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Owning the River Family - Tom - The Man of the House Part 1
It all started when I bonded with the new guy on the site. Lawton was a small suburb town far away from the cities of Austin or Dallas. A town that used to be fields and White cowboys only years back. Now it was a little more diverse, we had a few of everything, but still predominantly White. Our construction company was like that too, almost all White guys, but a few Latino, Native American, Asian, and Arab men. But Darnell was the first Black man, first of many, but I'm getting ahead of myself.
When Darnell was hired, the boss decided that he wanted all the guys to feel comfortable with each other, so he came up with this kooky idea of having us get matched up to be gym buddies for a few weeks and then swap around the pairings. The idea was we'd all bond with each other. We were all forced to get a gym membership at this certain little known gym. Yes, the cheapskate had us pay for it, despite it being his idea and being mandatory.
We were split up so the figures matched 1 White man, to 1 of another race, Black, Asian, Arab, Latino, Native American, you get the picture. We all figured the boss had this in mind for a while, but wanted the figures to match up, so when Darnell was hired it finally became a policy. We ribbed Darnell for that, saying thanks to him we all had to hit the gym.
We all got along fine, so we really didn't understand the point of this. Sure, we weren't the best of friends, or really wanted to go out with each other for a drink often, but things on the site went fine and we were all friendly. Though our complaints fell on deaf ears as the boss would just say 'it is so we all learn about each other.' This wasn't the first time he'd done something crazy like this, so being a man who'd been in the company for a long time I knew I just had to grin and bear it until the boss thought it worked, or got bored of it. It just meant I had to hit the gym with a co-worker after all.
It wasn't that bad though, and honestly now I'm sure all us White guys are thankful and it changed everything for us, but once again getting ahead, way, way ahead.
Darnell and I had managed to find a time that worked for both of us. He was a young single Black man in his late twenties, and all my kids had already left the house, so we both had pretty open schedules.
Now, I don't want to brag or anything, but for a man at 42 I'd kept myself in very good shape, still had a six pack and so on. It was one thing I had pride in, my good looks, and sexy smile, as I was told.
While I kept myself more on the toned side with more focus on the slim, but packing, Darnell was the muscular kind, his muscles were far bigger than mine. So I wasn't surprised when he was benching and lifting way heavier than I was.
But it was once our workout was finished that the differences really took shape. We went to the locker room all sweaty from our intense workout, we'd both gone further than we needed, probably to show off for Darnell's case, and for me to not look like a weakling in front of this man as old as my oldest son.
"Good workout. I'm a little beat, it was nice having someone to lift with." I said when we headed over to our lockers. And honestly I meant it.
"Same to you. I didn't expect you to be able to lift that much." Darnell said.
"I'm not that old."
"Oh, I can see that." Darnell laughed as he stripped off his muscle shirt and then basketball shorts and boxers with one go.
I couldn't help but stare at all his muscles. He really was built like a bodybuilder, no wonder he beat the pants off me.
"You ready to shower and head home? I'm sure your wife is missing you." Darnell said with a laugh walking past me to the showers.
I thought about Nancy for just a moment. Our marriage was fine, the typical boring marriage. We loved each other, but there wasn't much fire burning. I stripped out of my t-shirt, pants, and fruit of the loom white briefs, and headed off to join Darnell.
"Didn't realize I was back in gym class." I said, rolling my eyes, as I saw that the shower room was just a communal shower, and not even that big of one, just 4 shower heads, so you'd always be near another man.
I wasn't a prude or anything, I'd been involved in sports and the like, so being naked near other guys wasn't strange to me. Though, they'd all been White, like me, but now I was showering alone with this Black man.
I watched him soap up his body, I couldn't help it I was drawn to it. He was just so muscular and something about the contrast of our skin colors mesmerized me. And then my eyes looked down and saw the real prize. His long cock that hung down despite it being soft was easily over 6 inches.
I gulped and felt the urge to cover my own cock up. Now, I wasn't small in that department, in fact I was the envy of the guys in my White high school and White college. In all the porn I'd watched, I figured I just about matched them. When I was hard I bounced between 7 and 7.5 inches, though flaccid... I was just another one of those White men that had 2 inches hanging down there.
"First time seeing Black dick?"
I tore my eyes away and looked at the shower wall. "Yeah, I've never been around Black men much. Sorry, I wasn't trying to make you uncomfortable or fetishize you."
Darnell laughed. "I know, it's a shock. I've dealt with it enough that it doesn't bother me. So feel free to look. I know White guys' brains just shut down."
I tried not to watch Darnell too much, as I knew it was rude to stare at anyone, much less a naked man. But, I'd be lying if I said I didn't take a few more peeks while we showered.
Throughout our shower we talked about various things, before our talks drifted to porn we liked, fetishes and the like. Darnell said if he told me what he'd liked we'd be here all night, and then flipped the question back to me.
"Most of it is porn with brunettes, my wife is one, so I kind of imagine her in the porn."
"You imagine her being railed by other men?"
"No." I quickly corrected. "I imagine I'm the guy in the porn. I try to find porn with guys who have brown hair like me, nailing brunettes like my wife."
"So always White guys?"
"Yeah...?" I said now with a questioning voice, I wasn't sure all of a sudden if that was a bad thing. It wasn't like I avoided other races for a specific reason, just that it made it harder to imagine it was me instead, same reason I avoided White pornstars with black and blonde hair. "I've never watched any porn with Black men."
"You've never watched any porn with Black men?" Darnell repeated back. "Not even in college with your bros?"
"I didn't need to watch, I was nailing my wife at that point. I first knocked her up at 16. We've been together ever since."
"Wow, a 1 woman man."
"Hey, I didn't say that. It was a while before we made it a relationship and I stopped banging other chicks. I was a hot guy in high school, so I got tons of girls."
"Because it was an all White school. If a Black brother would have been around, you'd get seconds or nothing." Darnell said with a laugh. "No offense."
"And just how wasn't I supposed to take offense to that?" I wasn't upset, more closer to annoyed and was being sarcastic.
"Oh come on, you've surely heard the sayings. 'Black is better.' 'Once you go Black, you never go back.' 'Say no to White boys.' 'FuckWhiteboys.' And all the others."
I shook my head. "The first two, yes. The others can't say I have."
"Well, Tom, they are big sayings that are widespread for a reason." Darnell said with a cocky smirk.
I didn't like that. A pool of annoyance was festering up in me. If it was because he was belittling me or my race as a whole I'm not sure. "Hey, I fuck like an animal. I got tons of compliments."
Darnell gave me a once over. "Sure, Tom." He said with a chuckle.
I grabbed my flaccid dick and began to stroke, trying to bring it to length. "Oh, no you didn't. You think this is all I've got. It's written on your face. I'm a grower."
I closed my eyes and imagined Nancy naked in front of me, though the water was making it difficult. So I reopened them to try and focus on stroking faster. I noticed Darnell stroking his Black dick as well.
His dick grew and grew, it just kept becoming longer and thicker as it stiffened. I gulped and felt my saliva grow just like his cock. I didn't need to compare our cocks, I knew that his was bigger than mine. I guessed he probably was around 9-10 inches. Damn, another area he has me beat.
But, once he grew to max size, it was only a few moments later that I felt my dick finally waking up and growing as well and in a few seconds I was hard as a rock like him.
"Okay, I take it back Tom. Not bad at all. I can see why you got tons of pussy." Darnell said, nodding in approval. "Big and thick for a White man."
I twitched a little at the backhanded compliment, though I couldn't deny that Darnell was both bigger and thicker than me. "You must get tons yourself."
"Yeah, I get to fuck a bunch of White bitches and boys." He said with a laugh. "They've not had a good dicking before, so they are eager sluts. Only having had White dick before, since that's all there is in this town. No offense."
I wasn't sure if I wanted to continue this conversation or not, so I started returning back to showering, though my hard-on was trying to get my attention, though I didn't want to just jack off in front of my co-worker. "What do you mean?"
"'White boys can't fuck.' Another one of those sayings. And that includes White men too. I hear it all the time, how we Black brothers are just better at sex. No offense, but White boys and men are just not built for sex."
"Once you go Black, you never go back." I repeated the phrase. I rolled my eyes, this kind of talk was silly. Sure some White men weren't really big enough, or thick enough to please their partners. Okay... a lot of them, from what I'd seen in locker rooms and various. But there were plenty of White pornstars too, with dicks like mine who could as well.
"Ugh... this sucks." I said gesturing to my raging hard-on that refused to go down.
"Just slam your wife once you get home. At least you have a hole to fuck." Darnell said with a grumble.
"I wish. She never wants to have sex anymore. You know the stereotype after being married for a long time." I turned off the faucet and gathered my towel to dry myself off. "Its been years since I've fucked her. Instead I go into my study downstairs and put some porn on. She just doesn't like sex anymore."
Darnell responded with laughter after following me out of the shower room. "Sorry to break it to you. But that's not the reason."
I opened my locker and grabbed my white briefs, something Darnell laughed at calling me a little White boy. "Oh, and just what is, since you seem to know my wife better than me?"
Darnell threw his hands up in defense. "Most women don't just stop liking to have sex."
"Oh yeah, then why is the lack of sex a marriage stereotype after a while."
"They just don't like bad sex." Darnell grabbed his black boxers and put them on, his massive bulge pushing them out and visible underneath. "The White men just can't satisfy their White wives, so they refuse sex, because it sucks for them."
I put on my shirt next. "Yeah right."
"When was the last time you had sex with your wife?"
"I don't know. It's been a long time. Most of the time it was because she didn't want to risk the kids hearing. We both can get quite vocal. As I said I fuck like an animal, and she turns into a moaning mess."
"Those are excuses, other ones are 'I have a headache,' 'not tonight, I'm not in the mood.' And the like. If it really has been since your last kid, that means she just doesn't want to deal with it anymore. There is no point now that you have all the kids you want."
We now were fully dressed and gathering up the last of our stuff. "That's crazy. She always acted like I was fucking her brains out."
