out due to the lack of contrast between the greenish ink and the man’s dark skin. But then, as if knowing Rachel was curious about the tattoo, the camera zoomed in on the man’s veiny erection. Rachel’s eyes went wide when she was able to make out the tattoo. It was just two words in block script—BLACK POWER. It was obviously referring to the man’s impressive male muscle. And from the size of it, Rachel had to admit, the tattoo was appropriate.

As the camera pulled back again, the woman lay sprawled on the bed, her arms extended out from her body as the tattooed man knelt between her widely-spread calves. “Come on, baby. You ain’t runnin’ outta gas, are ya?”

The young trophy wife didn’t respond. She just lay there, breathing in and out. She was clearly exhausted, as if the three black men had been passing her back and forth all day, and she was completely worn out.

“Come on, beautiful,” the man said, trying to rouse the pretty brunette from her post-orgasmic stupor.

After a long few moments, the woman finally rolled her head forward and struggled up, her perfect breasts warbling as she propped herself up on her elbows.

“Come on, baby. You know how I like it,” the tattooed man said looking down at her, his large erection jerking upward with each beat of his heart.

The young trophy wife took a few more breaths, then turned over, getting onto her hands and knees.

“Yeah. That’s it,” the man said, a wide smile spreading across his face as the young woman got on all fours, her soft, white breasts hanging down like ripe fruit as she planted her palms down on the bed.

As the tattooed man scooted up to the woman’s shapely bottom, the muscular man made his way up the bed on his knees, his big erection wagging stiffly. When he got up to the top of the bed, the slender man moved off to one side, relinquishing his spot as his musclebound friend knelt in front of the woman, bringing his black cock to her pink lips.

A few minutes later, Rachel’s heart was thumping in her chest as the rich housewife ping-ponged back and forth between the two thrusting black men, her good-sized breasts swinging and colliding beneath her torso as they fucked her at both ends.

“You wanted to try a black guy, huh, baby?” the muscleman grunted as he and his partner alternately stabbed into her mouth and pussy. “Well, how do ya like it?”

But, as the woman’s mouth was filled with a large black cock, the tattooed man answered for her, grunting breathlessly, “Oh . . . she likes it, alright. (breath, breath) The girl’s wet as a motherfucker.”

The muscleman smiled at this information, then reached down, gathering up the woman’s glossy mane with both hands. He twisted the woman’s long hair into a thick rope and used it as a kind of soft handle, holding her head in place as he fucked her voluptuous mouth. “Yeah,” the muscleman grunted as he stabbed his cock into her wide-open mouth. “Take that big black dick! Take it all.”

Rachel could hardly see how that was possible. But it didn’t stop the man from trying to shove his eight-inch cock down the woman’s throat.

The muscleman looked over at his partner as he gripped the woman’s hair, his hips shooting forward as he grunted, “I love seein’ a good-lookin’ white girl with a big black dick in her mouth, don’t you?”

The other man nodded then looked back down at his thrusting cock as he gripped the woman’s ample hips, each grunting stab propelling her toward his musclebound partner. “Damn . . . This girl is so fuckin’ hot,” the tattooed man grunted, his face twisting with tension. “She’s so fucking wet! . . . She’s gonna make me blow my load.”

“Go ‘head, dawg. Give it to ‘er,” the muscular man grunted as the young woman ping-ponged back and forth between them. “Do it, dawg. Fill that white pussy.”

Wondering if the woman’s husband was going to object to this, Rachel swiveled her eyes over to the well-dressed man in the mesh desk chair. But instead of rising to object, he stayed seated, his little penis starting to swell as he watched the two black men fuck his wife’s brains out, clearly excited by the prospect of one of them cumming inside her. Maybe that was why the slender man was soft, Rachel thought. Maybe he’d already cum in the rich man’s wife. Maybe the rich man had paid extra to see the three black men ejaculate into his young trophy wife.

Rachel swiveled her eyes from the husband back to the scene of grunting animal sex playing out on the king-size bed. By now, she was shaking with arousal as she watched the two black men ravage the rich housewife, a housewife that looked very much like her. Rachel couldn’t stand it anymore. She hit the space bar with trembling fingers, then quickly set the laptop aside as she hopped up off the bed. Rachel strode over to the bedroom door, her face hot and her heart pounding. Though the kids were still in school, and Jim was at work, she shut the door and pushed the little button on the knob to lock it. She hurried back over to the bed and wiggled out of her tight workout shorts. Still wearing her sneakers and sports bra, Rachel got back up on the bed bottomless. She spread her legs, then placed the laptop on the bed between her thighs, folding the screen open a bit more so that it was aiming up at her. Then Rachel reached down and hit the space bar again.

As the video restarted, Rachel looked down at the computer screen between her legs, fingering her clitoris as she watched the rich man’s wife take it at both ends, her hanging breasts swinging and swirling as she made muffled “Mmm!!!” sounds around the muscleman’s cock.

But, after not that long, the muscleman’s face started to twist and tense. “Damn . . . I think she’s gonna make me cum too,” he grimaced, gripping the woman’s long hair as he continued to thrust his cock into her mouth.

As the two men continued to fuck the rich man’s wife, their faces twisting as they tried not to cum, Rachel breathed in and out, her heart pounding as her fingers skimmed over her slippery clit. Though she could have made herself climax right then, Rachel tried to delay, waiting for the denouement of the highly erotic scene.

Rachel breathed in and out, keeping herself right on the edge of climax as the two black men grunted and grimaced, their staying power being tested by the sensual beauty of the woman bouncing back and forth between them. Rachel whimpered and squirmed, trying not to cum before the men, who were clearly getting closer and closer, their hard, black cocks just moments away from erupting into the warm cavities of the woman’s soft, white body.

As Rachel watched, breathing through parted lips, her brows arching in anticipation, she imagined it was her on that bed. The woman looked so much like her that she hardly had to imagine it. It was almost like watching herself ping-ponging between the two grunting black men. It was as if one of her erotic dreams had somehow been magically recorded and transferred onto Jim’s secret porn disk.

It wasn’t long before the tattooed man’s face started to contort and twist. Rachel could see him giving in to the soft warmth of the woman’s wet vagina. Sensing that the end was near, Rachel started to finger herself faster, her brows pinching together as she tried to time her climax just right. And, as a high, whimpering squeal escaped her parted lips at the feel of an impending orgasm, the tattooed man suddenly stopped pumping, his black fingers digging into soft, white flesh as he let out a deep groan of manly release. And as the tattooed man’s ass went hard and tight, Rachel let the flood gates fly open, releasing a strangled cry as she watched the black man fill the white woman’s married vagina.

But as the pleasure washed over Rachel, the muscleman suddenly stopped pumping. Still gripping her thick rope of hair, he bared his teeth as he held the woman’s head in place. And as the young brunette’s cheeks bulged with semen, Rachel let out another strangled cry as she continued to finger herself. Rachel’s body shook and trembled as she watched the rich housewife try to gulp down what the muscleman was pumping into her mouth, the other man grimacing as he flexed his ass over and over again. Rachel kept her orgasm going for as long as she could stand it, her fingers continuing to skim over her clit as she watched the two men fill the pretty housewife at both ends.

But when the intensity was too much to bear, Rachel finally took her hand away as she gasped for air. She breathed in and out, her chest heaving, her whole body shaking. Rachel let her head fall back against the headboard as she took big, gasping breaths, her body shuddering with aftershocks. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d cum that hard.

Rachel just sat against the headboard, her head spinning. She felt dizzy, as if she’d hyperventilated during the event. But after a long minute or so, Rachel looked down at the computer just in time to see the rich housewife slide off of the two black men’s waning erections. Feeling weak and spent, Rachel looked down at the computer screen from beneath lidded eyes as the pretty brunette slid off of their cocks and crumbled down onto the bed. As Rachel breathed in and out, the young woman lay in a heap between the two black men, semen glugging from her wide-open vagina as the men finally allowed her the rest she so clearly needed.

By the time they sat down to dinner that night, the worst of Jim’s jockey shorts were in the trash, and his secret porn disk was back in place, once again taped to the underside of his drawer. After thinking it over, Rachel had decided not to tell Jim she’d found it. She figured he had a right to his privacy.

As the boys chattered excitedly about the new video game Jim had surprised them with, Rachel spooned some gravy onto her slab of meatloaf, then passed it to Jim.

“Thanks for going through my underwear drawer,” Jim said, dousing his mashed potatoes with gravy. “I’ve been meaning to do that.”

“No problem,” Rachel smiled, setting her napkin in her lap. But then, recalling the intense orgasm she’d achieved watching one of Jim’s videos, she added, “It was my pleasure.”


6. Rachel’s Insurance Policy

A few weeks later, when the weekend of her blackbelt test finally arrived, Rachel had almost forgotten about Jim’s secret porn disk. She’d been too busy with other things. She’d been working extra hard to get ready for her test. On top of her biweekly training sessions with Ben, she’d been jogging four miles each morning, then doing some light weight-training in the family room before doing her backyard workout each afternoon. That, combined with all of her regular duties as a wife and mother of two growing boys, kept her busy. Too busy. While she tried to keep the house in order and her three men fed and happy, she was also trying to finish the bank heist manuscript, which was riddled with plot holes and proving to be a bigger job than she’d anticipated. And as if that wasn’t enough, Kyle was falling behind in math class, which was taxing her time and energy even more as she tutored him most nights after dinner.

Cracking the whip on Kyle, as well as carting the boys around for all their extracurricular activities, combined with the stress of getting ready for her test, taking care of the house and trying to finish the heist book was starting to take a toll on Rachel, and straining her relationship with Jim, who’d also been burning the candle at both ends, trying to close a multi-national deal for a big client. Even if she wanted to have sex after a long day of editing, working out, cleaning and cooking, and driving the kids around, Jim was always too tired, usually dragging in at seven or eight every night, then sitting in front of the tv like a zombie until bedtime.

But, on the bright side, with Jim too tired to get it up, Rachel had plenty of untapped sexual energy to devote to her workouts. And after nearly a month of abstinence, she was feeling fit and strong, sure that she’d pass her test this time.

The day before she was to drive down to LA for her test, Rachel came clamoring down the stairs dressed in her Gi. It would be her last training session with Ben before she took her test on Sunday, and she didn’t want to be late for class. Rachel grabbed her keys off the kitchen table as she strode over to the family room to say goodbye to Jim. She poked her head in at him and said, “I’m going to the gym! I’ll see ya—” Rachel was about to say "later", but stopped midsentence when she noticed how exhausted Jim looked. He was slumped in his chair and staring blankly at the tv.

Rachel looked over at Jim, her brow wrinkled with concern. After studying him for a moment, she came into the family room. Rachel walked over and stood in front of Jim’s chair, planting her hands on her hips as she stood between him and the tv. Jim was so exhausted that it seemed to take him a moment to register her presence. When he finally did, he looked up at her blankly and said, “Rachel. You’re blocking the tv.”

“Yes, I am,” Rachel said sternly, not moving.

“Why are you standing there like that?” Jim asked, his voice weak with fatigue.

Rachel looked down at him. “Honey, you look exhausted.”

Jim looked up at her with bleary eyes. “I’m fine,” he said, dismissing her concern.

“You’re not fine,” Rachel said. “You look awful. You’ve been working too hard. And you haven’t been sleeping well.”

“Don’t worry, Rach. Once I close the deal, I’ll get some rest. I just need to make a few more changes to the contract this weekend. I’m gonna meet with the Germans on Monday.”

Rachel dropped down onto her knees in front of Jim and forced her way between his legs. She rested her forearms on his thighs and studied his tired face for a moment. “Maybe after the deal's done, we should take a little vacation,” she said up to him. “Maybe go up to Napa, or San Francisco for a few days. I’m sure Allison would watch the boys."

“That sounds nice,” Jim said, giving her another weary smile.

Rachel gave Jim’s thighs a little squeeze. “Good. Then it’s settled. You get those German guys to sign that stupid contract, and I’ll show you a good time next weekend.” Rachel grinned up at Jim as she waggled her brows up and down like Groucho Marks.

“How good?” Jim smiled.

"So good you won’t be able to walk when we get home,” Rachel said, giving Jim’s thighs another squeeze.

Jim chuckled. “Ok. You got a deal.”

“Good!” Rachel said, beaming up at him. She popped up onto her feet and said, “Well, gotta go. Last workout before the big test!” She leaned forward and gave Jim a quick kiss.

As Rachel hurried out of the family room, Jim called, “Have fun!”

“Thanks!!!” Rachel called over her shoulder as she strode through the living room, heading for the front door.

✽✽✽

An hour later, Rachel was fine-tuning her blackbelt routine with Ben. As she stepped through the various moves of her routine, Ben would occasionally stop her to make a small adjustment to her form, raising an arm a fraction of an inch, or correcting her foot position, maybe adjusting the angle of her hips slightly. Unfortunately, each tiny mistake she made, and resulting adjustment from Ben, came with a penalty. After moving her arm up half an inch, or separating her legs a tiny bit, Ben would make Rachel do fifty squats, or twenty push-ups, or a hundred sit-ups, or some other equally unpleasant form of calisthenics as a little punishment.

After going through her blackbelt routine several times, Rachel was breathing hard, and her face was bright red from the various forms of punishment Ben had inflicted on her. On the upside, though, by the time Ben was done fine-tuning her routine, Rachel’s form was perfect.

Ben finally cracked a rare smile and said, “Ok. Go take a break, Rachel,” as he gave her a little pat on the back.

Rachel nodded, too winded to speak. She jogged over to the edge of the mat and plopped down onto her knees. As Rachel watched the other students practice, she felt someone kneel down next to her. Still breathing hard, Rachel looked over to her right and said between breaths, “Oh. (breath, breath) Hey, (breath) Gretchen.”

“Hey, gorgeous,” Gretchen smiled. “Ben’s working you pretty hard tonight, huh?”

“Uh . . . huh,” Rachel nodded, still too winded to converse properly.

Gretchen was the only female black belt in the dojo. She was a fit and feisty thirty-five-year-old with a bawdy sense of humor and boundless energy. Rachel liked Gretchen, but she never understood how she had advanced so much faster than her. Gretchen had gotten her blackbelt in less than four years. Rachel had been working her ass off for five years and still hadn’t gotten hers.

Gretchen rocked sideways, bumping against Rachel’s shoulder as she said, “You’re looking good, though.”

“Thanks,” Rachel said, still breathing hard as they knelt at the edge of an over-sized wrestling mat, watching the lower ranking students take instruction from the more senior members of the dojo.

“You’re testing this weekend, aren’t you?” Gretchen asked.

"Yeah. If I can walk," Rachel gasped, still recovering from the workout. "Me and Ben (breath, breath) are driving down in the morning. I test on Sunday.”

Gretchen looked over at Rachel. “You’re driving down with Ben?”

“Yeah . . . Jim has to work,” Rachel gasped.

“Oh. That’s too bad.”

Rachel nodded, then added, “Actually, Carl and Tyson are coming too.”

Gretchen shot Rachel another surprised look, her brows arching high.

Seeing this, Rachel said, “What?”

“Oh, nothing,” Gretchen said innocently, a little smile curling one corner of her lips.

Rachel waited, then finally said, “Ok. What’s on that so-called mind of yours.”

Gretchen smiled. “Oh, nothing . . . I was just wondering how Jim felt about that.”

“Felt about what?”

“About you driving down to LA with Ben, Carl and Tyson.”

“Why would Jim care if I rode down with Ben and the guys?” Rachel asked, frowning.

Gretchen shrugged. “Maybe he doesn’t. But there’s no way my husband would let me drive to L.A. all alone with three black guys.”

“Why not?”

"Oh, come on,” Gretchen said, giving Rachel a look. “Don't play dumb. You know what I'm talking about." 

“What?” Rachel insisted.

“Come on, Rachel. You know what they say about black guys,” Gretchen whispered. “You know how over-sexed they’re supposed to be.”

Rachel smiled. “What? You think Ben’s gonna pull over on the side of the freeway and the three of ‘em are gonna drag me into the backseat?”

“No, of course not. But things happen.” Gretchen paused as if thinking for a moment. Then she said, “Ok. Let’s say you guys all go out to dinner after practice. Maybe you have a couple glasses of wine. Then later, you guys come back to the hotel and you’re hanging out in the room. Maybe you’re feeling a little buzzed. The next thing you know, you're on your back looking up over Carl’s shoulder as he humps your brains out.”

Rachel laughed out loud. “Carl!?” she smiled.

“Why not?”

Rachel looked over at Carl out on the mat. Carl was a big, mountain of a man, and one of the sweetest, gentlest people she’d ever known.

“Carl’s a big puppy dog,” Rachel said, turning back to Gretchen. “He’d never do anything like that.”

“Hey. Even puppies get the occasional erection,” Gretchen countered, arching her brows at Rachel.

"I think I’ll be just fine,” Rachel smiled, shaking her head at Gretchen.

“Ok. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

The two women turned to look out at the mat again, watching Ben as he worked with a new student named Herbie.

As they watched Ben instruct the skinny white-belt, Gretchen tipped her head toward Rachel and whispered, “You know what they say about him, don’t you?”

“Who? Herbie?”

“No. Not Herbie . . . Ben,” Gretchen said, discreetly pointing her chin in his direction.

“No. What’a they say?” Rachel asked, smiling at Gretchen’s conspiratorial tone.

Gretchen tipped her head close to Rachel’s and whispered, “They say he’s really well hung.”

“Is that so?” Rachel said, her mind flashing back to the locker-room incident. “Where’d you hear that?” 

"Tiffany told me,” Gretchen whispered.

“The towel girl?”

“Uh-huh. She said she saw Ben in the shower once,” Gretchen whispered as they looked over at Ben.

“Oh yeah?” Rachel said, trying not to smile. “And what’d Tiffany say?”

“She said he's hung like a fucking Clydesdale. That’s what she said.”

Rachel felt her cheeks warm as she pictured Ben in the shower, soap suds flinging off of his big horse-dick. “Well, I wouldn’t believe everything you hear,” Rachel said.

Gretchen seemed to think about that for a moment. “Yeah. You’re probably right. Nice guys never have big dicks.”

At this, Rachel thought about Jim. Feeling the need to come to his defense, she turned to Gretchen and looked her squarely in the eyes as she said, “Well, my husband’s nice. And he’s got a huge dick.”

Gretchen drew back slightly as Rachel looked over at her, brows arched rather haughtily. Gretchen just looked at Rachel for a long moment, then finally said, “Well . . . I stand corrected then. Nice job, Rach. You hit the trifecta—rich, handsome and hung.”

“I sure did,” Rachel smiled, giving Gretchen a sharp little nod of agreement.

As they turned their eyes back to the other students practicing out on the mat, Gretchen said, “This is your third try at a black belt, isn’t it?”

“Uh . . . Yeah,” Rachel said, a little embarrassed by the fact.

Gretchen nodded, but didn’t comment.

After a moment, Rachel turned to Gretchen and asked, “How many times did you test?” 

Gretchen seemed to hesitate before saying, “Um . . . I didn’t.”

Rachel looked over at Gretchen for a moment. “What’a ya mean?” Rachel finally said. “I thought everyone had to test for their blackbelt.”

Gretchen kept her eyes on the other students as she said, “Tyson signed me off.”

“Oh.” Rachel thought for a moment. “He can do that?”

Gretchen glanced over at Rachel, then looked back out at the other students again. “Um . . . it’s up to the instructor. I doubt Ben would do it for you. He’s kind of a stickler for the rules.”

“Yeah. Right,” Rachel said. She looked out at Ben and Herbie again. Poor Herbie, Rachel thought to herself. A stiff wind would blow the kid over.

Noticing that Tyson had taken off his Gi blouse, Rachel tipped her head toward Gretchen and said with a smirk, “I see Tyson’s going shirtless again.”

“He’s got a pretty nice body for a little guy,” Gretchen observed.

“Oh, please. He’s a jerk, and you know it.”

“He’s not so bad. Why do you hate him so much?” Gretchen said, looking over at Rachel.

“Well, for one thing, look what he’s doing to Suzie.”

Gretchen looked over at Tyson as he instructed a pretty college girl who lived a couple blocks away from Rachel. Tyson was demonstrating a hold to the young yellow-belt. He was behind her with one arm wrapped around her waist. But his forearm was much higher than it needed to be and pressing upward on Suzie’s breasts.

“Look!” Rachel said, shaking her head. “He’s lifting up on her breasts! That little jerk is feeling her up in front of the whole class!” Rachel scowled at Tyson. “If he did that to me, I’d knock his front teeth out!”

Gretchen nodded.

“He’s such a thug,” Rachel said, shaking her head. “I don’t know how you can stand having him as a trainer.”

“Well, I would’ve preferred gentle Ben over there,” Gretchen said, jutting her chin toward Ben and Herbie. “But he already had too many trainees.”

“Why didn’t you take Carl?”

“No way. I’m not getting trapped under that big Grizzly bear and have him slobber all over me.”

“Don’t say that about Carl,” Rachel protested, giving Gretchen a little scowl. “He’s a sweetheart.”

“You know, that’s your problem, Rachel.”

“What is?”

“You’re too nice.”

“Oh, really?” Rachel smirked.

“Yes. Really, Rachel . . . You’re always defending the elephant man over there,” Gretchen said, jutting her chin toward Carl. “Always giving pointers to the newbies. Always staying after class to help put away the mats. You must bring those damn chocolate chip cookies to practice at least twice a month.”

“Which you always gobble up,” Rachel interjected.

“That’s not the point . . . The point is you’re too fucking nice. Little Miss Perfect. That’s why you haven’t gotten your blackbelt yet . . . Rachel, you have to be ruthless to be a blackbelt.”

“Ruthless, huh?” Rachel smiled.

“Yes!”

“Ok. Well, I’ll work on that,” Rachel said, smiling over at Gretchen.

“I’m serious, Rachel. Stop being such a goodie-two-shoes.”

“Ok, ok. Calm down,” Rachel said, patting Gretchen’s thigh. “I’ll be ruthless from now on.”

“But don’t stop bringing those cookies,” Gretchen added. “You got me addicted to those damn things.”

“Ok,” Rachel smiled.

The two women brought their attention back to the other students, watching as Ben repositioned Herbie’s stick-thin arm while the pimply-faced teenager tried to hold his forward strike position.

After watching Ben and Herbie for a while, Gretchen said, “Is Ben gonna be on the blackbelt panel this weekend?”

“Uh-huh,” Rachel said, glancing over at Gretchen.

Gretchen nodded, then went quiet again as they watched Ben and Herbie.

After a few more minutes, Gretchen sidled up close to Rachel and whispered, “Hey, since Ben’s gonna be on the panel, did you ever think about taking out a little . . . insurance?”

Rachel turned to Gretchen. “Insurance?”

“Yeah. Just in case. It’d be kind of embarrassing to fail three times.”

Ignoring Gretchen’s implication that she might not pass her test, Rachel said, “What’a ya mean, insurance?”

Gretchen glanced behind them, then tipped her head toward Rachel. “Is Ben gonna be driving tomorrow?” she asked in a whisper.

“Yeah. Why are you whispering?”

“Just listen,” Gretchen said quietly. “And you’re gonna be up front, right?”

“Of course,” Rachel said, getting a little irritated with Gretchen’s secretive tone. “Why?”

“Because I know a way you’re guaranteed to pass your test.”

“I know I’m gonna pass. Gretchen, what are you talking about?”

“I’m sure you’re gonna pass too. But you know as well as I do, all it takes is the tiniest little mistake. And if you don’t pass, you’ll have to wait six months to try again. Wouldn’t it be nice to have a little insurance?”

“Gretchen, I really have no idea what you’re talking about. What insurance?”

“I’m getting to that.” Gretchen paused and looked behind them again. “Tomorrow, when you guys are driving down, here’s what I want you to do,” she whispered. “Once you guys are cruising down the highway and everyone’s settled in, I want you to fold down your sun visor.”

“Why?”

“Because it has a mirror. I want you to fold it down and keep an eye on Carl and Tyson. At some point, they’re bound to doze off.”

Rachel started to say something, but Gretchen cut her off, saying, “Just listen. Once you see that Carl and Tyson’s eyes are closed. Here’s what you do.” Gretchen brought her face close to Rachel’s and whispered, “Once Carl and Tyson doze off, I want you to ease your hand over the center console and undo the drawstring on Ben’s Gi pants.”

“What!?” Rachel said, feeling her face go instantly hot.

“You heard me. Then, ease your hand into Ben’s pants nice and slow. You don’t want to startle him and make him jerk the wheel or something.”

“Gretch—” Rachel started to say.

But Gretchen cut her off again, saying, “You know how baggy these Gi pants are. Don’t worry. You’ll have plenty of room. I want you to reach into Ben’s pants and take hold of his big dick. Then I want you to give him a quiet little handjob. You know, nice and slow. Really make it last.”

Rachel felt blood whooshing in her ears at the idea of jacking Ben off in the front seat of her car as they drove down the freeway. “You’re not serious,” she said, looking over at Gretchen wide-eyed.

“I am serious,” Gretchen whispered. “I want you to keep pulling on that fat, black dick until Ben creams the inside of his Gi. You milk that big dick good.”

Rachel just looked at Gretchen, her face hot and her eyes wide.

“After Ben blows his load, you ease your hand back over the center console like nothing happened. Don’t even look at him,” Gretchen continued. “You do that, and I guarantee you’ll pass your test on Sunday.” Gretchen pulled her face away and gave Rachel a knowing nod.

Rachel just looked at Gretchen. She couldn’t believe what she was telling her to do. Rachel was shocked, but at the same time, strangely aroused.

Gretchen held Rachel’s disbelieving eyes for a long few moments, then suddenly burst out laughing.

Rachel pulled back, her eyes narrowing as she realized she’d just been had. As Gretchen laughed uncontrollably, Rachel said, “You, jerk!” as she shoved Gretchen so hard that she rolled onto her side, where she continued to laugh, her eyes glistening crescents of glee.

“Ha, ha. Very funny!” Rachel said, glaring down at Gretchen, who was starting to tear up, choking with laughter as she held her spasming stomach.

After a long minute, Gretchen finally managed to pull herself together enough to sit back up. She knelt next to Rachel, wicking tears from her eyes as she tried to say, “Sorry. . . I . . . couldn’t resist,” her body still shaking with suppressed laughter.

“You’re really a dick, you know that!?” Rachel said.

“I . . . know,” Gretchen tried to say as she nodded helplessly, unable to stop spasming as she tried to quell her laughter.

But, even as irritated as Rachel was, she couldn’t help smiling as Gretchen shook with child-like glee.

Just then, Ben dismissed Herbie and called Rachel back onto the mat.

Rachel popped up onto her feet. But as she padded away, Gretchen called with a grin, “Just think about it!”

Rachel shot Gretchen a hard look over her shoulder, then continued over to Ben.

✽✽✽

When Rachel got home that night, she was sweaty and exhausted, and more than a little irritated with Ben. He’d worked her ass off two days before her test. She’d be lucky if she could walk by Sunday, let alone go through a twenty-five-minute, highly demanding karate demonstration without making a single mistake. As Rachel came dragging through the front door, she wondered if she should give Ben that handjob. She might need that insurance, after all.

Rachel ground her way up the stairs one laborious step at a time, her thighs cramping from all the squats Ben had made her do. When she got to the top of the staircase, she made a right, the soft light emanating from her open bedroom door seeming like a beacon guiding her to a much-needed shower and a warm bed.

“Hey,” Rachel said as she came slogging into the bedroom, raising a weary hand to Jim, who was sitting up in bed, reading through some sort of multi-page document by the minimal light of his bedside lamp. But Jim didn’t seem to hear her as he made a notation in the margins of the document, then continued to scan down the page with focused attention.

“Nice to see you too,” Rachel muttered under her breath as she made a hard right into the master bathroom to take a long, hot shower. She’d stopped taking showers at the gym after the incident with Ben.

Fifteen minutes later, Rachel walked out of the master bathroom naked, her breasts swaying as she scrubbed at her hair with a towel. Rachel dropped the towel on the floor as she shuffled over to the bed. She slipped under the covers, letting out a big sigh of relief as her worn-out body slid between the cool, clean sheets.

Jim never looked up from the document he was reading, seeming completely oblivious to her presence as Rachel lay there, looking blankly up at the ceiling, completely exhausted and happy to finally be in bed after a very long day. A very long couple of months.

After zoning-out for a good two minutes, Rachel finally rolled her head and looked up at Jim as he flipped to the next page of what looked to be a twenty-page legal document stapled at one corner. “I am so tired. I can’t even tell you,” Rachel said wearily.

“Mm-hmm,” Jim mumbled distractedly, the tip of his ballpoint pen moving from one margin to the other, then back again as he scanned down the dense text.

Rachel rolled her head forward, looking blankly up at the ceiling again, silently cursing Ben. But, needing to vent a little before she went to sleep, Rachel rolled her head back to Jim and said, "I don’t know what was up Ben's butt tonight, but he worked my ass off.”

“Mm-hmm,” Jim mumbled again as he continued to scan down the page, his tired eyes moving from side to side behind chunky reading glasses.

“He made me do like two hundred squats tonight!” Rachel complained. “My thighs are killing me. How does he expect me to pass my test if I can’t even stand up!”

“Oh, right,” Jim muttered, circling a whole paragraph of text, then drawing a line through it.

“Every time I made the tiniest little mistake, he made me do squats. Or sit-ups. Or push-ups! I must’ve done a hundred push-ups tonight!” Rachel grumbled.

Rachel pressed at her upper chest with two fingers, wincing at her sore pectoral muscles. “I’m not a frickin’ body-builder!  My chest is so sore! I won’t even be able to lift my arms on Sunday! How am I supposed to do my routine!?” she complained. “I’m gonna fail. I know I am! . . . I’m gonna be the laughing stock of the whole dojo!”

“Uh-huh,” Jim mumbled, making another note in the righthand margin with his ballpoint pen.

Finally realizing that Jim hadn’t heard a word she’d said since she got into bed, Rachel scowled up at him. She hated it when Jim didn't pay attention to her when she was whining.

After glaring up at Jim for a long moment, Rachel said, “And then you know what he did!?"

"Hmm?" Jim mumbled as he flipped to the next page and started to scan down it.

"After Ben made me do another fifty squats, he said I didn’t to them fast enough. So, he dropped his pants and made me suck his dick in front of the whole class!”

Rachel watched Jim, waiting for his response.

“That’s nice,” he mumbled, shaking his head as he crossed out a line of text.

Rachel glared at Jim for another long moment, then roared, “Jim!!!” as she shot up into a sitting position, the covers falling away from her breasts as she whirled around to face him.

"What!?" Jim exclaimed, his eyes going wide as he started so violently that he nearly threw the document up in the air.

Bare-chested and furious, Rachel scowled at him.

“What?” Jim said again, clearly clueless as to the reason for Rachel’s sudden outburst.

“What’a ya mean, what!?” she snarled. “You haven’t heard a word I’ve said since I got into bed!”

Jim looked at Rachel wide-eyed with confusion, and a certain amount of fear. “Um . . . Yes, I did,” Jim said uncertainly.

“Oh, yeah!?” Rachel shot back. “So, what’d I just say!?”

“Um . . . You said . . . Uhhh . . .” Jim stammered.

“Well!?” Rachel said, glaring at him, her arms now folded tightly over her breasts as she waited.

“Um . . . You said . . .” Jim seemed to struggle for a moment, then said, “Oh! You said Ben made you do squats . . . See. I was listening.”

Rachel rolled her eyes, then turned away from Jim and slammed down onto her side.

As Rachel scowled over at the closet door, Jim said, “What’s wrong with doing squats?”

“Just go back to your stupid contract!” Rachel snarled over her shoulder. “You’re obviously more interested in that than you are in me!”

Jim looked down at the back of Rachel’s head with a confused expression. “Honey, what’s wrong? Why are you so mad?”

Rachel shot back up into a sitting position and whirled around. “Why am I mad, Jim!? Why am I mad!!?” Rachel tore the document out of Jim’s hand and flung it across the bedroom. “That’s why I’m mad!!!”

“Hey!” Jim said, following the legal document as it fluttered through the air then slammed into the bedroom wall. He turned back to Rachel. “What’d you do that for!?”

Rachel snatched the pen out of Jim’s hand and hurled it down the bed. As it skittered across the dresser and disappeared from sight, Rachel flung herself back down onto the bed and shouted over her shoulder, “Now, turn off the light and go to sleep!”

Jim just looked down at Rachel, clearly at a loss. After a few seconds, he took his reading glasses off and set them on his nightstand. Then he twisted back around and looked down at Rachel as her jaw flexed with anger. “Honey. What’s wrong?” Jim asked, “Why are you so angry?”

Rachel shot back up and turned to him. "Jim! This big deal of yours is all you think about anymore! You come home late every night! Then you sit in front of the tv like a zombie! Then . . . you come to bed and work some more!!!” Rachel paused just long enough to take a breath. “Not to mention, I can’t even remember the last time we made love!”

Jim started to say something, but Rachel cut him off. “You act like the whole world is gonna come to an end if you don't close this big deal and make us a million dollars! But let me tell you something, Jim! The world will go on, and we will be fine! We're not gonna starve if this deal falls through!" 

Rachel glared at Jim for another moment, then turned and slammed back down onto her shoulder. Scowling across the bedroom, she barked, “Now, turn off the light! And go . . . to . . . SLEEP!!!”

Jim just looked down at Rachel. But after a few seconds, he twisted around and clicked the light off. As Rachel faced away from him, her body a coiled spring, ready to snap at the slightest touch, Jim eased under the covers. They lay there in tense silence, Rachel’s chest expanding and contracting as she breathed in and out through flared nostrils, her brow pinched with anger and frustration as she looked into the shadows of their bedroom.

After a couple long minutes, wisely letting Rachel calm down a bit, Jim turned to her and tried to ease a hand onto her shoulder.

“Don’t touch me!” Rachel snapped, yanking her shoulder away.

Jim quickly pulled his hand back as if from the jaws of a wild animal. He waited a long moment, then said in a gentle voice, “Rachel . . . I’m sorry.”

Rachel didn’t reply. She continued to glare into the darkness.

“Really, Rach. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to ignore you.”

Rachel still wouldn’t respond.

“Come on, Rachel,” Jim said beseechingly. “You know I can’t stand it when you’re mad at me.”

“Tough tofu!!!” Rachel barked over her shoulder.

“Come on, Rachel. Turn over,” Jim said, gently pulling on her shoulder.

But Rachel resisted, not allowing Jim to roll her over, her body clenched up tight.

“Come on, Rach. I’m really sorry. Please turn over and look at me,” Jim said as he gently pulled on her.

After another long moment, Rachel finally let Jim turn her onto her back. She glared up at the ceiling with her jaw set as Jim said softly, “I’m really sorry, Rachel. I didn’t mean to ignore you.”

Rachel tried to maintain her hard expression, but it melted under Jim’s apologetic gaze. She finally shifted her glistening eyes over to him.

“Don’t cry, sweetheart,” Jim said gently. He snuggled up to Rachel and wrapped his arms around her.

“I’m sorry, Jim,” Rachel croaked as a tear ran down her temple.

“Come ‘ere,” Jim said, pulling Rachel onto her side and into his arms. Rachel forced her arm beneath Jim’s ribcage and hugged him tight.

When Rachel finally pulled back, she sniffled and said, “I’m sorry, Jim. I don’t know where that came from.”

“Honey. Are you ok?” Jim asked, looking greatly concerned about her.

“No. I’m not,” Rachel said, sniffling again. “I'm exhausted. And I'm cranky. And I'll be so fucking glad when this weekend is over."

“I’m sorry, honey,” Jim said sympathetically, pushing a tear off her cheek.

“I don’t know why I yelled at you like that,” Rachel said, feeling like she was at her wit’s end. “I don’t know. Maybe my hormones are outta whack or something.”

“There’s nothing wrong with your hormones. You’ve just been working too hard,” Jim said, looking at her tenderly. “And I haven’t been paying enough attention to you. I’m sorry.”

“You haven’t,” Rachel said, sticking her lower lip out in a shameless attempt to milk more sympathy from Jim.

Jim smiled at Rachel’s little pout. “Come ‘ere,” he said, rolling onto his back and raising his arm.

Rachel ducked her head under Jim’s arm and rested her cheek on his chest, her hand going naturally down to the front of his pajama bottoms, as was her habit. As Rachel rested her hand on Jim’s groin, she could feel that he was completely soft, which was no big surprise. Getting yelled at didn’t usually turn Jim on.

“I’m sorry, Jim,” Rachel whispered.

“Honey. There’s nothing to be sorry about. We’ve both been working hard. You especially.”

Rachel nodded against Jim’s chest. She just lay there, holding him, basking in the closeness and intimacy that had eluded them over the last few weeks.

And as the minutes passed in contented silence, Rachel’s body started to slowly unclench and relax. She snuggled into Jim, wrapping her leg over his thighs as she took a deep cleansing breath. Her little temper tantrum had done her some good. She felt better, as if she’d needed to get that out of her system. But as the spike of anger ebbed away, Rachel felt other emotions taking its place. She suddenly wanted to be close to Jim. It’d been nearly a month since they made love, and Rachel felt stirrings welling up inside her. She wanted to feel Jim inside her.

Rachel slipped under the covers and made her way down the bed. She fished Jim’s little two-inch penis out through the slit in his pajamas, then took it into her mouth. Rachel started to bob up and down beneath the covers, but Jim was completely unresponsive. Rachel kept trying for a few more minutes, then finally gave up. She tucked Jim’s uncooperative penis back into his pajamas and came back up the bed.

As Rachel rested her head back on his chest, Jim said, “Sorry,” obviously embarrassed that he couldn’t get it up.

“That’s ok,” Rachel whispered. “You’re just tired. You’ve been working too hard lately.”

Rachel nestled against Jim. But as her hand played over the hard ridges of his abdomen, her eyelids started to grow heavy, the long day catching up with her. As Rachel started to drift off, she let out a sleepy giggle, her chest shaking as she recalled the joke Gretchen had played on her at practice.

Jim raised his head off the pillow and looked down at the top of Rachel’s head as she let out the little giggle. “What so funny?” he asked, sounding offended, as if he thought she might be laughing at his inability to get an erection.

Realizing this, Rachel said, “Oh. No, I wasn’t laughing at you. I was just thinking about something Gretchen said at practice tonight.”

“What’d she say?”

“Nothing. It was stupid,” Rachel mumbled sleepily.

“Come on. What’d she say?”

“Trust me, Jim. You wouldn’t find it funny,” Rachel said with her cheek against his chest.

“Try me,” Jim insisted.

Rachel huffed, then propped herself up on one elbow to look at Jim. She combed her hair back with her fingers, then said, “Ok. Well, if you really must know . . . Gretchen said I should give Ben a hand job on the way down to the karate center tomorrow.”

“What!?” Jim exclaimed, half sitting up in surprise.

“Jim . . . She was just kidding around. You know how Gretchen is.”

“Why would she say something like that?”

“Honey,” Rachel smiled. “She was just pulling my leg. She said it would be good insurance for passing my test . . . You know, since Ben will be on the panel this weekend.”

Jim just looked at Rachel. “Well, I don’t think that’s the least bit funny.”

“I told you you wouldn’t,” Rachel said, letting out a little laugh, her eyes sparkling in the dark as she looked over at Jim.

Still smiling, Rachel came down off her elbow and rested her cheek back onto Jim’s chest, her hand going automatically down to the front of his pajamas again. But this time, as Rachel rested her hand on Jim’s groin, she was surprised to find that his penis was a little bit “pumped up”. She was rather taken aback. A few minutes ago, Jim couldn’t have gotten it up if she’d held a gun to his head. But now, he seemed to be getting turned on for some reason, his little penis suddenly waking from its dormant state.

As Rachel fondled Jim’s slightly swollen penis through his pajamas, wondering what could have caused the sudden change, she realized that it could only have been one thing—Gretchen’s joke. It must’ve triggered Jim’s little fetish for interracial erotica. It had probably caused some sort of pornographic image to pop into his male brain—namely, the image of his pretty white wife jacking a black man off in the front seat of her car.

Realizing that Gretchen’s joke had jump-started Jim’s libido, Rachel continued to fondle him as she asked quietly, “Does that turn you on?”

“Does what turn me on?”

“You know, the thought of me giving Ben a handjob.”

“What!?” Jim exclaimed.

Rachel swiveled her face up to Jim. “You’re getting a little bit hard,” she said up to him. “I thought maybe Gretchen’s joke turned you on.”

“Of course not,” Jim said, making a face as if the idea was ridiculous.

Rachel came up onto one elbow to look at Jim. “Honey. You don’t have to be embarrassed. It’s no big deal. Allison said that a lot of white men fantasize about it.”

“Fantasize about what?”

“You know, their wife having sex with a black guy. Allison said it’s really common. You shouldn’t feel bad.”

“I don’t feel bad. Because I don’t fantasize about it.”

Rachel gave Jim a look. Knowing about his treasure trove of interracial adult videos, it seemed unlikely that he hadn’t, at some point, fantasized about her having sex with a black man.

“So . . . you’ve never ever pictured me with a black guy?” she said with obvious incredulity.

Jim wasn’t the best liar in the world, and Rachel could see him trying to decide whether to come clean or not. Finally, he went with a half-truth, stammering, “Well . . . I don’t know . . . I may have. I don’t remember.”

“You don’t remember?”

Jim shook his head, clearly having trouble maintaining eye contact. It was no wonder he always lost so much money on poker night. Jim didn’t have much of a poker face.

Rachel gave Jim a dubious look, but didn’t press the issue. Instead, she came down off her elbow and nestled against Jim. Resting her cheek down onto his chest again, she murmured, “Well, if you ask me, I think it’s kinda hot.”

“What?”

“You know, a white woman having sex with a black guy.”

“Really?” Jim said, seeming surprised.

“Uh-huh,” Rachel said, nodding against Jim’s chest as she reached down to his groin.