"Watch some Black men fucking White chicks, and then put on porn with a White guy doing the same. Listen carefully and watch expressions and the like, you'll see the difference. White men are just not built for sex."
"Alright. I'll appease you. Tonight I'll watch some interracial porn. Just to see if there is anything to what you are saying, and because I'm horny out of my mind."
"And your wife won't touch your dick."
"Don't remind me." I grumbled. I'd gotten so used to it over the years, my nightly stroke session or two. Nancy might have not been horny, but I had a high sex drive, so I came multiple times a day, and that didn't stop just because we had kids in the house, and now that they weren't around, that number had gone up, just due to the opportunity to sit in the study alone.
That night, I greeted my wife and tried again to get her to have sex, telling her how horny I was for her. She'd waved me off saying she was tired from a long day and I should just jack off in my study, apologizing. It was the normal response, and any other day I would have shrugged it off, but now my mind was thinking about Darnell's words.
So I tried again, but no matter what I said, she said she was tired and promised another time, one I knew which would never come. Damn... was I really that bad at sex. Did she really not enjoy my cock fucking her? That couldn't be... it just couldn't...
Realizing my hard-on and drive wasn't going to get taken care of with my wife, I headed downstairs and into my study, shutting the door behind me. I didn't have to do that anymore, as there were no kids, and my wife didn't care, but old habits die hard.
I considered loading up my usual porn playlist, but then I remembered what I told Darnell. He is going to ask about it, so I guess I have no choice. So one google search, and 1 new porn monthly plan later, I was on a site that focused on Black men fucking White women.
I looked up the pornstar names from the videos I normally watched, and found that a lot of them had done scenes with the Black men on this site I was on. I even surprisingly found that some of the male White tops had bottomed for some Black men. I wasn't sure how I felt about that, but in the end I bookmarked those as well.
It felt weird, since I wasn't going to watch just to get off, like I was going to watch porn for science or something. And it didn't take a degree to see what Darnell was saying. The Black dicks were bigger, thicker, and they fucked longer and harder. And it wasn't just the men that were different, but how the women acted. Their moans unlike anything from when the White men were fucking them. Their faces warped in pure ecstasy, it was clear they weren't acting. But that also made it clear that with the White men, they most likely were just acting and putting on a show.
I couldn't believe it. It was like my whole world was shattering. The White on White porn I'd been watching looked like trash now, it looked completely fake. And while yes, it's porn, so it is mostly fake, it now felt like the emotion was as well.
My White cock couldn't take it anymore and I grabbed it and stroked it ferociously. I closed my eyes and imagined myself as the man fucking the bitch, but... the thought of the woman just acting filled my mind. That I'd never caused a woman to moan like that, or make that level of expression once, not even with my wife. Sure they'd moan and scream, but not like this.
I kept stroking with my eyes closed as the next video started. I had clipped them up to only include the fucking parts, because that's what I liked to cum to. So new moans had filled my ears now. They sounded different, but I couldn't fully tell why. But damn were they hot, the Black man must really have been pounding their pussy, because holy, they were moaning like no tomorrow.
Damn, I wish I could make a woman moan like that. She must be in fucking paradise. I continued to listen to the moaning and the intense fucking as I busted my nut all over myself.
In my euphoric haze I opened my eyes to turn off the video, I'd kept it up for so long due to all the research and edging that I just didn't have it up to go another round. Those Black men in the pornos could probably go several though I joked in my head.
I moved the mouse, and then my brain came back to planet earth and I realized what I was watching and listening too. It wasn't a Black man fucking a White woman, but a Black man fucking one of the White male pornstars I'd normally watch top.
His big 7.5 inch cock was flopping around as he was being slammed doggy-style. He honestly looked a lot like I did when I was in my twenties. He was my favorite pornstar, given how much we looked alike and had the same size and girth. Though, I'd only found a few videos with him prior, which had annoyed me, but nothing I could do about it.
Now here I was watching him get his ass wrecked, moaning like a bitch in heat. This alpha man I'd considered my mirror. The video had him get fucked in a few more positions until the Black man finally finished shooting his seed on the White pornstar's face. And then I noticed it, he didn't cum, heck he'd never even touched his cock, the scene was all about him serving that Black man.
My cock slowly came back to life, as I watched the video from start to finish, just to confirm. I couldn't believe what I was watching, this man I believed was a pure alpha top, was acting like a bitch, completely servicing this Black man. Why was I getting hard watching it?
I glanced at my raging White pole, I had really thought I was spent and done for the night, but that porn it was like a drug had been injected into me. I closed the video after debating if I should continue and watch again, and take care of my raging boner again. But, in the end I decided not to.
Closing the laptop I headed upstairs to join my wife in bed.
"I thought you took care of that?" She said pointing at my hard cock as soon as I entered the room. She was lying in bed reading a book with the table lamp next to her.
'Took care of that.' Like when she'd used to remind our sons to take out the trash. Was my dick really an annoyance? No... I shook my head to clear it, I was reading too much into that. "I didn't feel up to it." I said getting in bed next to her.
Her hand flew up instantly. "I have a headache."



I blinked at her. "I know. I wasn't trying to get you to do anything." I was surprised at how quickly she shot down any idea of sex with me.
"Just making sure you know and no stroking in bed."
I fake gasped. "I'm your husband, you know. Not a boy. I don't need to be ordered around."
I rested on my back with my arms behind my head staring at the ceiling. It wasn't long before Nancy turned the light off and wished me good night. In the dark I found my eyes drifting to her.
Would she moan like the women in the pornos if she'd be fucked by a Black man? Would she make those say faces that they made, faces she'd never made when I fucked her? Damn it, I had just made my cock go down, and now it was rising again. Why was I getting hard at that question? I decided to ignore those thoughts and just try to sleep, horny or not.
Darnell and I were only going to hit the gym 3 times a week, so I had to wait two days before we headed to the gym. Our relationship didn't really change, we didn't bring up anything we had talked about throughout the 2 work shifts or during our workout.
Darnell had stripped first and headed toward the shower. I had purposefully taken my time, I decided to compare Darnell to the porn stars I'd seen the other night. When he'd gotten to his boxers and I could see his bulge, I'd thought about the Black pornstars. They didn't really have anything on him, I could see him being one of them.
I stripped off and followed after him, when we were in the shower next to each other I finally spoke since we entered the locker room after the workout. "You were right." I said in a soft voice, that barely reached over the roar of the water.
"Oh? To which one? That your wife doesn't want to have sex with you, or that the porn was different?"
I shoved him a little playfully. "The latter."
"So she put out for you, nice. Good for you man."
I frowned. "No. She had a headache."
Darnell shook his head. "I knew it. So the jury is still out then. So what'd you think of the porn?"
"It was hot." I answered honestly. "I was surprised at how much I enjoyed it. I couldn't really insert myself into the shoes, so I didn't think it would have much effect on me."
"Because you can't fuck that good?"
I gave him a flat look. "Because I'm White, and they were Black." I didn't deny his statement though, because well, he wasn't wrong about it.
"Can only connect if it's a White guy. That's sort of racist."
"I didn't mean it like that. More like-"
Darnell put his hand up and laughed. "Relax, I knew what you meant. Just having a little fun. You are a good guy Tom, don't worry." Darnell returned back to his shower for a bit before he talked to me again. "So you want a White guy in the scene huh... to help you connect to it."
"I didn't say I needed it." I corrected him. "I found it was hot either way." I decided not to mention how hot I found the scene with the White top getting fucked, I was still figuring that one out myself after all.
Darnell opened his eyes and looked at me, with what I could only describe as a predatory gaze, and it sent a shiver down my spine. It made me think of the scene with the White top, my mirror college self getting rammed. But for a split second it wasn't my mirror, it was college me.
"I think I've got some porn for you to watch." He said with a smirk as he rattled off some names.
I groaned. "Nancy is going to look at the bill and be like 'why'd you pay for all these porn movies?' I'm going to be in for it." I said with a sigh, but I'd already decided to say 'fuck it' and just buy those movies Darnell had suggested.
Darnell barked a laugh. "You're the man. You should make the rules, why would you get in trouble?"
"Well, we are married, you know. I've got to talk things over with her." I rolled my eyes as Darnell started to mock me, saying that I should just get Nancy a strap-on and bend over already.
Once home, I didn't even ask Nancy for sex this time, I just headed to my den and got on my laptop. I ended up buying all the movies and scenes that Darnell had told me about and queued them up.
I threw my t-shirt off and opened up my jeans allowing my cock to pop out. I was soft from the drive over, but the thought of watching porn was awaking it. I was curious just what kind of porn Darnell had recommended to me. I admit I had high hopes for it and was planning on watching them from start to finish, not just the fucking parts.
Darnell had even given me a watch order, so I'd set them up just as he instructed. He even said I should only stroke when the White man was fucking, getting sucked, or stroking. I should pretend to be the White man in the scenes. It was kind of a strange request, but I decided I'd obey his instructions.
The first porno gave me high marks for the list, as it was a very hot foursome, with a Black man, a White man, and 2 White women. Each of the men got sucked off and fucked each of the women. The second porno was a threesome with the both guys ending up double fucking the woman.
Third was like the 2nd, but they focused more on spit roasting her. Most of the time the Black man was fucking her ass or pussy, while the White man only got her mouth. But at the very end of the movie there was something I hadn't expected. Before the Black man came in White woman's ass, he pulled out and walked around to her front next to where the White man was fucking her mouth with his eyes closed.
I had thought they were going to trade places, but both the woman and the Black man winked at each other and the scene took a surprising turn. The woman pulled off from the White cock and before the White man could even react the black man had his hands on his head and was pushing him down to his knees.
The White man's eyes flew open in surprise and shock, and it was clear this wasn't in the script for the scene. He opened his mouth to probably protest, but on his knees he was at the perfect height for the Black man to shove his Black cock into the White man's mouth. The Black cock that had just been up the woman's ass was now balls deep into this White man's hole.
He gagged and tried to escape by pulling off, but before he could the woman laughed and grabbed his skull and forced him back toward the hilt of the black man's cock. The woman wasn't the only one laughing either, the Black man, and even the cameraman were laughing.
The White man looked confused, scared, uncertain and nervous as he was given no choice but to keep giving the Black man a blowjob. He probably could have resisted more and gotten free, but he continued to suck. Something the Black man and White woman pointed out that he started to put his mouth into it.
And it wasn't long before the woman let go of his head and then looked at the camera, waved and said 'come on.' She then walked over to the camera, and took it from the camera man.
The camera man then appeared on screen. He was also a Black man with a big dick. Both of them were bigger than the White man in that department. He put it in front of the White man and he began to alternate between Black dicks to suck. All traces of that uncertainty were gone and he looked like a regular bitch glazed out on dick.
"Oh, I've got an idea." The first Black man said. "I've got something else for you to use your mouth on." I had assumed he meant his balls, so I was as surprised as the White man when he turned around and pulled his ass cheeks apart.
"What, wait-" The White man's protests were abruptly stopped and the Black former cameraman grabbed him by his brown hair and forced his mouth up against the Black asshole.
"Suck it bitch. Use that White tongue." The former cameraman said.
The White woman holding the camera zoomed in so you could get a nice shot of the White guy eating ass. "Yeah that's it. So fucking hot." She said, and I had to agree. "Why don't you stroke your cock while you eat that ass."
Both the porn star and I began stroking. Rimming typically wasn't my thing, I'd only gotten Nancy to try it once, it was mutual. So she'd rimmed me, and I her. She didn't enjoy either, and while I enjoyed getting rimmed, doing it wasn't for me, so I didn't mind too much when Nancy had said she didn't enjoy it.
So now that I was watching another White man licking a Black ass I was surprised by my thoughts. I was thinking about myself in that same position. I stroked along with the White man, and pretended to lick the ass in front of me as well.
The video lasted only a little longer as the White man ended up shooting in a matter of seconds, and the video ended with a close up of him huffing and smiling while shaking his head at what had just happened, before the four of them laughed it off and it faded to black.
I hadn't cum yet though. The videos were long and as soon as I'd get close, the White guy would be out of action long enough that it faded. It was kind of a cruel tease, but I was enjoying it nonetheless. Darnell had picked some very hot porn, I'd have to thank him.
The next one started and it seemed like it would be another threesome with a White woman, or so I thought, as shortly after the oral sessions, the White man got on his knees. Was he going to give the Black man a blowjob? A rimjob? I was actually kind of excited for that if it went that way.
But it didn't, the black man continued to get more oral as the White man just watched on his knees. The woman sucked the Black cock for quite a while before they moved onto fucking. The Black man ravaged the White woman, all the while the White man just remained on his knees, his hands behind his back watching, his hard-on jetting out, never being touched.
And then the next porno came on, then the next one, and the next one, and they continued in the same pattern. The white man would get a tiny bit of oral before sitting or kneeling to the side, or on all fours and just watch. They were all cuckold porn now.
I had a hard-on just like the White cucks, but I didn't stroke. I had stroked along with all the White men before as if I was them, so it just felt natural to leave my hard on alone, just like they had.
And then the last one started playing. This one was different, the White man was already on his knees, and it looked homemade. He was naked, and his girl was already sucking Black cock at the start. And then I noticed something between the White man's legs, and it wasn't his hard-on, because he didn't have one.
The White guy hung his head, not even looking at the scene that happened next to him. The Black man was railing the White woman just on the bed to the side, and she was moaning like her world was getting rocked. She held up her finger and flipped the White man off. "Fuck you. I'm keeping that White dick locked forever!" she said in between fits of moans. "Aaaah! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck me! Yeah! Aaaah! Fuck you Travis, you're never getting this pussy again! That White dick is staying where it belongs. OMG! Black is so much better!"
The video ended shortly after that and I wasn't sure how to feel. That was the first time I'd seen anything like it. I'd never seen a chastity cage before, never thought about them once. And those things the woman was saying to her boyfriend/husband, and I was still rock hard. The last chunk of videos the White men had barely gotten any attention, so I'd hadn't gotten off.
I could have jacked myself off now that the videos were over, but something about that seemed wrong. I had said I'd pretend to be the White men from the scenes and only get what they got. So that means I'm going to bed with a hard-on again, and not cumming tonight.
The next day after work sitting around at home in my den I found myself turning on porn again. I hadn't closed out the playlist from the night before, so I decided to run through it again. Nancy was in the living room next door, but she'd heard porn before, so I didn't think she'd mind.
Like my usual pattern, I ended up sniping out all the non-fucking parts, or well I was planning on, but then I got to the one which had taken that surprising twist, and decided I'd leave that part in.
I finished setting up the playlist and I also decided to randomize it. I decided I'd once again insert myself as the White man in them, and only give my dick attention when the White dick on screen got attention.
What I didn't realize with this set-up was, there were large chunks where the White man's dick was not touched. Over half of the vids were with the White man getting cucked, and he only got a tiny amount of oral or nothing. So I ended up with a raging hard-on just like them, without getting any attention.
But oddly enough I didn't feel compelled to stroke. I was the White man in them. I was taking on his role. He was watching, that's it. I was watching that's it. And then the final scene from before played, and now that I was pretending to be the White man in the clip, it felt way hotter.
I paused the video. And got off my chair, completely stripped like the White man in the clip and got on my knees. I turned on the clip and then knelt just like him. I hung my head so I could only see him from my angle. We were one of the same. I wanted to be him.
I could only hear the fucking in the background just like him, so I imagined it wasn't this random bitch, but Nancy. My Nancy moaning, my Nancy saying how my dick would never touch her pussy again. My Nancy saying that Black cock was better.
Once the clip ended I realized what I was doing, and scrambled back to the laptop and turned off the porn. I poked my head out into the living room in a slight panic, had Nancy heard what was yelled out in the last porno? It wasn't like the woman was saying it in a soft voice, she screamed it, and I had the volume pretty high.
I left the room still with my hard-on out and crossed from the living room to the kitchen. Nancy sat on a couch reading a book. "Hey, sorry about the noise. I didn't realize it was so loud." When Nancy didn't respond, I called out again.
She noticed me standing in the kitchen and reached up and lifted her hand to her ear and took out some earbuds. "Sorry, what was that hon?"
"Nothing. Don't worry about it." I said while letting out a sigh. Nancy hadn't heard. But a tiny tiny part of me felt a little pang of disappointment. Wait... what is wrong with me. I don't want to hear stuff like that from Nancy, nor be a cuck. Though I guess it wouldn't change anything, my White dick hasn't gotten to fuck her pussy in years...
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Cuckolding
Owning the River Family - Tom - The Man of the House Part 2
The next night was another gym night, we didn't bring anything related to porn until both of us were naked in the shower. "Really funny about the porn. Almost all cuckold porn."
"You said you wanted porn with a White guy and a Black man. That's most of the time what it is." Darnell said with a shrug. "So what'd you think?"
"They were hot."
His eyebrow raised. "All?"
I paused and debated on if I should tell Darnell or not. "Yes. All of them. Even the last one." I gave him a look. "Stop laughing."
"I wasn't."
"I could see it on your face."
"Did you do the other thing I told you to do? Pretend you were the White guy in them?"
I decided to ignore him for a moment and just focus on lathering up. But as I thought about his question, the memories of the day before came back and my dick started to harden. "Yes."
He let out a quick chuckle. "Oh? I take it you didn't cum then." He said with a smirk like he already knew the answer looking at my cock.
"No... I didn't. Either day. I haven't cum since our first gym night, almost a whole week now."
"You could have just jacked off after watching." He said, rolling his eyes.
"I know."
"So, which one was your favorite?" Darnell asked after we almost finished showering.
I didn't want to answer that. I wasn't even sure of the answer myself. It was either the last one, or the one that got flipped on the White man and he'd given a blowjob and rimjob. Neither made me look good if I answered those.
Darnell started to chuckle. "Your silence tells me which one."
"Asshole." I grumbled. But now I was thinking of those porn scenes and I was hard once more. I hung my head down toward my harder head, it was honestly annoying me just a bit how easily I was getting hard to this.
I didn't feel like stuffing it into my briefs when it was raging, so I sat down on the bench and decided to start with my socks. My plan was to give it just a little time to calm down. "Now I have to worry about taking care of this."
"Because your wife doesn't want your dick."
I paused mid putting on my white athletic knee high sock and turned my head toward Darnell. And then I realized he hadn't started putting any of his clothes on, and sitting down on the bench might have been a bad idea, for I was eye level with his massive Black cock. It was inches in front of me. And seeing it up close, was filling me with strange thoughts and feelings. Pointing right at me like a sword coming straight for my masculinity.
I couldn't take my eyes off his cockhead. My mind was melting and I thought back to the rimming porn scene. How it had been a surprise to the White guy, but he seemed to accept it quickly, and I felt I could understand why. There was something mesmerizing about the massive Black pole in front of me. It was like my brain had been switched off and a little devil was whispering in my ear 'suck it.'
"Tom?"
Darnell's voice broke me from my trance and I tore my gaze off his cock and up to his face. "Sorry, I was a little surprised."
He smirked down at me and suddenly I felt small. I felt like a boy looking up at a man. "Anyway," I turned back to my socks and focused on getting dressed. "That's not it, Nancy just has a demanding job and suffers from chronic headaches. You are reading too much into it."
"Oh really? Want to make a bet?"
I glanced over at him with a side eye. "You're not fucking my wife."
He laughed and it made me turn red. "Wow Tom, that was a leap. So you've been thinking about that huh?" He teased me, causing me to get more embarrassed. "That's not what I was thinking of though."
I finished putting on my socks and then started to put on my briefs. "Oh, what is it then?"
"You'll see. I don't have it on me right now."
I badgered Darnell as we continued to get dressed, but he refused to elaborate. So I was left in the dark and waiting until our next gym session. In the two days meanwhile I continued to watch the porn Darnell had recommended to me.