“How come?”

“I’m not sure . . . Maybe it’s the contrast in skin color,” Rachel mused, “but there’s something kinda hot about a black penis going in and out of a white vagina.”

Of course, Rachel was just saying this to cater to Jim’s little fetish. And when she felt him start to get hard, she knew she’d struck a chord. Figuring she might as well take advantage of Jim’s weakness for interracial erotica, Rachel continued to fondle him as she said in a quiet voice, “Remember that video with Brooke?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Remember how big that guy was?” Rachel whispered. “I don’t know how Brooke took that much.”

Jim didn’t comment, but when Rachel felt his penis suddenly spring to attention, she couldn’t help smiling. Men were so easy, once you knew which buttons to push. And with her knowledge of Jim’s secret stash of interracial porn, Rachel had all the buttons right at her fingertips.

Rachel found the slit in the front of Jim’s pajama bottoms and slipped her fingers in. As she lightly caressed Jim, Rachel asked in a quiet voice, “You liked watching Brooke take that big black cock, didn’t you?”

Jim didn’t reply, but with her ear down against Jim’s chest, Rachel could hear his heart thumping.

Rachel brought her other hand down beneath the covers. Using both hands, she fished Jim’s penis out through the slit in his pajamas, then pushed the opening all the way down his erection to bring his balls out as well.

As Rachel fondled Jim’s protruding cock, she thought for a few moments, then stretched up to Jim’s ear. “Jim . . . I have a little confession to make,” she breathed, her warm breath wafting into Jim’s ear.

“A . . . confession?” Jim said, tensing slightly as Rachel stroked him lightly.

“Mm-hmm,” Rachel whispered. “You know how I was so exhausted when I got home tonight?”

“Uh . . . . . . huh,” Jim tried to say, his body tensing again at Rachel’s teasing touches.

“Well . . . it wasn’t from the workout,” Rachel whispered, a little smile curling her full lips.

“It . . . wasn’t?” Jim croaked hoarsely.

“Uh-uh,” Rachel breathed. “It was from after the workout . . . When Ben fucked me in the backseat of my car.”

Jim seemed to freeze at Rachel’s quiet confession, as if gripped by a combination of shock and confusion. But after a moment, he started to breathe in and out again, apparently realizing what Rachel was doing.

Rachel had a fertile imagination, one she’d hoped to put to good use as a novelist. But, as that hadn’t worked out, she would often put her vivid imagination to use in the bedroom instead, coming up with erotic scenarios or inventing little role-play games they could act out in bed. Jim had obviously recognized Rachel’s “confession” as the start of one of her little sex games.

“When Gretchen told me how big Ben was, I just had to see it for myself,” Rachel breathed into Jim’s ear.

“You . . . did?” Jim croaked, obviously playing along.

“Uh-huh,” Rachel breathed into Jim’s ear.

Rachel brought her hand up from beneath the covers and deposited some saliva into her palm. Slipping her hand back down under the covers, Rachel whispered, “After practice, me and Ben went out to my car and got in the backseat. I just wanted to look at it. But when Ben pulled his penis out, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Gretchen was right, Jim. Ben is huge.”

Jim arched upward, his body tensing hard at Rachel’s words and stroking hand.

“I’m sorry, honey. I couldn’t help myself,” Rachel whispered huskily. “I had to have Ben’s cock in my mouth. I sucked it, Jim. I sucked Ben’s big black dick right there in the backseat of my car.”

Rachel paused, giving Jim a moment to picture it—her head bobbing up and down at Ben’s groin in the backseat of her new Range Rover.

Rachel brought her hand up for more saliva, then slipped it back down under the covers as she whispered hotly, “After I sucked Ben hard, I pushed my Gi pants down and spread my legs for Ben. I spread my legs for a black man, Jim.”

“You . . . did?” Jim grunted, his mouth hanging open as he breathed in and out.

“Uh-huh,” Rachel whispered, her slick hand skimming over Jim’s hovering erection. “I’m sorry, honey. But I had to have Ben’s big black cock inside me.”

Rachel paused as Jim writhed, his pelvis undulating up and down as she jacked him off.

“He was a stallion, Jim,” Rachel whispered. “That’s why I was so exhausted when I got home tonight. He just kept fucking me and fucking me with that big cock of his. He really wore me out.”

“Did you . . . . . . like it?” Jim grunted haltingly, barely able to get the words out as Rachel’s hand started to go faster.

“Uh-huh,” Rachel breathed hotly. “I loved it, Jim. I wanted every inch of that big stallion cock. But I couldn’t take it all. Ben was too big.”

Jim made a kind of whimpering sound, clearly getting caught up in Rachel’s little story. She was getting caught up too. Rachel ground her pubic mound against Jim’s thigh as she pictured Ben in the shower, then tried to imagine what his big swinging dick might look like when it was hard. Rachel pictured herself in the backseat of her car, her legs hanging open as Ben pumped between her thighs. Picturing Ben’s big black erection sinking in and out of her white pussy, Rachel brought her lips down to Jim’s chest. She kissed and sucked at his nipple, her body undulating against his as she imagined her Range Rover rocking and squeaking, her head jammed up against the door panel as Ben fucked her hard and fast.

As she fantasized, Rachel kissed her way down Jim’s chest. She moved her lips over his rippled abdomen, then kept going down his tensing body. As she kissed her way down to his groin, Rachel came over Jim, swinging her leg over his head to straddle his face. Rachel lowered her vagina down to Jim’s mouth as she tipped his erection up to hers. As Rachel started to bob on Jim’s four-inch cock, she made a long “Mmmmmm” sound at the feel of his tongue licking up the cleft of her vagina. Rachel’s head bobbed up and down, her hips undulating on Jim’s face as his tongue explored her pussy, sometimes lapping at it like a friendly St. Bernard, sometimes flicking at her clitoris, sometimes spearing into the slippery orifice of her vaginal canal.

After just a few minutes, Rachel was on the verge of cumming. But she wanted to continue her little game. Rachel tore her vagina away from Jim’s mouth with a great effort, then came back up the bed. She pressed herself against Jim, stretching up to his ear as she reached down for his wet cock. “You know what else, Jim?” she whispered, her breath hot and heavy as she undulated against him.

Jim waited, his body tensing as Rachel pulled on his cock, grinding herself against his thigh as she breathed in and out.

“Everyone in the dojo saw it,” Rachel whispered in Jim’s ear.

“They . . .  did?” Jim grunted breathlessly, his body arching upward again.

“Uh-huh,” Rachel whispered, her hand stroking his rock-hard cock. “I was on my back, but I could hear them outside the car.” Rachel breathed in and out, her lips against Jim’s ear. “I could hear them, Jim. I could hear them talking and laughing as they watched Ben’s black ass pumping between my legs. But I didn’t care,” Rachel breathed hotly. “All I cared about was Ben’s big black dick.”

Jim whimpered, and Rachel could tell he was on the verge of blowing his load all over the sheets. “No. Not yet,” she whispered, quickly forming a ring with her thumb and forefinger and clamping it around the root of Jim’s cock, a technique she’d learned to prevent him from ejaculating too soon. Using her fingers as a kind of tourniquet, Rachel squeezed the shaft of Jim’s little erection, trying to keep him from cumming. Rachel waited, continuing to maintain pressure as Jim tried to come back from the brink.

After thirty seconds or so, Jim’s body started to relax. Rachel waited a little longer, then unclamped her fingers as Jim breathed in and out. She’d apparently caught it just in time. Careful to stay away from the hair-trigger glans, Rachel started to fondle him lightly as she continued her “confession”.

“You’re probably wondering if Ben made me cum, aren’t you?” she whispered huskily.

Still somewhat out of breath from the close call, Jim nodded mutely as he breathed in and out.

“I tried not to. I really did,” Rachel said, feigning unbearable guilt and remorse. “But I couldn’t help myself, Jim. He made me cum . . . He made me cum with that big black dick of his. He wouldn’t stop . . . He just kept pumping and pumping while I screamed and bucked and begged. He was like a wild beast.”

Jim made another whimpering sound, and Rachel knew their time was limited. She quickly pulled Jim onto his side to face her as she spread her legs wide, tenting the bedding with her knee as she reached for his hand. Rachel brought Jim’s hand down between her legs, then squeezed his fingers together, forming them into a tight cone shape. Rachel gripped Jim’s fingers tightly, then started working them into her warm, wet vagina. After forcing Jim’s grouped fingers in up to the first knuckle, Rachel whispered, “That’s how big he was, Jim.”

Rachel breathed in and out as she started to work Jim’s hand like a large dildo, fucking her pussy with his wedge-shaped fingers. After loosening herself up a bit, Rachel let go of Jim’s hand, letting him take over as she deposited some saliva into her palm.

Rachel started to jack Jim off as he fucked her with his hand, the two of them breathing in and out as they pleasured one another beneath the covers. “Yeah. Like that,” Rachel whispered huskily as Jim tried to force his fingers deeper with each pussy-stretching plunge.

It wasn’t that long before Jim was getting his fingers in all the way up to the last knuckle, Rachel’s mouth hanging open as they squished in and out of her sopping-wet pussy. “Oh God, honey,” Rachel whispered, her brow knitting at the feel of an approaching orgasm.

As they both writhed under the covers, Rachel tried to keep pulling on Jim, but it was becoming harder and harder for her to concentrate as the orgasm got closer.

“Oh God, Jim,” Rachel whimpered, her voice going high and tight. “Don’t stop, baby.”

Jim breathed in and out, his wet fingers pistoning in and out between Rachel’s legs as she tried to keep pulling on him.

“Oh God . . . . . . Jim,” Rachel squeaked, barely able to get the words out as her brow twisted with tension.

After a few more squishing stabs, Rachel let out a strangled cry as her body went rigid. But as Rachel started to cum, Jim suddenly pulled his fingers out and pushed her onto her back, then quickly got between her legs, his jerking erection protruding from the slit in his pajamas. Jim stabbed his cock into Rachel’s spasming vagina and started fucking her like a madman. Rachel let out another cry as he pumped feverishly, completely out of control, his balls slapping wetly against her pussy as he rammed his little four-inch dick as deep as he could get it. As Rachel bounced off of his frantic thrusts, she reached up and pulled Jim down onto her, holding him tight as she wrapped her legs around his thrusting bottom. But no sooner had she pulled Jim down onto her than he suddenly stopped pumping, his body tensing after just ten seconds of frenzied fucking. Jim let out a shuddering groan as he exploded into Rachel’s contracting vagina, her pelvis vibrating as his bottom quivered and tensed, Jim’s ass flexing again and again and again.

When it was over, the two of them lay there gasping for air.

“Oh my God,” Rachel murmured weakly, breathing in and out as she lay spread-eagle beneath Jim’s still shuddering body. “That was amazing,” she gasped breathlessly.

Jim didn’t reply, apparently still too winded to speak as he lay heavily atop Rachel, his spent penis going soft inside her still-humming vagina.

A few moments later, when Jim’s shrunken penis popped out of her, Rachel was still breathing hard. And as she looked up over Jim’s shoulder, recovering from one of the strongest orgasms she’d had in a long time, Rachel couldn’t help thinking—boy . . . was she ever glad she’d decided to clean out Jim’s underwear drawer.


7. Ben’s Bulge

When Jim finally woke up the next morning, Rachel was already in the shower, humming and happy.

After a while, the humming stopped, and the blow-dryer started.

Five or six minutes later, Rachel came walking out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. She stopped when she saw Jim looking at her, a wide grin spreading across her face as she said, “Hey, sleepyhead. I was wondering if you were ever gonna wake up.”

Jim gave Rachel a lazy smile as she sashayed over in her towel, all soft curves and smooth, clean skin, her cheeks still rosy from the shower. Rachel’s thick brown hair fell down around her head as she bent down and put her palms on the mattress, giving Jim a nice view of the top of her breasts as they bulged from the tightly wrapped towel. “Morning,” she said quietly, giving Jim a private little smile.

“Morning,” Jim said.

Rachel came forward and kissed Jim, the kiss lingering quite a bit longer than a standard morning kiss. When Rachel finally pulled back, her blown-dry hair surrounding them like a privacy curtain, she whispered, “That was fun last night, wasn’t it?”

Jim nodded, giving Rachel a shy smile.

“We’re gonna have to do that again sometime,” Rachel said, her eyes twinkling. She held Jim’s eyes for a moment longer, then straightened back up and moved quickly over to the dresser as she said, “But not right now. I’m running late.”

Rachel took an elastic band out of a small dish on the dresser and pulled her hair into a heavy ponytail. She undid her towel and tossed it into the bathroom where it landed on the floor.

“You know, we do have a hamper,” Jim said.

Rachel turned and gave Jim a little smirk. “I know . . . But I told you. I’m running late,” she said, planting her hands on her hips as she faced him, a playful glint in her eyes. Seeing Jim’s eyes move down her nude body, Rachel grinned over at him. “What are you looking at?”

Jim just smiled.

“Oh!” Rachel said, hurrying back into the bathroom, her unbound breasts bouncing and swaying.

A moment later, she came back out with her toiletry bag. Rachel set it on the dresser, then opened her underwear drawer. She started looking through it for the plain cotton underwear she always wore to practice. But after pushing things around for a few moments, she muttered, “Oh, you can’t be serious.”

“What?” Jim asked.

Rachel turned to him. “I forgot to do the laundry last night. I don’t have any clean underwear. You know, the cotton ones I wear to practice.”

Rachel turned back to her underwear drawer. “Shoot!” she said, pushing things around again.

“Go get ‘em out of the dirty laundry,” Jim suggested.

“Jim!” Rachel said, turning back around to look at him. “I’m not gonna drive all the way to LA with Ben and the guys wearing stinky underwear!”

As Jim pushed himself up in bed and sat back against the headboard, Rachel turned back to the dresser. In the off chance that some cotton underwear had magically materialized in the drawer while she had her back turned, she pushed the contents around again. Not seeing any, she finally stopped looking and planted her hands on her hips. “Darn it . . . I’ll just wear these, I guess,” she said, pulling out a pair of lacy Victoria's Secret panties out of the drawer.

She brought the sheer panties down and stepped into them, then pulled them up. Rachel wiggled into the high-waisted panties, then looked back at her bottom as she ran a finger down each of the seams that ran along the outside of her ass, making the seam lie flat against her skin. She reached back into the drawer and took out the matching bra, then bent forward slightly, hanging her breasts into the sheer, embroidered cups. Rachel straightened back up and fastened the clasp between her shoulder blades as she moved purposefully over to the closet, her breasts bouncing inside the thin, unsupportive cups of her bra.

“You’re not gonna wear that, are you?” Jim said, looking at her sexy underwear, the ones she usually reserved for “special” occasions.

Rachel turned to Jim as she stood in front of the closet. “Jim. What am I supposed to do? All my regular underwear are in the laundry.” But then her expression turned playful as she angled her body, her tone abdominals flexing as she did a forty-five-degree twist to highlight her curves. “Why?” she asked, blinking a pretty stage blink. “You don’t like the way this looks?”

Jim smirked as Rachel smiled flirtatiously.

As Jim shook his head at her, Rachel said, “Ok, fine," as she reached back between her shoulder blades. "If it really bothers you that much, I just won't wear underwear." Rachel undid the clasp of her bra, then let it fall away from her breasts. She held the bra out, letting it dangle from her fingertips before dropping it to the floor.

As she started to push her panties down, Jim said, smiling, “Ha, ha . . . Very funny."

"No, no. It's fine," Rachel said, looking over at him as she pushed her panties down to her knees, her round breasts hanging below her bent-forward torso. "I’m sure Ben and the guys won't mind,” she smiled.

“Pull ‘em back up," Jim said.

“Are you sure?” Rachel said, her brows arching high. “I really don’t mind.”

“Rachel,” Jim said, using his “manly” voice.

“Ok, ok. You don’t have to go all caveman on me.”

Jim smiled as Rachel pulled her panties back up, then bent down for her bra. Holding it up, she asked, “The bra too?”

Jim nodded.

Rachel stuck her bottom lip out. “Spoiled sport.”

Jim continued to smile as Rachel slid her arms back into her bra, then reached back for the clasp. Just for good measure, she cupped her breasts from beneath and pushed them up, enhancing her cleavage as she said, “Happy now?”

“Uh-huh.”

Rachel swiveled her eyes down to the sheet covering Jim’s lower half. “Yeah. I can see that,” she smiled, noting the little bulge at his groin.

As Jim shot Rachel a shy look, she turned back to the closet and pulled out her best Gi. She never used it for regular practices. She only wore it when she was testing. Rachel pulled on the pristine, white, canvas pants, then tied the waist cord. Then she shrugged into her top. After tying a knot in her chocolate-brown belt, Rachel turned to Jim and asked, “How do I look?”

“You look beautiful . . . As always.”

Rachel beamed at Jim for a moment, then looked around for her tennis shoes. Remembering that they were still in the bathroom from the night before, she rushed away. A moment later, Rachel came striding out of the bathroom with her shoes, making a beeline for the dresser. Rachel pulled her sock drawer open and started pushing things around, looking for her “lucky” socks, the ones with the little pink pom-poms. When she found them, Rachel rushed back over and leaned against the side of the bed as she pulled her socks on. But a minute later, as she was tying her shoes, the doorbell rang.

“Shit! That’s them!” Rachel said, quickly synching her laces.

Rachel hurried back and forth, gathering up what she needed from the closet and dresser and throwing it into her duffle bag. She zipped the bag up and hoisted the strap onto her shoulder with a grunt. Then Rachel rushed over to the side of the bed. She bent down and gave Jim a quick kiss. “Wish me luck!” she said, turning for the door.

But as Rachel hurried across the bedroom, Jim said, “Hey, wait! I’ll walk you down.”

Rachel swung around, the heavy bag nearly knocking her off balance as she looked at Jim. Rachel hurried back over and said, “You stay in bed, sweetie. You’ve been working so hard lately.” Rachel bent down and gave Jim another quick kiss, then straightened back up. Readjusting the shoulder strap of her heavy bag, she said, “I’m sorry. I wish I had more time. I wanted to make you pancakes.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Jim said. “You just go get that blackbelt.”

Rachel gave Jim a wide grin, then turned for the door. As she strode out of the bedroom, she called, “See ya! . . . I’ll call you when we get there!”

“Bye! Good luck!” Jim called.

“Thanks!!!” Rachel called back as she clomped down the stairs, her sports bag swinging heavily from her shoulder.

✽✽✽

An hour later, Rachel and the guys were cruising down the highway. The freeway was wide open as they drove down the coast on a beautiful Saturday morning, a perfect day for a little road trip. There had been the requisite amount of chit chat when the four of them first got underway. But after twenty minutes or so, the conversation had died away and the guys in back had grown quiet. And now, halfway to the karate center, it was almost like she and Ben were all alone as Tyson and Carl snoozed in the backseat.

When they’d started out, Rachel had felt slightly ill-at-ease sitting next to Ben, considering she’d used the man as a sort of impromptu form of Viagra for Jim the night before. But, as Ben was completely unaware of how she’d used him for her own purposes, Rachel soon started to relax as she sat just twelve inches away from her “fantasy lover”. Still, looking out the window as the guys dozed in back, Rachel couldn’t help thinking about Gretchen’s “advice”—Once Carl and Tyson doze off, ease your hand over the center console and undo the drawstring on Ben’s Gi pants.

With Gretchen’s words playing in her head, Rachel peeked over at Ben, then down at his pants. Fortunately, Ben wasn’t wearing his Gi pants. He was wearing sweatpants. So, even if she’d did want to follow Gretchen’s advice, logistically, it would be a little more difficult. Ben’s sweatpants were quite a bit tighter than his karate pants. But Rachel was feeling confident about her test and didn’t feel she needed any “insurance”.

As usual, Ben was keeping to himself, clearly, not one for a lot of idle chit chat. Rachel didn’t mind, though. She was happy to just enjoy the ride without trying to fill the time with small talk. She turned to her window again, looking out at the vast Pacific as she mentally rehearsed her blackbelt routine, her hands and feet moving slightly as she tried to remember all the last-minute pointers Ben had given her at practice.

After going over her routine in her mind several times, Rachel’s thoughts wondered back to the previous night with Jim. She couldn’t help smiling to herself. Her discovery of his little porn stash had proven quite useful. Her knowledge of Jim’s secret fetish might turn out to be the best thing for their sex life since Victoria’s Secret opened at the mall. Jim had really responded to her bawdy bedroom talk about Ben. She couldn’t remember the last time he’d cum that hard. Knowing about Jim’s little fetish was like having a magic switch at the base of his penis, one she could flip anytime she needed him rock-hard. All she had to do was dream up another scenario involving a black man, and Jim would be chomping at the bit. It was true, Rachel thought. The mind really is the largest sex organ. Well . . . at least in Jim’s case it is.

After thinking about the previous night for a while, Rachel turned to Ben and said, “Thanks for driving, by the way. I get kinda nervous driving through that neighborhood by the karate center.”

"No problem,” Ben said, glancing over at her, then conscientiously bringing his eyes back to the road.

Rachel looked forward again, trying to think of something to talk about. After a moment, she looked down at Ben’s sweatpants and said, “How come you didn’t wear your Gi?”

Ben glanced down at himself, then said, “I like to be comfortable when I drive. I’ll put it on when we get there.”

Rachel nodded, then took in Ben’s comfy outfit. Along with a pair of well-worn sweatpants, he was wearing an old T-shirt with the dojo’s logo over his left pectoral muscle. Rachel had the same T-shirt at home, but Ben’s was much older, the logo faded from hundreds of wash cycles. For the same reason, Ben’s T-shirt was a little too small for him now, the short sleeves stretched tight around his well-developed upper arms. Ben wasn’t what Rachel would call “ripped.” Jim was actually more ripped than Ben. If Jim was built like a sleek race car, Ben was built more like a tank, everything thick and solid.

As Rachel brought her eyes away from Ben’s impressive arm muscles, she took the opportunity to peek down at his other impressive muscle—the one running down his left pant leg. 

When Rachel had opened the door to Ben that morning, she’d been a little startled to notice the long bulge in his sweatpants. She had quickly averted her eyes as she stepped out the door. And she had kept them averted as they loaded all their gear in the back of her car, all the while wondering why Ben didn’t seem to be wearing any underwear. If anyone could use a little support, it was Ben. But apparently, as he’d just said, he liked to be comfortable and unhindered. That was all well and good, Rachel thought to herself, but she couldn’t help wondering what would happen if Ben’s little buddy “woke up” for some reason. In Rachel’s experience, it didn’t take all that much to cause a man’s penis to wake up from a sound sleep. Jim’s penis seemed to be waking up constantly. Though, in his case, it wasn’t usually obvious. But if Ben’s penis suddenly came out of hibernation, it would be very obvious.

Despite her curiosity, Rachel had somehow managed to resist looking at Ben’s bulge as the four of them got underway. But after a half hour or so, the combination of not having much to do, combined with her curiosity, had finally gotten the better of her, and she’d been sneaking peeks at Ben’s banana-sized bulge for the last forty miles. Which actually wasn’t a bad way to pass the time. As Rachel had taken occasional peeks at Ben’s generous endowment, she’d occupied herself by thinking about penis size, and how arbitrary it seemed to be. She found it quite interesting and rather mystifying. Why should Ben have such a large penis, while Jim had such a small one, she wondered. After all, both men were roughly the same height, a little under six feet tall. So why didn’t they have similar sized genitals? Two men of the same height usually have legs of around the same length, she reasoned. So why weren’t their penises the same length too? She found it rather baffling, and quite unfair to men like Jim.

After looking out her window for a few minutes, Rachel turned to Ben again. “So, how do you like the car?” she asked.

Ben looked around at the well-appointed interior of Rachel’s expensive SUV, the outside world passing by silently, muted by heavy sound insulation. After looking around for a moment, Ben said, “It’s nice. Rides really smooth.”

“Yeah,” Rachel said, looking around, admiring the spacious, leather interior. “Jim surprised me with it when I took my test last time.” Rachel turned in her seat to face Ben. “It was so sweet,” she said, smiling over at him. “Jim brought me downstairs in my pajamas. Then he made me close my eyes as he led me out onto the porch.” Rachel leaned closer to Ben, smiling at the memory. “Then he took my hand and led me into the front yard. And when I opened my eyes, there it was, parked in the driveway with a big, red bow on the hood,” Rachel said, beaming over at Ben.

“Your husband seems like a nice guy. I’ve met him a couple times.”

“Yeah. He’s a sweetheart,” Rachel smiled.

Ben looked over, smiling politely.

Rachel returned Ben’s smile, then turned in her seat to face the windshield.

What Rachel had conveniently left out of her story was how she had thanked Jim that morning. Still in their pajamas, Rachel had pulled Jim into the backseat of her new car, treating him to a quick little blowjob as a thank you for the unexpected gift.  After not very long, Rachel had pulled her head up just in time to watch Jim “christen” her new car with a groan. Luckily, leather cleans fairly easily.

Rachel turned back to Ben and said, “Actually, I wasn't sure I liked it at first.”

“The car?” Ben asked, looking over.

“Uh-huh,” Rachel nodded. “I thought it was a little too big for me. You know, more than I really needed. I was happy with my little BMW.”

“Yeah. I remember that car,” Ben said, glancing over at Rachel.

“I really loved that little car,” Rachel said, thinking about her old BMW with the fold-down top. But, after thinking about it for a few moments, she turned back to Ben and admitted, “It was a little small, though. To tell you the truth, now that I’ve gotten used to something bigger, I’m not sure I could go back.”

“That’s what she said.”

Rachel looked over at Ben blankly for a moment, then broke out laughing. “Ben!” she said, her eyes crinkling. Rachel reached over and gave Ben a little smack on the shoulder as she shook her head at his naughty joke.

But as Rachel smiled over at Ben, she heard her phone start to trill. She reached down and pulled her purse up from the footwell. Rachel fished her phone out and looked at the caller id. “I’m sorry, Ben,” she said. “It’s Jim.”

Rachel accepted the call, then brought the phone to her ear. “Hey, sweetie,” she said, still smiling at Ben’s joke.

Rachel listened for a moment, then said, “Good. We’re about halfway there, I think.” She looked over at Ben as if to say, is that right? 

Ben nodded, then looked back at the road.

Rachel turned back to the windshield and said, “Yeah. We should be there in about forty-five minutes.”

Rachel listened again, then said, “No, it’s fine. Ben and I were just chatting, that’s all.”

Rachel listened, then said, “Nothing special. I was just telling Ben how much I like big ones.” Rachel looked over at Ben, giving him a conspiratorial smile.

After a moment, Rachel laughed out loud. “No . . . Big cars,” she smiled. “I was just telling Ben how much I like this big monster of a car you gave me.” 

But after a moment, Rachel’s relaxed and happy expression shifted, her brow furrowing. Rachel shot a look over at Ben, then turned away, whispering into her phone, “Of course not . . . I can’t believe you just asked me that.”

Rachel could feel Ben look over at her.  She turned away a little more, the phone tight against her ear as she whispered, “Well, it’s not funny. Honestly, Jim. You’re as bad as Gretchen.”

Rachel maintained her annoyed expression for a long few moments as she listened to Jim. But then her face relaxed again. “That’s ok,” she said. “So, what’s up? Are you calling because you miss me already?”

Rachel listened as Jim informed her that his meeting with the Germans had been pushed back to Wednesday. “Really!” she exclaimed. “So, are you gonna drive down tomorrow and watch me test!?”

Rachel listened as Jim explained that he still had a little more work to do. But if he got done, he’d try to arrange a sitter for the boys and get back to her. “Ok. Well, call me when you know,” Rachel said. She glanced over at Ben, feeling like she was being rude. “Honey, I better— Huh?”

Rachel listened, then shot another look over at Ben as she whispered, “Stop it, Jim . . . It’s really not funny.” Rachel listened for a minute or so, then finally cracked a smile. “Ok. Well, if I do, I’ll be sure to tell you all about it when I get home.” Rachel laughed, her eyes crinkling. “Ok. Well, I should go, honey.” Rachel looked over at Ben as she said, “I need to talk to Ben about an insurance policy.”

After a moment, Rachel broke out laughing again. “Just kidding,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Ok. I love you too. Hug the kids for me . . . Ok. Bye.”

Rachel shook her head, still smiling as she pressed the screen icon to end the call. She looked over at Ben and said, “Sorry about that.”

“No problem,” Ben said, looking over. “What was that about an insurance policy?”

“Oh,” Rachel said, her eyes going wide for a moment. “Um . . . Nothing. Just a little inside joke.”

Ben nodded, then turned back to the road.

Rachel took a big breath and blew it out, feeling a little flushed from Jim’s teasing about Ben. She looked down at the center console and hit a button, increasing the air conditioning on her side of the car.

As colder air blew out of the dash vents on her side, Rachel looked over at Ben and said, “So, what were we talking about?”

“Uhhh . . .” Ben said, thinking.

“Oh!” Rachel said, remembering. “We were talking cars . . . You drive that big truck, right?”

Ben nodded.

“That thing’s pretty impressive. Those are some huge tires you’ve got,” Rachel said with a little tease in her voice, her eyes twinkling as she looked over at Ben.

“There just for show,” Ben said, looking a little embarrassed about his over-sized tires.

“Oh, I get it,” Rachel said, smiling playfully. “It’s for the chicks, right? Women must love your really big . . . tires.”

Ben chuckled at Rachel’s playful innuendo. “Some do.”

“Uh-huh. I see,” Rachel said, her brown eyes sparkling as she looked over at Ben.

Rachel smiled over at him for another moment, then turned back to the windshield, taking another peek at Ben’s bulge as she did.

They rode along in companionable silence for a while.

But as they entered the vast urban sprawl of Los Angeles, Rachel turned to Ben and said, “So, what are you guys doing after practice? Should we all meet up and get some dinner?”

“I think Carl and Tyson are going to a club after practice,” Ben said to the windshield, the traffic requiring more of his attention.

“Oh,” Rachel said. She turned forward again.

But after a moment, she turned back to Ben and asked, “So . . . you’re not going with ‘em?”

“No. I don’t think so.”

“How come?”

“I’m not really into that. I’ll probably just stay in. Maybe get something to eat and watch a movie.”

“That sounds exciting,” Rachel said in a playfully sarcastic tone.

Ben smiled.

“Actually, I shouldn’t say anything. I was planning on doing the same thing,” Rachel said, turning back to watch the increased traffic with Ben.

They rode along for a few more minutes, Rachel looking over at the Capitol Records building, with its distinctive, stacked-dinner-plates design.

As they wound their way through the curving interstate 5 freeway, Rachel looked over and said, “Hey. Since were both just gonna stay in tonight, maybe we should meet up. You can come to my room and we can get a pizza or something.”

But as Rachel looked over at Ben, her brows raised expectantly, she could see a stiffness come into his posture. When he glanced over at her with an uncertain expression, Rachel could see what he was thinking. Trying to clarify her intentions, Rachel said, “I mean . . . we can just hang out. Maybe watch a movie or something." When Ben looked over again, Rachel smiled. "I wasn’t trying to proposition you, Ben.” Rachel held up her ring finger. “Sorry, fella. But I’m taken.”

Ben’s wary expression relaxed at Rachel’s playful declaration. “Uh . . . Sure. That’d be great,” he said. “If you’re sure you don’t mind.”

“Of course not,” Rachel said, smiling over at him. “It’ll be fun.”


8. The Honeymoon Suite

Rachel and the guys arrived at the L.A. Dojo at around 11:30. After having lunch and working out well into the afternoon, they all piled back into Rachel’s car and got back on the freeway, heading for the hotel. The hotel was in West Hollywood, a good twenty minutes away. But there was no way Rachel was going to stay in some fleabag motel by the karate center.

About twenty-five minutes later, they pulled up in front of the Casa de Fuego Hotel, a faded, pink three-story building built back in the 1930’s. The hotel had recently undergone a complete renovation, updating the old, art-deco building with all the modern amenities, but without ruining its charm and character. Rachel had seen pictures online, but the photos hadn’t done the place justice. It was a hidden gem in the middle of the city, with lots of trees and picturesque walking paths through sun dappled gardens. She loved it the minute they pulled up.

Ben handed the car over to a handsome, young valet, and they all trooped through the lobby lugging their duffle bags. Rachel felt a little self-conscious in her sweaty karate outfit among the well-heeled hotel patrons in their fashionable attire. An attractive blond greeted Rachel with a warm smile and helped her check in as another receptionist took care of Ben and the guys, who were sharing a room to save money.

Within a few minutes, Rachel’s companions were heading off to their room. But there seemed to be some sort of problem with her reservation. She turned to Ben and said, “I’ll catch up with you guys.”

As Ben and the guys headed for the elevator, Rachel turned back to the receptionist and waited patiently as the young blond tried to sort out the problem, clicking away at a hidden keyboard beneath a two-inch-thick slab of marble which served as the reception counter. 

After trying to figure out the problem for a few minutes, the woman looked up and said, “I’m so sorry, but I think there’s been a mistake.”

“A mistake?” Rachel said.

“Oh! Not by you, Ms. Blake. By us,” the receptionist quickly clarified. Seeming not sure what to do about the problem, she said, “Um . . . would you please excuse me for a moment. Let me just go get the manager.”

“Sure,” Rachel said, looking concerned, hoping she didn’t have to find another hotel. She really liked this place.

A minute or two later, the receptionist returned with a well-groomed, middle-aged man in a charcoal suit with a snow-white shirt and dark tie. He extended his tan hand to Rachel and said, “Hello Ms. Blake. I’m Simon Gates. I’m the manager of the hotel.”

“Rachel Blake. Nice to meet you,” Rachel said, shaking the man’s hand.

The manager gave her a polite nod, then looked down at the hidden computer screen below the counter. He studied it for a minute, then mumbled, “Oh, I see.” The manager looked up from the computer monitor at Rachel. “I’m very sorry, Ms. Blake. But it seems that we’ve given your room away.”

“Oh,” Rachel said, her heart dropping.

But as Rachel wondered if she should bunk with Ben and the guys, the manager said, “Let me just see what we can do.”

The manager looked back down and started clicking away at the keyboard. After a couple minutes, he finally said, still looking down at the screen, “It looks like . . . " He paused as if still trying to solve a puzzle involving multiple rooms, reservations, and check-out times. "Yes. It looks like we’ve just had a suite become available. House-keeping has just tagged it as completed.”

Without looking up, the manager started clicking away at the keyboard, the sound of fast, efficient typing coming up from under the marble counter. When the clicking stopped, he looked up apologetically and said, “That’s all we have at the moment, I’m afraid.”

“Oh,” Rachel said again.

“Would you mind a suite, Ms. Blake?”

Rachel said, “Um . . .” knowing that a suite in this trendy little hotel was likely to be fairly expensive. The money wasn’t really the issue. But she didn’t know if she wanted to shell out twelve-hundred dollars for a hot shower and a bed for the night. 

The manager must have seen what Rachel was thinking, because he added, “Of course, there wouldn’t be any additional charge. The rate would be the same as for a standard room.”

“Oh! That’s very nice of you,” Rachel said, surprised.

“Not at all, Ms. Blake. It’s our mistake,” the manager replied with a slight bow of deference, as if Rachel was a movie star trying to get away from the paparazzi for a few days. “Then, you wouldn’t mind a larger room?” he said.

“Uh . . . No. That’d be great. Thanks.”

“Very good,” the manager said. He turned to the young receptionist. “Ashley, would you please escort Ms. Blake up to the bridal suite?”

“The bridal suite?” Rachel asked, her brows rising slightly. 

The manager looked back at Rachel. “Yes. Is that a problem?”

“Uh, no. I was just surprised.”

“Don’t worry, Ms. Blake,” the manager said, flashing her a disarming smile. “It’s quite nice, I assure you. We had the heart-shaped bathtub removed during the renovation.”

Rachel smiled. She could see why this man was in charge. His easy charm made him a natural when it came to dealing with difficult situations or irate guests.

“Ok,” Rachel smiled. “I’ll just pretend I’m on my honeymoon.”

“Very good,” Mr. Gates said, smiling. He slid his card across the marble counter. “If you need anything, anything at all, please don’t hesitate to call me directly.”

“Thank you very much,” Rachel said, picking up his card and looking at it.

The manager gave Rachel another slight bow and said, “Ashley will see you up to your room. I’m very sorry for the mix-up. I hope you enjoy your stay.”

“I’m sure I will,” Rachel said as the receptionist came out from behind the counter. After reaching down for Rachel’s duffle bag, the young woman gestured toward the elevator and said, “Right this way, Ms. Blake.”

On the way up in the elevator, the young woman held Rachel’s sports bag at her side, her narrow bicep flexing as she kept the heavy bag up off the floor. As they rode up, the girl turned to Rachel and asked, as if trying to make polite conversation, “Are you making a movie nearby, Ms. Blake?”

“A movie?” Rachel said, looking over at the woman. “Oh. You mean because of this?” Rachel said, looking down at her Gi.

The receptionist nodded, looking at Rachel’s karate outfit as if she’d never seen one in person.

“No. We’re here for a karate meet,” Rachel explained. “I’m going for my blackbelt tomorrow.”

“Oh, I see. I’m sorry. It’s just that . . .” The girl hesitated, as if she might be overstepping her bounds somewhat. “It’s just that you’re so pretty. I thought maybe you were an actress.”

“Thanks,” Rachel smiled. “But, no. I’m just a regular person . . . A regular person who likes getting punched in the face.”

The girl smiled, then said, “So, I guess those other gentlemen are in your . . . karate group?”

“Yes. My dojo. Uh-huh.”

The girl nodded as if everything was clear now. 

Just then, the elevator dinged discreetly. As they waited for the ornate metal grill to slide open, the girl said in a discreet tone, “The man that was standing next to you. He’s very big, isn’t he?”

“Ben?” Rachel asked.

“Yes. I believe so,” the girl said. “The good-looking one.”

“Uh . . . Yeah. He’s pretty big, alright,” Rachel said dryly, picturing the long bulge in Ben’s sweatpants, an image that was now permanently burned into her memory after the two-hour drive.

After exiting the elevator, the receptionist led Rachel to room 301, a little brass plaque off to one side of the door announcing that they’d arrived at the bridal suite. The girl unlocked the door with a nondescript keycard, then handed it to Rachel, asking if she’d like a tour of the room. Rachel said that wouldn’t be necessary, then held out a neatly folded twenty-dollar bill.

The woman looked down at the twenty and said, “Oh. Um . . . the reception staff isn’t really allowed to . . .”

Rachel leaned in a bit and said in a low voice, “I won’t tell, if you won’t,” as she pressed the bill into the girl’s hand. 

They smiled at one another as if a secret pact had been struck. Then the receptionist said, “Ok. If you insist. Thank you.” She gave Rachel a little bow, then turned to make her way back to the elevator. 

Rachel entered the room and let a pneumatic piston close the door, the heavy door clicking shut behind her as she stepped into the hushed, perhaps even sound-proofed room. This was the bridal suite, after all.

Looking around, Rachel was pleasantly surprised. For some reason, she’d pictured a gawdy, Vegas version of a honeymoon suite. But the room was nice, really nice. It wasn’t a suite, per se. It was just a really big room, maybe twice as large as a standard room. But it was still very nice.

Rachel set her sports bag on the floor and wandered around, checking the place out.  The room was furnished beautifully, with a big, four-poster bed facing a low dresser, a large flat-screen tv on the wall above it; just in case the newlyweds felt like watching a little porn to get in the mood.

Off to one side of the bed, there was a small sitting area with two comfortable chairs on either side of a low coffee table, an assortment of new magazines fanned out next to a vase of freshly cut flowers. There were three table lamps placed strategically around the room, each emitting a warm pool of light, giving the space a homey, comfortable feel. The fabrics and color pallet of the room were various shades of pale lavender, mixed with creamy whites. It was all very tasteful and understated. It felt more like the plush master bedroom of a Park Avenue apartment than a hotel room. Rachel was very impressed.

Rachel went back over to the big, four-poster bed. It looked like a genuine antique, with a carved, cylindrical post at each corner, and a padded, velvet headboard. The mattress was very high, coming all the way up to Rachel’s waist. She ran her palm over the glossy satin bed cover, then pressed down, the thick comforter yielding to her hand and leaving a slight indentation when she brought it away. Wow. Not bad, she thought.

Rachel walked over and pulled on the cord to one side of the blackout curtains, warm afternoon light flooding into the suite as she drew them open, unveiling a nearly floor to ceiling plate glass window that was almost as wide as the room. Rachel stepped over to the center of the enormous window and looked out at the city. With the hotel perched up high in the Hollywood hills, the view was spectacular. She could see all the way to the famous Sunset Boulevard and beyond.

Standing there, looking out over the sprawling city, Rachel felt the pull of her exhibitionist tendencies, a little thrill moving through her as she imagined standing in front of that big picture window completely naked, her firm, fit body on full display. Rachel felt a flutter of excitement just thinking about it.

Rachel looked down at the small pool three stories below, and the dozen or so guests enjoying it. None of them seemed to notice her standing there. They were all too busy laughing or chatting or splashing around in the pool. This made it even more tempting. Rachel knew that if someone was looking up at her, she’d never have the nerve to strip out of her clothes. But the people down by the pool seemed completely oblivious of her presence. Go ahead, she told herself. Just do it. Who’s it gonna hurt?

Rachel just stood there for a long minute or two, trying to work up her courage. Finally, unable to resist the temptation, she reached for the knot on her brown belt. Moving slowly so as not to draw attention to herself, Rachel watched the people down by the pool as she slowly untied it, ready to stop if anyone should look up. But no one did.

Rachel let her belt fall to the floor, her stiff karate blouse swinging open somewhat. She untied the drawstring of her karate pants. Rachel hesitated, then felt that intoxicating thrill as she let her Gi pants slide down her legs and pool around her feet. Still looking down at the people by the pool, Rachel saw that no one seemed to notice her standing there in her thin, see-through panties.