But I couldn't hold back my anticipation for what Darnell was cooking up. It was a combination of excitement and nervousness. I didn't know if I truly wanted to continue along this path, but I couldn't resist the temptation.
I was distracted during our whole workout and just wanted to get it over with and head to the shower, just to find out what this bet was going to be about. "So?" I grumbled when Darnell had said nothing despite we were finished with our showers.
"Are you that horny and excited Tom?"
"Yes." I pointed to my hard on.
"You do know this isn't going to be getting you any action. Your White dick isn't getting touched. But if that wets your whistle, I'll show you."
Despite saying that Darnell still said nothing until we were finished and getting dressed. Once we both were fully dressed instead of just saying our goodbyes he reached into his gym bag and took out an unmarked cardboard box.
"What's that?"
"You said you think your wife just isn't interested in sex, and I say she just doesn't want your dick. Show this to your wife and then ask her if she wants to use it."
I opened the box and inside was a large Black dildo. It was at least 2 inches bigger than me, and 2 inches thicker than me. It was an impressive size. "Wow. The guy who has this dick is a lucky bastard."
"Thanks Tom."
"This is-"
"Yeah, I had a dildo made after me. So I guess it will be like I'm fucking your wife after all like you said."
I frowned at his joke. "So when she says she isn't up for it, I win?"
Darnell patted me on the shoulder. "Trust me Tom, she won't resist. Give her an opportunity and she'll be riding it before you know it. Well, unless you'd rather demonstrate for her." Darnell laughed as he left the locker room.
"That's not funny!" I yelled after him. But then my gaze went back down to the Black dildo. Darnell's dick was in my hands, so to speak. The memories of when it was inches from my face flooded my mind.
I took it out of the box and saw that there was even a suction on the end next to some very large Black balls. I had no doubt that the size of those balls were also based on Darnell. I sat it down on the bench, it stood erect despite not being suctioned to the bench.
I bent down on my knees to get a good look at it. My mind was telling me to stick my tongue out and just give it a lick. 'You wanted to lick the real thing just 2 days ago, now is your chance.' I shook off those thoughts before I actually committed to the act or heaven forbid someone else came in and stuffed the dildo in its box and into my gym bag.
I decided to go out and have a few drinks before I went home. Not enough to get me drunk, or such, but just something to kill some time. Nancy was already in bed, reading again, when I got home. Maybe I was cheating a little, as she was more likely to say no before bed like this. But I wasn't sure how I'd feel if I showed her the dildo and instantly she got excited was like 'Fuck me with it.'
"Hey, honey, long session at the gym today?" She asked upon seeing me entering the room.
"Something like that, also I've been bonding with Darnell and we got to talking a lot. The time kind of slipped away from me. Sorry dear."
She laughed a little. "Nothing wrong. I'm glad you are enjoying yourself. But I was getting worried, I was going to be sleeping alone tonight. What's wrong?" Nancy stopped, and eyed me, she noticed I was acting hesitantly and holding my gym bag. I normally put it in the closet by the front door.
"Well," I said, trying to come up with the words. "I was telling Darnell about our sex life, or lack of sex life. And he suggested that maybe it was because there wasn't anything to spice it up." It was hard coming up with an actual good reason why I was bringing home a dildo without explaining the whole thing.
"Oh?" I couldn't get a read on what Nancy was thinking or feeling. She seemed curious, but also disappointed, guilty maybe?
I set the gym bag down and took out the box and the dildo. "So he gave me this dildo. He thought it might add some variety. Like I could use this on you while also fondling your breasts or something." I watched Nancy carefully as I held it up. Her eyes didn't give anything away and she turned away quickly.
"Your dick is the only thing I need, I don't need a dildo honey." She said with a bored tone.
"Yeah, it was just a thought. I figured so. But, I couldn't exactly turn down Darnell's goodwill." A smile broke out on my face, she wasn't interested period. I had won the bet. But something in me said I needed to give it one more chance.
"I'm just going to put it away then." I said opening my underwear drawer. The drawer full of white briefs greeted me and then I put the box with the Black dildo in there with them. "I'm going to shower, I didn't at the gym, so I'm sure I reek."
"You better, take your time and get clean. I don't want to sleep next to a sweaty pig." Nancy said laughing. "I want to smell a clean, fresh, sexy one."
"Don't worry I will. Love you." I said before heading into the bathroom attached to our master bedroom.
I turned the hot water on and then just waited. I was giving Nancy a chance to use the dildo without me knowing about it. The minutes ticked by and still the only sound I heard was the shower running. Eventually I shook my head, this was silly, Nancy was not interested in sex, that was the answer. It seemed the only action my dick was going to get was my hand after all, though at least I won the bet.
Deciding to take the shower after all, I stripped out of my clothes and got into our walk-in shower. When we were newlyweds I liked to step into it behind Nancy and kiss her neck. I would use my hands to massage her breasts, as I grinded my dick against her ass.
Damn... now I'm hard again. I reached down and grabbed my hard White dick and stroked it. I'd take care of this quickly and then finish my shower.
"Ooooh, ahhhh."
At first I thought the moan I heard was my own. But, it took me seconds to realize that I was taking care of my business in silence, and that it was Nancy's voice, not mine. It had been forever since I'd heard that moaning blissful voice of hers. Was I imagining it from my memories of our showers together?
"Oooooh yeah..... Ooooh."
My eyes snapped open as I realized this wasn't a fantasy in my head, or my memories replaying things. This was happening at this very moment, just in the other room Nancy was moaning like when I'd fuck her.
There could only be one reason she'd be moaning. She had taken out that Black dildo and was fucking her pussy with it. 'Only need your dick' my ass.
There were so many feelings swirling in my head. I felt hurt because Nancy had lied to me, but also was so turned on listening to her moan. I loved this woman, so hearing her in utter bliss and in the passion of ecstasy filled me with happiness as well and turned me on. Sure I wished I was the cause, but I was fulfilled knowing she was losing herself.
I leaned forward against the wall of the shower using my arm to support myself while my other hand fisted my cock. I pumped as I listened to Nancy moaning. At first she had been quiet, and there was a chance she had been moaning before I first heard her, but she was getting progressively louder. She had at first wanted me not to hear, but she was getting lost in her world of passion and didn't realize how loud she was being.
My brain conjured up images of Nancy being fucked by another man in the room next to me. Surprisingly to me this didn't kill my erection, listening to Nancy moan was driving me wild and she was only using a toy.
I stroked and stroked until I came, shooting right onto the tile shower wall. I leaned against my arm for support as I spent most of my energy. I hadn't cum in days and just now was probably one of the most powerful shots I'd done in a while.
I huffed and huffed against the wall as my cock continued to shoot, as if spurred on by Nancy's moans to continue. "Fuck..." I said breathlessly as after the 5th shot it turned into dribbling.
I listened to Nancy still moan. "Damn... she really went for it. I must really be shit at fucking." I said with a derisive laugh. Turning off the shower, I called out to Nancy "Hey, dear are we out of towels I can't find any." I spoke loudly to make sure she heard me.
I wanted to give her warning that I would be returning, I wanted to see if she'd come clean on using the toy or if she'd keep it a secret from me. Nancy let out a panicked squeak and then I heard a lot of noise coming from the bedroom.
"Never mind I found them." I said, despite that I had already dried off with a towel and was just giving Nancy time, before returning. When I entered the room everything was the same as when I left it. Nancy was sitting in bed reading.
I went over to our dresser and opened up my underwear drawer and there was the Black dildo box, trying to pretend it hadn't been opened, or used.
"Did you enjoy your shower?" Nancy asked.
"Yeah, I thought about how I used to shower with you." I said with a sly smirk as I decided to just sleep naked and made my way over to Nancy.
"Tom, not tonight." She said.
I kissed her cheek. "I know. You're tired. Very tired." I said the last words with a sultry tone, trying to hint to her that I knew, but she didn't seem to catch my meaning. It seemed that Nancy didn't want me to know she had played with the toy, and while I didn't know what that meant, at least for now I'd leave it alone.
So I was bad in bed. It was a strange feeling learning that, but I'd have to admit it now. Nancy would rather have a Black plastic sex toy in her than my White dick. I didn't know how that made me feel. Should I feel angry, hurt, or horny? Because I was all of those to some extent, and more.
-----------------------------------
Over the next week every time I'd come home I'd check the spot in my underwear drawer where I had the dildo, each time putting a certain white brief I had marked with a black marker over top. It was to check if Nancy had used it when I was out of the house, and to my shock it was a daily thing. Who knew my Nancy was so sex starved, it made me horny each time I'd discovered she used it.
The first day when I got back home and learned that fact, my cock had gotten hard and it had only taken a little rubbing through my jeans and I was cumming in my briefs. The 2nd night I'd at least taken my belt off and shucked my jeans and briefs down before stroking and shooting my load onto our dark wood dresser. I panicked and quickly wiped it up with another clean pair of briefs. After that day I'd made sure to grab a clean pair to shoot into.
Now on day 7, I'd realized I needed a new plan, my brief drawer was getting slim fast and I didn't want to constantly be washing just my underwear, for if I left it as barren as it was getting, odds are Nancy wouldn't take the dildo out in fear of getting caught. I also didn't want to have to deal with any sticky clean up or get caught, because if so, Nancy also might stop.
Which led me to my current situation for my cum disposal, which were fitting words seeing as I was in front of the toilet in our master bathroom and would shoot my sperm into it. But as horny as I was, this wasn't enough. Just knowing that Nancy was using it wasn't enough. I wanted more.
I wanted to hear her moans. To hear her in absolute bliss. My dick started to stiffen again despite I'd just shot a load into the water.
Nancy was sitting on the bed, her back against the headboard. Her eyes glazed over from her desire and horniness. She wore a red silk nightgown that was barely on her. It was tied around her waist but opened up front, her large breasts partly spilling out like a treasure asking to be discovered.
In her hands was the Black dildo. She brought it to her lips and kissed it. She ran her tongue all over the dildo's massive head before bringing her tongue down and licking it all over getting it wet and slick.