Feeling a flutter of excitement, Rachel dared herself to take off her top, then accepted the dare. She shrugged out of her karate top and let it slide down her arms to the floor. Rachel just stood there in her lacy underwear, her strong, shapely body glowing in the sun like an apparition, perhaps that of a long-dead movie star, one who has come back in spectral form to look out over the city she once commanded with her beauty.

Rachel dared herself to keep going. She reached back for the clasp of her bra as she looked down at the people by the pool. As she started to undo the clasp, she moved her eyes from one person to the next. She looked at a woman in a red bikini sunning herself on a lounge chair. Then she shifted her gaze to a gangly teenage boy doing a cannonball off a low diving board. Then, just as her bra straps started to slide off her shoulders, Rachel shifted her gaze again, her eyes snagging on the upturned face of a man looking directly at her!

“Oh, shit!” Rachel mumbled, startled by the man's upward gaze. Reacting instinctively, she quickly stepped back from the window, her hands flying out and flailing wildly as her feet became entangled in her karate pants, which were still around her ankles and hobbling her. Rachel stumbled backwards as she made frantic circular motions with her arms, trying to stay on her feet. She managed just long enough to get back out of view, before falling backwards, her breasts dropping out of her unsecured bra as she landed abruptly on her ass.

“Owwwww,” Rachel whined as she sat there, her feet still tangled in her karate pants and her bra straps down at her elbows. Rachel let her bra slide down her forearms onto her lap, then shifted sideways to rub at her tailbone, half-laughing and half-crying at the sharp impact. Luckily, thanks to the thickly padded carpet, her injuries were only superficial.

After a moment, Rachel started kicking at her pants, working them off over her tennis shoes. With her bra in hand, Rachel limped over to her duffel bag as she gave her tailbone a few more rubs. She pulled her toiletries pouch out of her bag and headed into the bathroom to take a shower.

Ten minutes later, Rachel walked out of the bathroom and over to her sports bag. She was naked, but well out of view of the people by the pool. She pulled her blow-dryer out of her bag and went back into the bathroom. A moment later, the high-pitched whir of the hair dryer was coming out of the open bathroom door as Rachel oscillated the hot air through her wet hair.

Killing time as she dried her hair, Rachel took the opportunity to check herself out in the bathroom’s extra-large mirror. Trying her best to appraise her thirty-three-year-old body objectively and honestly, Rachel looked at her reflection. She studied her full, nicely-shaped breasts for a moment. She had no complaint there. Her breasts had always been one of her best physical attributes. As Rachel continued to oscillate the nozzle of the hair dryer, she turned sideways to look down at her ass, looking for the inevitable sagging that came with age and a sedentary job as a professional reader. But she was pleasantly surprised. Her butt wasn’t too bad. It was still fairly high and round. Not as high and round as in her college days, but still. Rachel turned back to the mirror, looking at herself straight on. She could see that her hips had gotten a little fuller as well. But the jogging and karate had helped her maintain a trim waistline. And thanks to Ben’s obsession with squats, her legs were strong and shapely. All in all, she wasn’t displeased.

Rachel finished drying her hair, then shrugged into the hotel-provided bath robe. She came out of the bathroom and pulled her cell phone out of her purse. After tapping Jim's name in her contacts, Rachel leaned against the side of the high bed, waiting for him to answer.

After ten seconds or so, Rachel said, “Hey, it’s me.” She listened for a moment, then said, “Yeah. We’re at the hotel.” Rachel listened, then said, “It’s nice,” as she looked around at the room. “Hey, listen. Did you find a sitter for tomorrow?”

When Jim told her that Allison had volunteered, Rachel said, “Well, call ‘er back and see if she can take the boys today instead.” When Jim asked why, Rachel said, “Because guess who just got upgraded to a suite?”

Rachel smiled as she dug her big toe into the deep pile of the carpet. “Uh-huh. The bridal suite, actually,” she said grinning. “That’s right. And I’m leaning against a big, four-poster bed with your name on it.” Rachel laughed. “Uh-huh. You interested?" Rachel listened, then smiled as she said, “I thought you might be . . . Ok. Well, call Allison and see if she can take the kids. Then get back to me.”

Rachel was about to end the call, but then said, “Oh! Hey! Are you still there?” Rachel listened, then said, “Hey. I just had a great idea. In the closet, above my dresses, there’s a big, round box. It’s white with fancy script on the side. It looks like a big birthday cake.” She listened. “Yeah. That’s the one. That’s my bridal veil. If Allison can watch the kids, why don’t you bring it with you. We can play naughty bride tonight,” she said, grinning widely. “Yeah. I know you do,” Rachel said, still smiling. “Ok. Well, hurry up. Don’t make me start without you.” Rachel laughed, then said, “Ok. See ya.”

Rachel ended the call, then tossed her phone onto the bed, still smiling at the idea of playing naughty bride, a little sex game she’d invented on their honeymoon.

While Rachel and Jim were still at Stanford, Jim had gotten a new roommate, Brian O’Shaughnessy. The guy was a big, friendly Irishman that Stanford had lured away from Dublin University to captain the rugby team. The man was the polar opposite of Jim. Whereas Jim was quiet and reserved, Brian was outgoing and gregarious. Jim and Brian seemed like an unlikely match as friends. But for some reason, they’d hit it off immediately.

Soon after his arrival at Stanford, Brian had gotten a reputation around campus as a lady killer. After just a few months, he’d racked up numerous conquests, ranging from most of the girls on the cheerleading squad, to an attractive post graduate in the astro-physics department, to the wife of the dean. It seemed that no woman could resist Brian’s Irish charm. And part of his charm seemed to be his legendary member, which was rumored to be anywhere from twelve to fourteen inches long, depending on who you asked.

In those days, Rachel would often come over to Jim’s dorm room to lounge on the sofa and watch tv. Sometimes, as she was curled up next to Jim watching a movie, Brian would walk by on his way to the kitchen, and Rachel would sneak a peek at the softball-sized bulge protruding from his groin. When Brian disappeared back into his bedroom, Rachel would sometimes let her hand move down to Jim's crotch as she stretched up to his ear. With her hand resting lightly on Jim’s groin, Rachel would whisper bawdy speculations as to the size of Brian's legendary appendage, saying things like—'I hear it's so long that he has to throw it over his shoulder when he gets out of the shower.’ Rachel would continue torturing Jim all night, teasing his little penis mercilessly as she whispered playful speculations as to the size of Brian’s cock.

Six months after graduating, Rachel and Jim got married, and Brian was Jim’s best man. After the wedding, Rachel and Jim flew to Maui for a two-week honeymoon, where Rachel got as tan as a Tahitian girl.

One day, after coming back from the beach, Rachel walked out of the bathroom wearing nothing but a white teddy and her wedding veil.

Jim looked up as Rachel sauntered into the room looking like a centerfold for Modern Bride magazine. As he stared at her, his swim trunks still dripping sea water, Rachel quickly brought one hand up to hide her tan cleavage as the other one shot down to the front of her silk panties. “Brian! What are you doing in here!?” Rachel gasped with stage-worthy aplomb, her eyes going wide with well-rehearsed surprise.

“What?” Jim said, looking confused as he stood there in his salty swim trunks.

“Brian,” Rachel said, maintaining her surprised expression. “I know you’re Jim’s best man, but you really shouldn’t be in here! What would Jim say!?”

“Uhhhh . . .” Jim said, still not sure what was going on.

But after a moment, Rachel let her hand drop from her cleavage as the other moved away from her panties. “Brian, I really think you should leave. They’re all waiting for me in the chapel.” Rachel looked down at her scantily-clad body. “I haven’t even put on my wedding dress yet . . . I’m practically naked.”

At this point, Jim seemed to catch on, a little smile coming onto his face.

Seeing that Jim was finally starting to understand, Rachel nodded as she smiled over at him, as if to say, that’s right, Jim. This is a little game. 

With Jim up to speed, Rachel continued her little sex game.

Rachel started over to Jim, her hips shifting smoothly, her brown eyes locked on him—a tiger stalking its prey.

When Rachel got over to Jim, she stopped close in front of him, the bodice of her white teddy nearly touching his chest. Lowering her voice to an intimate level, Rachel said, “But, seeing as you’re already here, Brian . . .” Rachel paused and looked pointedly down at the front of Jim’s swimming trunks. “. . . there’s something I’ve always been curious about.”

Rachel reached down for the drawstring on Jim’s bright orange swim trunks, then pulled at the end of the bow knot. Slipping a finger into the waistband, Rachel pulled it away from Jim’s abdomen, then looked down into his soggy swimsuit. “Oh my God! . . . It’s gigantic!!!” Rachel exclaimed as she looked down at Jim’s shriveled and sandy penis.

After taking a good long look at “Brian’s” penis, Rachel looked up at Jim and smiled broadly, as if she’d just opened the wedding gift she was most hoping for. “I heard it was big, Brian. But I had no idea it was this big,” she said, looking back down into Jim’s swimsuit. Rachel bit down on her lower lip as if sorely tempted by the size of Brian’s cock. Finally, she looked up and said, “Well . . . I’m sure Jim won’t mind if I’m a few minutes late.”

Five minutes later, wearing nothing but her wedding veil, Rachel was bent over the end of the bed, bumping off of Jim’s short, but enthusiastic, thrusts as she cried, “Yes, Brian!!! YES!!! . . . Give it to me!!! . . . Fuck me with that big Irish cock!!!!!”

Henceforth, this became known as the “naughty bride” game, and it was one of Jim’s favorite sex games, guaranteed to make him cum in less than a minute. Which was why they hadn’t played it in a while. Jim wasn’t exactly known for his staying power, and anything Rachel could do to help him last longer was much appreciated by both of them. But, every once in a while, Rachel would throw the guy a bone and treat him to a night of naughty bride, reliving that day in Hawaii.

Twenty minutes later, still in her fluffy, terry-cloth robe, Rachel was relaxing in the little sitting area next to the bed. She’d discovered the hidden minibar in the dresser and was sipping a bottle of Mike’s Hard Lemonade as she flipped through a glossy fashion magazine. When Rachel heard her phone ding over on the nightstand, she drank down the last of her lemonade and tossed the magazine back onto the coffee table. Striding around the end of the bed, Rachel dropped the empty bottle into the waste basket as she went to check her phone.

When Rachel got over to the nightstand, she saw that she had a new text. It was from Jim, informing her that Allison would take the kids, and he would be joining her as soon as possible. Rachel texted Jim back, telling him to hurry, and not to forget the wedding veil.

A moment later, Rachel got Jim’s reply, saying he was on his way.

But, as Rachel was about to put her phone back on the nightstand, she suddenly remembered her invitation to Ben. “Shit,” she murmured. She’d completely forgotten about her offer to hangout later.

After thinking for a few moments, Rachel scrolled through her address book, looking for Ben’s number. She felt bad about canceling at the last minute, but what else could she do? It was either that, or invite Ben to play naughty bride with her and Jim. Rachel smiled at the notion of Ben joining them for their little sex game. She couldn’t help wondering what Jim’s reaction might be. Would he be shocked by the idea. Or would he be excited by Ben’s inclusion. Probably the latter, Rachel imagined. He'd certainly been excited the night before. He’d barely gotten inside her in time to blow his load. If Jim got that turned on just picturing Ben screwing her in the backseat of her car, Rachel couldn’t even imagine how turned on he’d get if he was actually watching her have sex with Ben.

Rachel tried to imagine the naughty bride game if Ben was playing a part, perhaps taking on Brian’s role as Jim’s best man. Rachel imagined herself bent over the end of the big, four-poster bed, her wedding veil shuddering with each deep stab of Ben’s king-sized cock. If the previous night was any indication, Jim would be in hog heaven.

After taking this mental tangent, Rachel brought her attention back to her phone. She was about to call Ben and make her apologies. But then she hesitated, her finger hovering over the ‘Call’ icon on the screen. Rachel wasn’t sure if it was the lingering endorphins from the four-hour workout, or the mild buzz she was feeling from the alcohol-laced lemonade, or the fact that she’d been peeking over at Ben’s banana-sized bulge for nearly the whole drive down. But whatever it was, she found the idea more than a little arousing—Jim watching as she bumped off of Ben’s thrusts wearing nothing but her wedding veil and a big smile.

But as she imagined Jim watching her have sex with Ben, Rachel suddenly remembered one of Jim’s porn videos—the one where the rich man watches his wife having sex with three black men; the one where the woman looked so much like her. Was that why that video was the only one to get a five-star rating, Rachel wondered. Was that Jim’s fantasy too—to watch his wife having sex with three black men? Well . . . clearly, that was never going to happen. But what if Jim could watch his wife having sex with just one black man, Rachel mused. What if she could make Jim’s little fantasy come true, as a kind of one-time gift to him.

But after considering the rather terrifying idea for a long few moments, Rachel realized that it was the hard lemonade talking. “Yeah, right,” she muttered to herself. “Like you’re gonna have sex with Ben, right in front of Jim. Who are you trying to kid?”

Shaking her head at the ridiculous notion, Rachel once again started to call Ben.

But then she hesitated again, the idea refusing to let go. Why couldn’t she do it, Rachel wondered. Brooke had done it for Stan. If Brooke could do it, so could she, Rachel told herself. And unlike Brooke, she and Jim weren’t stupid enough to record the event, then accidently upload it to the internet for the whole world to see. In which case, no one would ever know. It would be their little secret. Jim always worked so hard for her and the boys, Rachel thought to herself. Maybe this would be something she could do for him. Something Jim might secretly want, but would never dream of asking for.

Rachel put her phone down on the bed and went over to the dresser. She pulled opened the right-hand door, revealing the hidden minibar. Rachel bent down and pulled another Mike’s Hard Lemonade out of the small refrigerator. She twisted the top off as she stepped over to the little sitting area. Rachel sat in one of the thickly upholstered chairs and put her feet up on the low coffee table, thinking about how excited Jim had gotten the night before. He obviously had some sort of fantasy about her being with a black man. But it was one thing to fantasize. It was an entirely different thing to actually watch your wife having sex with another man. A black man. Rachel wondered if Jim could do what that rich man did. Could Jim sit at the end of the bed and watch her have sex with Ben?

But as Rachel considered the very scary prospect of having sex with a black man, her thoughts went back to that night at the gym. Seeing Ben in the shower had obviously been the catalyst of her erotic dreams, dreams that didn’t seem to be going away. Rachel couldn’t say that she minded the dreams all that much. But it was getting somewhat worrisome how often she woke up wet between the legs, sometimes having to turn away from Jim to quietly masturbate. Maybe if she slept with Ben, it would satisfy the suppressed desires that were obviously coming out in her dreams.

Rachel sat there, thinking about all this as she sipped her spiked lemonade. And with each sip of the tasty beverage, the idea of having sex with Ben seemed a little more plausible, a little less scary, and a lot more exciting.

By the time Rachel set her empty bottle on the coffee table, she was slightly tipsy, but rather excited. She hopped up from her chair and strode around the end of the bed, heading for her duffle bag. Rachel snatched some clothes out of her bag, then let her robe slide to the floor, hurrying to get dressed. Jim would be there soon, and she had some shopping to do.


9. Rachel’s Proposal

Nearly three hours later, Rachel heard a knock at the door and rushed over, her new silk robe fluttering around her thighs. She threw the door open and gasped, "Jim! What took you so long!"

“Well, hello to you too,” Jim smiled.

“Sorry,” Rachel said, pulling the door open for him. “But I thought you’d be here an hour ago. What took you so long?”

“I had to get the kids all packed up and over to Allison’s. Then I had to throw a few things in a bag,” Jim said coming into the room. “What’s the rush, anyway? Did you start without me?”

Rachel shot Jim a little smirk as he set his overnight bag down. She led Jim into the room, then turned to him and said, “So, Allison didn’t mind taking the boys a day early?”

“No. She said it was no problem. She said to tell you good luck on your test.”

Rachel nodded. “And you told her we wouldn’t be back ‘till Sunday afternoon, right?”

“Uh-huh.”

Rachel took a big breath. “Good. At least I don’t have to worry about that.”

Jim looked down at the robe Rachel was wearing. “Where’d you get this?” he asked, reaching out to feel the silky lapel of her new robe.

Rachel looked over at a pink and white Victoria’s Secret bag sitting by the nightstand. “I did a little shopping after you texted me.”

Jim looked over at the lingerie bag. “Great. I can't wait to see what else you got.”

Rachel smiled, well aware of Jim’s weakness for lingerie. “Slow down, cowboy. It’s for after."

“After what?”

Rachel gave Jim a look, then sidestepped the question, asking, "What’a ya think of this?” as she stepped back to do a little twirl for Jim, the high hem of her new robe floating away from her thighs.

“Nice,” Jim said, looking down at the robe. It was pale-pink silk, accented on the edges with white piping, a matching pink sash synched at Rachel’s waist, accentuating her hourglass figure. Rachel had bought the robe for the generous gap between the lapels, the soft swell of her full cleavage being displayed nicely.

Rachel stopped her twirl, her unsecured breasts swaying beneath the thin silk as she looked down at herself. “Pretty sexy, huh?”

“Very,” Jim said, his brows arching high as he took Rachel in.

Rachel stepped up to Jim and went up on tip toes, stretching up to wrap her hands around his neck. She gave him a long, soft kiss, then eased back, smiling up at him. “I’m so glad you came. I missed you,” she said quietly.

Jim pulled back in apparent surprise. “Honey, you just left this morning.”

"What?” Rachel said with a playful glint in her eyes. “A girl isn't allowed to miss her husband?"

Jim let out a little chuckle.

Rachel looked down at the plastic grocery bag hanging from Jim’s left hand. “What’s that?” she asked.

Jim raised the thin Vons bag and said, “Your veil. You said to bring it.”

“Jim!" Rachel said, drawing back to give him a scowl. "Tell me you didn’t stuff my wedding veil into some dirty old Vons bag!”

“Huh? Jim said, looking confused. “I thought—”

“Jim. I told you to bring the box.”

“Oh! I thought you meant to take it out of the box.”

Rachel gave Jim a look, as if to say, men.

She took the bag from Jim and carefully removed the veil, treating it like a precious family heirloom handed down through the generations from one bride to the next. As Rachel inspected the veil for stains or damage, she said, “Jim. I might wanna give this to our daughter someday. You can’t just shove it into some dirty plastic bag.”

As Rachel started for the bathroom with the veil, Jim said, “The bag’s not dirty. I checked. And we don’t have a daughter.”

“Well, we might someday!” Rachel called back from inside the bathroom as she carefully placed the veil on the hook behind the door, smoothing the sheer mesh fabric with her fingertips until it hung without any wrinkles or snags.

When she came back out, Rachel said, “Don’t worry. You somehow managed not to damage it.”

“Well, that’s a relief.”

Rachel shot Jim another smirk, then said, “It doesn’t matter. I don’t think we’re gonna need it, anyway.”

“Really?” Jim said, his face falling. “But you said . . .”

Rachel almost laughed at Jim's childlike look of disappointment. The guy really loved playing naughty bride. Suppressing her laugh, Rachel stepped up close to Jim and whispered, “Jim, I had an idea after you texted me."

“Why are you whispering. Is your idea to rob the hotel?”

Rachel laughed. “No . . . But what I have in mind is almost as scary.”

“Really?”

Rachel gave Jim a look, then said, “Come on. Let’s sit down. I wanna ask you something.”

Rachel pulled Jim over to a tufted dressing bench at the foot of the bed. It was upholstered in the same plush material as the headboard, bulbous mounds of velvet ballooning up from a pattern of deeply set buttons. Rachel perched down onto the bench, careful not to flash Jim as she did. Her robe was very short, and she wasn’t wearing underwear.

Rachel pulled her robe together below the sash, then patted the dressing bench next to her. “Come on. Sit down. I wanna talk to you about something,” she said, looking up at Jim.

Jim sat down next to her, and Rachel turned to face him with nervous eyes, not quite believing what she was about to propose.

Jim waited, looking over at Rachel as she tried to work up the nerve to tell him her idea.

“Jim, you know how I’m always saying we should try new things?” Rachel said at last. “You know, try to get out of our comfort zone once in a while.”

“Yeah,” Jim said. “The last time you wanted us to get out of our comfort zone you made me take that salsa dancing class with you.”

“Ok, that was a mistake. I admit it . . . But I had another idea.”

Jim waited.

Rachel took Jim’s hands and looked at him. But as she looked into his open, trusting eyes, she couldn’t bring herself to say it. It had sounded exciting in her head. But now that Jim was right there in front of her, it seemed insane. How could she have sex with another man right in front of him.

After waiting a long few moments, Jim finally said. “It’s not sky-diving, is it? You know how airsick I get.”

“No, Jim. It’s not sky diving,” Rachel said flatly.

Jim looked relieved. He went back to waiting, just happy he wouldn’t have to jump out of a plane.

Rachel tried to think how to broach the subject gently, without startling Jim too much.

After considering for a few more moments, she said, “Jim, you remember what we did last night?”

Jim thought for a moment, then said, “Oh. You mean in bed?” 

“Uh-huh,” Rachel nodded.

“Uh . . . Yeah,” Jim smiled. “I remember.”

“Well . . . That was kinda fun, wasn’t it?”

“Oh,” Jim said as if finally realizing what Rachel had in mind. “You wanna do that again?” he said, clearly enthusiastic about the idea.

“Not exactly.”

“Oh,” Jim said, looking both disappointed and confused. “So . . . what then?”

“Um . . .” Rachel said.

But that was as far as she got. She couldn’t seem to get the words out. Rachel looked down at her trembling hands, wondering if maybe she’d gotten a little carried away. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, after all.

Jim followed Rachel’s gaze down to her hands and said, “Honey, you're shaking. What’s wrong?”

Rachel looked up at Jim. “I'm nervous."

“Nervous about what?”

“About what you're gonna say when I tell you what I have in mind.”

"Just say it, honey. How bad could it be?"

Rachel gave Jim a look. Pretty bad, she thought to herself.

Rachel hemmed and hawed for another long thirty seconds, then brought her hands up and covered her face, saying into her palms, “Oh God . . . I can’t believe I’m about to say this.”

“Rachel. Just say it.”

Rachel brought her hands back down and forced them between her smooth, freshly-shaven thighs.

“What is it, Rachel? You’re making me nervous now.”

Rachel looked into Jim's worried eyes, her heart pounding out of her chest. “Jim . . .” Rachel paused and took a deep breath. Then she blurted, saying the words so fast that they all strung together like one long multi-syllable word, "Jim do you wanna watch me have sex with Ben?”

“WHAT!?” Jim exclaimed, shooting up off the bench as if Rachel had shoved a cattle prod between his legs.

And as Jim sprung to his feet, Rachel’s hands flew up to her face again. She shook her head, muttering into her palms, “Oh, I knew this was a bad idea.”

Jim looked down at Rachel, clearly dumbfounded by what she’d just said, his eyes wide with surprise and disbelief.

Finally finding his voice, he said, “Rachel . . . did you just say what I thought you said!?”

Rachel just sat there, shaking her head in her hands, wondering how she could’ve been so stupid.

Jim looked down at her, waiting. But when Rachel didn’t reply, or even have the courage to show her face, he said, "Rachel?"

Rachel stood up, looking distraught and remorseful as she said, “I’m sorry, Jim. I just thought . . .”

Jim just looked at her, waiting. 

“I just thought—” Rachel said, looking up at Jim apologetically. “I mean . . . you got so excited last night. I guess I thought that— I don’t know. I guess I thought that maybe it was your secret fantasy or something. You know, to see me with a black man.”

But as Jim just looked at Rachel, clearly stupefied by her offer, Rachel said, trying to bring a little levity to the situation, “So . . . I'm guessing you’re not interested.”

Jim barked out an incredulous laugh. "Rachel, you can’t seriously be suggesting that I watch you have sex with your black karate instructor!”

Rachel gave Jim an apologetic look. “Well . . . I was," she murmured. “But now I’m not so sure. You don’t seem as excited as I thought you would be.”

“Honey, what’s this all about?” Jim said in a gentler tone, his initial reaction starting to subside somewhat.

Rachel tried to think how to explain without revealing her knowledge of Jim’s secret stash of interracial porn.

After a long thirty seconds or so, Rachel looked up at Jim and said, “I don’t know . . . It’s like I said. You got so excited last night when I told you that little story about Ben. It’s obviously something that really turns you on.” Rachel paused. “Honey, you always work so hard for me and the boys. I just thought— I don’t know. I guess I thought that this would be something I could give you in return. You know, like a kind of gift.”

"A gift!?"

“Yeah. Like a private little gift from me to you.”

"Rachel. This is crazy!”

Rachel looked at Jim for a moment, thinking about that. Then she said, “Jim. If I was just some woman, and I wasn’t your wife, would it turn you on to see me having sex with a black man?”

Jim seemed to struggle for a response, his mouth opening and closing, but no words coming out. “I don’t know . . . I guess so,” he finally managed.

“So, if I was willing to do this for you, why wouldn’t you want me to?”

Again, Jim seemed at a loss for a moment. “Because you’re my wife. I can’t watch my wife have sex with another man. It’s not right.”

“Why not? . . . I mean, I know I’m your wife. But if I’m willing to do it, why won’t you let me. It’s obviously some kind of fantasy of yours.”

“Rachel . . . We can’t do all the things we fantasize about!”

“Yeah, I know. But we could do this.” Rachel stepped closer. “Think about it, Jim. If we were ever gonna do something like this, this is the perfect time to do it," she said quietly. Rachel looked around at the nicely-appointed room. "We've got this really nice room in a city far from home, where no one knows us. It'd be our little secret. No one would ever know.”

Jim thought for a moment. "Ben would know."

"Yeah. But he won't say anything if I ask him not to. I'm sure of it."

"Rachel, this is crazy!”

“Maybe it is crazy, Jim. But what’s wrong with doing something crazy once in a while. There’s no law that says you can’t do something crazy every now and then.” But then Rachel thought for a moment and said, “Well . . . unless you’re breaking the law by doing the crazy thing, I guess. But we wouldn’t be breaking the law . . . At least, I don’t think we would be.”

Jim just looked at Rachel blankly.

Rachel ignored Jim’s bemused expression and took his hands. “Jim, there’s another reason I think maybe we should do this.”

Jim waited.

“Honey, there’s something I’ve been wanting to tell you for a while now, but I’ve been afraid to.”

“Uh-oh,” Jim said, suddenly looking worried.

“No. It’s nothing bad,” Rachel said. “It’s just something that happened to me a couple months ago.”

“What happened?”

“You know how I always wait ‘till everyone’s gone before I take my shower at the gym?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, a couple months ago, I went back to take my shower and . . .” Rachel hesitated.

“And what?”

“Um . . . When I got back to the locker room, Ben was in the shower.”

“What!? . . . You saw Ben taking a shower!?”

“I didn’t mean to. There wasn’t supposed to be anyone in there.” Rachel paused, then said, “Anyway, ever since I saw Ben taking a shower, I’ve been—”

But before Rachel could explain how she’d been plagued with erotic dreams ever since seeing Ben in the shower, and how she thought this might stop the dreams, Jim’s eyes went big as he exclaimed, “Ohhhh!!! . . . Now I get it!”

“Get what?”

“You saw Ben's big dick! And now you want to have sex with him!”

“No, Jim. That’s not what I’m trying to tell you. If you’d just let me finish,” Rachel said imploringly.

“I know what you’re trying to tell me!” Jim shouted. “You’re trying to tell me you saw Ben’s big dick! And now you wanna give it a try!!!”

“Jim. Can you please stop yelling? Can’t we talk about this calmly?”

“I am calm!” Jim shouted. “I’m very calm, considering my wife just told me she wants to have sex with a black guy!”

“Ok, fine,” Rachel said, throwing her hands up. “Forget it! Just forget I said anything!”

Rachel wheeled around and strode over to her duffle bag on the floor. When she got over to it, she squatted down and started yanking clothes out to get dressed.

“You don’t seriously expect us to go on with our evening as if nothing happened!?” Jim bellowed, stomping over to her.

Rachel rose up with her clothes and faced Jim. “Jim, this was obviously a bad idea. Let’s just drop it.”

“Drop it! DROP it?!!!” Jim shouted. “How am I supposed to drop it! You just suggested that I watch you have SEX with another man!!!”

“I thought you would like it!” Rachel shot back, thrusting her face up at Jim’s. “Obviously, I was wrong! Let’s just move on, ok!?”

Rachel threw her clothes back down onto the duffle bag, then pushed past Jim and stomped back over to the dressing bench. She flopped down onto it, crossing her arms tightly over her chest as she scowled at the dresser.

Jim followed Rachel over and said, “So, let me get this straight! You thought I would like standing at the end of the bed and watching Ben stick his big dick into you!!!!”

“YES! I did!” Rachel said, shooting back up to her feet. “You SURE seemed to like it last night!!!”

Rachel pushed past Jim again and strode across the room, disappearing into the bathroom, the door slamming shut so hard that it rattled the big, picture window.

Jim followed and shouted through the door, “Oh! So, now you’re gonna hide in the bathroom all night!!!”

Rachel threw the door open. “I’m not hiding! . . . I just don’t like getting yelled at!!!”

“I’m not yelling!” Jim yelled.

“Oh, yeah!?” Rachel said, glaring up at Jim. “Well, why don’t we ask the people next-door about that!!!”

Rachel pushed Jim out of the way and strode over to the window. With her arms clamped across her chest, she scowled out at the city with her jaw set.

A moment later, Jim strode up next to her and said, “Let me ask you this.”

Rachel turned and trained her glare on him, waiting.

“Last night. All that talk about Ben screwing you in the backseat. Did you really make that up?”

“What!?” Rachel gasped, a look of utter incredulity coming onto her face.

Jim smirked as he said, “You sounded awfully convincing when you described in graphic detail how Ben screwed you in the backseat of your car.”

Rachel just looked at Jim for a long moment, then said, “Right, Jim! You caught me! . . . No! I didn’t make it up! Ben really did screw my brains out last night! . . . And you know what else! He’s been fucking me for months now!!!”

Jim reeled back slightly.

“Why do you think I’m always so exhausted when I get home from practice!!!” Rachel shouted. “It’s not from doing sidekicks, I’ll tell ya that! . . . It’s from doing BEN!!!!!”

Jim seemed stunned, as if he might actually believe her. But Rachel was too furious to care.

“As a matter of fact,” she continued. “We were doing it when you called today! That’s why I had to get off the phone! I was in a hurry to get Ben’s big black DICK back in my mouth!!!!”

But then Jim seemed to recover, going back on the offensive. “I wouldn’t be surprised!” he shot back. “That must be why you’re always rushing out of the house to get to practice!!!”

“That’s right!!!” Rachel shouted, returning fire. “But practice is only twice a week! And I need it more than that!” Rachel paused to shoot a disdainful look down at the front of Jim’s slacks. “And since you can’t seem to get it up more than once a month, I need to get it someplace else!!!”

“What?” Jim said, looking genuinely stunned.

“Yeah!!! That’s right, Jim!” Rachel snarled, addressing his look of surprise. “When I’m not doing Ben in the backseat of my car, I’m screwing every black guy in the neighborhood! . . . The UPS guy! That black policeman that lives up the street! The produce guy at Trader Joes!!!” Rachel paused, racking her brain to think of some other black men in the neighborhood. Finally, unable to think of any, she said, “Oh! And you know that kid who mows Janet’s lawn!? I’m doing him every other Thursday!!!”

“Oh, really,” Jim smirked, clearly dubious. “So, you’re screwing a sixteen-year-old kid?”

That’s right!!!” Rachel shot back. “He may still be in high school, but he’s hung like a horse and can screw me for hours!!!” Rachel shot another disdainful look at Jim’s crotch. “Unlike some people I know,” she added with a sneer.

Jim nodded, matching her mean-spirited look as he said, “Sounds like you’re pretty busy while I’m at work.”

“Oh, I’m busy, alright! Sometimes there’s a line of black guys going all the way up the stairs!!! Why do you think I’m always late picking the kids up from school! . . . I’m too busy getting my brains fucked out by every black guy within a two-mile radius of the HOUSE!!!!!”

Rachel breathed in and out, her chest heaving from her non-stop tirade. But as she glared at Jim, waiting for his counter attack, she suddenly realized that she was becoming hysterical.

Rachel took a breath, then blew it out slowly, trying to calm herself.

After a moment, when she felt like she could speak, she said through clenched teeth, forcing herself to speak calmly, “I’m sorry, Jim. I shouldn’t have said those things.” Rachel took another breath and settled herself. “Jim . . . Can we just calm down and talk about this like adults?”

“Fine. Talk,” Jim said, crossing his arms over his chest.

Rachel took another breath and blew it out, collecting herself. Trying hard to keep her voice even, she said, “Jim . . . I wasn’t trying to make you angry. Really, I wasn’t. I just thought—” Rachel paused, trying to think how to explain. “I just thought— I don’t know . . . I guess, I thought it’d be like a little adventure. You know, for both of us.”

“OH!!! . . . So, you admit it!!!” Jim shouted.

“Admit what?” Rachel said, looking confused.

“A few minutes ago, you made it sound like this was some big gift you were giving me!” Jim snarled. “But now the truth comes out! It’s really a gift for you!!!”

Rachel looked at Jim for a long moment, then turned away from him. She stepped over to the dressing bench and dropped heavily onto it, her shoulders sagging as she looked down at the floor. When Rachel finally looked up at Jim, she said in a weary, defeated tone, “You’re right, Jim.” Rachel looked up at Jim guiltily. “It’s not just for you. It’s for me too.”

“HA!!!” Jim exclaimed, pointing at Rachel like a prosecuting attorney who’s just caught a witness in a lie.

Rachel looked up at Jim, feeling ashamed and embarrassed. “Jim . . . when I saw Ben in the shower . . .” Rachel hesitated, looking down at her hands for a moment. But then she looked up and said, “When I saw Ben’s— You know, how big his penis was. I guess it made me wonder what it would be like to . . .” Rachel trailed off casting her eyes down.

“Wonder what it would be like to what?”

Rachel looked up at Jim plaintively. “Are you really gonna make me say it?”

“Yes. I wanna hear you say it, Rachel.”

Jim waited, glaring down at her.

Rachel looked up into Jim’s angry eyes for a few moments. “Fine,” she finally said, figuring they might as well get it all out on the table. “Seeing how big Ben was . . .” Rachel said, looking up at Jim guiltily. “I guess it made me wonder what it would be like to . . . you know, take a big penis.”

Jim nodded down at her, then snarled spitefully, “Take a big BLACK penis, you mean!”

Rachel recoiled, feeling like Jim had just slapped her across the face.

But after a moment, feeling the sting of that slap, Rachel’s expression hardened, and she shot back up to her feet.

“Fine!!! Have it your way, Jim!!!” she shouted, thrusting her face up at his. “YES!!! I admit it! . . . I wanted to feel Ben's big black COCK inside me!!!” Rachel glared up at Jim. "Happy now!? Is THAT what you wanna hear!!!?” She looked down at the front of Jim’s pants. “Is that making your tiny TWO-inch dick hard!!!!?”

This time it was Jim’s turn to recoil, clearly taken aback by Rachel’s uncharacteristic viciousness.

But as Rachel held Jim’s eyes in a kind of silent challenge, she suddenly realized what she'd just said. “Oh God,” she murmured, her eyes going wide at her cruel words. As Jim stood there, seeming shell-shocked by them, Rachel lunged forward and flung herself against him, clamping her arms around Jim as she said, “Oh God, Jim. I'm so sorry. I didn’t mean that!!!" Rachel held Jim tight, her eyes already welling with tears as she said, "Please forgive me, Jim. Please!!!"

But as Rachel held him tight, tears already running down her cheeks, Jim said in a strangely calm voice, "So . . . how would it work?"

Rachel pulled back to look up at him, confused, her face already tear-streaked. "What?" she choked out.

"How would it work?" Jim repeated, looking down at her, seemingly unfazed by her cruel attack on his manhood.

"How would what work?" Rachel rasped, stepping back a little, her brow furrowed with confusion as she looked up at Jim’s surprisingly calm face.

“How would we do it?” Jim asked.

"You . . . wanna do it?" Rachel asked, tears glistening in her eyes

"I didn't say that. I was just wondering how it would work if we did do it."

"You're not angry?" Rachel croaked, wiping at her running nose. “For what I just said.”

Jim gave Rachel a crooked little smile, then looked down at himself. "Do I look angry?"

Rachel followed Jim’s eyeline down and noticed the little bulge in his Khakis. “Oh!" she said, very much surprised to see that Jim had an erection. She had wanted to hurt him with her words. But clearly, they’d had just the opposite effect. Boy, she thought.  Men really are complicated creatures.

As Rachel looked up at him, Jim reached down and gently wiped at her tear-streaked cheek with the pad of his thumb. "So, how did you plan to pull this off my little Mata Hari?" he asked, his lips pulling to one side.

Rachel wiped at her running nose with the back of her hand. "Um . . . (sniffle) . . . I thought maybe you could watch from in there," she said, her voice still raspy as she looked over toward the closet to the left of the dresser.

Jim looked over with her, looking at the small coat closet catty corner to the foot of the bed. "Ohhh. I get it,” he said, looking back at Rachel. “So . . . Ben wouldn't even know I was here."

Rachel just looked at Jim as if he was a complete idiot. "Of course, Jim . . . What’d you think? I was gonna sit you in that chair over there with a big bowl of popcorn?"

Jim smiled. "How should I know. This was your idea."

Rachel cracked a little smile, then came forward, wrapping her arms around Jim. She hugged him for a long few moments, then pulled back. "So, you’re really not mad at me? You know, for what I just said."

Jim shook his head. “I hate to admit it. But you’re right . . . It does make my tiny two-inch dick hard.”

Rachel laughed as she tried not to cry.

Jim looked down at Rachel, studying her for a long moment. “Rachel . . . are you sure about this?”

Rachel considered Jim’s question. After thinking about it, she looked up at him and said, “I don’t know, Jim. It’s not like I’ve been planning this for months.” Rachel paused. “But I think it might be kind of fun. You know, for both of us.”

As Jim seemed to think about that, Rachel said, “It’d be like a little adventure. We hardly ever do anything adventurous anymore.”

“This would be an adventure, alright,” Jim said, his brows rising.

“And I promise, Jim. No one will ever know.”

Jim nodded, acknowledging Rachel’s promise.

After a few moments, he said, “Rachel . . . Do you really think you can do this?”

Rachel’s expression shifted, going pensive as she thought about that. “To tell you the truth, I’m not sure,” she finally said. “I think I can.”

Rachel studied Jim for a moment. “How ‘bout you? If I can do it, are you sure you wanna see it?” Rachel looked up at Jim for a moment, then added, “Maybe this is something better left to your imagination.”

They looked at one another, both of them wondering if this was a road they should venture down.

But ten minutes later, for better or worse, the decision had been made, and Rachel was helping Jim set up a hiding place in the closet. As Jim laid his small suitcase onto its back just inside the closet door, Rachel brought one of the throw pillows over from the sitting area. She set the pillow onto Jim’s overturned travel bag and said, “See how this feels.”

Jim perched down onto his squat, little seat, his long legs folded up in front of him like a big bird.

“How is it?” Rachel asked.

“Not too bad,” Jim said, looking up from the improvised seat of his viewing station.

“Hold on. Stay there,” Rachel said.

As Jim remained perched on his little seat, Rachel stepped back and closed the door, leaving it cracked open about half an inch. She looked into the dark crack to see if she could see Jim. She couldn’t. Rachel looked over at the bed five feet away and asked, “Can you see the bed ok?”

“Maybe open the door a tiny bit more,” Jim said from inside the closet.

Rachel pulled the door open a little more. “How’s that?”

“That’s better."

Rachel took the three steps necessary to get over to the dressing bench. She used it to climb up onto the high bed. She went up the bed on her hands and knees, then lay down on her back, resting her head on one of the big pillows.

“Can you see me ok!?” she called over to Jim.

“Uh-huh!” Jim called back through the crack in the door.

Rachel hopped down off the bed and came back over to the closet. She pulled the door open and squatted down in front of Jim, her expression turning a little more serious as she said, “So . . . I guess we’re all set.”

“I guess so,” Jim said.

“What time is it?”

Jim looked at his watch. “A little before six.”

“We don’t have much time. Ben’s gonna be here soon.” Rachel looked at Jim, holding his eyes as she said, “Ok, here’s the most important thing, Jim. You can’t make a sound when Ben’s here. He’s a nice guy, but I’m not sure how he’d react if he found you in here.” Rachel paused, then said, “So, if you have to . . .” Rachel made a little motion with her hand to indicate masturbation. “Make sure you do it quietly.” Rachel held Jim’s eyes to emphasize the point.

“Ok,” Jim nodded.

Rachel rose up, then strode over to one of the nightstands and grabbed Jim’s phone off of it. She came back over and squatted down. “Here,” she said, handing Jim his phone. “I turned off all the sounds, but I didn’t power it down." Rachel held Jim’s eyes again as she said, "Now, if you’re uncomfortable with anything that’s happening out here, you just text me, and I’ll stop. Ok?"

"Ok," Jim nodded. “What should I text?”

Rachel thought for a moment. “Oh! I know. Text that one of the kids has a fever. I’ll tell Ben that there’s an emergency at home and ask him to leave.”

“Ok,” Jim said.

"And if I get cold feet, I just won’t go through with it,” Rachel went on. “Ben thinks he’s coming here to hang out and watch tv. If I decide to abort the mission, I’ll just tell him I have a headache or something.”

Jim gave Rachel a look. “A headache? Really?”

Rachel let out a little laugh. “Yeah. I guess that is a bit of a cliché, isn’t it? In any case, I’ll think of something and get rid of him.”

Jim nodded, wiggling on his seat to try to get comfortable.

“You want another pillow?” Rachel asked.

“No. This is ok, I think,” Jim said, getting settled.

Rachel nodded, then looked at Jim for a long moment. “Anything else we need to go over?”