Once that was done and the dildo was ready, she lowered it down to her pussy and slowly began inserting it.
Damn, my imagination was really off the charts today. I grabbed my cock and began to stroke matching the thrusts that Nancy was doing in my head.
I released my cock and headed back into the bedroom. I opened the drawer and pulled out the Black dildo. Damn, I had forgotten just how big it was. I'd only looked at it that first day.
I headed back into the bathroom and resumed trying to get lost in my fantasy. This time I didn't close my eyes and instead focused on the Black dildo. I stuck it with the suction cup to the sink cabinet. With it stuck on the cabinet next to me, both my hands were free and I could not only stroke myself again, but I used my free hand to stroke the Black dildo as if it was a real cock.
I closed my eyes and imagined that it was in fact a real cock. I was fluffing up this Black man's cock so he could fuck Nancy.
"Fuck." I cried out as I stroked.
"Tom?"
My world inside my imagination froze. Nancy was supposed to be off with the ladies at a church dinner and theater tonight. My eyes flew open and I turned and saw Nancy standing in the doorway.
I wondered what kind of thoughts were going through her mind. Here I was her husband on my knees with my jeans and briefs pulled down stroking both not only my own cock, but the Black dildo attached to the cabinet.
"What are you doing?"
I tried my best to recover and give her a smile. "Nancy, I thought you were out with the ladies?"
"It got canceled last minute."
"But you were gone when I got home?"
"Yeah, I put a note on the fridge. I went to get some chicken breasts for dinner. Since I wasn't going I thought I'd cook us a nice dinner and we could both just relax and have a romantic night."
"That sounds nice." I tried to have a normal conversation as if she had just found me sitting on the couch or something, but Nancy wasn't having it as she crossed her arms.
"So, mind explaining?" She said pointing at the dildo.
My eyes jumped between the dildo, to my cock I was still fisting and then to Nancy's eyes. "How about you first?" I decided that since I'd been caught I might as well go for it.
"Explain what?"
I gave her a flat look. I reached my hand over and grabbed the dildo and pulled back on it and then released it and watched it flop back and forth. Nancy's eyes watched as I did that over and over. "I don't know." I decided to be coy. "You tell me."



Nancy tore her eyes away and let out a huff. "I should get dinner started."
I bolted up and grabbed my jeans in one motion so I could reach Nancy and grab her hand to stop her from leaving. My jeans fell to the ground now that I wasn't holding them up anymore and I took a moment to step out of them.
I kissed Nancy on the cheek and then whispered huskily. "Dinner can wait. I'd rather have a treat now."
"Tom, I really don't-"
"No, not this time Nancy." I said in a forceful whisper. "Don't worry, you'll enjoy this. Please."
Nancy let out a sigh and allowed me to pull her toward the bed. "But not long, I'm hungry Tom."
I smiled at her and gave her a single nod. "Strip out of those clothes for me. I have to get ready." I ignored her confused expression and went to the bathroom and pulled the dildo from the sink.
I glanced down at my hard White cock. I gave it a pitiful smile, like a parent admonishing their child. Sorry, bud, but you won't be getting any attention tonight. I held the Black dildo next to it. You instead are the star of the show tonight, though I doubted Nancy had any idea what I was planning.
I hung around in the bathroom imagining and preparing myself for what I was about to do. I didn't know fully why I even wanted to do it, or how Nancy would react. Nervousness was filling my head and causing hesitation to rise.
Did I really want this? Or was I just sex starved and overly horny? I wasn't sure anymore. But I resolved myself to see it through the end, would there be any turning back though? Would I want to?
"Tom?"
I heard Nancy's voice, I'd probably spaced out and spent longer than she expected and was getting worried. I exited the bathroom to find Nancy standing there naked. She was just as gorgeous as always, and it made my dick twitch. It was going to be hard, not allowing my cock in on the action.
I strolled up to Nancy and gave her a shove hard enough so she fell backward on the bed behind her. Before she had a chance to react I was on her, but not where she expected I'm sure. Instead I was down on my knees at the foot of the bed, my face buried between her legs.
"Tom what are-" Nancy started to talk to me, but was forced to stop and let out a moan as I licked at her pussy.
I stopped licking and worshiping her pussy after a while. "I told you, you're going to like it this time." I returned to my task I wanted to make her feel good and get her relaxed before I revealed the star of the-
I froze. I realized there was a problem with my plan. I hadn't had sex with Nancy in forever so I never thought about lube anymore. I didn't know if she had used any when playing with the dildo, so I didn't know if we had any or not.
Frowning, I left Nancy's pussy after she had grown as exhausted as I had. My tongue wasn't used to doing so much active duty. I seemed to have done a good job as she just laid back breathless.
"I'm ready for you Tom." She said in between pants.
I groaned, I didn't want to ask her for lube and break the moment or end up revealing my plans. I wanted to surprise her and keep her on edge. But how was I going to continue without it? I didn't know if she used lube or not, but I didn't want to hurt her by not using it.
I needed to think fast. There had to be some other way, something I could substitute. Gulping I came up with an option, it wasn't one I was eager to do, but it would at least provide some lubrication.
I lifted up the Black dildo and showed it to Nancy. Her eyes grew wide instantly, not expecting me to hold it I assumed.
"I don't know about that Tom." She seemed nervous, but I knew Nancy enough to tell it was a front. She'd been using this thing daily, after all. "And besides we don't have any lube."
It was like she had read my mind and was trying to come up with an excuse, but I'd already gone over it. I'd already come up with a solution, and also mentally prepared myself for what I was about to do.
I took a deep breath before hesitantly lifting the dildo up to my face. "I have another option then."
"What?"
I ignored Nancy and opened my mouth and inserted the tip in. I instantly felt its size in my mouth. I'd never done anything like this before and it was a completely strange and foreign feeling.
It was also painful and felt like I was shoving the tip of a submarine sub into my mouth and to no surprise my mouth fought back. I gagged and coughed and the dildo fell from my mouth. I sat there trying to recover as I continued coughing.
"Tom, are you okay?" Nancy said, lifting herself up and coming over to me. She put her hand on my back and began to rub. "What were you doing? What were you thinking?"
I finally stopped coughing and tried to talk, but the words that slipped out were, "Holy shit."
Nancy's brow raised in confusion.
"That was way different and more difficult than I thought it would be. How do people manage to do it." I lifted the dildo and looked at it. I'd barely gotten the cockhead into my mouth. Which now revealed to me just how wide and huge it was.
Damn, it was intense and hard to even open my mouth wide enough. How did people deep throat something like this? I now had much more respect for Nancy, and the other women who had sucked my cock. While I wasn't as big or thick as this dildo, I had no doubt that it wasn't an easy task to suck mine either.
"Tom?"
I gulped as I stared at the dildo. I'd barely gotten anywhere, how was I going to get to the base to properly lube it up for Nancy. I just got to go for it, I decided. I screwed my eyes shut and bit down my fear and once again shoved the dildo into my mouth.
I don't know how far I got it down before I gagged and tilted my head down and it slipped out and fell to the floor.
"Tom, what are you doing? Stop this."
"I'm trying to get it lubed up for you." I answered once I recovered, and grabbed the dildo again. I grimaced when I realized I barely made it an inch past the head, I had so many inches to go.
"Tom, this is silly. We don't need to use that. You don't need to-"
"Yes, we do." I gave my wife a fierce look, I wanted to show her my determination and feelings. I lifted the dildo up and opened my mouth to take it again, but it was snatched from me.
"Tom."
"Nancy, we are using that dildo. No matter how long it takes me to get it ready."
She let out a sigh, apparently given up. "You are doing it all wrong. You don't just shove it as deep as you can. That's going to just trigger the gag reflex." Nancy held the dildo up in front of my mouth. "Open."
I nodded and opened my mouth and Nancy slowly inserted the tip in and then she just held it there. It felt like I had something huge in my mouth and it was full, which I guess was true.
"You've never done this Tom, you have to go slow and adjust. Relax your throat muscles." Nancy continued to give me encouragement and advice, until after a while she pushed a little more of it in.
I felt the gag coming on but I tried to fight it off, unsuccessfully. I coughed and choked around the dildo, but since I wasn't the one holding it, it didn't leave my mouth as much as I wanted it to at that moment.
Instead it went deeper. I continued to cough with my mouth and throat fighting back, but each time Nancy actually pushed more in, and I got more. It almost felt like I was being punished for gagging as each time the dildo conquered more and more of my mouth. Like a massive weapon, it kept invading as if it was going to continue until my mouth surrendered.
I choked and gagged and tried to resist throwing up. I thought about fighting back and shoving Nancy away, but that didn't feel right. I also noticed something, my cock was straining hard, completely full of blood and life.
But, eventually I hit my limit, I couldn't take anymore of the Black dildo, it was just too big. I struggled to talk around the dildo and tried to get Nancy's attention. "Nancy." After a few pleas while saying her voice, the dildo stopped its attack and retreated.
Once the dildo was gone, I tried to recover my breath and come back down as I coughed and coughed.
"Sorry, Tom. I don't know what came over me. I should have realized you were struggling." Nancy was caring right away and tried to comfort me as I coughed and tried not to ruin the mood by spewing bile everywhere.
"What happened?" I said between coughs. I really sucked at this blowjob thing.
Nancy turned her eyes down and it seemed she didn't really want to answer. But I pressed her until she did. "Something about watching you struggling to take it, it... well it turned me on." She said, trying not to meet my eyes.
That surprised me. I honestly expected her to be repulsed by my efforts, but here the whole time I'd been turning her on. Maybe this embarrassing and humiliating display I'd just shown her was worth it after all.
And then I realized something, she could have stopped me and done the lubricating by deep throating it herself, instead she had watched me the whole time. She must really have been enjoying it.
"What are you smirking for?"
I didn't realize I was doing that. But I was over the moon, for the first time in who knows how long I'd turned my wife on. Something I had done, had turned her on. "You really enjoyed that?"
Nancy slowly nodded. She lowered her fingers down to her clit, slowly inserting them. "More than you know."