“I don’t think so,” Jim said.

Rachel shot Jim a mischievous smile, then asked, “Are you getting a boner?”

Jim looked down at himself. “Not yet.”

Rachel grinned excitedly. “This is kinda fun, isn’t it?”

As Jim gave her a nervous smile, Rachel said, “It’s like that haunted cabin adventure we had. Remember? In Mammoth.”

“That was a trapped bat in the attic.”

“I know. But it was still an adventure. Remember? We set up that little camera and everything. And we solved the mystery.”

Jim smiled, shaking his head at Rachel’s excitement. But then he said, “Oh! Hey. Speaking of boners, how are you gonna . . . you know, get Ben to have sex with you?”

Rachel just looked at Jim. “Jim . . . Look at me," she said, looking down at her sexy, new robe. "I’m gonna seduce him, of course.”  

“Oh, Right,” Jim said, seeming less than optimistic about Rachel’s plan.

Hearing the note of doubt in Jim’s voice, Rachel shot up to her feet and planted her fists on her hips as she scowled down at him. “What? You don’t think I can seduce a man!?”

Jim started to reply, but Rachel cut him off, saying, “Listen, fella! I get guys looking at me all the time! And not just the old ones! Young, hot guys!"

Jim started to say something, but Rachel cut him off again. "If you knew how many times some young guy has hit on me at Trader Joe’s!”

Jim tried to break in, saying, “Rach—”

But Rachel plowed through his attempt to interject something, saying, “I could have a black guy up here like that!” as she snapped her fingers. “I could have ‘em lined up down the hall if I wanted! And if you don't believe me—"

“Ok, ok. I’m sorry,” Jim said, putting his hands out as if to fend off Rachel’s indignation. “I’m sure you could, sweetheart. I didn’t mean to doubt you.”

“You’re darn right I could!” Rachel said, glaring down at Jim.

Rachel maintained her scowl for a moment longer. But then her expression softened as quickly as it had hardened. She let out a little laugh at Jim’s somewhat frightened expression and said, “Sorry, sweetie,” as she squatted back down. “I didn't mean to go off on you like that.”

“That’s ok,” Jim said.

“I really do think my hormones are a little outta whack. I must be ovulating.”

But at the mention of ovulation, Jim looked at her.

Noticing his anxious expression, Rachel said, “What?”

“Rachel, did you . . . you know, bring anything?”

“Oh my God,” Rachel said, suddenly realizing that she hadn’t brought her diaphragm. It hadn’t even occurred to her. She hardly ever used birth control anymore. Her diaphragm was probably gathering dust as they spoke. “No. I didn’t,” she said, thinking that this might throw a very big monkey wrench into their hastily-hatched plan.

As Rachel thought for a moment, Jim said, “Maybe we should—”

“No. It’s ok,” Rachel said, cutting him off. “I’ll just tell Ben not to . . . you know . . .”

Seeing that this hadn’t eased Jim’s mind much, Rachel reached out and gave his knee a little squeeze as she said, “Don’t worry, sweetie. From what I hear, black guys have really good control. I’m sure Ben will be able to manage.”

But Jim still didn’t seem all that reassured.

“Unless . . . you think we should call it off,” Rachel said.

Jim looked at Rachel. “Do you?”

Rachel thought for a moment. She really had heard that black men had great control. And, truth be told, she was starting to get kind of excited. After thinking it over for a few moments, she said, “I think it’ll be fine.”

“Ok . . . Just be careful.”

“I will,” Rachel said, trying not to show that she was secretly glad Jim hadn’t pulled the plug.

After thinking for a few moments, Rachel said, “Is there anything else we need to talk about?”

“I don’t think so,” Jim said.

Just then, they heard a knock at the door, and Rachel looked over. “That’s him,” she whispered. “Ok. Here we go,” she said, feeling a sudden spike of nerves. But she tried not to show it as she stretched over and gave Jim a quick kiss. “Remember,” she whispered. “Text me if you want me to abort.”

Jim nodded.

Rachel gave him a nervous smile, then rose up. She gently pushed the closet door closed, leaving it ajar about an inch. She double-checked that Jim couldn’t be seen through the crack, then looked around the room, making sure they’d removed all evidence of his presence.

As Rachel quickly scanned the room, there was a second knock at the door.

“I’m coming!” Rachel called.


10. The Art of Seduction

Rachel hurried over to the door, her unbound breasts bouncing inside her thin robe. When she got over to it, she took the knob in her hand. But she didn’t turn it. Instead, Rachel took a moment to settle herself, taking a deep breath and blowing it out slowly, trying to prepare herself for something she never imagined she would ever do.

When she felt ready, Rachel pulled the door open. Seeing Ben standing there, Rachel pretended to be out of breath as she said, “Sorry, Ben (breath, breath) I wasn’t dressed.”

“Did I get the time wrong?” Ben asked.

“Oh, no,” Rachel said, putting a hand to her chest as if a little winded from running around. “You’re right on time. I’m running a little behind.” Rachel looked down at herself as she snugged her sash, “I hope you don’t mind the robe. I was in such a rush this morning that I forgot to pack some comfy clothes.”

“Uhhh . . . No problem,” Ben said, his eyes going down to Rachel’s cleavage, then quickly coming back up to her face.

“Oh! I’m sorry,” Rachel said, realizing Ben was still standing in the hallway. She pulled the door open. “Please. Come in, Ben.”

As Ben stepped past her, Rachel shot a glance down at his sweatpants, again, noting the apparent lack of underwear as his thick member shifted beneath the thin fleece.

Rachel let the pneumatic piston close the door behind her as she followed Ben into the room, shooting an anxious look in the direction of her hiding husband as she passed the closet. But, not realizing that Ben had stopped and turned around, Rachel walked straight into him as she was looking over at the closet door, her whole body pressing up against Ben’s as she crashed into him.

“Sorry!” Rachel said as she tried to extract herself from Ben, her face burning when she realized what she’d felt pressing against her lower abdomen during the brief encounter. Rachel quickly retreated to one of the corner posts of the bed, feeling discombobulated and a little light-headed.

But Ben didn’t seem to notice as he looked around at her room. “Nice room.”

Still feeling Ben’s cock against her stomach, Rachel stammered, “Huh? . . . Oh! Yeah,” as she looked around. “I got upgraded.”

“Nice,” Ben said, looking around at the nicely furnished room, then over at the large window with its panoramic view of Hollywood.

“Yeah,” Rachel said, nodding nervously, her heart already thumping in her chest at the thought of what she was about to do. In her erotic imaginings, the idea of having sex with a black man had been exciting. But now that she had one standing right in front of her, she was slightly terrified. As Ben turned to look at the bed, Rachel peeked down at his groin, feeling a surge of panic as she looked down at the outline of his huge penis. What had she been thinking!? Ben was way too big!

But as Rachel looked down at the long bulge of Ben’s dick, wondering how in God’s name she was going to take that thing, he turned to her and said, “You’ve got a nice big bed too.”

“Huh?” Rachel said, quickly bringing her eyes up from Ben’s crotch.

"You’ve got a nice big bed,” Ben repeated, gesturing toward the four-poster bed.

"Oh . . . Right," Rachel said, looking over at it. "Yeah, well. You know brides,” she said, smiling nervously. “They love big ones.”

When Ben gave her a quizzical look, Rachel felt her cheeks heat up. “I mean, big beds,” Rachel quickly clarified. “Brides like big beds.”

“Oh. Right,” Ben said, nodding.

Jesus. Calm down, Rachel told herself. He’s just a man.

Yeah. A man with an eight-inch dick, Rachel replied to herself.

Rachel stood there nervously, trying to ignore her inner monologue, which was screaming for her to abort the mission just two minutes into it. Get a grip, she told herself. Just relax. Think of something to talk about.

Rachel stood there, racking her brain, trying desperately to think of something to say as an awkward silence started to stretch out between her and Ben. Not sure what to do with her hands, Rachel reached over and let one rest on the carved bed post, trying hard to act casual as she said, “So . . .” But that was all the conversation Rachel could come up with as she started to finger the bed post nervously, her heart pounding in her chest.

But as the awkward silence started to stretch out even longer, Rachel couldn’t stop fidgeting, her fingers moving up and down the thick cylindrical post like she was caressing an enormous phallus. Suddenly realizing how suggestive the unconscious motion was, Rachel shot Ben an embarrassed look and pulled her hand away. She put her hands behind her back, one hand clamping around the fingers of the other to keep them from shaking.

“Uh . . .” Rachel said, desperately trying to break the silence. “Um . . . So . . . That— That was a pretty good practice today, huh?” she stammered.

“Yeah. It wasn’t bad,” Ben said agreeably.

Rachel hadn’t been this nervous since her very first date in eighth grade, when Kevin Klonicki had taken her to the Saturday matinee. She and Kevin had sat stiffly next to one another, Rachel too petrified to say a single word to Kevin during the whole movie. She’d never been so relieved to get back home in all her thirteen years.

But just when the silence was becoming unbearable, Rachel suddenly remembered something she’d noticed looking out the window earlier. Grateful to have something to share with Ben, she said, “Hey. Come check this out,” as she went around him, touching his arm as she started toward the window.

Ben followed Rachel over to the window, her light robe playing around her tone thighs as she strode across the room.

When they got over to the big, picture window, Rachel touched the glass with the tip of her finger and said, “Look. I think that’s the Hollywood sign,” as she pointed at what appeared to be a giant letter ‘H’ on a distant mountainside, the first letter of the famous Hollywood sign.

“Oh, right,” Ben said, looking out with her. “That’s cool.”

“Did you know that it used to be Hollywoodland,” Rachel said, looking up at Ben.

“Uh-uh,” Ben said, shaking his head.

“Uh-huh. Apparently, the Hollywood sign was originally an advertisement for a housing development called Hollywoodland.”

“Huh.”

“But I guess the land development went bust, and the city took the sign over in the fifties. They took the land part off the end and made it just Hollywood.”

“Huh,” Ben said again.

“I read it in a brochure,” Rachel added, shrugging.

Rachel and Ben scanned the horizon, looking out at the city for a few moments. Then Rachel looked toward Hollywood Boulevard and said, “I think that’s Grauman’s Chinese theatre,” as she pointed at the distinctive roof design of the famous structure.

“You should be a tour guide,” Ben said.

Rachel smiled over at him, then looked out at the view again.

“Our room has a pretty good view of the alley,” Ben said, shooting Rachel a smile.

Rachel’s eyes crinkled. “Well, if you were staying up here with me, you could do a little girl-watching,” she said, looking down at the small, kidney-shaped pool.

Ben followed Rachel’s gaze down to the pool area and the single occupant lounging in a white bikini. Apparently, everyone else had headed off to dinner, because an attractive redhead had the pool all to herself as she lounged on a padded deck chair, catching the last rays of the California sun as it descended toward the ocean.

As Ben looked down with Rachel at the curvy, young woman, Rachel said, “Not bad, huh?” as she shot Ben a playful smile.

“I wouldn’t kick ‘er outta bed,” Ben said.

Rachel smiled over at Ben, then looked back down at the bikini-clad woman. Though she was wearing dark sunglasses, she seemed to be looking directly at her and Ben. As Rachel met the redhead’s shaded eyes, she could almost feel what the young woman was thinking. It was the same thing Rachel thought whenever she saw an interracial couple at the grocery store, or strolling along at the mall. Whenever Rachel saw a white woman with a black man, she invariably peeked down at the man’s groin as the couple passed, wondering if the rumors were true—was it really better with a black man? And as the woman would pass by, holding onto her black stud like a prize, Rachel would often wonder if the girl had hit the sexual jackpot. And now, as the sexy little redhead looked up at her and Ben, Rachel couldn’t help wondering if that girl was thinking the same thing about her.

As Rachel looked down, establishing a kind of silent communication with the curvaceous young woman, she felt the rather uncharitable urge to flaunt her prize. Though she couldn’t imagine actually doing it, in her mind’s eye, Rachel saw herself turn to Ben and drop down to her knees in front of him.  Rachel imagined the girl’s look of shock and surprise as she pulled Ben’s pants down, his big banana-dick springing forward as it was freed from his tight-fitting sweats. Rachel imagined shooting the girl a little smile as she showed off Ben’s cock like some sort of trophy, a trophy that only another woman could fully appreciate. Then, after giving the girl a nice long look at Ben’s cock, Rachel imagined turning back to him and taking it into her mouth, sucking Ben’s dick in full view of the jealous woman below. Not to mention half of West Hollywood.

But as Rachel lost herself in the erotic daydream for a moment, she suddenly realized that Ben was looking over at her. Snapping out of her reverie, Rachel shot Ben a slightly embarrassed look, as if he could somehow see what she’d been thinking. Rachel turned away from the window and started back into the room. As she stepped over to the dressing bench, Rachel gestured toward two padded desk chairs flanking the dresser and said, “Please, Ben. Have a seat. Make yourself comfortable.”

Ben took the chair to the right of the dresser, pulling it away from the wall and angling it toward Rachel as she got comfortable on the dressing bench. Rachel held her short robe closed below the sash, careful not to flash Ben as she tucked her feet under her. When she was settled, Rachel took a deep breath and blew it out, as if it’d been a long day.

They were quiet for a few moments, then Rachel smiled over at Ben and said, “Is your room really near the alley?”

“Yep,” Ben said. “You didn’t tell me this hotel was segregated.”

Rachel laughed. “Sorry about that,” she smiled. “You want me to call the manager and see what I can do? He gave me his card.”

Ben shook his head. “I think we’ll survive for one night.”

Rachel nodded, then look down, fidgeting absentmindedly with the hem of her robe as it followed the curve of her thighs.

“So, are you nervous about tomorrow?” Ben asked.

Rachel looked up, then thought for a moment. “Um . . . No. I think I’m ready.” But then she added with a smile, “As long as I’m not too sore . . . You worked me pretty hard last night.”

“Sorry,” Ben said.

“That’s ok,” Rachel smiled. “It’s a good kinda sore.”

Rachel held Ben’s eyes for a moment, then looked back down at the hem of her robe. It was high on her thighs and the opening below the sash kept trying to separate, the slippery silk unable to find purchase on Rachel’s smooth thighs.

After arranging her robe, Rachel looked up and started to say, “I really like—” But she stopped midsentence when she caught Ben looking at her cleavage, which was being nicely displayed by the generous opening between her lapels.

When Ben quickly brought his eyes up from Rachel’s breasts, she said, “Are you sure the robe isn’t making you uncomfortable? I have some regular clothes I can put on.”

Clearly a little embarrassed about being caught checking out her breasts, Ben stammered, “Uh . . . No . . . It’s fine.”

Rachel nodded.

“What were you about to say?” Ben asked.

“Oh. I was just gonna say, I really like the karate center down here. It’s so much nicer than our gym.”

“Yeah,” Ben agreed.

“And they actually have a locker room with a door,” Rachel said, smiling playfully. “Can you imagine that.”

“Yeah,” Ben chuckled. “Pretty fancy.”

“Hey. Speaking of the gym, how come you never stay after practice?” Rachel asked.

“I usually have to get to work.”

“Oh,” Rachel said. She thought for a moment, then asked, “What do you do?”

“Um . . . I do security work at a night club.”

“You’re a bouncer!?”

Ben shrugged. “Yeah. I guess you could call it that.”

“Which night club?”

“The Sapphire Room.”

“Wow,” Rachel said, rather impressed. She knew about the Sapphire Room. It was very exclusive, almost like a private club. You had to be somebody to get in.

“Have you ever seen anybody famous?” she asked, knowing that quite a few Hollywood moguls and movie stars lived in their little seaside community, commuting down to LA in private jets like other people take the bus to work.

Ben smiled at Rachel’s starstruck enthusiasm. He thought for a moment, then said, “John Travolta comes in pretty often.”

“No WAY!?” Rachel gasped, wide-eyed.

Ben chuckled at Rachel’s amazed expression.

“Is he nice?” Rachel asked, leaning forward with interest. “Yeah. He’s really nice. He’s a great tipper too.”

“Wow!” Rachel said. “Who else?”

Ben thought for a moment. “Bill Gates has been in a few times. He has a house up in the hills somewhere.”

“Bill GATES!!!” Rachel gasped. “The Bill Gates!?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Wow. He must have his own security, right?”

“Oh, yeah,” Ben said, nodding. “He’s got plenty of security.”

“Boy,” Rachel said, amazed. “Did you ever have to bounce anyone famous?”

Ben laughed. “No. The famous ones are usually pretty well-behaved.”

“Do you like doing security work?”

“It’s ok,” Ben shrugged. “I meet a lot of interesting people. And the money’s pretty good.”

“I guess that’s how you can afford those really big tires,” Rachel said with a playful glint in her eyes.

Ben laughed again, the deep, male tones triggering a subtle sexual response in Rachel’s female body. She imagined it was the same sort of response a man must feel when he hears the high-pitched squeals of a woman on the verge of climaxing.

“You have a nice laugh,” Rachel said, smiling over at Ben.

“I do?” Ben said, seeming a little taken aback by Rachel’s comment.

“Uh-huh. I like it.”

Ben didn’t seem to know how to respond to this, apparently not sure if Rachel was flirting with him, or just making a casual observation. Seeing that he was a little uncomfortable with her comment, Rachel changed the subject, asking, “So . . . who’s gonna be on the blackbelt panel tomorrow? I mean, besides you.”

Ben rattled off the four other blackbelts who would be judging her.

Rachel nodded. “Well . . . If it turns out to be a hung jury, I hope you’ll swing the vote my way.”

“You’re gonna do just fine, Rachel. You won’t need my help.”

“I hope so,” Rachel said. “Still . . . it never hurts to have a little insurance.”

Rachel smiled over at Ben, then shifted her gaze to the big picture window, thinking as she looked out at the approaching dusk, the lights of the city starting to twinkle as another day wound down in tinsel town. She needed to make a decision. It was either move forward with her little plan to seduce Ben, or abort the mission. Now that her initial panic had subsided, Rachel was leaning toward moving forward. Now that she and Ben had reestablished the rapport they’d developed on the drive down, Rachel was starting to feel more comfortable. And the truth was, she was attracted to Ben. He was handsome, intelligent, and easy to talk to. Put simply, he was a nice guy—a nice guy with a very large penis.

Though not many ever get the opportunity, most white women have wondered what it would be like to have sex with a black man. And here she was. Not only did she have the opportunity to sleep with a good-looking black man, she had permission from her husband. How could she pass up an opportunity like this. Rachel decided she couldn’t.

The only problem was, she had no idea how to proceed. This whole thing had been very much spur of the moment, and Rachel hadn’t really thought through all the details. She needed some sort of plan, some kind of strategy to get Ben into bed. Fortunately, Rachel had a knack for strategic thinking. In sixth grade, Rachel had run across one of her father’s old chess books. She’d taken to the game immediately. She had liked the combination of imagination and analytical thinking it required. She loved luring her opponent into a trap, and then snapping it shut, a big grin stretching across her eleven-year-old face as she announced, “Checkmate!” By the time she was a senior in high school, Rachel was even beating her dad on a regular basis.

Rachel tried to view her situation like a kind of chess match, one where her ultimate goal wasn’t to capture Ben’s king, but to capture his king-sized cock. The key was to figure out the best strategy, the best way to approach this little game of seduction. Of course, it wasn’t really necessary. She could simply ask Ben if he wanted to have sex, perhaps claiming that Jim had been ignoring her lately. Which, as it happened, wasn't altogether untrue. But that approach seemed rather crude to her. It would be much more satisfying to carefully maneuver Ben into bed. It would be like slowly gaining the trust of a wild stallion with gradually increasing contact, until finally, you were “riding” him.

Making her “opening move”, Rachel took hold of her lapel and started to fan herself with it as she asked, “Does it feel warm in here to you?”

“Uh . . . yeah. A little, I guess,” Ben said, clearly trying not to look as Rachel intermittently exposed a bit more of her right breast.

Rachel spun around on the dressing bench, her short robe riding up dangerously high as she scooted off. Somewhat exaggerating the sway of her hips, Rachel walked over to the wall-mounted thermostat. As chance would have it, the thermostat was just to the right of the closet door, and Rachel risked a quick peek into the dark crack as she lowered the setting a few degrees.

Hearing the fan kick on, Rachel looked up as cool air started to waft from a thin horizontal vent high on the wall. “That’s better,” she smiled, stepping back over. But as Rachel was about to sit back down, she said, "Oh! I'm sorry, Ben. I never offered you anything. Would you like something to drink?"

“Uh, sure,” Ben said.

Rachel came toward Ben, stepping directly in front of him. But when he started to stand, as if he might be blocking her way, she said, “No. Stay there,” as she placed a hand on his thigh and gently pushed him back down into his chair. Keeping her hand on Ben’s thigh, Rachel bent forward in front of him and reached for the dresser door near his knee. She pulled it open, revealing the hidden minibar. “Isn’t this clever,” she said, holding the cabinet door open to show Ben the hidden compartment and the little refrigerator inside. “I didn’t even know it was here until I went to put some of my stuff away.”

Ben bent forward, the top of his head coming very near to Rachel’s breasts as he looked into the hidden compartment.

As Ben sat back again, Rachel kept her hand on his thigh as she bent low and looked into the little refrigerator. “What would you like?” she asked, looking in at the contents. “Let’s see . . . We’ve got orange juice . . . We’ve got soda . . . Um, we’ve got wine coolers.”

After waiting for a moment, Rachel swiveled her face up to Ben, her brows raised expectantly as her lapels billowed down, her breasts all but spilling out of her robe. But before Ben could answer, she said, “Oh, wait! I think I saw a beer in here somewhere.” Rachel gently squeezed Ben’s thigh as she looked back into the refrigerator. As she started pushing things around in the fridge with her free hand, ostensibly “looking” for the beer, Rachel could feel her hanging breasts swaying from side to side, the powdery-smooth skin of her cleavage rubbing together. Of course, this had been her intention, and she could sense Ben looking down her robe as she searched for the beer.

After giving Ben a nice long look at her swaying breasts, Rachel said, “Oh! There it is!” gripping Ben’s thigh as she stretched for the beer in the back of the little refrigerator. But when she brought the can of beer out, Rachel made a face. “Oh, shoot. It’s a light beer.” She looked up at Ben, his eyes coming quickly up from her breasts. Rachel pretended not to notice as she said, “You don’t seem like a light-beer kinda guy to me. How ‘bout a Coke instead?”

“Uh . . . Sure,” Ben said, seeming slightly ill-at-ease with Rachel’s close proximity as she held his eyes.

Rachel pulled a can of Coke out and said, “Here ya go.”

“Thanks," Ben said, taking the can of ice-cold Coca-Cola.

“Will there be anything else, sir?” Rachel smiled in a playful imitation of a flirtatious airline stewardess.

“Uh . . . No. This is great. Thanks,” Ben said, raising the can of Coke.

Rachel gave Ben a little smile, then closed the cabinet door and straightened back up.

But as Rachel stepped back over to the bench, her heart was racing. Letting Ben look down her robe had triggered that same giddy thrill she’d felt as a blossoming teenager on the high school swim team; the same thrill that had sent her scurrying off to the locker room to masturbate after drying herself off in front of the boys. Though she resisted looking down at herself, Rachel could feel that her nipples were erect, and there was an undeniable heat between her thighs. She hoped Jim was ready, because she was starting to get into this.

Rachel sat back down on the bench, angling herself toward Ben as she tucked her feet up under her again. But this time, Rachel leaned sideways against the end of the bed, her right arm extended out over the comforter in a relaxed posture. This too had been a calculated “move” on her part, causing her right lapel to fall open somewhat, exposing a bit more of her breast.

“So . . . tell me Ben. Are you married?” Rachel asked casually, as if just trying to get to know him better.

Of course, Rachel already knew the answer. But this seemed like a good place to start, the question signaling a woman’s interest in a potential “mate”.

“Uh, no,” Ben said, again, seeming a little ill-at-ease as Rachel looked over at him.

Rachel could see him trying not to look at her right breast, her lapel folded open to such an extent that the lower part of her shoulder was now visible. With the groundwork laid for her assault on Ben’s manhood, Rachel decided to launch the first phase of her seduction strategy—titillation.

Rachel brought her hand up off the bed and ran her fingers through her thick hair, combing it back. The move had been executed to perfection. As Rachel had raked her fingers through her hair, she’d felt the top half of her robe pull up out of her sash somewhat, which was just what she’d been hoping. With her robe now looser around the bust, Rachel brought her hand back down onto the bed, the right side of her robe falling open even more, now just barely covering her right breast as the lapel clung tenuously to her high nipple.

“Girlfriend?” Rachel asked, pretending to be unaware of the precarious state of her covering.

“Not right now,” Ben said somewhat distractedly, clearly trying not to look down at her partially exposed breast.

Rachel nodded. She could feel that her lapel was just barely clinging to her nipple. She was sure her robe would fall away at any moment, giving Ben a quick look at her breast as she prepared to act surprised and embarrassed. But after waiting a long few moments, her lapel didn’t slide down, the silk clinging stubbornly to the hard nub of flesh. Shoot, Rachel thought to herself. All of her careful planning foiled by an overly-erect nipple.

After waiting another few seconds for her robe to fall away on its own, Rachel took matters into her own hands. She shifted in her seat just enough to dislodge her lapel. As it slid down and fell away from her breast, Rachel gasped with what she hoped was convincing surprise. To give Ben a little more time to look at her breast, Rachel fumbled with the slippery silk as she tried to cover herself, her hand brushing across the front of her full breast just enough to cause it to jiggle and sway before she pulled her robe back up.

After covering herself, Rachel looked over at Ben, affecting extreme embarrassment as she said, “I’m so sorry about that, Ben. I’m so embarrassed.”

“No problem,” Ben said, shifting in his seat a little.

With the first phase of her plan now executed, Rachel was ready to instigate phase two—intimacy. Nothing draws a man in like open and intimate conversation.

Rachel started off light, saying, “So . . . let me see if I’ve got this, Ben . . . You’re unmarried. You’re currently available.” Rachel paused as if thinking. “Oh. And you’ve got a really big . . . truck.”

Ben smiled at Rachel’s playful innuendo, then took a sip of Coke.

Rachel combed her hair back again, then said, “Ok. So, what else, Ben? What else should I know about you?"

Ben shrugged. “There’s not much to tell, really.”

Rachel thought for a few moments, then asked, "Well, what do you do for fun?”

Ben shrugged. “The usual stuff, I guess. Go to the movies. Stuff like that.”

“Yeah. Me too,” Rachel said. “Jim and I go all the time.”

“What kind of movies do you like?” Ben asked.

“Oh, I don’t know . . . Anything good, I guess.”

But as Ben nodded, Rachel suddenly thought of the perfect way to segue into a more intimate topic of conversation.

“Speaking of movies . . .” Rachel said. “Do you mind if I ask you something kind of personal?”

“Uh, sure,” Ben said.

“Well . . . Jim and I were watching this video a while back, and it kinda got me wondering about something.”

Ben nodded, waiting.

Rachel gave Ben a slightly abashed look. “Um . . . Actually, it was an adult video.”

“Oh,” Ben said, clearly a little surprised.

Seeing this, Rachel said, "I’m sorry. This is really inappropriate, isn’t it?”

"No. It's fine,” Ben said, quickly recovering from his surprise.

"Are you sure?" Rachel asked, her face scrunching up as if she was pushing the boundaries of polite conversation.

"It’s no problem,” Ben said, smiling good-naturedly. “I’ve watched the occasional adult video, myself.”

Rachel smiled. “Good. Because I'm curious about something.”

Ben took a sip of Coke, then waited.

“Well, in the video, there was this black guy, and he was having sex with a white woman.”

“Uh-huh,” Ben said.

“Anyway, the guy in the video was really well-endowed,” Rachel went on, “and I couldn’t help noticing how much the woman seemed to like his large penis. She was obviously enjoying how big he was.”

Ben nodded, following along attentively.

“So, it kinda got me wondering.” Rachel paused. “In your experience, do women seem to enjoy a large penis more?”

As Ben looked over at her, clearly taken aback by her question, Rachel added, "The reason I ask is, I couldn't help noticing that you seem to be pretty big too." Rachel looked down at the long bulge in Ben’s pants. “Sorry,” she said, looking up from his groin apologetically. “But it’s kinda hard not to notice.”

Ben looked down at himself, then said, "Oh. I’m sorry, Rachel," as if he hadn't realized his extra-large dick was so obvious.

"Oh, no. It’s fine," Rachel said. "I wasn’t trying to make you feel self-conscious. I just figured you’d be a good person to ask. You know, seeing as you’re so big. I was just curious. Do you think women find a larger penis more pleasurable?”

“Uhhh . . .” Ben said.

“The thing is, I met Jim in college and . . .” Rachel hesitated. “I mean, I had a couple boyfriends before him, but Jim is the only man I’ve ever. . .” Rachel trailed off, figuring Ben knew what she was trying to say.

“Oh,” Ben said, seeming a little surprised that Rachel had only been with one man. He studied her for a moment, then ventured, “And I take it Jim’s a little on the smaller side?”

“Um . . .” Rachel said, thinking how to answer. Knowing Jim was watching, she chose her words carefully. “I don’t know if I’d call him small. I’ve only dated white men. And from what I’ve seen, Jim’s seems about average, I guess,” Rachel replied, hoping this answer would leave Jim’s male pride relatively undamaged

Ben nodded.

“But, getting back to my original question,” Rachel said. “In your experience, do women seem to get more enjoyment from your larger penis?”

Ben smiled, but refrained from answering directly.

“Judging from your smile, I’m guessing they do,” Rachel said, her eyes crinkling.

“Well, they seem to,” Ben said modestly. “I guess you’d have to ask them.”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

As Ben reached for his can of Coke, Rachel said, “Since we’re on the subject, do you mind if I ask you something else?”

“Sure,” Ben said, taking another sip of soda.

“Would you say that you’re fairly typical in terms of penis size?” Rachel asked. “You know, for a black man."

Ben thought for a moment, then said, “Yeah. I guess I’m about average.”

“Really!?” Rachel said, her eyes going wide with genuine surprise.

Ben chuckled at Rachel’s shocked expression, then looked down at the outline of his penis. “This is about average for a black guy.”

“Boy,” Rachel said, following Ben’s eyeline down to the long bulge in his pants. “If that's average, I’d hate to see what a big one looks like!”

Ben laughed.

“I mean, seriously, Ben,” Rachel said. “If that’s average, there must be some real monsters out there!”

Ben laughed again. “Yeah. I’ve seen a few,” he smiled.

“Wow,” Rachel murmured, feeling like she was having a hot flash. Resisting the urge to fan her face with her hand, Rachel said, “Can I have a sip of that?” as she looked over at Ben’s can of Coke.

“Sure,” Ben said, half-rising from his chair and extending it over to Rachel.

“Thanks,” Rachel said, gulping down a few big swallows, then handing it back to Ben.

After Ben sat back down, Rachel smiled playfully and said, “So . . . getting back to the subject of penis size . . .”

Ben smiled as he set his coke on the dresser. When he turned his attention back to Rachel, she said, “Do you mind if I ask you something really personal?”

“Sure,” he said, seeming to grow more comfortable with the unusual topic of conversation.

Rachel hesitated, then glanced down at Ben’s bulge again. “Um . . . if you don’t mind my asking, how long is it? . . . I mean, when it’s hard.”

Ben's brows rose sharply. Clearly surprised by Rachel’s inquiry, it took Ben a moment to respond. Finally, he said, “To be honest, I’m not sure . . . I never thought to measure it."

"Really?" Rachel said, very much surprised. She thought all men measured their penis. Jim seemed to be constantly measuring his, hoping that one of his miracle pills or contraptions had magically made his penis longer during the night.

“I’m not too worried about it,” Ben said. “I figure it’s long enough to do the job.”

"Yeah . . . And then some," Rachel said, her brows arching high as she looked down at the outline of Ben’s impressive appendage.

Ben smiled, but didn’t comment.

“I’ll bet women are pleasantly surprised when they see it for the first time,” Rachel ventured.

“Some are. But some women can be a little intimidated by it.”

“Yeah. I can imagine,” Rachel said. She thought for a moment. “Do women ever have trouble . . . you know, taking that much?" she asked, looking down at Ben’s lap again.

"Sometimes.”

“Have you ever been with a woman who couldn’t take it?”

“No . . . But sometimes it might take a little while to . . . um . . .”

“Stretch her out?” Rachel offered.

"Uh, yeah. I guess you could put it that way," Ben said, smiling good-naturedly.

Rachel nodded.

"Sorry about all the questions,” she said after a few moments. “It’s just that it’s kind of interesting. I mean, women hear all these rumors about black men. But you never really know what’s true . . . It’s nice to get it straight from the horse’s mouth.”

Ben nodded as if understanding Rachel’s curiosity.

“Not that I’m calling you a horse,” she said, smiling over at Ben.

Ben chuckled.

“Although . . .” Rachel added, looking down at Ben’s bulge again. “You do seem to have at least one attribute of a horse.”

Ben laughed out loud as Rachel smiled over at him flirtatiously.

After holding Ben’s eyes for a moment, Rachel looked down at the bench, thinking. Her seduction strategy was going well. She’d piqued Ben’s interest by showing him a bit of skin. She’d established a sense of intimacy by being open and honest about her curiosity when it came to black men. She’d signaled her interest in a variety of subtle and not-so-subtle ways. By now, she had her “opponent” right where she wanted him. She just needed a way to bring her little game of seduction to a completion. She couldn’t just keep flirting with Ben all night. Poor Jim was gonna fall asleep in there.

The two of them went quiet, Ben sipping his Coke as Rachel picked absentmindedly at the dressing bench cushion. Releasing the tiny, lavender snowflakes of velvet, Rachel tried to come up with her final “move”. And, as she watched the little bits of velvet float down onto her thigh, it finally came to her, a gambit that was so daring and audacious that Ben would never see it coming. It was a risky move. But, as Napolean said, victory goes to the bold.

“Thinking about tomorrow?” Ben asked, pulling Rachel from her thoughts.

“Hmm?” she said, looking up.

“You seem deep in thought. Are you thinking about your test?”

“No,” Rachel said, giving Ben a smile. “Not really.” Her test was the last thing on her mind at the moment.

Ben nodded.

Rachel looked over at Ben for a long moment, preparing to make her final move of the evening. Finally, she said, “Ben . . . We’re kind of getting to be friends, aren’t we?”

Ben seemed to think about that for a moment. “I guess we are,” he said as if just realizing it.

“So, I wonder if I can ask you a huge favor.”

“Uh, sure,” Ben said rather uncertainly, clearly having no idea what Rachel was about to ask.

“This is gonna sound really strange. And I’ll completely understand if you don’t want to.”

Ben gave Rachel a little nod, then waited.

“I was just wondering . . .” Rachel hesitated, looking down at the bulge in Ben’s pants, then bringing her eyes back up to him. “Um . . . I don’t suppose I could see it?” she said with a hopeful expression.

Ben just looked at Rachel for a moment. "My . . .?"

"Uh-huh,” Rachel nodded, looking pointedly down at Ben’s lap, then bringing her eyes back up to meet his.

“Uhhh . . .” Ben said, obviously taken aback by the highly unusual request.

“It’s just that I’ve never seen a big one,” Rachel said, looking over at Ben. “I mean . . . I’ve seen pictures and videos. But I’ve never seen one close up.”

Ben didn’t seem to know how to respond.

After waiting for a long few moments, Rachel flashed him a flirtatious smile as she said, “Come on, Ben. You got to see my breast . . . It only seems fair.”

As Ben continued to hem and haw, Rachel trained her big brown eyes on him and said, “Please, Ben . . . Just a quick peek.”

Rachel waited, looking over at Ben hopefully, willing him to fall into her trap.

And, a long thirty seconds later, when Ben finally said, “Uh . . . ok,” Rachel had to stifle a smile as she thought—checkmate!


11. Vanquishing the Monster

As Ben got to his feet, Rachel sat up in her seat like a theatre-goer eagerly awaiting the opening curtain of a play she’s been dying to see for weeks. She looked over at Ben as he brought his hands to his hips, then slipped his thumbs into the waistband of his sweatpants. Rachel waited, her eyes glued to Ben’s crotch. But then Ben seemed to hesitate, as if having second thoughts. After waiting a little longer, Rachel was about to look up at him when he suddenly pushed his sweatpants all the way down to his knees in one swift motion, his long, rubbery cock dancing and oscillating as it was freed from the tight confines of his sweats. Rachel just stared, dumbfounded. The fact that she’d seen Ben’s penis before didn’t diminish its impact. She couldn’t quite believe her eyes. Ben’s penis was long and thick and heavy-looking. The sort of penis every man wants, and every woman dreams about.

As Ben’s cock gradually stopped oscillating and came to rest, hanging pendulously toward the floor, Rachel took in the impressive example of the male sex organ. When she’d seen it in the locker room, she’d been too worried about getting caught to look at it properly. But now, she could take her time. Rachel let her eyes rove over Ben’s dick at a leisurely pace. Ben’s penis was circumcised, the smooth head contoured in a graceful S-curve that followed the bullet-shaped tip, then swooped upward to the thick ridge that defined the glans. In contrast to the smoothly contoured head, the shaft was roughly textured with an extensive network of branching veins, as if his extra-large organ required vast amounts of blood to become engorged.

As Rachel had estimated, Ben’s flaccid penis looked to be around eight-inches long. She knew this because it was roughly twice as long as Jim’s four-inch erection. In a similar comparison, Rachel estimated that Ben’s soft penis was at least twice as thick as Jim’s hard one. Jesus, Rachel thought to herself, afraid to imagine how big it would be when it was hard. Perhaps a foot? Perhaps more?


After taking a good long look at Ben’s cock, Rachel looked up at him somewhat dumbstruck. “Boy,” she said up to him, unable to express her amazement more eloquently than that.

But as Rachel looked back down at his dick, Ben reached for the waistband of his sweats. As he started to pull his pants back up, Rachel blurted, "Wait!”

Bent at the waist, Ben tipped his face up to Rachel as he gripped the waistband of his sweatpants.

“Can I just look at it for a minute?" Rachel asked with a hopeful, almost imploring expression.

"Uhhh . . .” Ben said, clearly a little uncomfortable.

“Please,” Rachel said, giving him those big brown eyes again.

After looking over at Rachel for a long moment, Ben straightened back up, letting his arms hang at his sides. Rachel smiled her thanks as Ben stood there rather self-consciously, like a well-endowed man having a physical in front of a gaggle of tittering female medical students.

Rachel looked up at Ben and said, “Would you mind coming a little closer?”

Ben gave Rachel a look.

“It’s just that you’re kinda far away,” she explained.

After hesitating for a few seconds, Ben started over to Rachel, his big banana-dick swinging heavily as Rachel untucked her legs and swiveled on the bench, bringing her bare feet down onto the carpet. "Just stand right here," she said, spreading her legs to create a space for Ben.

Ben stopped short as Rachel spread her legs wide, her vagina now on full display. Rachel held Ben’s eyes as she exposed herself to him. No more games. No more subtle flirtations. Rachel was putting all her cards on the table. Now it was up to Ben whether he wanted to play or not.

After a moment, Ben said, “Rachel . . . are you sure about this?”

Rachel continued to hold Ben’s eyes for another few moments. Then she looked down at her neat triangle of brown curls. Rachel looked back up at Ben, her voice quiet and even as she said, “Do I look sure, Ben?”

Ben hesitated another long moment, then stepped between Rachel’s welcoming thighs.

Rachel looked at Ben’s large cock for a few moments, then looked up at him. “We can only do this once, Ben . . . Is that ok?”

Ben met Rachel’s even gaze, studying her for a moment. Then he nodded.

“And please . . . This is just between us,” she said up to him. “No one else can ever know.”

Ben nodded again.

Rachel gave Ben a smile of thanks, then tilted her face back down. Rachel just looked at Ben’s heavy-looking penis for a long moment. Then she eased her hand behind it. “My God,” she murmured as she cradled the large cock in the palm of her hand. “It’s so big,” she whispered, her voice filled with quiet amazement as she ran her eyes down the length of Ben’s prodigious member.

Rachel looked up at Ben, then looked back down again. Holding his heavy cock away from his groin, she brought her other hand up and stroked the brawny male muscle tentatively, lightly exploring the rippled shaft with her fingertips. When she got to the thick ridge of skin defining the head, Rachel traced along it with feather-light touches. But as she caressed the edge of the sensitive glans, Ben’s cock jerked upward unexpectedly, and Rachel drew back in surprise.

When Rachel looked up, giving Ben an embarrassed look for her startled reaction, he smiled down at her and said, “It’s not gonna bite.”

Rachel shot Ben a playful smirk, then looked back down.

Still holding Ben’s cock away from his body, she tipped her head this way and that, examining his large penis from various angles, fascinated by how different it was from Jim’s. It was so much bigger. And it looked so much more powerful than Jim’s.

After studying it for a bit, Rachel lifted Ben’s thick organ up and peeked underneath at his bull-sized scrotum. “Boy,” she said quietly, very much impressed with the size of Ben’s balls. As she held his cock up and out of the way, Rachel reached out and slipped her fingers under his huge ball sack, hefting his testicles gently. “Wow. They’re really heavy,” she said, looking up at Ben.

Ben said nothing. He just looked down at her as Rachel gently explored his manhood with wonderous eyes.  

But as Rachel cradled Ben’s large balls, she suddenly remembered Jim. She’d been so taken with the size of Ben’s cock that she’d forgotten about him. On the off chance that she’d been too enamored with Ben’s penis to hear Jim’s text to abort, Rachel eased Ben’s dick down, letting it hang toward the floor as she listened for the repeated notification of an incoming text.

But after waiting for a few very long moments, Rachel didn’t hear the soft ding of Jim’s “abort” text. She couldn’t help feeling relieved. But then Rachel felt a pang of guilt. Poor Jim, she thought to herself. He was so sweet, and she loved him so much. But Jim simply couldn’t compete sexually with men like Ben, men who’d hit the genetics jackpot and had been born with a large penis. It just wasn’t fair.

“What’s wrong?” Ben asked quietly.

Rachel looked up at him. “Oh, nothing . . . I was just thinking about Jim.”

“Do you wanna stop?”

Still looking up at Ben, Rachel shook her head. “No . . . I wanna keep going.”

Rachel swiveled her face down, bringing her attention back to Ben’s extra-large cock, the one she’d been dreaming about ever since she saw that extra-large jock strap on the locker room bench. The one that had caused her to wake up wet between the legs so many mornings. The one that she’d thought about as she quietly masturbated while Jim slept. She never imagined she would be this close to it. She just looked at Ben’s heavy cock for a long moment, finally face to face with the monster that had been haunting her dreams for all these weeks. Now, it was time to vanquish that monster once and for all.

Rachel reached out and gently took hold of Ben’s cock from beneath, letting it rest in the crook of her thumb as her fingers curled over the top of the thick shaft. Rachel raised Ben’s long organ, the head drooping from her small hand as she pointed it at her face. She eyed the monster cock, her heart pounding at what she was about to do. Rachel hesitated a long few seconds, then eased her head forward, slowly taking the large, black cock into her mouth.

But as Rachel tasted the salty skin of Ben’s cock, she felt a sudden surge of panic. What was she doing!? This was no dream! This was no fantasy! She actually had Ben’s penis in her mouth! For a moment, Rachel panicked, feeling the strong urge to pull back and push Ben away, to blurt out that this was all a big mistake. She needed to stop before it was too late. How could she do this!? How could “Little Miss Perfect” suck a black man’s cock right in front of her husband!? It flew against everything she believed about herself.

But, as her inner voice tried to tell her this was wrong, Rachel’s head started to bob forward and back, seemingly of its own accord, the needs of her female body overriding the insistent entreaties of her mind. Her mind was telling her to stop, but her mouth wanted more. Her whole body wanted more—more than Jim could give her. And with each forward motion of her head, the urgency of that inner voice lessened. It wasn’t long before her mind’s frantic entreaties had quieted completely, replaced by the almost imperceptible “Mmm” sounds vibrating from Rachel’s throat as she quietly sucked Ben’s dick.

As Rachel gave in to her womanly needs, she soon realized that sucking a black man’s cock was quite a bit different than giving head to a white man. Rachel had dated two men before Jim. And, though she’d only slept with Jim, she’d had oral sex with all three of her boyfriends. With Jim and her other two boyfriends, she’d practically been able to get their whole erection into her mouth. But with Ben, she could only take a little more than the head. Even soft, Ben’s cock was so thick that it was an effort to take that much. And as she furrowed her brow, trying to force more of Ben’s cock into her mouth, Rachel was once again struck by the difference between white men and black men. Compared to Ben’s man-sized cock, sucking a white man’s dick was like giving head to a prepubescent teenage boy.

But Rachel did her best, forcing as much of Ben’s dick into her mouth as she could. The room was strangely quiet, as if it really was sound-proofed. The only sounds were the repeating “Mmm” sounds vibrating from Rachel’s throat, and the slight creaking of the dressing bench as her upper body rocked forward and back. As Rachel continued to suck Ben’s dick, she tried to look over at the closet, but Ben’s left hip was blocking her view somewhat, and she couldn’t see the crack in the door. But Rachel could imagine Jim in there, the light from the room casting a vertical strip of illumination into the dark coat closet as he looked out through the narrow gap. She pictured Jim sitting on his improvised seat, his little penis sticking straight up out of his slacks as he watched his wife rock forward and back on the dressing bench, quietly sucking a black man’s cock.

After thinking about Jim for a few moments, Rachel pulled back, Ben’s still-soft member drooping from her hand as she looked up at him and asked quietly, “Is this ok?”

Ben nodded as he looked down at her.

“It’s so big. It’s kinda hard to get used to,” Rachel said up to him.

“You’re doing fine,” Ben said, giving Rachel a little smile of encouragement.

Rachel nodded up at Ben, then came forward again, taking him back into her mouth.

As she started to suck Ben’s dick again, Rachel gave his still-soft member a little squeeze. She was surprised at how dense it felt. Ben’s “soft” penis didn’t have much give at all, almost as incompressible as Jim’s average erection. Rachel looked down the long organ in her mouth, amazed by the jagged network of veins. They looked like knotted twine beneath his black skin. Jim’s penis didn't even have veins. Or if it did, they were too small to notice.

As the minutes ticked by, Ben’s member started to gradually expand and lengthen. It took quite a bit longer for Ben to get hard than for Jim, Rachel noticed, as if a large penis needed more time to become engorged with blood. If there was one good thing about Jim’s small penis, it was that it usually sprang to attention at the slightest touch. Ben’s, on the other hand, was taking quite a bit of work.

And, as Ben slowly increased in size, Rachel’s appetite for him increased proportionally. It normally took Rachel a little while to warm up in bed. But Ben’s extra-large penis was acting like some sort of female aphrodisiac. The same level of arousal and sexual readiness that might have taken Jim a half hour to produce with steadily increasing foreplay, Ben was producing in just minutes through the simple act of putting his much larger cock in her mouth. By the time Ben was semi-erect, Rachel’s hips were undulating on the bench, her vaginal lubricant starting to seep out of her as she gripped Ben’s big dick in both hands, her soft hair swinging as her head went forward and back at a faster pace. Though she’d had sex with Jim just the night before, Rachel felt like she hadn’t had a man in months as she bobbed urgently on the end of Ben’s over-sized cock. Her brief love-making session with Jim had been intense, but it hadn’t fully satisfied her sexual needs after nearly a month of abstinence. And that unsatisfied need was bubbling up all at once as she made urgent “Mmm!” sounds around Ben’s big black dick, trying to satiate the hunger that had been building not just for the last month, but ever since she saw Ben in the shower.

It wasn’t long before Ben was so big that Rachel could just barely get the head into her hungry mouth. She tried to satisfy herself with just that small portion of his manhood, sucking and slurping at the end of Ben’s dick, swirling her tongue over the ballooning glans as her pelvis undulated with steadily growing arousal.

“Oh God!” Rachel gasped, suddenly pulling back from Ben’s cock, her chest heaving.

Rachel took a few gasping breaths, then dove back onto him, her lips plump and wet as she devoured the smooth dome of black skin. Frustrated that she couldn’t get more of his dick into her mouth, Rachel tipped her head to the side and ran her full lips down the still-lengthening shaft, kissing her way down it, enthralled by the scale of Ben’s growing member. When she got to the base of Ben’s cock, she tipped it up and brought her mouth down to his scrotum. Rachel sucked and kissed at Ben’s enormous testicles, nestling into his warm scrotum as she tipped her face upward, Ben’s kinky pubic hair tickling the tip of her nose.

After sucking at Ben’s balls for a while, Rachel kissed and licked her way back up to the tip of his nearly-hard cock and started bobbing furiously on the head. She sucked ravenously for a few minutes, then suddenly pulled back again, her chest heaving as she gasped, “Oh God! It’s so fucking BIG!!!” Rachel breathed in and out for a moment, then came forward again, taking Ben back into her voracious mouth, her body undulating as all of her secret desires, desires that had been simmering just beneath the surface since that night at the gym, finally boiled over, an eruption of sexual need being released all at once.

But as Rachel sucked like a wild woman, she suddenly remembered Jim. She’d forgotten about him again. Rachel swiveled her hot eyes toward the closet door as her head went forward and back, forward and back, her cheeks collapsing in on themselves as she sucked feverishly on Ben’s enormous cock. If Jim had texted her to abort at that moment, she wouldn’t have been able to. If he’d suddenly burst out of the closet and demanded that she stop, she wouldn’t have been able to. She was too far gone. Just as Jim had been the night before, she was completely out of control.

Rachel pulled back again, gasping for air as she started to jack Ben off, gripping the root of his cock with her left hand as she pulled with her right, her small hand barely able to get around half of Ben’s girth as she yanked on the giant black dick. Rachel glanced over at the closet door with frantic eyes as she pulled and pulled, her lips parted as she breathed in and out. After a few moments, Rachel turned her fevered gaze back to Ben’s stiffening member, her cheeks glowing with arousal as she started to jack him off with both hands.

But as Rachel looked at the enormous cock in her hands, she happened to notice her wedding ring. Rachel felt a pang of guilt as she watched her gold wedding band go up and down the big black shaft, the gnarled veins bulging with blood as she gripped Ben’s dick. But her guilt was quickly overpowered by her need to see Ben hard. Rachel kept pulling and pulling, her eyes locked on Ben’s cock as she breathed in and out through parted lips, a light sheen of perspiration starting to show at her hairline as she worked the big male muscle. Rachel never imagined she’d actually break a sweat giving a hand job, but this was her first two-fisted hand job, and she was getting a pretty good workout.

It wasn’t that much longer before Rachel’s efforts were rewarded, and Ben was fully hard. Rachel paused to catch her breath and admire the fruits of her labor.

“My God,” Rachel murmured, gaping at Ben’s enormous erection—a good twelve or thirteen inches of thick, black cock. Ben’s erect penis had a marked curve to it, like a big, black coat-rack hook. And from the looks of it, Ben’s cock was strong enough to hold more than one winter coat. With its sharply delineated tip and veiny shaft, Ben’s curved erection looked almost like a primitive weapon—a thick spear of manly flesh. A spear perfectly designed to stab into a woman’s body with the greatest possible effect.

Looking at that king-sized cock, Rachel felt a surge of animal lust well up inside her. She gripped Ben’s erection with both hands and tipped it down to her hungry mouth. But as Rachel started to suck ravenously, enthralled by the scale of Ben’s erection, she tasted precum. Rachel made a long “Mmmmmm” sound, then moved one of her hands closer to the end of his cock, gripping the shaft tightly just behind the thick ridge of skin demarcating the head. Holding Ben’s cock at the midpoint with her other hand, Rachel pulled on the end of his dick, milking more precum out of his cock and into her mouth. As Ben’s cum made its way down to her stomach, Rachel swiveled playful eyes up at him as she licked the remnants off the tip of his dick, her pink tongue moving languorously over the smooth dome of black skin as she held his eyes.

As Ben met Rachel’s eyes, his face weak with pleasure, Rachel reached for the lapel of her robe and pulled it away, releasing her left breast. It warbled from side to side as she reached up for Ben’s hand and pulled it down to her chest. Swiveling her eyes back down, Rachel made another long "Mmmmm” sound around Ben’s cock as he gripped her breast, soft white flesh bulging between splayed black fingers. As Ben groped her exposed breast, Rachel continued to suck and lick at the end of his dick, her pelvis undulating forward and back on the bench as she ground her vagina against the bulge of velvet beneath her ass.

But after just a few minutes, the bulge of lavender velvet was wet with her vaginal fluid, and Rachel couldn’t wait any longer. She suddenly pulled back from Ben’s cock and gasped breathlessly, "I gotta have it inside me!”

Before Ben could respond, Rachel was shoving him backwards to get to her feet. She quickly turned toward the bed and bent at the waist, placing her palms down on the bench as she looked back over her shoulder with desperate eyes. “Hurry. Put it in,” she said with breathless urgency, as if it was a matter of life and death that he get his cock inside her as quickly as possible.

But as Ben stepped up to her proffered ass, his curved erection pulsing with power, Rachel happened to look over at the window as she turned her head forward. “Wait!” she said, wondering if the woman in the white bikini was still down by the pool. Rachel straightened back up and turned to Ben. “Help me move the bench over there,” she gasped, fully intending to do Ben in front of the big picture window. She’d give that sexy little redhead something to watch.

As Ben bent down and pulled his sweatpants off over his shoes, Rachel tucked her breast back into her robe and went to one end of the bench. Ben kicked his sweatpants away, then stepped over to the other end. They picked the bench up together, then started carrying it over to the window, Rachel looking back over her shoulder as Ben followed along, his stiff cock wagging from side to side. But as they set the bench down in front of the window, Rachel looked down and saw that the woman in the white bikini was gone, replaced by at least two dozen people in evening clothes. Apparently, the pool area had been booked for some sort of private party as the well-dressed couples mingled and laughed down by the glowing blue water of the swimming pool.

Rachel hadn’t counted on this many people being down there. Even in her fevered state, she started to have second thoughts. She knew that someone was bound to look up at some point. She could just imagine what would happen when someone saw Ben fucking her in front of the window. Rachel could imagine the phone starting to ring as the management investigated reports of a white woman being fucked by a black man in full view of everyone down by the pool. And as Rachel was taking it from behind, trying to ignore the ringing phone, soon there would be a knock at her door. A polite knock at first. Then a more insistent one. Then the manager would start banging on the door as Ben banged her with his ten-inch cock. Finally, the manager would be forced to use his pass key. He and Ashley would breach the room, then stop in their tracks, aghast at the sight of Rachel, that nice married woman, getting fucked senseless by a big black man in full view of most of West Hollywood.

Fighting the almost overwhelming urge to bend over the dressing bench and live out her ultimate exhibitionist fantasy, Rachel grabbed Ben’s hand and pulled him back over to the bed. When they got to the foot of the bed, Rachel backed up to it, her palms sinking down into the thick comforter as she tried to push herself up onto the mattress. But it was too high. “Help me up," she said to Ben, her voice wavering with sexual tension.

Ben wrapped his big hands around Rachel’s trim waist and lifted her up as she pushed against the mattress with her palms. When Ben set her down onto the end of the bed, Rachel rested back onto her elbows and spread her legs wide, her calves hovering off the end of the bed as she looked down at Ben’s rigid member with frantic eyes. “Hurry,” she panted, her chest heaving.

Rachel breathed in and out through parted lips as Ben stepped between her hovering legs, her eyes glued to his massive erection. She looked down between her thighs as Ben brought the head of his huge cock to her neat triangle of brown curls, the crease between her labia glistening with escaping vaginal fluid.

But then Ben hesitated.

Rachel looked up at him with a mixture of confusion and utter desperation. “What are you waiting for!?” she gasped. “Hurry! Put it in!”

“Rachel . . . Are you sure about this?” Ben said, giving her one last chance to back out.

Rachel just looked at Ben, not quite believing he was stopping to ask her this now. “Ben!”

No doubt, seeing the desperation in Rachel’s eyes, Ben came forward. As he started to work the tip of his cock into the wet cleft of her pussy, Rachel murmured, “Oh God,” as her face tipped upward with relief.

After a moment, Rachel swiveled her face back down, her chest expanding and contracting as she watched Ben work the end of his cock into the soft folds of her vagina, her plump labia separating to reveal the glistening pink flesh inside. Ben ran his cock up and down a couple times, then brought the well-lubricated tip of his dick down to Rachel’s seeping vaginal canal. Rachel breathed in and out, her eyes wide as she watched Ben start to push.

But as Ben continued to push, Rachel’s eyes scrunched down to slits, her brow wrinkling as she grunted, “Oh . . . God.” Rachel gripped handfuls of the down-filled comforter, her brow wrinkling with tension as Ben tried to force his oversized dick into her normal-sized vagina. "Oh . . . . . . fuck," Rachel grunted, her forearms flexing as she squeezed big handfuls of the duvet.

And, as Rachel grimaced, trying to bear the pain of penetration on that big four-poster bed of the bridal suite, she really did feel like a virgin bride being mounted for the very first time.

But five long minutes later, all the tension had left Rachel's face, her eyes glazed over with pleasure as her body shifted up and down the satin comforter. Rachel breathed in and out, her full breasts shifting beneath the thin silk of her robe as she luxuriated in the feel of Ben’s thick, ten-inch dick. It was everything she dreamed it would be, and more.

After a few more minutes, Rachel rolled her head lazily to the left and looked down the comforter toward the closet door as the antique bed creaked and shifted in time with Ben’s gentle thrusts. She looked languidly into the dark crack, knowing Jim was watching her. Rachel wondered if he was masturbating, stroking his little penis feverishly to the sight of his wife being fucked by a hugely-endowed black man. He might even be cumming at that very moment, his little four-inch erection spewing like a mini geyser as he watched Ben’s huge cock pump between her widely spread legs.

But as Rachel looked over at the closet door, her serene expression suddenly changed, her face filling with a strange combination of apprehension and surprise as she looked up at Ben wide-eyed. “Oh God, Ben! . . . I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum!!!”

Rachel’s body suddenly went rigid as she gripped the bedding, her brow knitting as the orgasm came on fast. Ben stopped pumping, holding himself inside Rachel as her vagina clamped down onto his cock, her pelvis shaking as her tone midsection arched up off the bed. Rachel squeezed handfuls of the soft, goose-down comforter as the orgasm overtook her, the pleasure blossoming out from her vagina and flooding every cell of her trembling body.

After a long ten seconds or so, Rachel’s rigid body slowly relaxed back down into the deep embrace of the soft comforter, her face going slack as the pleasure chemicals flooded her brain. With Ben’s huge cock still lodged inside her, Rachel just lay there, breathing in and out, her arms extended out from her body as she recovered.

After a few long moments, Rachel brought a shaky hand up to her forehead and rested it there as she murmured weakly, “Oh my God.”

Ben gave Rachel a few more moments to recover, his rock-hard cock pulsing deep inside her vagina as she breathed in and out. But as her breathing started to come back to normal, he resumed his gentle pumping.

Rachel’s mouth fell open as Ben started to fuck her again, her arm hinging loosely at the elbow as she brought her hand away from her forehead and let it drop heavily onto the bed. With dopamine from the orgasm coursing in her bloodstream, Rachel started to shift up and down the bed again, her limp body bumping off of Ben’s even thrusts. In her post orgasmic torpor, Rachel’s face lulled to one side, her lids drooping down as her breasts shifted beneath her silky robe.

After a few minutes, Rachel reached languidly for the knot of her sash. She undid the sash and pulled her robe open, revealing her tone body and the shifting orbs of soft, white flesh as they sloshed up and down her chest. With her face still lulled to one side, Rachel lay there placidly, once again basking in the feel of Ben’s over-sized cock as it pumped in and out of her.

After a few minutes, as her strength started to return, Rachel rolled her head forward again. She opened her sleepy eyes and looked up at Ben, making a long, lazy “Mmmmm” sound as her body shifted up and down the big bridal bed.

Ben returned Rachel’s weak smile of contentment as he continued to pump, his big hands cradling her creamy white thighs as her calves swung loosely off the end of the bed.

As Rachel looked up at Ben from beneath lidded eyes, she saw that his face was just as relaxed as hers. It was clear from the easy, almost casual way he was fucking her, that he wasn’t even close to cumming. With Jim’s hair-trigger penis, Rachel never knew when he might “go off” unexpectedly. He might last twenty minutes, or, if he was especially excited, he might blow his load in ten seconds, as he’d done the night before. But, judging from Ben’s relaxed expression, it was clear that he didn’t have that problem. Of course, Rachel had heard the rumors about the phenomenal staying power of black men. It appeared that this was another rumor that would probably be substantiated by the time this was all over.

After a while, Rachel struggled up onto her elbows to look down between her thighs. But when she did, she was more than a little shocked by what she saw. “Oh my God,” Rachel murmured as she watched Ben’s huge cock go in and out of her. Ben looked impossibly big. How in God’s name was she taking that thing, Rachel wondered as she looked down wide-eyed with amazement. She wasn’t taking it all, of course. But even seeing just half of that big ten-inch dick going into her body was rather shocking. Rachel just watched, somewhat mesmerized by the sight of that huge black cock plowing in and out of her white vagina.

After watching for a few moments, Rachel propped herself up on one hand and reached down between her legs with the other, gently cradling the root of Ben’s massive erection as he pumped. “My God,” she murmured, feeling the monster cock move through her light grasp. Rachel let her fingers play along Ben’s thrusting organ, feeling the veiny shaft as she looked down with a kind of wonder and awe. “It’s so big,” she said quietly, unable to take her eyes off the huge male muscle as it went in and out of her.

After fondling Ben’s cock for a few long moments, Rachel took her hand away and lay back again, her mouth falling open as she gave herself over to the pleasure—the pleasure she’d been dreaming of for all these weeks.

Fifteen minutes later, Rachel cried out as her body arched upward for the third time. Rachel remained arched and rigid, her hands gripping the comforter as Ben cupped her ass, her pelvis vibrating on his stationary cock.

When the orgasm finally started to wane, Rachel relaxed back down, letting out a great sigh as the pleasure chemicals once again flooded her female brain. Rachel melted down into the deep comforter, her tousled hair splayed out around her flushed face. “Oh my God,” she gasped, breathing hard, a fine mist of perspiration now showing at her hairline and between her breasts.

As Rachel breathed in and out, recovering from her third orgasm, Ben waited quietly, his rock-hard cock pulsing inside her.

Rachel struggled up onto her elbows. Still breathing hard, she gasped, “Wow. (breath, breath) That was the biggest one so far.”

Ben smiled down at Rachel, clearly pleased that she was enjoying herself.

“Sorry I was (breath, breath) so loud that time,” Rachel gasped.

Ben looked up from Rachel at the wall to the adjoining room. The headboard had been banging against it for the last ten minutes or so.

Ben looked back down at Rachel and said, “Nobody’s pounding on the wall. Maybe the people next-door are out.”

“I hope so,” Rachel gasped, still trying to catch her breath.

Aside from the banging headboard, Rachel had been getting more and more vocal over the last fifteen minutes, the volume of her grunting demands increasing with each orgasm. Hopefully, the bridal suite really was sound-proofed.

Rachel looked up at Ben as he cradled her bottom in his big hands, her legs splayed around his pelvis and hanging off the end of the bed. She could see the sheen of perspiration on his forehead. Ben was in great shape, but she was giving him a pretty good workout as he stood at the end of the bed holding her bottom up off the mattress. Ben had ignited a lusty exuberance in Rachel that she hadn’t felt since her college days. As a fit twenty-one-year-old, Rachel had been insatiable, doing Jim whenever and wherever she could. Ben’s big cock had rekindled that exuberance. But, judging from the perspiration on his forehead, Rachel’s shouting demands for him to go harder and faster were clearly starting to tax his strength.

“You need a break?” Rachel asked as her breathing started to come under control.

“I’m fine,” Ben said.

“Are you sure? You’ve been doing all the work,” Rachel said, looking down at her pelvis as Ben held her lower body up off the bed, his big cock jutting out of her pussy.

“I’m ok”, Ben smiled.

“Good,” Rachel said, raking her fingers through her tousled hair. “Because I’m ready for more.”

“Don’t you wanna rest for a few minutes?”

Rachel shook her head as she eyed Ben playfully. “I’ll rest later,” she smiled. “After you do me from behind.”

Ben set Rachel’s bottom down onto the bed, then drew back, his rigid cock springing upward like a diving board as the tip came out of her sloppy vagina, the first five or six inches of his erection glossy with vaginal fluid. But as Ben backed up to let her get down off the bed, Rachel was a little shocked to feel cool air rushing into the gaping void he’d left behind. Jesus, she thought, startled at how wide-open she was. Rachel peeked over at the closet door, wondering what Jim must be thinking as he looked into his wife’s now gaping vagina, stretched out by a black man’s huge cock.

Rachel slid down off the end of the bed, her legs still weak and wobbly from the last orgasm Ben had given her. She took a moment to steady herself, then turned back to the bed. She draped herself over the end of the high mattress, her torso sinking down into the thick comforter. Rachel turned her head to the left, letting her cheek rest against the smooth satin, her arms pointed loosely up toward the headboard as she looked over at the big picture window, the lights of Hollywood twinkling in the darkness.

When Ben eased back into her, Rachel let out a long “Mmmmm” sound as a lazy smile spread across her relaxed face. She hated to admit it, but bigger really was better. Rachel could understand why more and more white women were dating black men these days. With the changing attitudes about interracial relationships, white women were now free to enjoy all the sexual benefits black men had to offer. Rachel finally had the answer to the question she always asked herself when she saw a white woman strolling along with a black man on her arm—yes. It really was better with a black man.

By now, Rachel’s vagina was well-loosened and sopping wet, so Ben picked up right where they’d left off, fucking Rachel hard and fast, without the need for any sort of warm-up period. As Rachel bumped off of Ben’s thrusting cock, she looked over at the big picture window, the lights of Hollywood shifting abruptly in her field of vision as she took it hard from behind. Rachel took Ben’s thrusts passively, happy to let him do the work as she basked in the feel of his extra-large cock.

After a few minutes, Rachel came up onto her elbows, her breasts hanging out of her open robe as Ben squished in and out of her sloppy and stretched vagina. “Yeah! Give it to me, Ben!” she grunted, her hanging breasts jumping up and down her chest as he fucked her hard and fast. Rachel tipped her face upward, a sharp “Uh!” sound escaping her parted lips with each solid stab of Ben’s ten-inch cock—"Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! . . .”

Ben breathed in and out, his big hands gripping Rachel’s jiggling hindquarters as his hips shot forward at a fast pace.

“Oh fuck,” Rachel grunted through clenched teeth, her hair shuddering as she jolted off of Ben’s hard, fast thrusts.

Rachel could hear Ben breathing in and out behind her as he pumped with that big stallion cock of his. “Oh God, Ben,” she grunted, her brow knitting at the feel of another orgasm getting closer with each deep stab.

Ben kept pumping, hard and fast and deep, Rachel’s brow twisting as her breasts jiggled and jumped.

Rachel threw herself down onto the bed and gripped the comforter. “Oh God, Ben,” she grimaced. “Don’t stop . . . Don’t stop!”

Ben kept pumping, his breathing growing louder as he gripped Rachel’s hips firmly, her soft white flesh rippling with each hard stab.

“Oh God! . . . Oh God!!!!” Rachel grunted, her face closing down, the orgasm just a few thrusts away now.

But just as Rachel was about to climax, she was instantly pulled back from the brink by the startling sound of someone knocking on her door—Knock, knock, knock!


12. Room Service!

Ben and Rachel instantly froze at the knock, both of them going as still as statues—a display of interracial sex at an X-rated wax museum. 

Breathing hard and teetering on the edge of climax, Rachel whispered, “Was that (breath, breath) my door?”

“Uh . . . huh,” Ben said, breathing in and out.

Still coupled to Ben, Rachel waited, listening intently. She was desperate to finish, right on the cusp of cumming as Ben’s generously proportioned cock pulsed inside her. It took every ounce of her will power not to start rocking forward and back on it, riding Ben’s big black dick to the climax that was just a few strokes away. But Rachel was afraid that if she climaxed, she’d go off like an air raid siren, and she had no idea who was standing outside her door.

After a long moment, Ben whispered, “Could it be your husband?”

“I seriously doubt it,” Rachel said between breaths.

Ben nodded as if relieved.

Rachel tried not to move, silently cursing whoever was at the door as her vagina begged for closure.

They waited for another minute or so, both of them breathing in and out as they remained connected by Ben’s long, black dick.

But just as Rachel was about to tell Ben to start again, there was another knock on the door—Knock! Knock! Knock! 

This time, the knock was noticeably louder and more insistent. Rachel wondered if it might be the manager, or maybe even the police. Maybe the people next-door had heard her desperate cries and had called the police, thinking she was being assaulted. She had been being assaulted, but in the best possible way. Rachel wanted to continue being assaulted. She wanted Ben to assault her brains out. But she didn’t want whoever was at the door to hear him doing it. And they didn’t seem to be going away. And if it was the police, she sure didn’t want them breaking the door down, only to find her bent over the end of the bed with Ben’s big black dick in her married vagina. She didn’t want that on an official police report.

Rachel finally turned her flushed face and looked back over her shoulder at Ben. “I better see who it is,” she whispered.

As Ben withdrew, Rachel groaned at the loss, once again, mentally cursing whoever was at the door.

When Ben was out of her, Rachel straightened and closed her robe. She turned to Ben, her eyes going immediately down to his curved erection. It was as stiff as a bull's horn, half of it wet with her juices. Rachel resisted the strong urge to fondle the big thing, and synched her robe tight, double-checking that her breasts were as covered as the skimpy robe would allow.

After making sure she was presentable, Rachel looked up at Ben and whispered, “You better put your pants back on, just in case it’s the manager. Maybe someone called down about the noise.”

“I’ll just go in there,” Ben said, starting for the closet door, his big erection swaying from side to side.

But as Ben took the two strides necessary to get to the closet and reached for the knob, Rachel cried, “No!”

Ben turned back to Rachel, his hand just an inch away from the doorknob, clearly surprised by the vehemency of her objection.

Seeing Ben’s surprise, Rachel said in a more reasonable tone, “I mean . . . you don’t have to hide. We’re not breaking any laws. Just put your pants on in case it’s the manager and he wants to come in.”

“Ok,” Ben said, stepping back over and reaching down for his sweatpants on the floor.

But as Ben worked his pants over his black tennis shoes, Rachel had to bite down on her lower lip as she watched his big dick wagging and bouncing enticingly. It took all of her self-control not to drop to her knees and grab it with both hands.

Rachel somehow fought the overpowering urge to suck Ben’s cock and started for the door. When she got over to it, she put her ear to the inside surface, her forehead misted with perspiration as she said, “Yes?” in a questioning tone.

“Room service!” a male voice called from the other side.

Rachel’s expression turned from one of apprehension to one of confusion. “I’m sorry, but we didn’t order any room service!” she called through the door.

“Compliments of the management, ma’am!” the voice said, a voice that sounded vaguely familiar.

Rachel looked back at Ben, who was still trying to wrestle his erection back into his sweatpants. “Just a second!” she called through the door as she watched Ben struggle to get his dick into his pants.

When Ben had more or less succeeded, Rachel raked her fingers through her disheveled mane and opened the door just wide enough to stick her red face out. But as Rachel looked out, expecting to see a room service cart with complimentary champagne, or perhaps a fruit basket, all she could see was the gawdy print of an enormous dress shirt completely blocking her view of the corridor. The shirt was clearly not one that a member of the hotel staff would be wearing, the shiny, synthetic material featuring a bright print that made her eyes hurt. Rachel followed the line of blue, plastic buttons up the shirt. When she came to the top button, she was surprised to see Carl looking down at her.

“Carl?” Rachel said, looking up at him with surprise.

“Hey, Rachel,” Carl said in a low, bass frequency that she could feel as much as hear. The deep-base rumble of Carl’s voice was like sitting on top of a subwoofer while watching an action movie. It seemed to vibrate her already-vibrating vagina.

Rachel opened her mouth to ask what Carl needed. But before she could, she heard the voice from before sing out, “Room service!”

Rachel swiveled her eyes to the left, following the sound of the voice. And when she looked around the door jamb, Tyson was standing there. He was grinning broadly, the familiar gold cap decorating one of his incisors. Rachel groaned inwardly. To say she didn’t care for the man was putting it mildly. She detested him. He was an arrogant little creep who thought he was God’s gift to women just because he had the tapered, fat-free abdomen of a young Brad Pitt, which he took every opportunity to display at practice. The only reason she tolerated him at all was his rank within the dojo. To her, Tyson was just one notch above the unemployed black men loitering on the street corners near the karate center, men who had openly leered at her, grabbing their bulging crotches as Ben drove through their shabby, lower-class neighborhood.

“Tyson?” Rachel said, very much surprised to see him there too. But where Tyson went, Carl was usually tagging along behind him like a big, loyal St. Bernard.

“Hey, Rach!” Tyson said, still grinning. “Sorry about the room service thing. I was just fuckin’ around.”

“Uhhh, no problem,” Rachel said, trying her best to be polite when all she really wanted to do was slam the door in his face and get back to Ben’s dick.

Rachel swiveled her eyes back and forth between Tyson and Carl as she kept the door tight against her right ear. “What are you guys doing here? I thought you were going to a club or something.”

As usual, Tyson took the lead and answered for both of them. “We are. We’re lookin' for Ben. We wanna see if he wants to come.”

Rachel hesitated a beat. “Well . . . what makes you think he’s here?” she said, trying her best to make it sound like her room was the last place on Earth Ben would be.

“Ben said he was gonna be here,” Tyson replied, trying to look past Rachel into the room. “Ben said you two was gonna hang out.”

Rachel kept the door tight around her protruding face as little Tyson went up on tip toes, trying to look into the room. But as she considered how to respond, Tyson asked, “Hey, Rach. What was all that yellin' I heard before?”

Rachel’s stomach dropped. “Yelling?” she said, feeling all the blood drain from her face.

“Yeah. Sounded like you was yellin’ somethin' in there," Tyson said, looking over at Carl, who nodded, confirming that they’d both heard Rachel’s enraptured cries.

Trying her best to appear confused, Rachel said, “Tyson, I really have no idea what you’re talking about. Maybe you heard the tv. Ben and I were just watching a movie. But it’s over now.”

“Damn,” Tyson said, his brows shooting up. “That must’a been some movie. My dick was gettin’ hard just listenin’.”

“Oh. Yeah,” Rachel said, trying to smile as if she understood his confusion. “That was the woman in the movie.”

“Really?” Tyson said, looking puzzled.

“Uh-huh. It was the big climax," Rachel explained. Or at least it was about to be, she thought to herself. Until you guys showed up.

Tyson nodded slowly, as if not entirely convinced.

But before he could pursue the subject more thoroughly, Rachel said, "Well, thanks for stopping by, guys. I'll tell Ben you said hi."

Rachel started to pull her head back in and shut the door.

But as she did, Tyson exclaimed, “Yo, Rach!”

Rachel brought her face forward again.

“Can we talk to Ben for a second?” Tyson said.

Rachel hesitated. “Uh . . . Actually, he’s kinda busy at the moment.” 

Again, looking puzzled, Tyson said, “Busy?”

“Uh-huh. Why don’t you come back in like, fifteen minutes. I should be done by then.”

Tyson gave Rachel a questioning look.

"I mean . . . he should be done by then," she corrected.

Rachel started to pull her head back in again.

“Wait! Wait, Rach!” Tyson said, putting his palm against the door.

Rachel brought her flushed face forward again and blew out an exasperated breath. “What is it, Tyson?” she said impatiently, desperate to finish. “I really need to take care of something.”

Tyson turned to Carl and said, “My boy here had a few too many beers in the bar. You mind if he use your bathroom real quick?”

“What’s wrong with your bathroom?” Rachel said rather uncharitably. But she had her own problems—problems which trumped Carl’s need to pee.

“Our room is way in the back of the hotel. I don’t think Carl be able to make it in time,” Tyson said, looking up at his friend with obvious concern.

Rachel followed Tyson’s eyes up to Carl’s face. She hadn’t noticed before, but Carl’s face was somewhat pinched, and he seemed to be shifting slightly from one foot to the other.

After studying poor Carl for a moment, Rachel huffed and said, “Ok. But make it quick,” as she pulled the door open.

Rachel stepped back for Carl, who squeezed his great bulk through the minimal opening she’d provided. But as he rushed past her without a word, Tyson took the opportunity to follow behind Carl like a small sports car drafting behind a big semi on the freeway. Rachel’s mouth dropped open as Tyson slipped past her so quickly that she didn’t have a chance to stop him. As Carl took a hard right into the bathroom, Tyson made his way smoothly over to Ben without looking back. Rachel just stood there somewhat aghast, her room suddenly chock-full of black men!

As Rachel was glaring over at Tyson for sneaking past her, she heard the elevator ding down at the end of the hall. She poked her head out into the hallway and saw two couples stepping out of the elevator. They were dressed in evening clothes and heading her way. Rachel looked down at her flimsy covering, her nipples still erect and poking at the light silk. Not wanting to be seen disheveled and half-dressed with three black men in her room, Rachel quickly ducked back inside and closed the door as the group came down the hallway.

Seeing no sense in standing by the door as Carl relieved himself, Rachel started over to Ben and Tyson. But as she passed by the bathroom door, she looked over at it, frowning at the extremely loud sound of Carl’s urination. If she hadn’t known better, she would’ve sworn he was filling the commode using a garden hose. As Rachel continued past the bathroom door, her eyes went wide when she saw that Ben was still hard! Though he’d managed to get his dick into his pants, it was still hard as a rock, the bulge of his ten-inch erection running more or less horizontally across his lower abdomen, just barely concealed by the hem of his untucked T-shirt. Then Rachel noticed the bedding, and the imprint of her upper body still visible in the soft, goose-down comforter. She wasn’t sure if it was her imagination, but the indentation looked exactly like something a woman’s upper body would make as she was draped over the end of the bed, taking it from behind!

A shiver of fear ran through Rachel, knowing it was just a matter of time before Tyson saw either Ben's poorly-hidden erection, or the torso-shaped imprint on the bed. In either case, the jig would be up!

Rachel stepped up to Ben and Tyson, trying not to show her panic as she folded her arms over her chest to hide her braless breasts from Tyson.

“Damn. This a nice room, Rach,” Tyson said as she joined them.

“Oh. Yeah,” Rachel nodded, glancing around. “I got upgraded.”

“You sure did!” Tyson said, looking around at the spacious room. “Our room’s like a damn closet.”

Rachel nodded sympathetically. But the mention of a closet made her think of Jim. She resisted the urge to glance over at the closet door.

“The little plague out there says this the honeymoon suite,” Tyson said. “You and Ben go and get married while me and Carl was in the bar?”

“Of course not,” Rachel snapped. “It was the only room they had.”

“I know,” Tyson smiled. “I’m just fuckin’ with you, Rach.”

But as Rachel gave Tyson an apologetic look for her sharp tone, she could still hear Carl peeing. Jesus, she thought, glancing toward the bathroom door. How many beers did Carl have?

Tyson must have noticed Rachel looking over at the bathroom door with a bemused expression, because he tilted his head toward her and said in a confidential tone, “Carl got a really big dick.”

“Pardon me?” Rachel said, turning back to Tyson, not sure she’d heard him correctly.

“That’s why Carl pee so loud,” Tyson explained. “He got a really big dick.”

Rachel arched her brows slightly at this unsolicited information. “Is that so?” she said in a tone people use when feigning interest in something they have absolutely no interest in, such as stamp collecting, or how fertilizer is manufactured.

“Oh, yeah,” Tyson whispered. He leaned in close. “Bitches be knockin' the man’s door down to get at that shit. They go crazy for it.”

“Oh really,” Rachel said, using the same polite tone as before.

“Oh, yeah,” Tyson said, nodding. He straightened back up, removing himself from Rachel’s personal space. "But don't tell him I told you. He’s kinda shy about his dick."

"Ok . . . I’ll be sure not to mention it,” Rachel whispered, using the same confidential tone as Tyson.

They all stood there rather awkwardly, listening as Carl finished up, the sound of his urination dying away in starts and stops, like someone intermittently emptying a pitcher of water into the toilet.

When Carl was finally done peeing, Rachel breathed out a silent sigh of relief, knowing he and Tyson would soon be gone. She was anxious to pick up where she and Ben had left off. Rachel risked a peek down at Ben's still-hard cock. As soon as Tyson and Carl were out the door, she was gonna be riding that thing like a pogo stick.

Unfortunately, Rachel’s eyes lingered a little too long on Ben’s crotch, and she nearly jumped out of her skin when Tyson suddenly exclaimed, “Damn, man!!!”

Rachel looked over at Tyson, then followed his eyeline down to Ben’s poorly-hidden erection.

But as she and Tyson looked down at the ten-inch bulge in Ben’s pants, Carl came striding out of the bathroom saying, “Hey! Look what I found!” as he waved Rachel's wedding veil around, as happy as if he'd found a hundred-dollar bill behind the toilet.

Rachel whirled around, her eyes going wide when she saw Carl’s big meat hooks clutching her cherished and fragile wedding veil. Reacting instinctively, Rachel rushed over and said, “Gimme that, Carl!” as she snatched the veil away and held it to her breast like a fluffy, white kitten he’d been mistreating.

But as Rachel held the veil protectively to her bosom, she saw Carl's hurt expression. Feeling bad for snapping at him, Rachel softened her tone and said, "I’m sorry, Carl. I didn't mean to yell at you.” She looked down at the veil. “It's just that these things are really fragile. I didn't want you to damage it."

As Rachel cradled her wedding veil, looking as if she'd fight any man who tried to take it from her, the three men just looked at her, clearly a bit taken aback by the fierceness with which she was guarding it.

When Rachel saw how the men were looking at her, she said, "What? . . . I just didn't want Carl to tear it or something. These are really special to women."

The men didn't say anything. They just looked at her like the big, dumb males they were, clearly ignorant of the special significance a woman places on cherished paraphernalia connected with her wedding day.

“I’ll bring it down to the front desk in the morning,” Rachel said. “I'm sure the woman who left it here is beside herself.”

Again, the men made no comment, as if they lacked the sensitivity to appreciate a woman’s deep reverence for her wedding veil.

But as Carl and Tyson regarded her dumbly, an uncomfortable silence starting to stretch out, Rachel suddenly felt trapped and nervous under their gaze. Feeling the need to extricate herself from their scrutiny, Rachel went into motion. She put the veil on the dresser and started herding the two uninvited guests toward the door, saying, “Ok, Carl. You’ve had your potty break. Now it’s time to go. You guys have fun at the club, and I’ll see you both in the morning.”

But as Rachel was pushing them toward the door, Tyson suddenly stopped in his tracks. He stopped so abruptly and unexpectedly that Rachel crashed into him, her soft breast squashing against his back as she bounced off of him and stumbled backwards a couple steps. Surprised, Rachel looked at Tyson, wondering why he’d stopped so suddenly. But Tyson ignored Rachel’s questioning look, his eyes going past her to Ben, then down to the giant bulge in Ben’s pants.

After looking over at Ben, Tyson turned his piercing gaze back to Rachel, finally seeming to notice her sexy robe and the absence of any discernable undergarments. Rachel looked at Tyson nervously. She could see him putting two and two together, the wheels in his pointy little head turning. After a tense few moments on Rachel’s part, a wide grin started to stretch across Tyson’s narrow face, his eyes lighting up with glee as he looked at Rachel and exclaimed, “You gotta be kiddin’! . . . You and Ben!?”