"Maybe you'd like to see me struggle on the real thing then." I said with a smirk, and then once the words came out I realized what I had just said.
Nancy did as well, her mouth fell open. "Oooh.... Umm... I don't know.... Tom... that's..." Her mind seemed to be just as short circuited as mine was.
Why had I even said that? I didn't know where that thought or the words came from. I didn't want to suck a man's dick. That wasn't on my list of things to do, tonight or ever. But then I heard Nancy quietly say.
"Maybe."
And suddenly the thoughts of me asking my Black coworker and gym buddy if he'd be alright with that. The idea that I could turn my wife on, that she'd love it, I was addicted to wanting her attention and affection, so the idea I could do that, after so many years of feeling like the magic was gone. I was desperate to get it back, any way I could.
But that wasn't the only thought. I had wanted to see Nancy take the dildo in person, but now for just a moment the image changed to one of her getting fucked by the real thing. A large Black man pounding Nancy's pussy or ass and bringing her into bliss and ecstasy.
I gulped and nodded to her. I guess I'd have to talk to Darnell. I was both dreading and excited about doing that. I was sure he'd laugh at me for even bringing it up, and be like 'told you.'
my dick twitched, It felt like I didn't know anything anymore, or even about myself. Was I really enjoying this, and that thought as well? That Darnell would be humiliating me, was that causing me to get horny and excited?
"I'll talk to Darnell next time at the gym." My voice was filled with hesitation as I still wasn't fully on board with this. "I think... I'd like that chicken breast dinner now." Fill my mouth with a different kind of meat, at least for now.
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Owning the River Family - Tom - The Man of the House Part 3
I was both nervous and excited for my next gym work out with Darnell. Work couldn't go by fast enough for me the next day.
"Hey Tom, some of us are hitting up the bar later tonight, are you interested in coming?" Matt, one of my other coworkers called out to me as I was on my way off the site.
"Sorry, today is a gym day with Darnell."
Matt nodded to me, he was one of the younger guys at the site, he'd gotten into the company just out of high school a few years back. Very friendly, talked a bit too much in fact and was always trying to get together with us. I had a feeling that he didn't have any friends, as they had all gone off the college.
"We'll still be at the bar probably, if you feel like showing your face afterwards. Let Darnell know as well, okay?"
I told him that if I felt like it I would, but not to expect me. After all, if things went the way I planned Darnell and I would both be busy tonight.
I grabbed some dinner and killed a little time before my regular gym session in the evening.
As usual we were the only ones in the gym, this little gym that the boss had us going to never seemed to be very busy, there were only a few times we'd seen some other guys. But that wasn't surprising. It was a little hole in the wall place, with only a typed sign on the door telling what the place was.
There wasn't a receptionist or staff from what we saw, though you needed to swipe a key card to enter the building so it wasn't surprising.
We both got ready in the locker room and I tried not to take note of Darnell's body for the moment. I needed to focus on my workout, what happens after is for later.
"Have you ever noticed that we are normally alone?" I said to Darnell while I spotted him on his bench press.
"We picked a good time." He said while doing his reps like they were nothing as he started at a slightly lower weight for a warm up.
"And the few times we have seen others it is only guys, normally in pairs like us."
"Some people do like to have a gym partner. That's what we are doing." Darnell said as he finished his first set. "Something wrong with that?"
"No." I said as I started to put more weight on the bar so Darnell could start his next set. "Just found it odd."
"I'm sure this gym has its busy periods. It is nicely equipped."
I had to agree with Darnell, the place wasn't very big itself, but it used its space well to have a lot of quality equipment. They even had a pool, hot tub and sauna.
"I wonder why they aren't more popular."
"The name. Grunt's Gym."
I nodded, yeah that probably had something to do with it. I wondered how the boss even got us memberships to this place. I hadn't seen anything that looked like an office, or staff, or a number to call. So in a way it felt like we were part of an exclusive club, or a private gym just for us.
"Why are we talking about the damn gym anyway?"
"My nephew is a personal trainer. He and his girlfriend were planning on moving out here soon. Just thinking about his job opportunities."
"Why are they moving out to a place like this?"
I paused. Come to think of it, I didn't know the answer. I'm sure Nancy had told me, but it went in one ear and the other it seemed.
Darnell finished up his sets while we shot the shit on random topics. Once he was finished, it was my turn to get on the bench.
While I got into position Darnell changed the weight. He can lift much heavier than me. I'd had that thought each time as Darnell always insisted on going first and then afterward I'd do my sets. Which meant that every gym session, and every machine, either I or Darnell would have to adjust the weight, and lower it. It was a constant reminder that he was bigger and stronger than I was.
At first it didn't bother me, in fact I was impressed by how much Darnell could manage. But after a few times, it started to get under my skin. A slight prickle of envy and jealousy each time, each set, each exercise. But I noticed even that was fading away.
I don't even know what kind of emotions were stirring in me anymore. It was similar to the initial admiration, and also frustrating, but it wasn't the same. Maybe it was humbleness or resignation even at this point.
I guess I'd already realized and accepted that Darnell was bigger, stronger, and better than me in multiple ways. And tonight... he'd most likely be showing off yet another of those ways, or multiple.
I wasn't sure I could handle it. It was a weird mix of conflicting emotions. I wanted to see Nancy happy, and see her world rocked harder than ever before, but some part of me didn't want to see it from another man.
I shook my head and tried to clear those distracting thoughts away before I popped a boner right in front of Darnell mid barbell squat.
We finished up our sets and headed off to the locker room. After a quick change out of our clothes we hit the showers.
Standing next to Darnell as he showered I let my eyes wander more than I'd let in the past. He was focused on showering today and didn't seem to even notice me. He was soaping up his large Black dick and it was coming to life in his hands.
I gulped as I thought about how to broach the topic. If I wanted to see that massive Black sword stabbing into Nancy's pussy I had to think of something, I couldn't just remain in my head. I needed to voice my thoughts. Just open my mouth-
I froze. I remembered the other thing, the reason this was happening. While I wanted to see Nancy getting fucked, that wasn't the reason this was coming to pass. But rather it was because Nancy wanted me sucking on a real cock.
I was staring at Darnell's Black dick. It looked so huge and thick. I didn't know how it fully compared to the dildo, but a feeling of dread and uncertainty rose inside me. Could I even suck something like that. No.. no.. I'd clearly just choke on it.
Why had I said that I'd ask Darnell? If she wanted to see me suck a man's cock I could have just found someone with a tiny little prick. Matt, for example, I doubted he was packing anything in his pants. Or Aaron, or Henry...
I just realized I was thinking about my White coworkers. Not even once thinking about the others. Damn... what is wrong with me?
Why was I automatically thinking of my White coworkers as being small, or well smaller. Clearly the porn I'd been watching had gotten to me. They couldn't all be small right?
"Tom? You okay?"
It took me a moment to realize that Darnell was talking to me. I tried to expel those thoughts and focus on what was actually around me. "Yeah..."
"Really? You look horrified by something."
I eased Darnell's worry and finished up my shower in a flash. We returned to the locker room chatting about this and that. Darnell started to dry himself off with his towel while I sat on a nearby bench.
I took a deep breath and then just let it out. "Darnell, I want you to fuck Nancy." Whoops... that didn't come out like I wanted it to. "I mean, I would like to, I think it would be hot."
Darnell just stared at me and somehow I got the feeling I had just said the wrong thing.
"Darnell?"
He finished drying himself off and started to get dressed. He was finishing putting on his shirt when he finally spoke to me. "So what now, after seeing all that cuck porn you want to be one? Typical White dude."
Huh? I'd struck a nerve but where I didn't know. "Hey you were the one who showed me all this stuff in the first place."
He pointed finger at me. "Porn is porn. I'm not your fetish bait."
"Also, have some self respect as well. This isn't what you want. I can see it in your eyes."
I hadn't expected to be called out like that. Was I really just fetishzing the idea of Nancy getting fucked by a Black guy. I hadn't once thought of the actual Black man aside from how I wanted him to plow into my wife.
I felt Darnell's hand on my shoulder. He wasn't glaring at me anymore, it was more of a pitying and comforting look.
"I get it man. You are unhappy with your sex life. But you don't have to resort to this man."
"But you were the one who gave me the dildo and-"
"Okay, maybe I went too far. It was just talk. Tom, I think of you as a friend, so I don't want to do something to hurt you or something you'd regret."
I let out a sigh. How was this man who was around the age of my son able to see through me so easily.
"What happened? What brought this one anyway?"
I explained to him what happened with Nancy the night before though I left out the details of that Nancy had been using the dildo daily or that I'd been jerking off to it.
"Geez you really love your girl don't you. But I repeat you shouldn't do anything you don't want to do."
"What if I want to do it?"
"See your girl get fucked? You turn into a cuck on me?"
"Not just that. The blowjob as well."
"I don't have sex with friends like that Tom." Darnell walked back over to his locker and grabbed his gym bag. "If you really truly mean it, our friendship as it is now, is over."
I frowned at that. I did enjoy our friendship, it had been a long time since I had a gym buddy and we normally shot the shit for way longer in between rest sets than we needed. "How so?" I pressed forward.
Darnell's eyes narrowed. "You have to submit completely. No ifs ands or buts. I only fuck those I own completely. And Tom, there is no going back once you submit. This isn't a game, and it isn't a playful fetish. So think hard about it. Because it will change your life, that goes for if you look for someone else to play with as well."
I gulped and was left frozen in the locker room as Darnell headed out. I hung my head and thought about Darnell's words, he was right. To me this had been a kind of fun fantasy or game, but it really did have real consequences. Even if I tried to ignore them or forget them.
I didn't feel like heading home after that conversation, so I texted Nancy that I was meeting my coworker's for some drinks and would be home late. I figured that Matt and co would still be at the bar, but even if they weren't I felt like drinking myself stupid. Because that's how I felt.
Sure enough I was right, it wasn't hard to find my coworker's drinking and laughing it up at the bar.
"Hey, look who showed his face." Matt said, waving at me as he'd seen me first. "Tom over here."