Rachel said nothing. There was nothing she could say. It was obvious what was going on. All she could do was cast her eyes down at the floor, embarrassed to be caught with her hand in the proverbial cookie jar.

As Rachel avoided Tyson’s smiling eyes, he looked over at Carl, who still didn't seem to understand the situation. “Don’t ya get it, Carl?” Tyson said.

But Carl still seemed confused. Carl was sweet, but he wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. Though, from what Rachel had heard a few minutes ago, what Carl’s “tool” lacked in sharpness, it more than made up for in size.

Tyson shook his head at his slow-to-understand companion. “Come on, Carl! Don’t ya get it? . . . That wasn’t no movie. That was Rachel we heard shoutin’ and hollerin’.  She was in here playin' here-come-the-bride with Ben!” Tyson looked back at Rachel, her cheeks hot with embarrassment. “Rachel was comin' alright,” Tyson grinned. “She was cummin' all over Ben's big, black dick!"

At this point, Tyson broke out laughing as Carl looked over at Rachel, seeming to finally understand what he and Tyson had interrupted. But Rachel couldn’t meet Carl’s big, child-like eyes as Tyson laughed uncontrollably.

When Tyson finally got himself under control, he looked at Rachel and shook his head with what seemed like great disappointment, as if she’d dropped a peg or two in his estimation.

Rachel just stood there with no defense, embarrassed and ashamed. Her and Jim’s secret adventure was no longer a secret. Rachel glanced over at her unwitting accomplice, cursing the day she’d seen Ben in the locker room. Cursing the day she’d seen his big, swinging dick flinging soap suds onto the shower wall. Why couldn't she have walked in on Herbie that night, she thought to herself. His dick was probably smaller than Jim's.

But after mentally cursing that day for a few moments, Rachel tried to take charge of the situation. She looked over at Tyson with imploring eyes as she said, “Please, Tyson. You can’t tell anyone about this.” Rachel looked beseechingly between Tyson and Carl. “Please, you guys. If this gets out, it could ruin Jim’s business!” 

This was no exaggeration. Once Jim’s clients got wind of this, his reputation would be permanently tarnished. He would become the man whose wife likes to sleep with black guys on the side. Privately, his high-profile clients might find it amusing, but they wouldn't be able to do business with such a man. It would be unseemly.

Tyson regarded Rachel as she looked at him with pleading eyes, waiting for his response. After mulling it over for a very long time, as if wanting to draw out her anxiety, Tyson finally smiled with apparent good will. “Don’t worry, Rach. Me and Carl can keep a secret.” He looked over at Carl. “Can’t we, big man?”

Carl was indeed a big man. As a matter of fact, he was enormous. Carl looked like he could be a linebacker in the NFL, or one of those American Sumo wrestlers in Japan. But he was also as gentle as a lamb, and one of the kindest men Rachel had ever met. He was your prototypical gentle giant, towering over Tyson, a wiry, little man who tipped the scales at a hundred and forty pounds on a good day. Carl was even bigger than Ben by a good six inches, and probably seventy-five pounds. 

Carl smiled warmly down at Rachel, his deep voice full of sincerity as he said, “Don’t worry, Rachel. We won’t tell nobody.”

Rachel gave Carl a big, sincere smile. “Thank you, Carl. Thank you both. I'll never forget this,” Rachel said, greatly relieved. She’d just dodged a very big bullet. Not only was she relieved for Jim and his business. She was relieved for herself, as well. Rachel really didn’t want to become the next Brooke Fairchild. Allison wasn’t known for her discretion, and news of Brooke’s little dalliance with her black plumber had quickly become common knowledge in their tight-knit little community of well-heeled professionals. Rachel didn’t want to suffer the same fate of snickering smiles and crude jokes behind her back. Rachel suddenly felt much more understanding toward Brooke.

After a polite delay, Rachel said, “Well . . . I’m sure you guys are anxious to get to the club,” as she started toward the door, hoping Tyson and Carl would take the hint.

But as Rachel led the way to the door, Tyson—never one to let a good opportunity pass—stayed where he was. Which meant his loyal companion did too.

When Rachel realized Tyson and Carl weren’t following, she stopped and looked back at Tyson.

But as Rachel looked back at him with a question in her eyes, Tyson said, “But since we doin’ favors and shit . . .” Tyson paused, a rather unsettling smile coming onto his face. “Maybe you could do one for me and Carl, Rach.”

“Oh! Sure,” Rachel said, coming back over, more than happy to reciprocate the favor. “Yeah. Whatever you guys want. Just name it,” Rachel said, looking back and forth between the two men.

But as Rachel stood there, waiting, she saw Tyson’s eyes move slowly down from her face to her chest, the wide gap between her lapels giving him a nice view of her full, snow-white cleavage. Tyson usually only saw Rachel in her baggy karate outfit. He seemed surprised by her strong, shapely figure. Tyson’s eyes continued to move slowly down from her chest to her tapering waist, his tongue protruding slightly as his eyes went down to her smooth thighs. Tyson took his time, literally licking his lips as his eyes moved over all the soft, feminine curves of Rachel’s fit and firm body. It didn’t take Rachel long to realize what sort of “favor” Tyson had in mind.

When Rachel realized what Tyson wanted, she took a little step back. She studied Tyson for a moment, then smiled nervously as she said, “Oh, come on, Tyson. You can’t be serious.”

“What?” Tyson said, glancing over at Ben. “Ben’s the only one who gets it? Me and Carl ain’t good enough for ya?”

At this point, Ben stepped forward to intercede, but Rachel looked at him and shook her head sharply, as if to say—No, Ben. I’ll take care of this.

Rachel looked back at Tyson, studying him for a long moment. She could see that he was serious. But she would sooner die than have sex with the little creep. She could barely stand the man under the best of circumstances. To imagine spreading her legs for him, then lying there while he humped her brains out was unthinkable. And, as if sleeping with Tyson wasn’t bad enough, he seemed to be including Carl in the deal. Carl was sweet, but she really wasn’t interested.

After considering her options for a long few moments, Rachel finally said in a firm voice, “Listen, Tyson. I appreciate you guys not telling about me and Ben, but this just isn’t happening.” Rachel folded her arms over her chest as she looked at Tyson squarely. She wasn’t going to be blackmailed into having sex. Especially by a man she could barely stomach.

Tyson studied Rachel’s flat expression for a long moment, then finally shrugged and said, “Ok, Rach. No problem,” as if accepting her decision. Tyson looked over at Carl and said, “Come on, big man. Let’s hit the club. Let’s leave these two love birds alone.”

As Tyson and Carl made their way to the door, Tyson called over his shoulder, "You two have fun!"

Rachel watched the two men walk to the door. But as they got to it, Rachel called over, “Ok, but . . . You guys still aren’t gonna tell. Right?”

Tyson stopped in front of the door and turned around. “Sorry, Rach. But this is too good.” He looked back and forth between Ben and Rachel. “Who would'a thought it . . . Little Miss Perfect has a taste for nigger cock.”

Tyson’s words hit Rachel like a punch in the stomach. She just looked at Tyson, unable to speak, his crude words ringing in her ears as he shook his head at her.

Tyson turned and put his hand on the doorknob. But as he started to turn it, Rachel blurted, “Wait!”

Tyson released the knob, then turned slowly around, obviously suppressing a grin.

Rachel strode across the room, her short robe fluttering around her strong, shapely thighs as she went over to Tyson. She stopped in front of him. Rachel studied Tyson, trying to decide if he was bluffing or not. After considering him for a long moment, she decided she couldn’t take the chance. She’d made a promise to Jim. She had promised him that no one would ever know what they’d done. If Tyson walked out that door, there was a very good chance everyone in her dojo would know about her and Ben by next Tuesday’s practice. And it wouldn’t stop there. Many of the people in her dojo lived in her neighborhood. Soon, like the ever-widening ripples of a pond, word would spread beyond her karate companions to more and more of her friends and acquaintances. Then to Jim’s friends and business associates. It wouldn’t be long before the checker at Trader Joe’s was shooting her a knowing smile as he ran her extra-large, organic bananas over the scanner. That’s what she would become, just another white housewife who needed a big black banana-cock to get off.

Finally, Rachel took a big breath and blew it out, saying in a resigned tone, “Ok . . . You win.”

A wide grin stretched across Tyson’s face, his beady little eyes lighting up with victory. This time it was his turn to think—checkmate!

Ignoring Tyson’s gleeful expression, Rachel said, “But if I do this, and you don’t keep your word, so help me, Tyson . . .”

“Don’t worry, Rach. I ain’t gonna tell no one. But you gotta do all three of us. And I gotta see it with my very own eyes. I wanna see Little Miss Perfect take three black guys in a row.”

Rachel took another breath and blew it out. “Fine,” she said in the same resigned tone, knowing she didn't have a choice. She was trapped by her promise to Jim.

But as Rachel thought about Jim, she suddenly realized that he hadn’t signed up for this. Her little plan had been to sleep with Ben, and only Ben. And now, she had just agreed to sleep with all three of the men. What if Jim wasn’t up for this. What if he was having second thoughts about their little “adventure”, considering this unexpected development. Rachel looked over at her phone on the nightstand. She hadn’t heard an abort text, but she needed to make sure.

Rachel brought her attention back to Tyson and said, “I just need to check something first.” Rachel stepped around Tyson and started over to the nightstand, saying over her shoulder, "Jim said he might try to meet me tonight if he got done with his work. I just need to check if he texted me.”

Rachel went over to the nightstand and picked up her phone. She looked over at the men and said, “I don’t want him walking in when we’re . . . you know . . .”

Rachel looked down at her phone. There were no new texts. She waited in case Jim was texting her at that moment. If she got his text to abort, this was all going to end right here and now. They could deal with Jim's tarnished reputation later. Not to mention hers.

Rachel looked intently down at the screen, waiting . . . waiting . . . waiting.

But after almost a full minute of waiting, no text appeared. Rachel slowly lowered her phone, slightly shocked to realize what this meant. It meant Jim wanted her to do it. He wanted to watch his wife have sex with three black men. But then Rachel thought, why wouldn’t he? It was almost the exact same scenario as his highest-ranking porn video. What she was about to do was Jim’s dream come true.

Slightly shocked that Jim wanted her to do this, Rachel set her phone back on the nightstand and looked over at the waiting men. But as she did, Rachel noticed her wedding veil still sitting on the dresser. Looking over at it, she thought to herself—Ok, Jim . . . You wanted to play naughty bride. Let’s play naughty bride.


13. The Naughty Bride Game

Rachel started back over to the men, thinking, if she couldn’t get out of this, she might as well give Jim his money’s worth. Rachel stepped up to the three men and said, “Listen, guys. If we’re gonna do this, we might as well do it right, don’t ya think?”

Carl and Tyson just looked at her blankly.

“I mean, unless you’re in a hurry to get to the club, and you want me to just spread my legs so you can do it and get outta here,” Rachel added.

Tyson studied her for a moment, then said, “What’a ya got in mind, Rach?”

“Well, I was thinking . . . Maybe we could play a game. You know, make it a little more interesting.” Interesting for Jim, Rachel thought to herself.

“What kinda game?” Tyson asked.

“You know, a sex game," Rachel said, shooting the men a devious smile.

"A sex game?"

"Yeah. You know, like role play. Haven’t you guys ever done that?”

Tyson just looked at Rachel, clearly suspicious. She could understand why. A few minutes ago, she was being blackmailed into having sex. And now, here she was suggesting role play games. She could understand why Tyson might be a little suspicious. Of course, what Tyson didn’t know was that the game wasn’t for him. It was for her husband, watching from his little hiding place. No doubt, Jim was very much hoping the men would want to play naughty bride with his wife.

“How ‘bout this,” Rachel said, stepping closer. “Since we have the wedding veil and everything, why don’t we pretend that it’s my wedding day.”

“Huh?” Tyson said.

"Yeah. That’s it!” Rachel said as if just coming up with the idea. “We’ll pretend it’s my wedding day, and you guys are Jim’s groomsmen.”

“What?” Tyson said, looking confused.

“Just listen,” Rachel said. “We’ll pretend that Jim has had too much to drink at the reception, and you guys have helped me get him back up to the room.” Rachel looked over at the empty bed. “We’ll pretend that you guys have just put Jim on the bed, and he’s passed out cold from too much champagne.”

The men all looked over toward the bed with Rachel, then turned back to her.

“Let’s see . . .” Rachel said, thinking for a moment. “Oh! I know. Let’s say that after you guys help me get Jim into bed, you start to leave as I go into the bathroom to change. But when I come back out, I’m surprised to see that you’re all still here, and you guys are completely naked!” Rachel said, adding a theatrical note of surprise to her voice as she conveyed the scenario to the men.

“When I ask you guys why you’re naked, you say that you’re willing to offer me your . . . services.” Rachel paused, giving the men a little smile. “You know, take Jim’s place and perform his husbandly duties.”

Rachel let the men take this in for a moment, then said, “What’a ya think?”

Tyson’s grin reappeared, clearly warming to Rachel’s idea. He looked over at Carl and Ben. “How ‘bout it, you guys?”

The other two men glanced at one another, then Ben said, “Sure,” as Carl nodded.

Tyson turned back to Rachel. “Ok, Rach. We’ll play your little game.”

“Good,” Rachel smiled. "Oh. One more thing. Needless to say, as the loyal bride, I will strenuously object to your offer to take Jim’s place on my wedding night,” Rachel said. “So, you guys will have to, you know . . . convince me to go along."

“Convince you?” Tyson asked, looking confused again.

“Of course, Tyson,” Rachel said, giving him a look. “No self-respecting wife would have sex with three men while her new husband is sleeping a few feet away.”

“How are we supposed to convince you?” Tyson asked.

“Tyson,” Rachel said, giving him another look. “I don’t know. Use your imagination.”

Tyson shot Rachel a sour look, but didn’t say anything.

But then Rachel suddenly remembered her lack of birth control. She looked at the men and said in a more serious tone, “Um . . . There’s just one thing, you guys. I wasn’t really planning to have sex this weekend. So, I’m not really . . . prepared, if you know what I mean. I’d appreciate it if you didn’t, um . . .” Rachel hesitated, trying to think of a delicate way of putting it. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t finish inside me."

“No problem, Rach,” Tyson smiled, answering for all of them.

“Thanks,” Rachel said, shooting the men a shy smile.

After a moment, Rachel said, “Ok. You guys get undressed while I go change.”

Rachel went back over to the nightstand and picked up the Victoria’s Secret bag with its light-weight contents. But when she turned back around, she said, “Oh!” when she saw her veil over on the dresser. Rachel went around the men, saying, “Can’t forget this,” as she picked up her veil. But as Rachel moved past the men with the Victoria’s Secret bag in one hand and her wedding veil in the other, she risked a quick peek over at the closet door. Cocking a brow in Jim’s direction, she said, “Can’t have a bride without a wedding veil, now, can we?”

A few minutes later, as the three men were stripping out in the room, Rachel looked at herself in the mirror, meeting her own nervous eyes. “You can do this,” she murmured quietly.

Despite her false bravado of just a few minutes ago, Rachel was more than a little anxious about what she was about to do. It was one thing to have sex with Ben. She liked Ben. But it was a whole different ball game now. She had just proposed playing a sex game with three black men. Talk about getting out of your comfort zone. Rachel took a big breath, then blew it out, thinking–Well . . . In for a penny. In for a pound. If she had to do this, she might as well give Jim something to remember.

Rachel untied her sash and let the silky robe slide off her shoulders onto the floor. She pulled her new negligee out of the bag and held it up, examining the white, baby-doll nightie she’d bought for Jim. He’d still get to enjoy it, Rachel supposed. Just not exactly in the way she’d intended. Rachel brought the see-through nightie up over her head and let it float down over her torso, the thin spaghetti straps barely detectable as they came lightly down onto her shoulders. The nightie was so short that it only partially covered her pubic hair. She reached back into the bag and pulled out the matching panties. After pulling them on, Rachel ran her fingers through her thick mane, combing it back. She looked down at her wedding veil. To her, the veil was sacred and special—a symbol of her love and fidelity to Jim. She never imagined she’d be using it like this.

Rachel hesitated, then picked up the cherished artifact from her wedding day. She inserted the mother-of-pearl comb into her hair, securing the veil in place, just as she’d done before walking down the aisle that day, just before she’d said her vows of devotion and chastity before a church-full of friends and family—vows she was about to break right in front of Jim.

Rachel folded the fine mesh material back, letting it cascade down her hair and frame her oval face. She looked at herself in the mirror, not quite able to believe what she was about to do. She took another breath an blew it out quietly, readying herself for what would surely be the performance of a lifetime.

Well, she thought, taking one last look at herself, ready or not, here comes the bride.

When Rachel stepped out of the bathroom a moment later, the see-through chiffon of her sexy nightie swirling lightly around her hips, the men seemed visibly taken aback, their eyes widening at the sight of her. Rachel stopped just outside the bathroom door and looked over at the men. Rachel’s negligee was made of extremely fine material, similar in appearance to that of her veil, but much softer and lighter, so light that it seemed to float around her curvaceous body. Rachel’s full, round breasts were clearly visible as they shifted beneath the transparent material, her high, softly-erect nipples tenting the lighter-than-air fabric. Rachel's matching panties were just as revealing as the top half of her outfit, her pubic hair visible through the intricate lacework covering her vulva. Topping off the sexy ensemble was, of course, Rachel's white wedding veil. The veil poofed atop her head in loose folds, then flowed gently down her long hair, leaving the “blushing bride’s” face uncovered. In just a few minutes, Rachel had transformed herself into every man's dream bride, the perfect blend of girl-next-door beauty and sex kitten allure.

After giving the men a moment to take her in, Rachel suddenly brought her hands up to cover her breasts as she exclaimed with the wide-eyed surprise of a first-year drama student, “What are you guys doing here!? . . . I thought you were gone!”

The three men just looked at Rachel, seeming a bit confused, just as Jim had that day in Hawaii.

Figuring the men would catch on eventually, Rachel continued the role play game, exclaiming, “And why are you guys naked!?"

Ben, apparently the only one who realized Rachel’s little sex game had started, said, “Sorry, Rachel. We didn’t mean to startle you.” Ben glanced over at the empty bed, looking at Rachel’s nonexistent groom. “We just figured, since Jim’s passed out, you might need . . . you know, our services.”

“Your services!?” Rachel gasped, trying to appear shocked by their offer.

“Yeah,” Tyson chimed in, belatedly joining the game. “We thought you might need a stiff dick. You know, since it's your honeymoon and all.”

Rachel looked down at Tyson's soft, five-inch penis, then looked up at him incredulously. “Are you crazy!? I just got married!” she exclaimed. “You don't seriously expect me to have sex with you guys! My husband is lying right there!” Rachel said, pointing at the empty bed.

At this point, Carl, who had been standing rather shyly behind the other two men, stepped forward and said, “Well, do your husband got one this big?” as he cupped his gigantic penis and hoisted it up for Rachel to see.

“Oh dear lord!” Rachel exclaimed, her eyes going wide as she looked down at Carl’s monster cock.

Carl’s penis looked to be close to a foot long, and nearly as big around as the cucumbers at the farmer’s market. Rachel couldn’t believe her eyes. Carl’s cock was so long that he couldn’t support the whole thing with just one hand, a full five inches of thick, black dick hanging out of his palm like the end of a dead snake. 

But after gawking at Carl’s mammoth penis for a long moment, Rachel tried to get back into character, turning her eyes back up to the men. "I don't care how big your dicks are! . . . I’m a married woman! Now, get your clothes back on and get out of here!” Rachel said, wheeling around and thrusting her arm toward the door, index finger extended.

Rachel waited, glaring at the men as she pointed toward the door.

But the three naked black men didn’t budge.

After a long moment, Rachel narrowed her eyes at them. “Didn’t you hear me!?” she shouted. “I said get OUT!!!”

But the men still didn’t move. They just stood there with their big dicks hanging out.

Rachel turned and faced the three honeymoon interlopers, her hands balled into tight little fists as she snarled, “If you guys aren’t out of here in two seconds . . . I’m gonna wake Jim up and have him throw you out! Now, get OUT!!!!”

Rachel waited, her brow knitted with what could’ve passed for genuine anger. But the men still wouldn’t budge as a silent stand-off took place between the scantily-clad bride and the three honeymoon crashers.

But after a long ten seconds or so, Tyson ended the stand-off by looking over at his hulking sidekick and saying, “Looks like the bride’s gonna need a little convincing, Carl . . . Get ‘er on the bed.”

Rachel’s eyes went big and round at Tyson’s orders. She swiveled her surprised eyes to Carl as he started toward her. “Don’t you come near me, Carl!” Rachel said as she retreated from his advance, her arms extended out in front of her as if to ward off an attack.

But the towering black man kept coming, his enormous cock swinging like a firehose as he lumbered toward her.

“Stay back!” Rachel said in a tremulous voice, her wide eyes going down to his heavy cock as it slapped from thigh to thigh. Looking up from Carl’s swinging member, Rachel said, “I mean it, Carl! . . . I’ll scream.”

Carl ignored Rachel’s backpedaling demands, backing her into the corner of the entry hall. With nowhere else to go, she looked up at Carl with big, terrified eyes as he reached down and wrapped his huge hands around her waist. Rachel let out a high-pitched cry of surprise as he lifted her up into the air, then threw her over his shoulder like a fifty-pound sack of flour.

Folded over Carl’s right shoulder, Rachel twisted and struggled, her long hair spilling down his back as she grunted, “Carl, you put me down this instant!!!”

Carl ignored Rachel’s angry demands, turning for the bed as Rachel’s breasts bulged from the low neckline of her skimpy negligee.

“Didn’t you hear me?!!!” Rachel snarled, her feet kicking in the air as her small fists landed ineffectual blows against Carl’s broad back. “I said put me down . . . you big black BRUTE!!!”

When Carl got Rachel over to the foot of the big, four-poster bed, he did put her down. Carl dumped Rachel unceremoniously onto the bridal bed, her full breasts shifting beneath her see-through nightie as she landed on her back and bounced a couple times on the soft mattress.

“Turn ‘er over,” Tyson said, following Carl over to the bed.

Again, Rachel’s eyes went wide at Tyson’s orders. She tried to scramble up the bed backwards. But Carl caught Rachel by the ankles and dragged her back as she twisted and kicked. When Carl got Rachel back down to the foot of the bed, he flipped her onto her stomach. Rachel tried to scramble back up the bed, but Carl clamped his big hands around her ankles again. “Jim! . . . Wake up!!!” Rachel called to her imaginary spouse as Carl dragged her down the bed, her short nightie riding up above her panties as she clawed at the smooth satin comforter.

“I don’t think Jim’s gonna be waking up any time soon,” Tyson said as Carl dragged Rachel to the end of the bed, her minimal panties riding up between her ass cheeks.

Carl pulled Rachel all the way down the bed, bringing her firm, round bottom to the edge of the high mattress and folding her legs down. With her ass hanging off the end of the bed and her toes stretching down to the carpet, Rachel looked back over her shoulder at Carl. “What are you gonna do!?” she cried, trying to infuse her voice with the appropriate level of fear and panic.

Tyson answered for his hugely-endowed companion, saying with a smile, “This is what Carl does to naughty girls who don’t behave themselves.”

Tyson bent down and planted his palms between Rachel’s shoulder blades, pressing her into the deep comforter. Holding Rachel in place, he looked over at Carl and said, “I told you what to do if she didn’t cooperate.”

Carl nodded as Rachel strained to look back over her shoulder with the big, frightened eyes of a silent film actress being tied to the railroad tracks. Seeing Carl take hold of his enormous cock, she said, “Oh, no!!! Please, Carl!!!” Rachel struggled against Tyson as she looked over at the empty side of the bed and called, “Jim! . . . Help!!!”

But Rachel’s imaginary groom remained oblivious to her plight, still passed out and unable to come to her assistance.

“Don’t worry, Rach,” Tyson said, holding her down as Rachel twisted and bucked. “I think you’re gonna like this.”

Tyson continued to hold Rachel down as he looked back at his hulking companion. “Ok, Carl. Now, take that big black dick of yours and . . .” Tyson paused as if for dramatic effect. “. . . spank Rachel’s bottom with it. Spank ‘er until she decides to cooperate.”

“What!!!” Rachel exclaimed, looking up at Tyson wide-eyed.

Carl slid his hand up his big, rubbery dick, taking hold of it at the root with two fingers and his thumb, letting the lion’s share of his foot-long cock hang from his fingertips like a stubby, black whip.

“Carl, don't you dare!” Rachel said, trying to look back at him as Tyson pressed her down into the comforter. “I mean it, Carl!!! . . . Don’t you dare touch me with that thing!!!”

But as Rachel started to twist and squirm against Tyson, Carl drew his two-pound cock back like a fat rubber hose, then flung it at Rachel’s bottom.

“Ow!” Rachel cried as Carl’s cock made sharp contact with her right ass cheek.

Carl pulled his cock back and swung again, his big, black dick making another loud smack against Rachel’s smooth, white skin.

“Ow!!!" Rachel cried as she continued to twist and struggle. “Carl, please!!! That hurts!!!”

Carl paid Rachel no heed as he swung again and again and again—Smack. Smack. Smack!

But as Carl continued to spank her like a disobedient child, Rachel felt a little thrill move through her body with each sharp smack! She’d never been spanked in bed before, let alone with a twelve-inch penis. She found it oddly pleasurable. She was enjoying it so much, in fact, that she wondered if she should ask Jim to do it to her sometime. But even as Rachel considered the idea, she knew that Jim’s penis didn’t have the length required to give her a proper lashing, not to mention the heft needed to produce that satisfying smack! So, as Rachel cried out in mock pain and indignation, she made a mental note to send away for a dildo when they got home—a big, rubbery one that Jim could use to spank her in bed.

After logging the idea away for later, Rachel looked up at Tyson with pleading eyes. “Please, Tyson!” she cried. “Make him stop!!!” (Smack, smack, smack!)

But Tyson didn’t seem to hear Rachel’s urgent pleas. He was looking back intently at her bottom, watching as it jiggled slightly with each solid strike from Carl’s heavy cock. Tyson was clearly enjoying the sight of that big black dick smacking against the pretty soccer mom’s pampered, white ass.

But after several more smacks, a faint red mark started to appear on Rachel's right ass cheek, and Tyson looked down into her pleading eyes. “Are you gonna behave and do what we tell you to do?” he asked sternly.

“Yes! Yes!!!” Rachel cried. “I’ll do whatever you want!!! (smack!) Just make him stop! It really hurts!!!”

Apparently satisfied with Rachel’s pledge to cooperate, Tyson looked up at Carl and said, “Ok, big man. She’s had enough.”

Carl gave Rachel one final smack—just for good measure—then released his limp dick, letting it hang heavily toward the floor as Rachel dropped her face down into the comforter, pretending to be greatly relieved that her “punishment” was over.

“Get up,” Tyson ordered.

Rachel pushed herself up off the bed and stood, her face red from all her struggling.

As Rachel rubbed at her ass cheek, Tyson asked sternly, “Now, are you gonna do what we tell you to do?”

Rachel nodded, her eyes caste down as she tried to look chastened and ready to cooperate.

“I didn’t hear you,” Tyson said.

“Yes,” Rachel mumbled.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir,” Rachel corrected, her eyes still cast down in submission.

“That’s better," Tyson said, smiling at Rachel’s hard-earned obedience. “Now that you know your place, get down on your knees and suck my friend’s dick.”

A few minutes later, Rachel Blake—Stanford graduate and mother of two—was down on her knees, her head moving forward and back as she sucked on a black man’s twelve-inch cock.

Ben, Tyson and Carl were forming a semi-circle around Rachel’s kneeling frame as they looked down at her. Carl was directly in front of Rachel as Ben and Tyson stood to her left and right, respectively.

“That’s good,” Tyson said, smiling down at Rachel, praising her like an obedient child who has learned her lesson. “You just keep suckin’ that big, black dick ‘till I tell you to stop.”

Continuing to suck on Carl’s enormous penis, Rachel swiveled her eyes up and to the right to look at Tyson, then brought them back to the cock in her mouth. Rachel was holding Carl’s flaccid member in both hands, his extra-long cock drooping between them like a thick, black cable. Even soft, Carl’s penis was much too thick to get into her mouth. Rachel had to confine her oral efforts to just the uncircumcised head, the foreskin moving and shifting as she sucked at the hooded glans. It was like sucking on the end of a horse's dick. Rachel had actually heard of such things—live sex shows down in Tijuana, where you could watch a woman suck a horse’s cock, or have sex with a donkey. Now, she knew what it was like to do the former.

Hearing her wedding veil rustle atop her bobbing head, Rachel couldn’t help feeling a little guilty, knowing it was this very veil that she’d worn on her wedding day, the day she’d declared her love and chastity to Jim. But then her guilt subsided somewhat when she realized that Jim was probably watching with a raging hardon, not at all bothered by the fact that his bride was sucking on a huge black cock. On the contrary, he was probably in heaven, and most likely jacking off furiously.

“Yeah. Suck it good,” Tyson said down to Rachel. Smiling, he added, “You do a good job and Carl might give you a little . . . reward.”

Yeah, right, Rachel thought to herself as she shifted her eyes up to Tyson again. A little “reward” from Carl’s big horse-dick was likely to blast her across the room.

But, knowing this was a necessary sacrifice to keep her promise to Jim, Rachel accepted her lot and gradually relaxed into her task.

It wasn’t that long before Rachel got into a kind of blowjob rhythm, making a quiet “Mmm” sound each time she came forward to take the tip of Carl’s dick into her mouth, her repeating “Mmm” sounds stringing together as she rocked forward and back on her knees—"Mmm . . . Mmm . . . Mmm . . . Mmm . . . Mmm . . . " 

Apparently noting Rachel’s repeating “Mmm” sounds, Tyson looked over at the other two men and said, “Sounds like the bride’s starting to like nigger dick.”

Carl nodded, then looked down at Rachel. “Rachel gives good head,” he said, watching her full lips purse out around the head of his cock as she applied gentle suction with each “Mmm” sound.

“Yeah. White girls give great head,” Tyson said offhandedly.

The other men nodded in agreement.

“You know who gives a great blowjob?” Tyson said, looking over at the other two men as Rachel continued to bob forward and back on Carl.

Carl and Ben looked at Tyson, waiting.

“Gretchen Horowitz,” Tyson said.

“Oh yeah?” Ben said.

Tyson nodded. “Yeah. That girl can really suck cock.”

The other two men smiled as Rachel frowned at this surprising revelation about her friend.

“Gretchen kept pestering me about gettin’ her blackbelt,” Tyson said. “But I knew she wouldn’t pass. So, I finally told her I’d sign ‘er off. But only if she sucked my dick.”

“And she did it?” Ben asked.

“Yep,” Tyson grinned. “She came over to my apartment while her husband was at work. She sucked my dick while I was watchin’ the Lakers game with Jerome.”

The other two men smiled as Rachel’s wedding veil continued to rustle softly—"Mmm . . . Mmm . . . Mmm . . ." 

“And Gretchen gives great head too,” Tyson went on. “She even knows how to do that deep-throat shit. She damn near took my whole dick down ‘er throat.”

“Damn,” Ben said.

Tyson went on, saying, “I told Gretchen she had to do Jerome too. You know, since he was my guest and all.”

“Did she do it?” Carl asked.

“Oh, she did it, alright,” Tyson said, grinning widely. “By the time I came in that white girl’s mouth, she was all worked up,” Tyson smiled. “She probably would’a sucked every nigger dick in the apartment complex if I told ‘er to.”

The other two men smiled as Rachel thought, no wonder Gretchen hadn’t had to test for her blackbelt.

“You guys ever get a chance, give Gretchen a try,” Tyson said. “That girl should have a blackbelt in blowjobs.”

The men laughed as Rachel frowned, realizing that Gretchen had taken the easy route. Rachel couldn’t help being slightly miffed at Gretchen for sucking her way to a blackbelt while she’d been working her ass off for the last six months. 

But as Rachel thought about Gretchen’s expedited journey up through the rankings, she had become somewhat distracted from her task, the pace of her bobbing head slowing substantially. Noticing this, Tyson looked down at Rachel and said in a hard tone, “This don’t concern you. Keep your mind on your work.”

Rachel swiveled her eyes up to Tyson, shooting him a little scowl before picking up the pace again—"Mmm, Mmm, Mmm, Mmm, Mmm . . . " 

The three men watched quietly as Rachel went “back to work”, her pure-white veil shifting atop her head as she attended to Carl like a bride attending to her new husband on their wedding night.

After a while, evidently growing bored with just watching, Tyson reached down and pulled Rachel’s right hand off of Carl’s cock. As she held Carl with her left hand, Tyson brought her other hand to his semi-erect penis. As Rachel continued to suck Carl’s dick, she wrapped her fingers around Tyson’s swelling organ and started to pull. No doubt, feeling a little left out, Ben reached for her other hand a few moments later, peeling her fingers off of Carl’s slowly-stiffening member. As Carl took the duty of holding his dick in Rachel’s mouth, she started to pull on Ben, both of her hands now working as she continued to bob forward and back on Carl. Rachel literally had her hands full as she tried to service all three men at once. Needless to say, this was the first time she’d attempted this sort of sexual juggling act. And she found that it was not as easy as it might seem. It was sort of like trying to rub your stomach with one hand while patting your head with the other. It took a bit of practice.

But Rachel was a quick learner, and it wasn’t long before she started to get the hang of it. The key was to synchronize the pulling motion of her hands, making them mirror images, both hands moving toward her head as she pulled on the two cocks simultaneously. Then she simply brought her head forward with each double-fisted pull. It wasn’t long before she was servicing the three black men like a seasoned pro. It was actually a pretty good party trick—one she imagined might be a big hit at Brooke Fairchild’s next dinner party.

But as time went on, Rachel’s arms started to tire—no doubt, due to Ben’s obsession with push-ups. After a few more minutes of constant pulling and sucking, Rachel finally had to sit back on her calves to take a break. Rachel let go of Ben and Tyson, then shook her arms out as she worked her cramping jaw from side to side.

“Who told you to stop?” Tyson said sternly.

Trying to stay in character as the put-upon bride, Rachel looked up at Tyson imploringly. “Oh, come on,” Rachel whined. “My arms are getting tired. And my jaw’s starting to get sore.”

“I don’t care about your sore jaw,” Tyson snarled. “Get that dick back in your mouth.”

Rachel looked over at her imaginary husband still passed out on the bed, then looked back up at Tyson. “But what if Jim wakes up?” she said beseechingly. “I don’t want him to see me with Carl's big horse-dick in my mouth.” Rachel looked up at Carl apologetically. “No offense, Carl.”

As Carl gave Rachel a little smile of understanding, Tyson said, “If you don’t get Carl’s cock back in your mouth, I'm gonna wake Jim up myself. I’m sure he wouldn’t be too happy to see his new wife suckin’ on a big nigger dick."

“You wouldn’t,” Rachel said, scowling up at Tyson.

“Just try me.”

“But Carl’s too big,” Rachel whined. “I can’t even get it in my mouth.”

“I can have him put it somewhere else, if you want," Tyson said, smiling down at Rachel.

Rachel scowled up at Tyson again, then said, “Fine . . . Just tell me if Jim starts to wake up.”

“I’ll keep an eye on Jim. You just get that dick back in your mouth, or I’m gonna have Carl give you another spanking.”

Rachel felt a shiver of excitement at the possibility of another spanking. But she tried not to show it as she gave Tyson one final scowl of mock annoyance, then reached for his cock. As she started to pull on Ben and Tyson again, Rachel came forward, taking Carl’s semi-rigid penis back into her mouth as he held it out to her.

A moment later, Rachel’s pure-white wedding veil was rustling atop her head again as she sucked and pulled, sucked and pulled, sucked and pulled.

As Rachel started to relax back into her task, she found her thoughts going back to Jim’s collection of interracial porn, specifically the video where the man watches his wife take-on three black guys. Rachel wondered if Jim was recording her, quietly memorializing the day his wife took-on three black guys. She had to admit, the idea turned her on. She imagined Jim aiming the camera lens of his cell phone through the crack in the closet door, his little penis standing rigidly as he recorded his blushing bride pulling on two big black cocks as she sucked on a third. On the off chance that Jim really was recording her, Rachel made another mental note. This time, she made a note to check Jim’s secret porn disk in a week or so—maybe after her big black dildo came in the mail. There might just be a new video on that disk, perhaps one entitled “Rachel Earns her Blackbelt.” If there was, maybe she’d watch it as she gave her new dildo a little “test drive”.

As Rachel imagined stabbing a large black dildo into herself while Jim was at work, she felt Tyson slip his hand into the loose neckline of her nightie and take hold of her right breast. Her initial reaction was one of annoyance. It was rather galling that a man she so thoroughly disliked was able to feel her up with impunity. But she’d instigated this little game for Jim, and she was going to have to play it out to the end, no matter how distasteful she found it.

Evidently, feeling more comfortable with Rachel’s little sex game, Tyson looked over her bobbing head at Ben and said, “I’m glad Jim’s passed out . . . He probably wouldn’t be too happy to see his new wife doin’ three black guys.”

“Yeah,” Ben nodded, playing along with Tyson.

“Rachel’s got nice tits,” Tyson said, his hand filled to overflowing as he pushed and squeezed at Rachel’s right breast. “Check ‘em out, Ben.”

Ben hunched over, slipping his hand into Rachel’s negligee. “Yeah. Not bad,” Ben said, the two men giving Rachel a thorough groping as she pulled on their cocks.

But then, apparently trying to put his own twist on Rachel’s sex game, Tyson looked over at the empty bed and said, “Oh, hey. Look. Jim’s starting to wake up.”

As the three black men looked over at Rachel’s nonexistent groom, Tyson said, “Hey, Jim. Hope you don’t mind. We figured since you were passed out, we’d show your new bride a good time.” Tyson looked down at Rachel’s hand as she pulled on his cock, her head bobbing forward and back on Carl’s huge dick. “You’re really missin’ out, Jim. I haven’t had my turn yet, but Carl says your wife gives great head.”

Though Tyson had been addressing her imaginary husband, Rachel couldn’t help thinking about her real husband. She hated to admit it, but it excited her that Jim was watching. It triggered that intoxicating thrill, the same delicious thrill she’d felt drying herself off in front of the boys at swim practice, or strutting around naked for the cable guy. But the thrill she was feeling at that moment was a thousand times more intense, and Rachel could feel herself getting wet, her lace panties hot and moist between her thighs as she sucked and pulled on the three black men. It was one thing to strut around her bedroom naked, knowing some anonymous utility man was watching her. But it was an entirely different thing to service three black men, knowing her husband was watching her. It seemed that Jim’s little fetish meshed perfectly with hers. Jim liked to watch. And Rachel like being watched.

And, as time went on, Rachel found herself getting more and more into it, unable to fully divorce herself from the illicit thrill of servicing three well-hung black men in front of her husband.

But, as Carl’s cock was growing to gargantuan proportions, Tyson was growing impatient. Finally, he said, “Come on, Carl. Give someone else a turn with the bride.” Taking advantage of Carl’s gentle nature, Tyson shouldered the bigger man aside, Rachel’s lips making a wet pop as the end of Carl’s dick was pulled abruptly from her still-sucking mouth. Tyson took Carl’s place in front of Rachel’s kneeling frame and said, “Here. Suck on this one for a while,” as he palmed the back of her head and speared his dick into her mouth.

Gripping Rachel’s hair through her wedding veil, Tyson started to work her head forward and back forcefully. Still holding Ben’s cock, Rachel pressed her other hand against Tyson’s thigh as she made muffled sounds of resistance, her neck straining as she fought against the manipulations of her head, Tyson’s sinewy bicep flexing as he worked it forward and back, forward and back, forward and back.

Though her knee-jerk reaction had been to fight against Tyson, Rachel quickly realized that she didn’t have that luxury. If she wanted to secure his silence, this was the price she had to pay. So, Rachel stopped fighting, reluctantly sucking Tyson’s dick as he continued to work her head like a blow-up sex doll.

“That’s better,” Tyson growled as Rachel started to suck his cock.

As Tyson continued to work her mouth on an off of his erection, Rachel could sense Carl take his vacated spot off to her right. Seeing Carl’s hovering cock out of the corner of her eye, Rachel reached up and took hold of it. But as she tried to jack Ben and Carl off, Tyson brought his other hand to the back of her head. Rachel’s brow knitted as Tyson started to pull on her head with both hands, his narrow hips thrusting as he stabbed his seven-inch cock into her mouth. With his black fingers entwined in her white wedding veil, Tyson grunted, “Yeah . . . Take that big nigger dick,” as he fucked Rachel’s mouth, clearly enjoying the power he had over the pretty housewife. “Yeah. You like that, don’t ya!?” Tyson grunted as he rammed his cock in and out of Rachel’s mouth.

Though Rachel couldn’t reply with Tyson’s dick in her mouth, she was a little surprised to realize she did like it. She could feel herself responding to Tyson’s rough treatment. For some reason, it was turning her on. It was as if the forceful way he was taking charge of her head and mouth appealed to some primitive female instinct, some sort of evolutionary impulse that drove a woman to seek out and mate with the strongest male of the group. Tyson clearly wasn’t the strongest male of this particular group. But apparently, the dominating way he was taking charge of her was acting like some sort of sexual trigger, tricking Rachel’s female brain into thinking he was.

Though she was too embarrassed to tell Jim, Rachel sometimes fantasized about being dominated sexually. Jim was a gentle lover, and she liked that. But every once in a while, Rachel wished he was more forceful in bed. She liked the idea of a man taking charge of her during sex. And the rough way Tyson was forcing his cock into her mouth seemed to be tapping into that. Rachel found herself submitting to his dominance, relaxing into it like a kitten relaxes into the firm bite of its mother as she carries it by the neck.