"Knock it off, stop being such a dork." Henry said, grabbing Matt and throwing him back down onto the bar stool. "You stay still or I'll tie you down. You're embarrassing all of us here." Henry said as he adjusted his brown cowboy hat.
Henry was a true and blue cowboy, born in the south, worked on a ranch and everything. He wasn't big, but he had the muscles and body to show for all his cattle herding and what not. He also was arrogant and a bit of an ass.
"Hmm, maybe I should act out more then, that might be fun." Matt said, drunk as skunk it seemed. Because otherwise he'd known better than to hit on straight Henry. I wouldn't go so far as to say Henry hated gays, but he certainly fell into the 'don't like' camp. He'd decked a guy at a bar once for flirting with him. Though it appeared he was either in a good mood, too drunk, or something because he didn't lay out Matt.
I looked at the bar, there was Matt, then Henry, Rod and Aaron, but no one else. Ironically all my White coworkers, "Where are the others?" I asked, Matt had invited them right?
"Takashi didn't come, Amir left just before you got here, Raul bailed and Jalen said he already had plans. And lastly Darnell said he wouldn't be coming." Rod said, recounting everyone.
"And now that Tom is here we can ask his opinion." Matt said practically bouncing up and down in his seat. Getting drunk always did bring out the energy in him, it honestly made me exhausted just being around him.
"Oh no. Not this shitty conversation. I've had enough." Henry said slamming his drink down on the bar counter.
"This conversation?" I asked after ordering a beer from the bartender.
The four of them exchanged glances but said nothing, not until after the bartender gave me my drink and then walked away.
"So?"
Matt looked around at the others and after double checking that the bartender was far away spoke. "We were talking about what's going on in the company if you catch my drift."
My eyebrow raised. "Is the boss selling or something? I hadn't heard anything."
Rod sighed and smacked Matt lightly on the head. "He isn't going to understand like that."
"Only a fag like you would." Henry said nursing his drink. "No offense." His not drunk side added.
Aaron rolled his eyes. "Stop calling him that."
"Hey, I said 'no offense.'"
"That means nothing."
"Hey, you two knock it off." Rod said, getting in the way before Aaron and Henry took it too far. "Honestly when I hang out with you lot I feel my age, it's like I'm babysitting my kids again."
"I feel you." I said clinking my beer glass with his. Rod and I were the two oldest guys at the company while everyone else was in their twenties.
"Anyway, we were talking about, well you know... the gym stuff." Matt said, suddenly lowering his voice to where I could barely hear him at the end.
I waved my hand trying to get him to continue since I still didn't get what this was all about.
"You know, how it is one of us White guys and then well-"
"Team building?" I said, I was still confused. "The boss has done silly things like this in the past. I turned to Rod. "Remember the father and sons swimming training."
"Or the nudist camp retreat." Rod said, shaking his head.
Henry spat out his beer and it went everywhere. "The what?"
"It was about bonding by understanding each other at the basest level or some shit." I answered.
"Damn, I'm sad I missed it." Matt said.
"I'm not."
"Maybe I should suggest to the boss to do another one."
"You do that and I kill you."
We all ignored Henry, and I tried to stir the conversation on track. "Anyway, isn't this just to get us to get along with each other. And knowing the boss he probably thinks the other guys might feel a bit othered."
"Yeah, but well doesn't it seem to be pointing out, well..."
"Just say that damn thing! That we notice the dick size difference!" Henry shouted way too loud for what he had said, earning him a smack from Rod.
I blushed, finally getting what the others were getting at. I slowly looked at all of them in turn. "All of you? All of them? Raul? Takashi? Amir? Jalen? All of them?"
I saw Aaron and Matt nod, Aaron more hesitantly, and Matt excitedly. "Even you Rod?" I didn't know what Matt, Aaron or Henry were packing, but I knew Rod's size. He was even bigger and thicker than I was.
"Yeah, Amir is huge. Not just Amir either, his brothers too." Rod answered.
My eyebrow raised. "How do you know that?"
The sound of Henry slamming his glass against the counter saved Rod from answering. "Well, size and girth aren't everything! It is about how you use it, technique is what matters. Just having a big dick doesn't mean anything."
"Oh, and are you saying you have that 'technique?'" Matt teased.
"I've got plenty of compliments to say so. If you don't, you are just stabbing the hole, and that's not going to pleasure your partner."
"Sounds like you are just jealous of Jalen's size."
"Shut up, shrimp dick." Henry growled out. "You got beat by a tiny Asian, I don't want to hear anything out of you. You are an embarrassment to White men."
"I bet I'm bigger than you. Because you clearly are trying to overcompensate."
Rod and I both sighed and grabbed the two of them. "Knock it off. Both of you."
"Just go into the bathroom and have the dick measuring contest." Rod said, which threw me for a loop. What had happened to the straight divorced man I'd know for years in the past few weeks. He used to be such a prude, never wanting to have much to do with any such talk.
"Fine! I'll put shrimpy in his place." Henry said, storming away to the men's room.
Matt jumped up a little more excited than I felt he should be and followed behind. I glanced around at Rod and Aaron. "We should probably follow and make sure they don't kill each other."
"Or fuck each other." Aaron said with a laugh.
"The question would be, who would top?" Rod joined in on the joking as we headed to the restroom.
"Henry obviously." I said. Was it even a question?
"Nah, I bet behind all that bluster he is really submissive deep down." Aaron said, shaking his head. "It is always the guys like him in my experience."
When we entered the men's room it was thankfully empty as I wasn't sure how the two of them would live this down once sober otherwise. Rod and I instructed Aaron to guard the door as we went deeper into the men's room and around the corner.
Henry was just standing there looking disgusted as Matt was stripping. "What the fuck are you doing fag. Why are you stripping?"
"How else are we going to get accurate measurements?"
Henry either agreed or he was too drunk to fully care as after hearing that he also began to strip, starting with his shirt like Matt had.
Matt was more the skinny twink type, with a lean frame, but no real strong muscle definition. Henry on the other hand, clearly was a gym rat type. He was impressively shredded and he knew it, because once he had his shirt off he flexed.
"Stop staring fag." He said, but he was enjoying the attention and praise, his body was getting from Matt's eyes as he flexed and posed some more.
It wasn't long before both men dropped their jeans and then their boxers. Rod and I couldn't stop our snickers from escaping once that happened.
"Shut up! It gets big." Henry yelled, putting his hands up front to cover his little friend. Which was only an inch, if even.
They really were opposites in every way, not just personality. Henry's dick was uncut, Matt's cut. Henry was tiny, Matt was at least 5 inches soft.
"Guess we know who the shrimp is now." Matt said in between chuckles.
"Shut up. It is just soft right now." Henry growled out as he grabbed his dick and began to stroke. "I'll put you in your place." He closed his eyes as he stroked and within seconds it started to grow. First enough for him to get more than two fingers around, then a few more, finally he was fisting it.
Matt on the other hand didn't even have to stroke to get hard, he was simply getting off to watching Henry stroke and his cock grow. And I had to admit, Henry wasn't just spouting bullshit, his cock really did grow.



The asshole had in fact been blessed by god to have a massive White cock in length. His girth was underwhelming, but he had to be about 9 inches long.
"Impressive." Matt said, accepting his defeat.
Rod next to me whistled. I simply stared. My eyes fixated on Henry's large cock. "And you are smaller than Jalen?"
That caused Henry to freeze up and his smirk fell. "Just barely... but he is thicker."
"Most guys are." Rod said, earning him a glare from Henry. "Just stating a fact. You have length but not thickness."
"Alright, you guys did your pissing contest, just get dressed before someone wants to use the men's room." Aaron added from near the entrance.
"Not yet. Admit it, loser." Henry said with a smirk coming back. "Admit it, I'm bigger than all of you. I'm superior."
He really was too drunk right now. He'd probably take a few days off after this, too embarrassed to see our faces. So not wanting to deal with his temper blowing we all just told him what he wanted to hear.
Once the boy was happy, he put his clothes back on and strode out of the bathroom with a shit eating grin. He really was like a little kid sometimes, just had to stroke his ego. I wondered if he had a praise fetish.
The rest of us followed not far behind him. We had to listen to him prattle on about how amazing he was as we continued drinking. But I was too distracted to pay attention as something was nagging at me. All of us White men were smaller than the random men of other races at the company. And I highly doubted the boss hired them based on dick size. Did that mean I was seeing the true average, or was it just a stroke of some kind of luck that we all dwarfed the other men?
My mind went back to the stuff Darnell had said to me, about how White men weren't designed for sex, the hashtags he told me, and the porn I had been watching. I had ended up watching more porn than those outside what Darnell had told me, and I found out most cuckold porn was of White guys watching their girls get fucked by Black men, but sometimes other races as well. Of course there were White guys cucking other White guys as well, but I found barely any of White men cucking men of other races.
At some point everyone but Henry had taken off. He was still making an ass of himself talking about how great he was and such. My head was already long gone from all the drinks I had as well.
"It doesn't matter if your dick reaches far in, if you are fucking someone with a toothpick." He had been sputtering prideful nonsense for at least an hour or so and I had enough.
Henry seemed taken aback for a moment, then blushed and got bashful for 2 seconds before he turned red for a different reason and looked like he wanted to stab me to death. It made me wonder if he got a lot of disappointment and complaints in the bedroom from how he was acting. He clearly was taking any bit of a slight personally.
"They feel it!"
"Prove it."
"How? You want me to pick up some chick here now?"
I rose from my spot at the bar and headed back over to the restrooms. "Come with me."
I didn't know what was coming over me. My mind was swimming in alcohol and not thinking clearly. That was my excuse, or maybe it was because Darnell had turned me down and now I was frustrated. But either way, was I really going to suck Henry off? He wasn't as long as Darnell, and well not nearly as thick, not even as thick as the dildo.
I was surprised to find that Henry was actually following behind me. He said nothing but trailed behind me into the men's room.
"How am I going to prove it?" Henry said, acting like he didn't know what was about to happen. He either was too drunk to think, playing the part, or wasn't the brightest bulb.