After a while, perhaps sensing that Rachel was no longer resisting, Tyson brought his hands away from her head and let her suck his dick unassisted. Though it probably hadn’t been his intention, the thuggish way he’d forced his cock into her mouth and made her suck it had tapped into her secret desire to be dominated sexually. Ironically, the same thuggish behavior that had caused her and Gretchen to shake their heads at him the night before, was now making Rachel wet between the legs. And as she started to suck his cock more enthusiastically, Tyson looked over at her imaginary husband, who was evidently watching all this with no inclination to intervene. “Looks like your wife’s starting to like nigger dick, Jim,” Tyson said with a wide grin.

Rachel hated to admit it, but Tyson was right. She was starting to like nigger dick. A woman could only take so much. And after Ben, then Carl, and now, Tyson, Rachel had finally reached some sort of breaking point. Up to now, she’d just been playing a part, assuming the role of a “naughty bride” for Jim’s enjoyment. But now, she was starting to lose herself in that role. And as Rachel got more and more caught up in it, Tyson growled, “Yeah. That’s it. Suck it! . . . Suck that big black cock!”

Under any other circumstances, Tyson’s words and commanding tone would’ve provoked Rachel’s ire and indignation. But in her current state, Tyson’s hard tone only served to fan the flames of her growing arousal. Rachel could feel herself responding to Tyson’s alpha-male assertiveness as her hair swung forward and back at a faster and faster pace.

And as Rachel sucked Tyson’s dick with increasing enthusiasm, he too seemed to be reaching some sort of breaking point, his face twisting and contorting as Rachel sucked his cock with a fervor and proficiency that surely rivaled even Gretchen’s. Gretchen might give good head, but Rachel was no slouch in bed, and she would put her oral skills up against Gretchen’s any day of the week. Tyson seemed to agree, because Rachel could see his highly defined abdominals tensing as her hair swung forward and back, her wedding veil shaking and shuddering atop her bobbing head.

But just when it seemed like Tyson was about to blow his load into her mouth, he suddenly pushed Rachel off of his cock. As she looked up at him in surprise, Tyson reached down and yanked her up onto her feet as he growled, “That’s enough foreplay.” Tyson spun Rachel around, and she let out a cry of surprise, reaching out for the other two men as he shoved her between the shoulder blades, bending her forward at the waist. With Rachel’s torso now parallel to the floor, the other two men supported her under her shoulders as Tyson stood behind her, his saliva-covered cock pulsing with anticipation as he looked down at her shapely, white bottom.

“Damn, Rach. Your ass is almost as good as your tits,” Tyson said, giving Rachel’s right ass cheek a little smack, watching as her firm, round bottom quivered at the sharp impact.

After admiring Rachel’s ass for a moment, Tyson growled, “Spread your legs.”

Still breathing hard from the energetic blowjob she’d been giving Tyson, Rachel did as she was told, spreading her legs as her hair and attached wedding veil hung down toward the floor.

After a moment, Tyson eased his hand between Rachel’s smooth inner thighs. As his hand moved over the wet crotch of her panties, Tyson said, “Damn, Rach. You must really like suckin’ nigger dick.”

Rachel said nothing, her heart thumping as Tyson cupped her overheated vagina.

Tyson started to grope the warm bulge between Rachel’s legs, feeling her up through the sheer panties. After moving his whole hand over her pussy a few times, Tyson traced along the tissue-thin fabric with just one fingertip, slowly following the slight indentation between the parallel bulges of Rachel’s labia. But when Tyson’s fingertip brushed over Rachel’s distended clitoris, she let out an involuntary whimper. Tyson’s finger stopped at the sound of Rachel’s weak whimper, and he started making slow circular motions with his fingertip, lightly teasing Rachel’s clitoris through the see-through chiffon.

As Tyson skimmed lightly over her sensitive clitoris, he said, “Tell me somethin’, Rach. Why is it that rich, white women like you are always so hot to try a black cock?”

Rachel said nothing, her brow furrowing with tension as Tyson teased her clit through her panties.

“I mean, you got the big house by the beach. You got the big, fancy car. Why do you need a big black dick too?” Tyson paused, pressing a little harder as he made circular motions over the small bulge of Rachel’s erect clitoris. After making Rachel squirm for a few moments, he eased off and said, “But I guess there’s one thing Jim can’t buy you, huh?” Tyson smiled behind her. “Is that it, Rach? Is Jim’s dick too small for you? Is that why you wanted to try a big nigger cock?”

Though Tyson had pretty much hit the nail on the head, Rachel gritted her teeth, refusing to answer.

Tyson eased his hand away, and Rachel took a breath of relief. She breathed in and out as the other two men continued to support her under her shoulders.

But then Tyson’s hand slipped back between her thighs. He hooked a finger under the wet crotch of her panties and pulled it off to one side, a moist heat emanating from Rachel’s vagina as it was exposed. Holding her underwear out of the way with one hand, Tyson brought his other hand down between her legs, Rachel’s brow furrowing as he worked two fingers between her labia. A moment later, Rachel took a sharp breath as Tyson pushed his fingers into her slick opening.

“Damn, Rach. Ben really worked your pussy good,” Tyson said as he felt around inside Rachel’s stretched-out vaginal canal. “But I don’t mind sloppy seconds,” Tyson smiled.

After exploring her insides for a long thirty seconds, Rachel let out another breath of relief when Tyson finally pulled his fingers out and looked at them. Noting the thick film of lubricant coating the two digits, Tyson smiled again. “Looks like you’re ready to get fucked, huh, Rach?”

Rachel was more than just ready. After her interrupted climax with Ben, sucking on Carl’s big horse-dick, then getting her mouth fucked by Tyson, she was desperate for it. By now, she was in dire need of a good fucking.

Tyson wiped his fingers on the side of Rachel’s bottom, then reached down between her thighs again. Using both hands, he gripped the strip of sheer fabric between Rachel’s legs, then pulled, the delicate chiffon offering up minimal resistance as he wrenched the crotch panel in half. Tyson dropped the front half of Rachel’s torn panties, letting it hang down between her thighs as he laid the rear half up onto her tailbone.

“That’s better,” Tyson growled, looking down at Rachel’s engorged labia, peeking out enticingly below her naked ass.

Tyson took hold of his erection and came forward, Rachel’s brow wrinkling as he worked the head of his cock between her pussy lips. He brought the tip of his erection to the pink orifice glistening with escaping vaginal fluid. "Is this what you want, Rach?" Tyson asked as he teased her opening with the tip of his thick, seven-inch cock.

Rachel held her tongue, not giving Tyson the satisfaction of admitting she did want it. She wanted it badly. It took every ounce of her self-control not to push back onto Tyson’s big black dick and start riding it. At this point, she was desperate to have a cock inside her. Any cock. It could be Ben’s, or Tyson's, or even one of those black bums loitering outside the karate center. She didn’t care who’s cock it was. As long as it was big and black, she would take it.

“Yeah,” Tyson said as he continued to tease her opening with the tip of his dick. “This is what all you rich white women want, ain’t it?”

Still gripping his erection, Tyson moved his rigid member up and down, the head of his dick parting Rachel’s full labia as it plowed along the cleft of her vagina. After running his cock up and down a few times, he brought the tip of his dick to her clitoris. Tyson smiled as Rachel writhed and whimpered to the feel of his glans skimming over her sensitive clit.

After tickling her clitoris with the head of his dick for a few moments, Tyson slid it back to her opening. “Is this what you want, Rach?” he said, teasing her with his cock, nudging it ever so slightly into her, taunting her with relief.

At the feel of Tyson’s teasing cock, Rachel couldn’t help herself. “Yes,” she murmured, instantly ashamed of herself for giving in so easily.

Tyson seemed to savor this small victory for a moment. Then he nudged the head of his erection forward a tiny bit more. “You need this big nigger dick, don’t you?”

Again, Rachel felt ashamed as she murmured, “Yes.”

But Tyson still refused to give it to her.

After waiting for him to put it in, Rachel couldn’t stand it any longer. She tried to push back onto Tyson’s cock, but he pulled it away. Rachel’s head dropped in frustration, her strength starting to drain away as Tyson brought the tip of his erection back to her opening. He teased her mercilessly, pushing it in a tiny bit, then taking it away again when she tried to push back onto it.

But even Tyson’s torturous teasing was turning Rachel on. The power and control he had over her made her want it even more. She was ready to do or say anything to get his big black dick inside her.

As Rachel’s head hung down in frustration, Tyson said, “You need a big nigger cock to get off, don’t you, Rach?”

Too weak to fight him any longer, Rachel murmured, “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

Rachel’s strength was draining away fast as she tried to play Tyson’s sadistic game. “Please, Tyson,” she whimpered.

“Say it!” Tyson ordered.

Rachel hesitated only briefly, then murmured weakly, “I need a big nigger cock to get off.”

Tyson looked over toward the bed. "Say it loud enough for your husband to hear."

Though Tyson was clearly referring to her imaginary husband over on the bed, Rachel couldn't help thinking about her real husband hiding in the closet. Jim was watching all this, watching as his wife begged a black man to stick his cock into her. But Rachel was too far gone to worry about Jim now. If she didn’t get a cock inside her soon, she was going to explode.

With her head still hanging down, Rachel gathered what remained of her waning strength and said in a louder voice, a voice loud enough for Jim to hear, "I need a big nigger cock to get off!"

“That’s what I thought,” Tyson said, grinning broadly, clearly basking in his triumph over the pretty soccer mom.

After making Rachel wait for another long moment, the tip of his erection pressing against her opening, Tyson looked over at Rachel’s non-existent husband again. “Well, Jim. I guess I better give your wife what she needs.”

And with that, Tyson suddenly stabbed his cock into Rachel, the deep thrust causing her eyes to go big and round as her head whipped up and back, her long hair and wedding veil cascading over her head as she looked upward with shock and surprise, her lungs momentarily paralyzed by the sudden penetration.

But as Rachel tried to catch her breath, Tyson started jack-hammering away, his thrusting hips a blur as he fucked her hard and fast. Rachel’s wide-open eyes scrunched back down, her wedding veil shuddering and shaking atop her head as she bounced off of Tyson’s thrusts. “Is this what you need?” he grunted as he pounded away, vaginal fluid splashing onto Rachel’s inner thighs as his loose-fitting cock stabbed into her stretched-out pussy.

Rachel could hardly breathe, let alone answer as Tyson pummeled her with hard, fast stabs, her hanging breasts jumping up and down her chest inside her skimpy negligee.

Tyson gripped Rachel’s hips tightly, his dark fingers digging into her pale flesh as he grunted and breathed, his rippled abdomen flexing as he pummeled Rachel with body-jolting thrusts. Looking over at the empty bed, he grunted breathlessly, “Check it out, Jim. I’m fuckin’ your pretty bride! I’m fuckin’ ‘er brains out!” Breathing in and out, Tyson looked down at himself, watching his cock piston in and out of Rachel’s sloppy-seconds pussy. “She loves it too. You should see how wet my dick is, Jim!”

Rachel’s face was tipped upward, her mouth hanging open as the air was forcibly ejected from her lungs with each impact from behind, her parted lips releasing a sharp “Uh!” sound with each brutal stab of Tyson’s good-sized cock.

Looking over at the empty bed again, Tyson grunted, “All three of us are gonna fuck ‘er, Jim! We’re gonna pass your wife back and forth all night.”

Rachel gripped the other two men’s upper arms tight, her brow knitting as Tyson fucked her angrily, as if he was paying her back for some unknown slight or wrong she’d done him.

Tyson breathed in and out, bringing his attention back to Rachel. He looked down at her hindquarters, watching as her soft white bottom bounced off of his hard black cock. “Yeah! Take it!” he grunted through clenched teeth. “Take that big nigger dick!”

As Rachel continued to jolt forward off of his brutal thrusts, her breasts swinging and colliding beneath her bent-over torso, Tyson looked over at the bed again. “We’re gonna fuck your wife good, Jim. We’re gonna fuck ‘er so good that she ain’t gonna want that little dick of yours no more. (breath, breath) By the time we’re done with ‘er, she’s only gonna want big nigger cocks!”

But as Tyson was taunting her imaginary groom, Rachel suddenly went rigid, her vagina quickly succumbing to the onslaught of jack-hammering thrusts. As her fingers dug into the other men’s upper arms, Tyson grunted, “Here! Take it all,” as he stabbed his cock as deep as he could get it, like a matador sinking his sword into the body of a wounded and weak bull. And as Tyson drove his “sword” deep into her spasming pussy, Rachel let out a groan of defeat, her pelvis trembling on Tyson’s cock as she finally achieved the release she’d so desperately needed ever since he and Carl had knocked on her door.

After a long ten seconds or so, Rachel’s rigid body went slack and heavy in Ben and Carl’s supporting hands, her head hanging loosely toward the floor. With her trembling legs too weak to support her, Tyson’s cock was the only thing keeping her lower body from sinking down onto the carpet.

As Rachel hung from Tyson’s cock, trying to recover from the savage fucking he’d just given her, he muttered with a sadistic sneer, “I bet you like me now. Don’t you?”

Rachel didn’t respond. She just breathed in and out as she looked numbly down at the carpet, her head still spinning from the short but intense fucking Tyson had given her. Rachel couldn’t seem to focus her eyes, the plush, cream-colored carpet shifting and swirling in her vision. Tyson had literally fucked her until she couldn't see straight.

But as Rachel slowly regained her senses, she felt something happening inside her still-humming vagina, something that caused a shiver of fear to run up her spine—Tyson’s cock was going soft inside her. Praying to God that he was just losing his erection for some reason, Rachel tried to lift her head and look back. But she was still too weak. Rachel took a few breaths, then tried again. Still breathing hard, Rachel raised her head and looked back through her hanging hair and the fine white curtain of her wedding veil.

“Tyson (breath, breath) Did you . . .?" 

Tyson’s lips curled in a vindictive smile as he said, “Oh. Sorry about that, Rach . . . I must’a lost control when you was cummin’ all over my big black dick.”

That’s when Rachel suddenly realized something. Tyson hated her just as much as she hated him. She had tried to hide her disdain for the little thug. But evidently, she’d done a poor job of it. Clearly, Tyson knew exactly how she felt about him. And this had been his way of getting back at her. What better way to get your revenge on the woman who hates your guts, than to fuck her brains out, then shoot a big load of cum into her married vagina. It’s the ultimate fuck you.

Rachel let her head hang back down as she pictured her birth control sitting uselessly on the second shelf of her medicine cabinet a hundred miles away. But then a cold chill ran through her when she remembered what she’d said to Jim earlier—I really do think my hormones are a little outta whack. I must be ovulating.

But before Rachel could fully consider the horrifying prospect that she'd just been impregnated by a black man, Tyson released his grip on her hips. With her legs still too weak to support her, Rachel slid off of his waning erection and started to crumble to the floor. But as she did, something very large and warm slipped beneath her stomach, stopping her descent. Rachel looked down, relieved to see Carl’s huge forearm supporting her torso.

"You ok, Rachel?" Carl said in that deep, comforting baritone voice of his.

Rachel nodded weakly as she hung from Carl’s forearm like a wet towel draped over a thick tree branch. She let Carl hold her up as she took a few moments, trying to gather her strength to stand on her own. When she felt ready, Rachel pushed herself up, then held onto Carl’s upper arm with both hands as her legs trembled beneath her.

But as Rachel stood on shaking legs, she felt Tyson’s semen start to run back out of her stretched-out vagina and ooze down her inner thighs. Still feeling too weak to walk to the bathroom, Rachel looked over at Ben and said in a feeble voice, “Ben . . . would you please get me some toilet paper from the bathroom?”

“Sure,” Ben said, hurrying away. He came back a few moments later. “Here ya go,” he said, holding the roll of toilet paper out to her.

With Carl supporting her at the shoulders, Rachel unspooled a long length of toilet tissue as Ben let the roll revolve on his finger. She brought the handful of tissues down between her thighs and sopped up the escaping semen as her torn panties hung down in front and in back. When the tissues were fully saturated, she brought them out from between her trembling legs, then looked around for someplace to dispose of them. But, seeing no place nearby, she tossed the ball of cum-soaked toilet paper onto the dresser, where they landed with a wet splat. Ben extended the roll again, and Rachel unspooled another big handful of tissues. She reached down between her legs a second time, wiping at her inner thighs, soaking up a mixture of semen and vaginal fluid that had splashed out of her during the short, but intense fuck. When her inner thighs were clean and dry, she tossed the soiled tissues onto the dresser, then straightened back up as Carl continued to hold her shoulders.

When Rachel looked up at Carl to give him a smile of thanks, she could see the concern in his kind eyes. “I’m ok, Carl,” she said, trying to reassure him.

“You sure, Rachel?”

Rachel nodded.

Carl brought his hands away from Rachel’s shoulders as she stepped gingerly over to the bed and put her palms down on the edge of the mattress.

As Rachel braced herself against the end of the bed, trying to muster the strength to go on, Ben said, “Rachel, maybe we should—”

“I’m ok,” Rachel said, cutting Ben off, knowing what he was about to say.

Rachel could tell by Ben and Carl’s concerned expressions that they wanted her to stop. But she knew that if she didn’t have sex with them in front of Tyson, he would consider their deal null and void. And it wouldn’t be long before everyone in the dojo knew about her and Ben. For Jim’s sake, she couldn’t let that happen.

After bracing herself against the end of the bed for close to a minute, Rachel took a big breath and blew it out, readying herself to go on. With some effort, Rachel straightened, then turned to the men. By now, Tyson was sprawled in the desk chair to the left of the dresser, clearly spent from his all-out effort as he half-sat and half-lay in the chair, his splayed legs outstretched. Rachel looked down at his depleted penis, now running limply over his empty balls. Tyson’s dick was much less impressive now, especially when compared to the two men flanking Rachel, neither of whom seemed pleased with the almost brutal way he’d fucked her.

Shooting Tyson a disapproving look, Ben turned to Rachel and said, “Rachel . . . maybe we should call it a night.”

“No, Ben,” Rachel said firmly, determined to keep her end of the bargain and secure Tyson’s silence.

“You sure, Rachel?” Ben shot Tyson a hard look. “Me and Carl can have a little talk with Tyson.”

“Ohhhh, no!” Tyson said, quickly sitting up in his chair. “This ain’t your fight, Ben. Me and Rachel had a deal!”

Ben started to take a step toward Tyson, but Rachel caught his arm. “No, Ben,” she said, holding him at bay. “He’s right . . . I made a deal.”

Ben clearly wasn’t happy, but he reluctantly backed down, honoring Rachel’s wishes.

After releasing Ben’s arm, Rachel turned her attention to Tyson as he relaxed back into his chair. Rachel glared at him as the last of his ejaculate dripped from his shrunken cock. Feeling more than a little spiteful for what he’d just done, Rachel said, “Really, Tyson? . . . That’s all you’ve got?” She paused, shaking her head as if greatly disappointed with his performance. “I always heard black men were good in bed. I guess you proved that wrong. Even Jim can last longer than two minutes.”

“You didn’t seem too disappointed a few minutes ago,” Tyson replied with a weak smile.

“Yeah, well. That’s because you took advantage of all Ben’s hard work. And his much bigger dick,” she said, looking pointedly down at Tyson’s flaccid penis. “After Ben, Peewee Herman could’a made me cum.”

Tyson didn’t seem to have a response for that, so Rachel turned away from him and said, “Ok. So, who’s gonna show Peewee here how it’s done?” as she gestured toward Tyson.

Rachel waited a moment, then looked up at Carl. “How ‘bout you, Carl?” Rachel stepped up close and slid her hand behind his elephantine member, now hanging limply toward the floor. Rachel looked over at Tyson as she hoisted Carl’s enormous phallus. “Now, this is what I call a real man’s cock,” she said, shooting a condescending look down at Tyson’s much smaller penis.

“You sure, Rachel?” Carl said, clearly still concerned about her.

“Absolutely,” Rachel smiled. “I’ve been on the kiddy ride. Now, I think I’d like to try something with a little more . . . horse power,” she said, looking down as she cradled Carl’s huge member.

Rachel lowered Carl’s cock and turned to Ben. Giving him an apologetic look, she said, “Sorry, Ben. But you’ve already had a turn. I'll take care of you when Carl's done.”

Ben nodded good-naturedly, seeming to admire Rachel’s resilience after the brutal fucking Tyson had given her—a boxer refusing to stay down on the mat.

Rachel looked over at the big, four-poster bed and said, “Come on, Carl. Let’s do it on the bed.”

But when Rachel turned back to Carl, she could see that the gentle giant was conflicted about continuing. Rachel stepped up close and said in a quiet voice, “Don’t worry, Carl. I’m fine.”

Carl studied Rachel for a moment, then nodded.

Rachel gave Carl’s forearm a little squeeze, then said, “Now, help me up.”

Carl wrapped his big hands around Rachel’s waist and lifted her as if she weighed nothing, then set her gently down onto the end of the bed.

“Thanks, big guy,” Rachel said.

Rachel turned and started crawling up the bed on her hands and knees, the back half of her torn panties hanging down between her shifting butt cheeks. When she got up to the big fluffy pillows, she turned around and lifted her bottom up off the bed to pull her ruined underwear down. She worked them down her legs, then flung them off onto the floor. Rachel could feel that her veil was canted off to one side, dislodged by Tyson’s jack-hammering thrusts. She pulled her veil off, then raked her fingers through her hair, combing it back into a thick wave of brown locks. Then she refastened her veil, centering it on her head and folding the fine mesh back, making herself presentable.

Looking and feeling better, Rachel rested back onto her elbows and looked down the bed at Carl. She shot him a crooked smile, then swiveled her eyes down to his flaccid, twelve-inch penis. “Well, Carl? . . . Is that thing just for spanking?” Rachel held Carl’s eyes as she eased her legs apart. "What else can you do with it?" she smiled.

Carl looked down at Rachel’s proffered pussy, then up at her playful, come-hither smile. Apparently unable to resist either, he climbed up onto the bed and started making his way toward the alluring housewife.

As Rachel watched Carl come up the bed on his hands and knees, her eyes were naturally drawn down to his humongous dick. “Dear God,” Rachel murmured quietly as she watched Carl’s foot-long cock all but drag over the comforter. The sight of that enormous penis caused Rachel’s heart to start racing, her female body reacting and responding to the pendular motion of Carl’s heavy cock. As Carl came lumbering toward her, the bed creaking and groaning under his weight, Rachel spread her legs wide and lay back, her head nestling down into the soft pillow. And as Carl came over her like a solar eclipse, Rachel couldn’t help feeling like she was about to be mounted by a Grizzly bear. The only difference being that a Grizzly bear has a smaller dick.

With Carl holding himself above her on straightened arms, Rachel smiled warmly up at him, once again, trying to reassure him that she wasn’t suffering any lasting effects from Tyson’s harsh treatment. Carl met Rachel’s eyes and returned her smile.

With the silent introductions completed, Rachel raised her head up off the pillow and looked down. Carl’s giant cock was hanging motionless between her thighs, the plum-sized head feeling like a lead billiard ball on a string as it rested against her vagina. Bringing her eyes back up to Carl, Rachel smiled, the happy smile of a pleasantly surprised bride on her honeymoon, one who is seeing her husband’s penis for the first time—every bride’s dream come true.

“Boy, Carl. That’s quite a penis you’ve got there,” Rachel said, smiling playfully up at him.

Carl smiled shyly, then reached down for his hanging cock as he balanced on one arm. Rachel brought her head up off the pillow again, watching as he took hold of his gigantic organ, then started to drag the head of his thick cock up and down her pussy, apparently trying to wake the beast. Rachel breathed in and out through parted lips as she watched Carl stimulate himself using her vagina, her body shuddering each time the head of his dick skimmed over her still-sensitive clitoris. Rachel tried to remain calm, but her heart started to pound in her chest as she watched Carl’s enormous cock slowly swell, gnarled veins nearly as big around as her pinky finger starting to bulge with blood. Rachel continued to look down her body, trying not to hyperventilate a she watched Carl’s monster cock slowly wake from its slumber.

It didn’t take that long before Carl was sporting a soft erection, and he brought the tip of his semi-hard cock down to her opening. Rachel was a little surprised. Apparently, he was going to try to put it in when it was only half hard. Carl must’ve learned from experience that this was the best way to mount a woman, especially one who hadn’t yet been “initiated” to his mammoth size. It made sense. It would make it a little easier for his partner. And, once inside her, Carl could use the woman’s, presumably, very wet vaginal canal to work himself to a full erection. It was actually a pretty good strategy, and Rachel was glad Carl knew what he was doing.

And as Carl prepared to mount her, Rachel’s female body prepared to be mounted. Rachel could feel her vaginal lubricant not just seeping out of her, but running out of her. She could feel it going down the cleft of her ass, her vagina literally drooling over what it was about to be given.

As Carl brought the tip of his big horse-dick down to Rachel’s opening, thankfully, well loosened by Ben, she let her head rest back down onto the pillow, not brave enough to watch him put it in. But then, on a whim, Rachel rolled her head to the right and looked over at her imaginary husband. “Sorry, Jim,” she said, apologizing in advance for what she was about to do with the hugely-hung black man.

After apologizing to her invisible husband, Rachel turned her head back to Carl. Looking up at him nervously, she said, “Go slow, ok?”

Carl nodded, then looked back down at himself.

A moment later, when Carl started to push at her opening, Rachel’s eyes went wide, startled by just how big Carl felt. She’d hoped that Ben had stretched her out enough to take Carl’s mammoth cock. But he felt impossibly big. And as Carl continued to push, Rachel’s face scrunched down, her hands gripping the bedding as Carl tried to shove what felt like the large end of a baseball bat into her pussy.

Not unexpectedly, Rachel’s vagina strenuously resisted Carl’s entry. And as Carl tried to overcome that resistance, Rachel’s brow wrinkled with tension, her teeth mashing together as she grunted, “Oh . . . . . . fuck.”

But Carl wasn’t deterred by Rachel’s uncooperative vagina. He continued to push, supporting his semi-rigid cock with his hand as he tried to force it into Rachel, her outer labia slowly stretching around the plum-sized head. “Oh . . . God,” Rachel grunted through clenched teeth as Carl’s giant horse-dick started to spread her open a tiny bit at a time.

But after a long minute or so, Carl came to the next barrier to entry—Rachel’s much tighter inner labia. Rachel’s inner pussy lips were even more uncooperative, hardly yielding as Carl tried to push his monster cock into her. Her small labia were so resistant that after another long minute of trying, Rachel finally gasped, “Wait! Wait!” afraid Carl’s cock was about to rip her in half.

Carl stopped and looked down at Rachel.

“Gimme a second,” she gasped.

Carl nodded, waiting as Rachel breathed in and out, the tip of his monster cock pulsing between her legs.

After taking a few moments, Rachel looked up at Carl. “Ok,” she said up to him. Rachel took a big breath and held it, bracing herself as Carl looked back down between them, his hand still supporting the semi-rigid shaft of his super-sized dick.

As Carl started to push again, Rachel’s face scrunched up tight, her jaw muscles quivering as Carl tried to mount her. But it was like a Great Dane trying to mount a prize-winning Pomeranian. And, after another long minute of trying, Carl eased off.

Rachel opened her scrunched eyes and looked up at him. "What's wrong?" she said after blowing out the breath she’d been holding.

“I don’t think it’s gonna fit,” Carl said rather apologetically, as if he’d failed her by not getting his dick in.

“Really?” Rachel said up to him.

Carl nodded, and Rachel lifted her head to look down between them. As Rachel looked down between her legs, she was more than a little shocked to see just how much of Carl’s dick was still sticking out of her, more than a foot of thick, black cock jutting up from between her thighs. Her outer labia were stretched thin around the head, but her inner labia were still diligently guarding the entrance to her vaginal canal. 

After looking down at the situation for a long moment, Rachel rested her head back onto the pillow and said up to Carl, “Try again. I think I can take it.”

Carl gave Rachel a dubious look, clearly worried about hurting her. It was a legitimate concern. But Rachel had to try. If it all possible, they needed to have sex. She needed to do it for two reasons. First, and most importantly, she had to have sex with Carl to keep her word to Jim. Tyson would surely consider their agreement null and void if Carl couldn’t even get his cock in. The second reason she wanted Carl to keep trying was less altruistic. The simple truth was, she wanted to know what it was like to have his mammoth penis inside her. Not many women get a chance to experience what Carl had to offer. It was a once in a lifetime opportunity. And since Jim had given her the green light by not texting, she didn’t see any reason why she shouldn’t indulge herself.  

With all this in mind, Rachel said, “Don’t worry, Carl. I’ll tell you if it hurts too much. I promise.”

Carl looked at Rachel for a moment, then nodded, seeming somewhat reassured by her promise. As he looked back down at his cock, Rachel braced herself for another try.

Carl started to push again. He kept the pressure on as Rachel grimaced, her brow pinched with concentration, her legs spread as wide as she could get them, nearly lying flat against the comforter.

But Rachel’s vagina stubbornly refused Carl’s entry. And after trying for what felt like a very long time, Rachel blew out the breath she’d been holding when Carl stopped again.

“Why did you stop?” Rachel asked, looking up at him as she breathed in and out. “It felt like it was about to go in.”

“I don’t know, Rachel,” Carl said, clearly doubtful that she could take him.

But Rachel knew her body was capable of accepting even the largest penis in the world—which this might very well be. After all, she’d given birth twice, and her babies had been much bigger than Carl’s dick. It was just a question of time and effort. Rachel was willing to put in the effort, but she wasn’t sure how much time they had. Kyle had taken her nearly eight hours to push out. She was pretty sure Tyson wouldn’t wait around for eight hours. She needed to get this guy’s dick inside her before Tyson lost his patience.

“Carl . . . I can do it. I know I can,” Rachel said up to him. Rachel held Carl’s doubtful eyes, then said, “Here. I’ll help,” as she brought her hands to Carl’s hips and gripped him lightly. “Come on. You push, and I’ll pull.”

Carl hesitated, but then reluctantly started to push again. As he did, Rachel tried to assist, gently pulling on his hips as he tried to mount her. Rachel’s face closed down again, her fingertips dimpling Carl’s love handles as she tried to pull him into her. Grimacing, Rachel said in a tight, breathless voice, “That’s it, Carl . . . Keep . . . . . . pushing.”

This time, Carl didn’t stop. He kept pushing as Rachel stretched down and gripped his ass. With her hands filled to overflowing with Carl’s massive butt cheeks, Rachel gritted her teeth and pulled as Carl pushed, the two of them working together toward the common goal of getting his mammoth cock inside her.

And, after another long few minutes of combined effort, Rachel gasped, her eyes going wide with surprise as she felt the head of Carl's monster cock suddenly pop into her. “It’s in, Carl!” she exclaimed, amazed that they’d actually done it. “Keep going, baby. Keep pushing.”

Still holding his semi-rigid cock, Carl kept pushing, Rachel’s face scrunching up again as her vagina finally started to yield to the big intruder, Carl’s mammoth cock advancing with the slow, relentless power of a hydraulic ram.

As Carl tried to go deeper, Rachel took short, staccato breaths, using the same breathing technique she’d learned for child birth, this effort being nearly as great. “Don’t . . . stop,” Rachel gasped breathlessly, gritting her teeth as her fingers dug into Carl’s ass cheeks.

Carl didn’t stop. He kept pushing, slowly shoving is giant dick into Rachel, small blue veins now standing out at her temples as she mashed her teeth together.

A few extremely long minutes later, Rachel was breathing in and out as she looked up at Carl wide-eyed with disbelief. He’d actually gotten it in. Not all of it, of course. But as much as Rachel’s vagina could accommodate. As Rachel looked up at Carl in a slight state of shock, he eased gently down onto her, resting the weight of his great torso onto his elbows. Rachel held Carl lightly at the sides of his wine-barrel ribcage as they both breathed in and out, the big, bear of a man almost completely covering Rachel’s body as her small face poked up over his massive shoulder.

As Rachel lay beneath the hulking black man, her vagina shrink-wrapped around his tight-fitting cock, she tried to relax, hoping that if she relaxed her body, her vagina would follow suit. And it seemed to work. Rachel could feel her vagina gradually stretching, slowly adjusting to Carl’s immense girth, the pain and pressure easing little by little. But just as Rachel started to get more comfortable with the big foreign object lodged in her body, Carl started to pivot his pelvis, his big black ass slowly rising as he drew back.

Rachel grimaced, grunting, “Oh . . . fuck,” through clenched teeth, her brow furrowing as her pussy sucked at Carl’s enormous cock, apparently reluctant to let it out now that it was in.

Carl stopped just short of coming out of her, then rose up a little to look down at Rachel’s tense face. “You ok, Rachel?” he asked quietly.

“Uh . . . huh,” Rachel lied, forcing the words out as her pelvis trembled with tension. She wasn’t ok. But she couldn’t stop now. Once she was done with Carl, she and Jim would be home free. Ben would be a piece of cake after this.

Carl nodded, then came back down onto Rachel, engulfing her again.

A moment later, Rachel grunted, “Oh . . . God,” her brow knitting as Carl forced his giant dick back into her, Rachel’s outer labia stretching thin as her ass rolled up off the bed slightly.

Carl gave Rachel a few moments, then slowly pulled back again, stopping just as he was about to come out. After a little pause, Rachel grunted, “Oh . . . Christ,” as Carl eased his monster cock back into her.

With Carl once again lodged deep inside her, Rachel took a few gasping breaths as Carl prepared to repeat the procedure, fucking her one stroke at a time, apparently, trying to prepare her vagina for a proper fucking.

As Rachel grimaced and grunted and cursed, Carl continued to fuck her at one-quarter speed, his cock getting a little harder each time he forced it into Rachel’s slowly stretching pussy. But even at one-quarter speed, it was no picnic taking Carl’s monster cock. But Rachel bared down, knowing that the pain wouldn’t last forever. Hopefully, the pain she was feeling now would turn to pleasure later, a pleasure most women never get a chance to experience. So, hoping that a whole new world of sensual delights awaited her, Rachel tried her best to relax as her female body parts slowly adjusted to her newest lover, a kind and gentle man with the cock of a God.

Much to Rachel’s surprise, five very long minutes later, Carl was dipping in and out of her sopping-wet pussy as she moaned and sighed like a woman who has finally discovered the secret to true happiness—a black man with a fourteen-inch dick.

"Oh, Carl," Rachel murmured softly, lost in sensations she never knew existed—a virgin bride after the pain of her deflowering has turned to unbelievable pleasure.

Carl rose up to look down at Rachel. “Is this ok?” he asked, pumping gently, obviously trying to be careful with his big horse-dick.

“Mm-hmm,” Rachel murmured, nodding languidly, her face radiating a pleasure that bordered on love.

As Carl eased back down onto her, Rachel looked up over his shoulder with an expression of utter bliss, as if she was looking right up into heaven itself, the virginal angels looking down enviously, more than a few of them probably willing to trade their wings for a few minutes with the hugely-hung black man pumping between Rachel’s legs.

After a few more minutes luxuriating in the feel of Carl’s super-sized erection, Rachel slid her hands down to his chest and gently pushed him up and away. As Carl rose up, continuing to fuck her up on straight arms, Rachel raised her head up off the pillow and looked down between her thighs. “Oh my God,” she murmured, her eyes going wide with amazement as she watched, somewhat transfixed by the sight of that huge black penis going in and out of her white vagina. Rachel wasn’t taking it all, of course. Not even close. No woman could. Carl was basically fucking her with less than half of his gargantuan cock, the first five or six inches shiny with vaginal fluid. But Rachel wasn’t greedy. She was more than happy with what Carl was giving her.

After watching for a bit, Rachel reached down to touch Carl’s thrusting organ. She let the monster cock move through her light grasp, her fingertips playing over the veiny shaft as it moved in and out of her. “My God,” she murmured, amazed at how powerful Carl’s male muscle felt as it moved through her fingers. It was like petting a baby Anaconda. Rachel was usually afraid of snakes, but she could learn to like this one.

After fondling Carl’s giant erection for a few long moments, Rachel brought her hand away and let her head sink back into the soft pillow. She let out a sigh of contentment as she stretched her arms up over her head in a gesture of female surrender, the back of her fingers resting against the velvet headboard, her nipples being teased hard as her breasts sloshed languidly beneath the fine chiffon of her negligee.

But as Rachel sighed and moaned, she suddenly remembered that Jim was watching. Rachel couldn’t help feeling a little stab of guilt with each stab of Carl’s cock, knowing that Jim could hear her enraptured moans, and see the huge black cock that was causing them. Since he’d never sent her a text to abort, Jim had clearly wanted to see this. But was this too much for him, Rachel wondered. Was this more than any husband should see, no matter what his private fantasies might be.

But thoughts of her hiding husband soon faded as Rachel continued to sigh and moan, once again losing herself in a pleasure that Jim simply wasn’t equipped to give her.

By now, Ben and Tyson were looking on quietly from the padded desk chairs flanking the dresser, Tyson still sprawled in the chair to the left as Ben sat in the one to the right. They had a perfect view between Rachel’s splayed legs, watching as the giant black cock plowed in and out of the pretty soccer mom. As they listened to Rachel’s nearly constant moaning and sighing, Tyson looked across the dresser at Ben and said with a smile, “Sounds like your girlfriend’s falling in love.”

Ben looked over at Tyson, but didn’t respond to the gibe. He looked back over at the big four-poster bed, and the scene of interracial sex playing out there. Ben hated to admit it, but Tyson was right. It did sound like Rachel was falling in love as she moaned and sighed beneath their hugely-hung friend.

“I think Carl’s about to add another one to his stable,” Tyson whispered.

Ben glanced over at Tyson again, but didn’t comment.

Though Carl never talked about it, rumor was, he had a kind of “stable” of white women at his disposal, a good percentage of them happily-married women; women who would drop everything at a moment’s notice to hop in the car and meet Carl wherever he wanted—at his apartment, at a motel, sometimes even in the backseat of their minivan. But, from what Ben had heard, Carl’s favorite place to meet for an afternoon tryst was the oak-dotted foothills that looked out over their small city and the ocean beyond.

According to the rumors, Carl would lay a blanket out under a tree, and soon the lucky housewife would be riding his big black dick in the dappled light of a live oak, her ecstatic cries echoing out across the grassy hillsides. Of course, if time was short, or the kids were due to be picked up from school, Carl wasn’t averse to doing the woman in her own home, provided her husband wasn’t in the habit of coming home early from work. Apparently, one poor man had walked in the front door only to find his wife bent over the living room sofa, climaxing loudly on Carl’s fourteen-inch cock. But, as Carl was a giant with a blackbelt in karate, there was nothing the man could do to stop the hugely-endowed black man as he continued to fuck his wife. The helpless husband had to just stand there and watch, his wife looking over apologetically as Carl “finished.”

Ben was pulled from his thoughts as Rachel grunted, “Yeah. Fuck me, Carl. Fuck me!!!”

Ben looked over as Rachel shifted beneath Carl, her ass rolling up off the bed as Carl fucked her with more force. Ben was somewhat taken aback. He still wasn’t used to seeing this side of Rachel. Before today, he’d only known the Rachel from karate practice­—the wholesome housewife with the easy smile and sharp wit. The Rachel who was friendly and fun. The Rachel who always gave a hundred and ten percent at practice. The Rachel who would bring a big platter of chocolate chip cookies for everyone, then pout playfully until Ben finally took one. But now, Ben was seeing a whole new side of the woman he thought he knew, the sexual, lusty side. He was seeing the woman behind the mask of happy domesticity. A woman, like any other woman. A woman who had sexual appetites that needed to be satisfied; appetites her husband, apparently, wasn’t satisfying.

As Ben looked on, Rachel seemed to transform before his very eyes. It was as if, with each powerful thrust from Carl, she was shedding a bit more of her Little-Miss-Perfect persona. It wasn’t long before the wholesome housewife Ben knew from karate class was grunting, “That’s it, Carl. Fuck me! . . . Fuck me with that big HORSE-dick!!!”

Tyson smiled over at Ben, clearly enjoying the increased intensity of the scene.

But as Ben looked over at Tyson, meeting his smiling eyes, both men quickly looked back at the bed as Rachel suddenly cried, “Ow! Ow!!! . . . Carl, it’s going too deep!!!”

“Sorry, Rachel,” Carl said, pausing his thrusts.

“That’s . . . ok,” Rachel gasped, breathing hard.

After taking a quick moment to catch her breath, and needing to give her over-worked vagina a little break, Rachel said with breathless urgency, “Come ‘ere. (breath, breath) I wanna suck it!”

Rachel grimaced as Carl pulled out of her, then started to work his way up her body. Rachel breathed in and out as Carl made his way over her hips, her hot eyes going down to his wet and wagging erection as he straddled her stomach, then leaned forward, putting his palms against the padded headboard. Rachel reached up and grabbed his rigid cock with both hands, pulling it down to her hungry mouth. She started to suck voraciously at the tip of Carl’s massive erection, her lower body undulating with an animal lust she’d never felt before. She was completely consumed and out of control. Carl had driven her into a kind of sexual frenzy, and she couldn’t seem to get enough of his monster cock.

With her legs still hanging open, Rachel ravaged Carl, writhing on the bed as she licked and sucked and slurped at the end of his gargantuan erection, the foreskin shifting and moving as her full lips moved greedily over the protruding glans. Her chest heaving with arousal, Rachel tipped Carl’s erection up, then gripped his ass with her other hand. Sinking her fingers into his fleshy butt cheek, Rachel pulled Carl’s pelvis closer, bringing his big balls down to her ravenous mouth. Rachel sucked and kissed at Carl’s giant testicles as her bottom rose up and down, her hips undulating with sexual excitement.

After sucking at his balls for a while, Rachel gripped Carl’s cucumber-sized cock in both hands and tipped it back down to her mouth. But as she started to bob feverishly, Rachel tasted precum. Rachel pulled back and milked more out, watching with hot, lustful eyes as the glossy bead of cum oozed out, then started to stretch down like thick honey. Rachel came forward, extending her tongue. She collected the thin tendril of cum onto it, then continued up, licking languorously over the slit that had secreted it.

As Carl’s cum slid down her throat, Rachel sucked feverishly on the end of his gargantuan erection, frustrated that she couldn’t get more of it into her mouth. She wanted it all. She wanted every inch of that magnificent male muscle. Gripping Carl in both hands, Rachel pulled back and gasped, “Oh fuck! . . . It’s so fucking BIG!!!” then dove back onto him, devouring Carl, beside herself with arousal as she licked and sucked and kissed at the hooded glans of his monster cock.

As Rachel gorged herself on the enormous black dick, she forced one of her hands beneath Carl’s thigh, stretching down for her pussy. With her legs spread wide, Rachel continued to suck Carl’s cock as she fingered herself frantically, her fingertips skimming over her engorged clitoris at a frenzied pace. It wasn’t long before Rachel’s brow started to knit as she quickly brought herself to the brink of climaxing. Wanting to cum on Carl’s monster cock, Rachel quickly pulled back and gasped, “Hurry! . . . Put it back in!”

Panting and wild-eyed, Rachel breathed in and out as Carl made his way back down her body, moving as quickly as a man of his size could. But it was still too slow for Rachel. As soon as Carl got between her thighs, Rachel curled forward and grabbed his cock, pulling it to her stretched and sopping pussy, practically shoving it into herself as poor Carl was pulled along with it.  

Rachel threw herself back down onto the bed and said, “Hurry! . . . Fuck me, Carl! FUCK me!!!”

No doubt, hearing the urgency in Rachel’s voice, Carl started pumping hard and fast.

“That’s it,” Rachel grunted as her body started to shift up and down the bed. “Give it to me, Carl! Pump me!!! . . . Pump my pussy with that BIG NIGGER DICK!!!!”

Rachel wrapped her arms around Carl as his black ass rose and fell between her splayed and swinging legs. “Oh, God, Carll!” Rachel grimaced, her face closing down at the feel of the impending orgasm. “Don’t stop, baby!!! Don’t stop!!!”

Carl kept pumping, the bed rocking and creaking as he rammed his cock into Rachel’s squishing pussy.

“Oh God, Carl!!!” Rachel cried up over his shoulder, her fingers digging into his black skin. “Oh fuck!!! Oh FUUUUCK!!!!!”

Rachel’s suddenly started to buck wildly beneath Carl, her midsection arching up then slamming back down over and over again, as if her waist was in the jaws of some invisible beast that was trying to rip her in half. Cumming violently, Rachel wrapped her legs around Carl’s pumping ass, clamping herself to him as he continued to ram his cock into her spasming vagina. “Oh God!” Rachel grunted, burying her face in the crook of Carl’s neck as she held onto him, her eyes squeezed tight as Carl kept pumping, her body flexing like a band of steel as he continued to stab into her.

Rachel held Carl in a death grip, her face still buried in the crook of his neck as the orgasm went on and on. Unable to bear the intensity any longer, Rachel screamed into Carl’s neck, her desperate cry only partially muffled by his dark skin as he kept pumping and pumping and pumping. Rachel felt like she was being electrocuted from the inside as surges of intense pleasure blossomed from her loins and shot up her spine, each rush of pleasure building on the previous one to create the grand-daddy of all orgasms, a nuclear explosion of female pleasure that was surely about to kill her.

But Carl still wouldn’t stop. He just kept fucking her and fucking her with that big stallion cock of his. With her body in a state of continuous climax, Rachel wasn’t sure how much more she could take. “Carl . . . . . . please!!!” she begged, barely able to get the words out, unable to bear it any longer, all of her female senses being overloaded, her body on the brink of emergency shutdown.

But as Rachel tried hard not to pass out, Carl suddenly pushed himself up and off of her, forcing her to release his upper body. Rachel looked up at Carl wide-eyed with a mixture of desperation and confusion as he rose high above her on extended arms. She gasped as Carl arched into her, angling his erection upward. Rachel’s entwined legs fell away, hanging open as she threw her hands down onto the comforter, clutching at it as Carl lifted her bottom up off the bed with his cock. She looked down wild-eyed as the tip of his dick pushed at the front wall of her vagina, her lower abdomen bulging upward.

“Oh God!!!” Rachel cried, squeezing big handfuls of the comforter as Carl swirled his cock around inside her, working her G-spot with the tip of his enormous dick. “Please, Carl!!” Rachel begged, her vision closing down as the intensity and duration of the orgasm surpassed her ability to endure it.

As Rachel fought to stay conscious, stars playing at the edge of her vision, she felt something start to happen between her splayed legs as Carl continued to work her G-spot, a pressure building deep inside her female parts, something she’d never felt before. In just seconds, the pressure built to an unbearable level, and Rachel let out a desperate scream that seemed to vibrate the big picture window, her cry probably loud enough to draw startled looks from the people down by the pool.

But as Rachel screamed, not sure what was happening inside her convulsing body, Carl suddenly pulled all the way out. Rachel gasped, her eyes going big and round as something else came out just behind his exiting cock, a torrent of warm fluid gushing from her vagina. Rachel’s eyes bulged as the clear fluid sprayed out of her, spewing from her gaping pussy as if under pressure, only able to escape once Carl’s tight-fitting cock was pulled out. Rachel’s mouth formed a silent “O” of shock and surprise as she ejaculated onto the bed, her vagina purging itself violently—a geyser erupting from between her legs.

But the sudden release of pressure quickly dissipated to a trickle, leaving the beautiful comforter drenched and Rachel gasping for air. With her head still spinning, Carl went back into her. “Oh Christ,” Rachel grimaced, her face scrunching down as Carl’s pumping cock reignited the dying embers of the extended climax. As Rachel started to cum again, Carl quickly angled his erection up, lifting her bottom off the bed again as he started to work her G-spot. In just seconds, as the new orgasm took hold, Rachel stiffened and Carl quickly pulled out, Rachel gasping as her body arched upward, her vagina purging itself again, a second gush of clear fluid exploding from between her thighs.

Rachel was still gasping for air as Carl pushed back into her. By now, she was too weak to protest, her head lulling from side to side as Carl started to fuck her again. After pumping for a few moments, Carl once again angled his cock up, lifting Rachel’s slack body up off the bed as he worked the front wall of her vagina. After a few seconds, he pulled out again, watching as Rachel arched, then drenched the duvet a third time.

When Rachel collapsed back down onto the bed, her eyes rolling back in her lulling head, Carl went back into her again! He repeated the process over and over, making Rachel cum and squirt again and again and again, the mysterious female ejaculate magically replenishing itself as quickly as Rachel’s vagina could eject it from her arching body. By the time Carl was done making Rachel cum, she was barely conscious and mumbling incoherently, begging weakly for Carl to take mercy on her.

Carl finally granted Rachel’s mumbling pleas for mercy and sat back on his calves as Rachel lay gasping for air, her widely spread legs bracketing a wet spot the size of a small dog bed. As Rachel lay there wide-eyed with shock, her breasts wobbling beneath her sheer negligee as she shuddered with aftershocks, Carl sat back on his haunches between Rachel’s calves, his rigid cock pulsing with untapped power as he watched her try to recover.

Rachel couldn’t move or speak, her head still spinning. She’d never cum so hard and for so long in her whole life. She just lay there spread-eagle, her arms out to her sides as the last of her ejaculate ran down the cleft of her ass and pooled at her tailbone.

After what seemed like a very long time, Rachel finally brought a trembling hand up to her forehead, letting it rest there as she mumbled, “Holy fucking Christ,” not quite able to believe what she’d just experienced.

But as Rachel tried to recover from the most intense sexual experience of her life, Carl looked down at her somewhat impassively, as if she wasn’t the first white woman he’d driven to the brink of madness with his stallion cock. No doubt, he’d had a similar effect on scores of other white women; women who’d never experienced a true orgasm, one with all the bells and whistles.

After giving Rachel a few minutes to recover from the multiple squirting orgasms, Carl started to come down over her. Feeling him about to start in on her again, Rachel’s eyes flew open as her hands shot up to his chest. "No, Carl!!!” she gasped. “Please!!! I’m begging you! . . . I can’t take anymore!!!”

Carl looked into Rachel’s pleading eyes for a moment, as if trying to decide whether he should make her cum a few more times. But seeing her utter panic at the prospect, he eased back onto his haunches again, his pulsing, fourteen-inch cock seeming to chomp at the bit—an attack dog straining its leash.

“Thank you . . . Thank you,” Rachel breathed as if Carl had just spared her life. Rachel brought her hands up and covered her red face, mumbling into her palms, “Holy fuck.”

As Rachel lay there trying to recover, Ben and Tyson got up and stepped over to the bed to take a closer look at the havoc her vagina had reeked on the beautiful satin comforter. “Damn,” Tyson said as they looked down at the giant wet spot, taking up most of the area between Rachel’s still-spread legs.

Hearing Tyson’s quiet exclamation, Rachel brought her hands down from her face, a little startled to see Ben and Tyson standing at the end of the bed as she lay spread-eagle, her gaping vagina on full display. Rachel mustered what little strength she had and struggled up into a sitting position, pulling her legs together, then bringing her knees up as she sat back against the headboard. Looking down at the mess she’d made of the bed, Rachel said, “Oh my God,” not quite believing all of that had come out of her.

Rachel knew about female ejaculation, of course. But she’d never actually done it, not even during her most intense orgasms with Jim. She’d always figured it was a case of some women squirt, and some women don't. She had assumed that she fell into the latter category. But apparently, she was wrong. Rachel wondered if squirting was somehow related to penis size. Maybe she needed a really, really big penis to squirt. If so, she was definitely gonna order that big dildo when they got home. 

Rachel looked up at the men sheepishly. “Sorry about that, you guys,” she said, hoping they weren’t too traumatized by what they’d just witnessed.

Ben and Carl gave Rachel and understanding smile as Tyson gaped at the giant wet spot.

Rachel took a big breath and blew it out, then looked at Carl. Amazed by his unbelievable sexual skill, she said, "Boy, Carl . . . Now I know why girls are knocking your door down."

Carl cracked a little smile, and his smile caused Rachel to smile. But as Rachel smiled, Ben let out a little chuckle. This triggered a little laugh from Rachel. Which in turn, triggered a deep-base chuckle from Carl. All of this resulting in a kind of chain reaction of smiles and laughter. A few moments later, Rachel, Ben and Carl were laughing out loud, all three of them getting a case of the giggles that they couldn’t seem to stop. Even sullen little Tyson got caught up in it, cracking a reluctant smile, himself.

Rachel, Carl and Ben laughed and laughed and laughed, until Rachel was wiping at her tearing eyes, her stomach cramping as she tried to get herself under control. It was as if the dramatic event of Rachel’s multiple, screaming, squirting orgasms had somehow dissipated all the tension in the room, tension that had arrived with Tyson and Carl.

When Rachel and the guys finally got themselves under control, Rachel took a big cleansing breath, clearing out the last of her giddiness. She was surprised to realize she felt relaxed and happy, as if the amazing sex, combined with the laughing jag had purged her of all self-consciousness. It was as if the utter strangeness of the situation had suddenly become normal. As if it was perfectly natural that she should be sitting half-naked on the bed, surrounded by three fully naked black men.

Rachel took another big, cleansing breath, surprised at how good she felt. She felt reborn. Rachel smiled up at the men, her eyes sparkling and clear now. The multiple orgasms hadn’t just purged her female parts. They had somehow purged the demons that had been plaguing her daytime thoughts and nighttime dreams. Carl had used his big cock and sexual skill to somehow vanquish those demons. Rachel could feel it. She was cured! Well . . . maybe not completely cured. But she was well on her way. She was sure that she would sleep peacefully from now on—only occasionally dreaming of well-hung black men.

Rachel turned her relaxed face to Ben and said, “Well, Ben. I guess it’s your turn.” Rachel looked down at the big wet spot. “But let’s get this off first,” she said, kicking the ruined comforter down the bed as Ben pulled it off and onto the floor.

“That’s better,” Rachel said, looking down at the crisp white sheet, the only remnant of her squirting orgasms being a dinner-plate-sized wet spot toward the end of the bed.

Feeling inexplicably happy, Rachel sat back against the headboard and shot Ben a crooked smile. “Well, Ben,” she said, her playful eyes sparkling. “Are you waiting for an engraved invitation?”

At Rachel’s enticing look, Ben’s semi-hard penis started to ratchet upward.

“Come on, Ben,” Rachel said, patting the bed next to her. “Don’t be shy. I know Carl’s a tough act to follow, but it looks like you’re . . . up to it,” she said, smiling as she looked down at his swelling cock.

Ben hesitated only slightly, then started to climb up onto the bed.

But, as Ben was climbing onto the bed, Carl started to climb off.

“Hey!” Rachel said, frowning sternly at Carl. “Where do ya think you’re goin’?"

Carl stopped and looked at her.

"Did I say you could leave?” Rachel said, arching her brows at Carl. She looked down at his slowly waning erection. “I'm not done with that yet. You stay put. I’ll be right with you.”

As Carl made room for Ben on the bed, Rachel reached up and pulled her canted veil out of her hair. She flung it away, then turned to the headboard, getting onto her hands and knees.

Smiling back over her shoulder at Ben, Rachel gave her bottom a playful side to side waggle as she said, “Well? . . . What are ya waiting for, cowboy? Mount up.”

Over the next two hours, Jim watched—usually while jacking off furiously—as two black men fucked his beautiful wife in almost every possible way.

The two hugely-hung black men mostly took turns with Rachel, passing her back and forth like two men sharing a bottle of fine wine. As one of them was fucking her to the sound of the squeaking mattress or banging headboard, the other would be catching his breath, taking a well-deserved break. But the resting man's spent cock would gradually grow hard again to the sound of Rachel's moaning and sighing and grunting. And if Rachel’s moans and grunts weren’t enough to get the resting man’s cock hard again, he would sometimes feed his recovering dick into her mouth as his partner fucked her, just to help speed things along.

Of course, the men didn't always take turns with Rachel. Sometimes they screwed her as a team. On one of those occasions, Rachel had gotten on all fours, thoughtfully positioning herself so that Jim could see both of the men’s huge, black cocks thrusting into her at each end, Carl doing her from behind as Ben fucked her voluptuous mouth. Jim had sprayed a small geyser of ejaculate nearly up to his chin when he’d seen Rachel's throat muscles working to gulp down Ben's cum while Carl filled her from behind. 

After Tyson had set precedent by cumming inside her, Rachel hadn’t seemed to mind as Carl and Ben did the same. In fact, from what Jim saw, she seemed more than happy to let the two black men use her vagina as a receptacle for their ejaculations—three for Carl, and two for Ben. Not including the times they’d cum in her mouth, or on her breasts, or hosed down her ass. Jim had no idea men could cum so much.

And now, nearly two hours after she’d tossed her veil onto the floor and wagged her bottom at Ben, Jim looked out from his hiding place as his wife lay sprawled across the bed, her new nightie hanging loosely around her waist like a sash as her left arm hung off the side of the bed. Rachel was lying on her side, one leg pulled up high as the other extended down the bed, her worn-out body forming a lower-case ‘h’ as Carl’s cum glugged out of her gaping pussy.

As the two black men started to get dressed at the foot of the bed, Jim looked enviously at the bigger man’s spent cock. It was swinging heavily as he pulled on his underwear. The man’s penis had to be close to a foot-long. It was so long that it hung out the bottom of his boxers. Jim shifted his gaze back to Rachel, looking at what that big black cock had done to her relatively tight vagina. It was now a gaping tunnel of pink flesh that he could see all the way up into. Jim wondered if Rachel’s vagina would ever recover completely. After two hours with two hugely-hung black men, it was stretched out and hanging open like a broken coin purse, the last of Carl’s cum still oozing out of it.

Rachel didn’t move as Jim looked out from his hiding place. She was clearly exhausted and spent from the countless times the men had made her cum, her long mane folded forward over her head like a wave and spilling down toward the floor, exposing her pale, swan-like neck. Rachel had started out strong, fucking the men with the lusty exuberance of a college cheerleader on game day. But the two black men had simply worn her out. By the end, she seemed barely coherent as her bottom bumped forward off of the bigger man’s thrusts, her breasts down against the sheet as she took him like a drunk woman, barely coherent and near collapse. After the big black man groaned for the last time, Rachel simply collapsed into her current position and hadn’t moved since.

And now, as Rachel lay there sated and motionless, her left hand dangling above the carpet, Jim looked down at his shriveled penis, wondering how she would ever be satisfied with his little four-inch erection after what she’d just experienced. His pathetic penis was nestled down into his matted pubic hair like a stubby little mushroom. He’d jerked off so many times that he wouldn’t have been able to get it up again if his life depended on it.

He looked up from his tiny dick, looking out the crack in the closet door as the two black men continued to get dressed, the third man still watching a basketball game on the flat screen tv mounted above the dresser. The smaller man had gotten dressed as his friends took turns with Rachel. After having her just once, he’d seemed content to watch tv for the last couple hours, not seeming at all distracted by the sound of Rachel’s moaning and grunting, not to mention her intermittent cries as the two black men made her cum again and again.

As the other two men finished getting dressed, the smaller man pointed the remote at the tv and turned it off. He set the remote on the coffee table and rose stiffly. “Finally,” he said to the other two men, seeming somewhat irritated with how long they’d taken with Rachel. He looked at his watch and said, “Come on. We still have time to get to the club.”

As he came over to the other two men at the foot of the bed, the little man said, “How ‘bout it, Ben? You wanna come with us?”

“No thanks,” Ben said as he looked over at Rachel, seeming to admire her soft, womanly form as she lay motionless on the bed.

“I guess it’s just you and me, big man,” Tyson said, looking up at Carl.

Tyson turned his attention back to Rachel as she lay sprawled across the bed. “You guys sure did a number on Rachel’s pussy,” Tyson said, looking down at her now gaping vagina. “Her husband’s gonna have a pretty big surprise when she gets home.”

As Carl nodded in agreement, Ben went around the end of the bed and stepped quietly over to Rachel. He knelt down and said softly, “We’re gonna go now, Rachel.”

Rachel nodded almost imperceptibly, but didn’t open her eyes.

“We’ll meet you in the lobby in the morning, ok?” Ben said quietly.

Rachel made a barely discernable “Mm-hmm” sound—a little girl on the edge of sleep; one who has worn herself out after a long day at Disneyland.

Jim watched as Ben rose back up and joined the other two men. They looked down at Rachel one last time, then turned for the door.

A moment later, Jim heard the three men leave, the door shutting quietly behind them.


14. The Drive Home

The next morning, Rachel pried her eyes open and squinted into the painfully bright, mid-morning sun streaming through the big picture window. Rachel put her hand out to try to block the rays of sunlight, then pulled the sheet up over her head, trying to go back to sleep. But after a few minutes, she realized she couldn’t. So, Rachel just lay there, her right cheek buried deep down in the over-sized pillow.

After a few more minutes, Rachel suddenly remembered that she was supposed to meet Ben and the guys downstairs. Rachel pulled the sheet down and popped her head up like a ground hog poking its head up from its burrow, her thick hair wild and disheveled as she squinted at the hotel alarm clock on the nightstand, trying to focus her bleary vision on the digital display of red numerals. After squinting her eyes to mere slits, the numbers finally came into focus—11:36.

“Fuck,” Rachel muttered. She was supposed to meet Ben and the guys down in the lobby six minutes ago. Rachel started to turn for her cell phone on the other nightstand, but the movement ignited a throbbing between her legs that almost brought tears to her eyes. Rachel grimaced at the pain, bringing her hand down to her over-worked vagina. But as Rachel guarded her worn-out pussy, she felt the sticky, glue-like substance embedded in her pubic hair. Rachel lifted the sheet and looked down at herself. “Jesus,” she murmured. She was covered in dried, or partially dried, semen. It was on her stomach, in her pubic hair, on her inner thighs. It was even on her breasts.

As Rachel looked down at the dried cum on her breasts, she flashed on the image of Carl pumping between them as she held them together, his big black cock intermittently poking out of her snow-white cleavage as she held her mouth open, waiting. But when the moment finally came, and Carl shoved the tip of his dick into her mouth, she hadn’t been able to swallow it fast enough. As her cheeks bulged with his cum, Carl had been forced to pull out of her mouth, unleashing the rest onto her tits, arcing ropes of warm ejaculate splatting onto her chest.

Rachel looked down at herself again. She was literally covered in dried semen. How two men could cum so much, she had no idea. Jim could barely fill a shot glass. And that was on a good day. But then Rachel remembered the size of Carl’s testicles. And Ben’s were almost as big.

Rachel lowered the sheet and let her head drop back down onto the pillow, making a face at the sour taste in her mouth. Rachel tried to remember what had happened after Ben and the guys had left. She remembered Ben saying goodbye. But everything after that was a blank. She must’ve passed out the second they closed the door.

Rachel reached up and raked her fingers through her disheveled hair, then turned to look behind her. But Jim wasn’t in bed. Rachel panicked for a moment, wondering if he’d left, abandoned her at the hotel after what he’d seen the previous night.

But then Rachel heard the toilet flush. Oh, thank God, she thought to herself. Jim was still there.

Remembering that Ben and the guys were waiting for her downstairs, Rachel twisted around and started crawling toward Jim’s nightstand rather ungracefully, wincing as she dragged her sore vagina across the mattress. She stretched for her cell phone, her bare, cum-encrusted ass showing below her nightie, which was now down around her waist for some reason, like a ballerina’s toutou.

Rachel opened and closed her eyes, trying to focus on the small screen of her phone. Squinting hard, she managed to find “Ben” in her contacts and tapped his name on the screen. When Ben answered, Rachel rasped hoarsely, “Hi, Ben.” She listened, then said, “I know. I’m sorry. I’m running a little late. Can we meet in the coffee shop in say . . . twenty minutes?”

“Ok. Thanks,” Rachel said.

Rachel ended the call, then slapped her phone back onto the nightstand, her face dropping heavily down onto the bed. But as Rachel lay sprawled across the bed, naked above and below the waist, she heard the bathroom door open. Rachel raised her head and looked out from beneath her tousled mane as Jim came around the corner. He was fully dressed, aside from his shoes, his hair wet-combed from the shower.

Jim stopped when he saw Rachel stretched out on the bed and looking over at him, her expression a strange combination of embarrassment and relief—embarrassment about everything she’d done the night before, and relief that Jim hadn’t left after seeing everything she’d done the night before.

“Hi,” Rachel said tentatively.

“Hi,” Jim replied flatly, starting over to the chair Tyson had collapsed into the night before, right after ejaculating into Rachel’s unprotected vagina.

From Jim’s flat, emotionless tone, Rachel knew instantly that something was wrong. She crawled back over to her side of the bed and pulled the sheet up high to hide her cum-encrusted breasts. She watched quietly as Jim started to put his shoes on.

Hoping to diffuse the “morning-after” tension, Rachel said, “Some night, huh?”

“Yeah. Some night,” Jim said flatly, looking down as he pulled on one of his shoes.

Rachel could tell that Jim was trying not to look at her. She knew Jim better than anyone in the world. And when he couldn’t even look at her, she knew they had a big problem.

As Jim kept his eyes down on his laces, Rachel scooted up and sat against the headboard, drawing the sheet up high. She looked over at Jim, waiting for him to look at her. But he wouldn’t. Or couldn’t. Rachel felt suddenly ashamed. How had she ever thought this was a good idea, she wondered. A good idea for her maybe. But poor Jim. Maybe some things really are better left to the imagination. How would Jim ever get the images from the previous night out of his mind. How could he ever stop hearing her cries of pleasure, and her desperate pleas for Carl and Ben to keep fucking her.

Rachel quietly watched as Jim tied his shoes, wishing she’d never come up with this stupid idea. Wishing she’d never seen Ben in the shower. Wishing she’d never laid eyes on his big, soapy dick.

But as Rachel sat there, trying to think of something to say, she noticed her wedding veil lying on the floor next to the bed. Rachel’s heart started to break as she looked down at it, the symbol of her love and devotion to Jim, now lying discarded and forlorn. She had thrown it away as easily as a woman throwing a fast-food wrapper out the car window, casting it away just before getting onto her hands and knees and wagging her ass at Ben. The precious heirloom had lain there on the floor as she took Ben from behind with a big smile on her face. How could she have been so callous.

Rachel sat there, remembering all the things she’d done with Ben and Carl. She hadn’t even thought about Jim as the two men fucked her in almost every possible way, taking full advantage of the strength and flexibility she’d gained from five years of karate training. Rachel cringed inwardly, thinking about all the different ways she’d let the two men fuck her, many of the positions requiring a long penis, positions Jim simply wasn’t equipped to perform. Then Rachel thought about all the things she’d said, or shouted, or screamed in the throes of passion, too caught up in her own carnal pleasure to care how it might be affecting poor Jim.

Feeling incredibly guilty about all this, Rachel peeked over at Jim as he picked at his slacks, still avoiding her eyes. But as she looked over at him, she saw even more evidence of her unforgivable debauchery—the balled-up tissues with Tyson's now dried semen. She wanted to cry at the sight of those tissues. Tyson had cum inside her on purpose, just to humiliate her. But she had let Ben and Carl do it, too caught up in her own pleasure to care about the possible consequences. She had happily accepted their seed in exchange for the screaming orgasms they were giving her. But now, in the cool light of day, she regretted that too. What if one of the men had impregnated her, she thought. Having made love to Jim the night before, if she did get pregnant, she’d have no idea which of the men was the father. It could be Jim, or it could be one of the three black men who’d fucked her brains out the night before. Like the missionary’s wife, Rachel would just have to wait and see what color the baby was when it came out.

Trying not to think about the possibility that she’d been impregnated by a black man, Rachel said in a muted tone, “Well . . . I guess I better take a shower.”

Jim nodded as he looked across the room and out the window at sunny Los Angeles, the brightness of day seeming to silently rebuke Rachel for what she’d done in the darkness of night.

Not wanting to walk past Jim covered in dried ejaculate, Rachel looked around for her robe. But then she remembered that it was in the bathroom. "Jim, would you mind getting me one of the terry cloth robes in the bathroom?" she said quietly.

Jim got up without a word and went into the bathroom. A moment later, he brought out a hotel robe, carefully avoiding Rachel’s guilty eyes as he laid it onto the side of the bed.

"Thanks," Rachel said quietly.

Jim nodded, then started over to the window.

As Jim looked out at the city, obviously trying to give her some privacy, Rachel pulled the sheet off and slid down from the high bed. But her knees nearly buckled when her feet came down onto the carpet. Rachel gritted her teeth at her throbbing female parts. The night before, Rachel had been like a party girl, drunk with pleasure as she got screwed ten different ways by two hugely-endowed black men. But like that same party girl, she was paying the price now—the vaginal equivalent of a massive hangover. She’d never been so sore in her whole life. She felt like she’d taken on every black man in the hotel. Luckily, Jim was still looking out the window and didn’t see her wincing as her sheer nightie slid down her legs onto the floor.

Rachel shrugged into the white, terrycloth robe and padded gingerly around the end of the bed to her sports bag. Gritting her teeth, she squatted down to get some underwear and her Gi, then straightened back up as Jim finally turned back around. Rachel gave him a shy smile, then started for the bathroom, trying hard to walk normally. No husband wants to see his wife limping into the bathroom after being fucked raw by another man. Or men.

Rachel took a steaming hot shower, using a soapy washcloth to scrub at all the dried cum. After getting it all off, she stood under the water, letting it flow over her, hoping it would have a rejuvenating effect. She still needed to get through her blackbelt test.

As she let the hot water crash down onto her head, Rachel reached down and gently touched her swollen labia, grimacing at her tender female flesh. She felt like she’d been raped by King Kong. And a few of his buddies. More worrying than her tenderness though, was the fact that she was still hanging open, her vagina apparently waiting for more. Well, it wouldn’t be getting anymore, she thought to herself, so it could just stop waiting and close back up. Rachel just prayed it would close back up. If she stayed like this, Jim’s penis was going to feel like a tube of ChapStick the next time they made love. Hopefully, there would be a next time. Judging from Jim’s withdrawn demeanor, she wasn’t so sure.

When Rachel came out of the bathroom fifteen minutes later, she felt a little better, her cheeks having gained some color from the hot shower. Jim was sitting in the same chair, his overnight bag next to his foot as if he couldn’t wait to get out of there.

Rachel just stood there in her Gi, looking at him, wishing she knew what to say or do. But Jim wouldn't even look at her. Knowing she couldn’t fix whatever was wrong with Jim in the limited amount of time she had, Rachel went around gathering her things and stuffing them into her duffle bag. Remembering her discarded wedding veil, she went over and picked it up off the floor. She smoothed it out, then looked around for the plastic bag. “Jim, do you still have that bag?” she asked, not seeing it anywhere.

Jim looked around and saw the bag wedged between his chair and the side of the dresser. He pulled it out and walked over to Rachel, handing it to her.

“Thanks,” she said.

Jim nodded, then returned to his chair without a word.

Rachel gently arranged the veil in the bag, then loosely tied the loop handles together. She brought the bag over to Jim and said, “Would you mind taking it, Jim? I don’t wanna stuff it in my duffle bag.”

Jim nodded and took the bag.

Rachel gave him a little smile of thanks. But he didn’t see it. He was looking off toward the window again, probably wondering where the nearest divorce lawyer was located.

Rachel went back over to her sports bag and zipped it up. She looked down at it for a long moment, her expression thoughtful and sad, knowing that Jim was struggling with something. But he obviously didn’t want to talk at the moment, and she didn’t have time to coax it out of him. She needed to get downstairs before Ben and the guys came up to see what was keeping her.

Rachel stepped over to Jim and looked down at him. He didn’t look up at her.

“Honey, are you ok?” Rachel finally said, deeply concerned about him.

Jim looked up at her and said, “Uh-huh,” obviously trying to make his voice sound casual and light.

Rachel studied him for a long moment, then said, “Honey, I can see that you’re upset.”

“I’m not upset,” Jim said impassively, his voice robotic and lacking any sort of emotion.

It was obvious that Jim was lying, but Rachel didn’t have time to pry the truth out of him.

“Jim, I’d like to talk, but Ben and the guys are waiting downstairs,” Rachel said gently. “If I don’t get down there soon, they’re gonna come up here. And I don’t want them to find you in here. They might figure out what we did.”

Jim nodded, giving Rachel a forced smile. “Yeah . . . That’s probably smart,” he said in a flat, emotionless tone.

“You’re gonna meet me at the karate center, right?” Rachel asked hopefully, half expecting Jim to just drive home and start packing his things.

“Sure,” he said, giving her another forced smile.

Rachel bent down and kissed Jim lightly on the forehead. When she rose back up, she looked at him for a long moment. Jim was a sensitive man, and she could see him battling with something internally. “Honey, are you sure you’re ok?” Rachel asked softly.

“Uh-huh,” Jim said, looking up at her for the shortest time possible, then looking back over at the window.

“Ok, well . . . I told Ben I’d meet him five minutes ago. I better get down there before they come looking for me.”

Jim looked up and nodded.

“I’ll see you at the gym?” Rachel asked again, double checking.

“Sure.”

“You remember how to get there?”

“Uh-huh,” Jim nodded.

Rachel nodded and smiled down at him. “Ok . . . Well, I’ll see you in a little while,” she said, bending down and giving Jim another kiss on the forehead as she gave his shoulder a little squeeze.

Rachel straightened back up and went over to her duffle bag. She heaved it onto her shoulder, then looked over at Jim one last time. “Ok. Bye,” she said quietly.

“Bye,” Jim said, smiling with sad eyes.

✽✽✽

A few hours later, Rachel and Jim were driving north in Jim’s silver BMW.

After leaving Jim in the hotel room, Rachel had met Ben and the guys downstairs. The ride over to the karate center had been quiet and subdued, no one mentioning the night before. A couple hours later, after an almost flawless performance of her blackbelt routine, Rachel had stood next to six other brown-belts, waiting to receive her blackbelt.

After the award ceremony, Jim had waited over by his car as Rachel explained to Ben that Jim had driven down that morning to watch her test. Then she asked Ben if he wouldn’t mind driving her car back so she could ride home with Jim. Ben had agreed, telling Rachel he’d leave the keys in the mailbox. Rachel thanked Ben politely, then set her car keys into his hand, careful not to let her fingers touch his palm. It had been a small gesture, but one Ben most likely understood. It meant, last night never happened. And even if it did, it will never happen again.

And now, a half-hour later, Rachel was sitting in the passenger seat of Jim’s BMW, her feet tucked up under her as she looked out her window, the car’s tires humming over the grooved concrete of Interstate 5. Rachel looked down at the brand-new blackbelt around her waist, toying with the thick, canvas belt absentmindedly as Jim drove without a word, the tense silence filling the passenger compartment like a poisonous gas.

After a few more minutes, Rachel looked over at Jim. She studied the side of his face, his features frozen in an unnatural placidness that terrified her. She had tried to engage Jim a couple times, but he would only give her curt, monosyllabic responses to whatever she said.

Finally, unable to take it anymore, Rachel blurted, “Jim. Aren’t we gonna talk about it?”

Jim continued looking straight ahead as he said in a flat voice, “Sure. If you want to."

“Jim . . . Of course, I want to!” Rachel said, exasperated by his withdrawn and sullen demeanor.

Rachel sat there, looking over at Jim, waiting for him to tell her what was wrong. But after waiting for a few moments, it became clear that he was waiting for her to start the conversation.

Softening her tone, Rachel said, “Jim . . . Are you mad at me?”

“No,” Jim said robotically.

“Are you sure? Because you’ve hardly looked at me all day.”

Jim swiveled his head and looked over at Rachel. “There. I looked at you.” Jim turned back to the road.

Rachel glared at Jim for a moment, then took a breath, trying to remain calm.

“Jim. You’re obviously upset about something. You haven’t said ten words since we left the karate center. Now, what is it? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Jim said to the windshield.

Rachel looked down, thinking as she toyed with her new karate belt. After thinking for a few moments, she looked over at Jim and said, “You’re angry because I slept with all three of ‘em, aren’t you?”

Jim shook his head.

“Because if that’s what it is, you never texted me!” Rachel said, sitting up straight to look over at him, frustrated, and starting to get angry. “Jim, I waited for you to text me. But you never did! I thought you wanted me to do it!”

Jim didn’t say anything, keeping his eyes on the light traffic as if it demanded his full attention.

After waiting again, Rachel said, “Jim, just tell me! Please.” Rachel was on the verge of tears now as she looked over at Jim.

After ten long seconds, Jim finally took a breath and blew it out. “You wanna know the truth?”

“Yes!”

Jim seemed to think for a long moment. “It’s just that . . .”

Rachel waited. But when Jim didn’t go on, she said, “Just that what?”

Jim glanced over at her. “I don’t know.” Jim paused as if unsure how to explain. “It’s just that . . . I’ve never seen you like that before.”

Rachel nodded, finally understanding. It wasn’t so much what she’d done that was upsetting Jim. It was who she’d become doing it.

Rachel looked down at her lap again, thinking about everything she’d said and done in bed with Ben and Carl. Things that must’ve shattered Jim’s image of her. How could Jim not be upset when the “nice girl” he thought he’d married turns out to be some kind of sex-crazed maniac.

“I know,” Rachel said, nodding down at her lap. “I went a little crazy, didn’t I?”

“You sure did,” Jim said, looking over at her, his voice finally showing some sort of emotion.

Rachel looked over at Jim guiltily.

“Rachel, I’ve never seen you like that. It was kind of shocking.”

“Yeah. I know,” Rachel nodded, feeling embarrassed about all the things she’d said and done the night before. “I’m sorry, Jim. I seriously don’t know what got into me last night.”

“Oh, I know what got into you,” Jim retorted. “A twelve-inch penis. That’s what got into you!”

“Jim!!!” Rachel gasped, her eyes going wide as she looked over at him.

Jim took a breath. “I’m sorry . . . That was a low blow.”

“You’re darn right it was a low blow,” Rachel said, glaring at him. “You know, it wasn’t just me in that room last night! . . . You were there too! We did it together! Remember!?”

“I’m sorry. You’re right.”

“And I’m pretty sure I’m not the only one who was getting off last night!” Rachel added, still glaring over at Jim.

Jim glanced over at Rachel. This time it was his turn to look embarrassed.

“And while we’re on the subject!” Rachel continued. “How many times did you jack-off while you were being so shocked by my behavior!?”

Jim glanced over at Rachel as she waited, brows pinched with anger.

“Well?” she said.

“How should I know,” Jim finally said.

“Oh!!!” Rachel exclaimed, her eyes going wide again. “So . . . you jerked off so many times that you actually lost count!?”

“Rachel,” Jim said, his tone indicating that he was uncomfortable discussing his activities in the closet.

“Oh! . . . So, it’s ok for you to rake me over the coals for every little thing I said and did last night! But I’m not allowed to ask you how many times you masturbated while watching me!?”

“Ok, ok,” Jim said. “You made your point.”

“Yes! I did!” Rachel nodded sharply. “We both did it, Jim! So, stop judging me! And stop acting so traumatized!”

“Ok. You’re right,” Jim said, looking over at Rachel. “Calm down.”

“I’ll calm down when you admit that we did it together! And that you liked it too!”

Jim looked over at Rachel as she waited. “Ok, fine. We did it together,” he finally said.

“And?”

Jim huffed. “Ok . . . And I liked it too,” he admitted. “Happy now?”

“Yes,” Rachel said, nodding sharply.

Rachel maintained her stern look for another moment, then turned to look out the windshield as the two of them drove in tense silence for a bit.

Jim finally broke the silence, saying, “I’m sorry. All I’m saying is that I was a little shocked. That’s all.”

Rachel looked over at Jim, her expression softening. “I know. I’m sorry too. I’m sorry I shocked you.”

Jim looked over at Rachel. “But you’re right. We did do it together.”

“And you liked it too,” Rachel muttered under her breath.

Jim looked over at Rachel and smiled.

They went quiet again, the car humming along for a few miles.

After a bit, Jim looked over at Rachel and said, “But, just for the record, of the two of us, you weren’t the one who had to sit on a suitcase for three hours. My butt was numb by the time I got outta that closet.”

Rachel let out a little laugh. “Really?” she smiled. “I gave you a pillow.”

“Well, I still got a sore butt,” Jim said, pouting slightly as he glanced over at Rachel.

“Poor baby,” Rachel cooed with mock sympathy. She scooted across her seat and stretched over to rest her cheek on Jim’s shoulder. “I’m sorry you got a sore butt,” Rachel said quietly as she looked out the windshield.

Jim smiled.

But then Rachel tilted her face up to him and said with a playful glint in her eyes, “You think you’re sore.”

Jim looked down at Rachel’s mischievous expression. Rachel could see him trying not to smile, but he couldn’t pull it off. Jim finally cracked a reluctant smile and shook his head, causing Rachel to let out a little laugh.

With the air now cleared between them, Rachel took a big cleansing breath and nestled into Jim’s shoulder again, the speedometer sitting right on 65 mph as they drove up the coast. Rachel looked out the windshield with Jim, just enjoying the drive. It was a beautiful day, and she was happy to be going home and back to their regular life now that their little adventure was over.

After a few minutes, Rachel said in a quiet, relaxed voice, “How long ‘till we get home?”

“About an hour,” Jim said, his voice no longer robotic and emotionless. Rachel could tell he was feeling better too.

After riding along in comfortable silence for a while, Rachel said, her head still resting on Jim’s shoulder, “I was so scared, Jim. I thought you were gonna ask me for a divorce or something.”

Jim looked down at the top of Rachel’s head. “What kind of idiot would divorce a woman like you?”

Rachel looked up at him and smiled. “Yeah. I’m a real catch, aren’t I?” she said with heavy sarcasm.

“You are,” Jim said, looking down into her happy eyes.

“You’re the catch,” Rachel said, beaming up at Jim.

Jim just shook his head, looking embarrassed.

After a long moment, Rachel rested her cheek back onto Jim’s shoulder, watching the cars ahead of them.

After a while, still looking out the window, Rachel said, “I’m sorry you got a sore butt, sweetie.”

“That’s ok,” Jim said, keeping his eyes on the road. “I’m tough.”

Rachel smiled. “Is there any way I can make it up to you? You know, the sore butt.”

“That’s ok. I’ll be fine,” Jim said bravely.

Rachel thought for a few moments, then stretched up, bringing her lips to Jim’s ear. “I know,” she whispered. “How ‘bout I send away for one of those little cheerleader outfits you like so much.” Rachel nibbled at Jim’s earlobe, then whispered in a teasing tone, “I know how much you love a nice set of . . . pom poms.”

Jim smiled as Rachel bit lightly on his earlobe.

“Would you like that, sweetie?” Rachel murmured, her lips brushing across Jim’s ear.

“What makes you think I have a thing for cheerleaders?”

Rachel pulled back and gave Jim a look. “Oh, please, Jim . . . You hate football. The only reason you watch is to check out the sexy little cheerleaders.”

Knowing Rachel was right, Jim didn’t try to deny her assertion.

Rachel nestled her cheek against Jim’s shoulder again, looking out the windshield as they drove along.

“Can you really buy cheerleader outfits online?” Jim asked after a few minutes.

“Sure, sweetie,” Rachel said quietly. “I’ll order one when we get home.”

Rachel made a mental note to also order one of those big, rubbery dildos. Something for Jim. Something for her.

They drove along in contented silence, Rachel just enjoying the drive as she nestled against Jim.

“Do you know any cheers?” Jim asked after a while.

“I’ll come up with something,” Rachel smiled as she looked out the windshield. But then she pulled back to look at Jim. “You like a lotta hair flips, right?”

Jim just looked at Rachel for a moment. “Rachel . . . how on Earth do you know all this stuff?”

Rachel smiled, then nestled her cheek back onto Jim’s shoulder. “I keep telling you, sweetie . . . A wife knows everything about her husband.”

The End
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