"Shut up." I said to him as I sank to my knees. "Just be quiet. You're going to be my practice dick, so I can suck the real thing for Nancy." Throughout the night I had let it slip about Nancy and my dildo bedroom actions. And how I wanted to see her take the dildo, but to do that I needed to suck it first. Though that wasn't the truth, it was what I ended up telling them.
"You're going to regret this. After me, that dildo will just be a disappointment." He said with a cocky tone, but I tried to ignore him. The more I realized this was Henry, my younger asshole coworker, the less I wanted to give him the satisfaction, even if he wouldn't remember it tomorrow.
Henry undid his belt and pulled his jeans and boxers down enough to allow his dick and balls to come out. He was completely soft, and barely over an inch, with tiny balls to match. I had to take a moment to remember he would get bigger, before I let disappointment set in. He really was the type to never make a good first impression unless he was hard.
I lowered my head to his tiny little pink cock and took it in with one gulp. It was nothing compared to the Black dildo from before. It was easy to take in, but I had to remember it would grow big in my mouth and be ready for that.
But if I wanted that, I'd have to give him some pleasure, so I tightened my lips and mouth on him as much as I could and ran my tongue on the top of his cockhead.
"Fuck." I heard Henry say as I continued my actions. "Are you sure you haven't done this before? You look right like that, a born cocksucker Tom. I always knew-"
I cut his nasty mouth off by giving him a brutal punch to the balls. I took my mouth off his cock, which had grown an inch at this point. "I don't need my practice cock to talk down to me." I glared up at him. "So either stay silent or stick to compliments or else your balls will become a punching bag the whole time."
Henry glared back at me and opened his mouth to say something foul, but I cut him off by giving his little sack a hard tug and then a twist. "Fuck... " He bit out. "Fine."
Once I realized I silenced the color commentary, I returned my mouth back to his cock. It was slightly harder to take in now, as it had grown a few more inches. Had he liked the ball punishment? Maybe Aaron had been right and he would have been the bottom between him and Matt.
He had probably grown to 6 inches now, and was filling my mouth at least length wise. I could feel my gag reflex kicking in the moment I started to deepthroat him completely.
"Don't throw up on my dick."
I gave his balls another tug down with all my strength.
"Fuck."
I coughed and pulled off of him as I couldn't take anymore and when I did I realized he was almost his full size now. "Geez, it's not easy to take something that long, even if it is like a noodle."
"Hey-!" I stopped him from talking by giving his ball sack another punch.
"You like cbt or something?" I said as a joke, but when Henry didn't give me any lip, I couldn't help but wonder if I had struck the truth.
I returned to trying to get his cock in my mouth, unlike with the dildo which my whole mouth felt stuffed with, it was just Henry's length that was the issue. I tried to follow Nancy's advice and go slow and allow my mouth and throat to relax and adjust to an object being inside it.
But something was off... It just didn't have the same feeling as the dildo. Was it because Nancy wasn't watching? Was it because Henry wasn't thick? Or was it... a race thing? Was the contrast and the race aspect what had intrigued me the most?
I think I'd be lying to myself if I said it played no part, however I don't think that was it alone. This wasn't what I was looking for, and Henry did nothing for me.
Suddenly I was gagging and choking as Henry gave a full thrust into my mouth and forced me down onto the hilt of his cock. My nose filled with his scent. I was right up against his skin and the trimmed bush he had above his dick.
I gagged and choked, and tried to pull back, and to my surprise Henry didn't stop me. But the bastard was laughing at me.
"That's for the cbt!"
I sputtered and coughed trying to get my bearings from the sudden attack. "Well the dildo was better, I could barely tell something was in my mouth."
"Fuck you." Henry said, giving me a shove before pulling his jeans up and storming out of the men's room.
I stared down at the men's room tile. It wasn't a lie either... the dildo had been better. But I didn't know why.
__________________
I shouldn't have drank more. I was already wasted, I'd sucked Henry's cock after all, that should say how drunk I had been. But I did. It was just me left as Henry had taken off after the bathroom thing.
My thoughts spiraled to all the strangeness over the past weeks. They flickered back and forth, between Nancy and Darnell. It was strange, those talks I'd had with Darnell felt more real than my daily life with Nancy. With Nancy they felt cold and isolated, like we were both living separate lives, or stars rotating around a planet and sometimes we'd be in each other's orbit, but most often far apart.
It didn't feel that way with Darnell. Those conversations, the ribbing, the teasing, the advice we shared with each other, or musings about our lives, they felt alive.
Part of me wished it was time for me to head to the gym with Darnell, rather than head home to Nancy. To my own wife in bed waiting for me.
What the fuck was wrong with me? I tried to shake off those thoughts, but they continued to persist.
That was my defense, as at some point I'd left the bar and made it home. There was Nancy in bed reading some romance novel. I remember her telling me how much she loved the couples in those. She had at one point said we were like those characters, but that was so long ago. I wondered if she even still thought the same. Did she even love me anymore?
The novel snapped shut and she sent me a glare. "You're awfully late. You could have called or sent a text."
"Do you really care?"
Nancy seemed thrown off, and I couldn't blame her, I'd snapped back with a force she hadn't expected.
"You could have called or texted me, if you were worried." I threw her statement back at her. The alcohol was pushing my fears out and caution to the wind so I spoke my mind without hesitation.
"Is something bothering you Tom?"
I was still standing in the doorway. I leaned against its frame and crossed my arms.
"Do you still love me?"
"What?"
"Did you ever love me?"
"T-Tom? What are you saying?"
"Answer the question Nancy. I want to know."
Nancy lifted up her finger showing me her wedding ring. "You are drunk. You aren't thinking clearly."
"No, I'm thinking clearly for the first time in a while. Nancy, do you still love me?"
"Of course."
I narrowed my eyes and spoke sharp words. "Liar."
Nancy set the book down and looked like she was going to burst out in tears. "Tom, what are you saying?"
I wordlessly walked over to the drawer and pulled out the dildo. I threw the box on the bed in front of Nancy.
She looked away from it instantly. "It is late. Let's-"
"Already used it today?"
Her eyes snapped to me, confusion, disbelief, fear and panic were swirling around in her expression. "What? Why-"
"Liar." I said crossing my arms again.
"Tom what is this-"
I put my hand up to silence her. "I know. I know you've been using this dildo over and over since I received it. I don't want anymore lies. I thought I could trust you, that this didn't bother me, but it does."
"Tom, I'm sorry. I won't use it anymore."
"That's not it. I don't care about that. You lied to me Nancy." Yes, that was the heart of the matter. "Why?"
Nancy's gaze fell to the bed and that was fine, I didn't want to look at her at this moment anyway. "Why what?"
I took a seat on the bed, I wanted to be near her, but at the same time I wanted distance, a strange contradiction. I didn't even understand it myself. "Why didn't you tell me? Why did you lie to me?"
I heard her let out a deep exhale, and then silence for a long time. "I didn't want to hurt your feelings."
"Because I suck at sex?"
I felt her hand on my back. Her breath on my neck. "You don't suck. I guess, I just wanted something different. I was curious, since..." she froze up as if she didn't want to say the other words. "It was bigger and thicker than you."
Those words should have hurt me. The idea that Nancy was drawn to it because she felt it would be better, but they didn't. I couldn't blame her, bigger is better, I'd feel the same in her shoes. And the most interesting thing was it caused my dick to stir.
"Then let me watch."
"Huh?"
I spun around and grabbed the box. "You heard me. You said it is bigger and better than me. You wanted it more than me, so use it. Right now."
"Tom, I don't think-"
"I don't care what you think. I said to use it, whore." I was cold. Downright abusive. My rage was being let loose thanks to being smashed and I couldn't stop it. The worst part about it was... Nancy wasn't the whore... I was. I had been the one just sucking a man's cock hours ago.
Nancy looked on the verge of tears, but nodded.
"Good. Where are you keeping the lube, or are you taking it dry all the time?"
Nancy wouldn't look at me, she just kept staring at the dildo. She reached up and pointed at the dresser. "In my jewelry box. You remember that pendant you gave me for our 5th wedding anniversary, it is in the pouch with it."
That was a good spot, I had looked around in the dresser and had even opened the jewelry box, but hadn't thought to look deeper in. I took out the small purple velvet pouch and dumped both the silver necklace with its emerald center stone and the bottle of lube out.
Nancy looked up at me with an uncertain expression as she took the two items. "Are you sure you want this?"
"If you are going to use it, I want to watch. Or do you prefer me to be one of those cucks that are waiting outside the room?"
"What? Tom I-"
I walked away from the bed and grabbed a chair we had and pulled it toward the wall next to the door. I plopped down in and crossed my arms. "I'm ready for my show." When Nancy didn't react I raised my voice. "Well, get on with it whore. Because that's what you are. Rejecting your man, while imagining the dick of another man."
"Tom, it is just a toy. Just because I was using a toy doesn't mean I want another man's cock."
"Well, one thing is clear, you don't want mine. You don't want me at all." I rose from my chair and left the room slamming the door on the way out. "I'll be in the spare room, if you care."
After throwing out that last remark I went down the hallway to our guest bedroom and hit the sack.
________________________
My head was killing me as I woke up, and I felt a strange confusion. This wasn't the master bedroom. Why was I sleeping in the guest room? My hand instinctively went to my throbbing head. The pain in my head was killing me.
The night was a blur, anything that happened at the bar was a series of scattered fragments. Even the things that occurred at the bar and what was said were incomplete. But, I did remember one fact clearly, I had sucked Henry's cock. Even if I couldn't remember the details, or what was said at that time. I knew that I had done it.
I sat up in bed hanging my head. I felt guilty over it. While I had agreed to suck a real cock in front of Nancy, I had gone and sucked Henry without Nancy's knowledge. Was that cheating? I didn't know.
Fuck, my head hurt. I should have stopped drinking before sucking Henry off. But, probably because I did that act, I had continued more and more.
Now that my head was clear I thought I'd have a better understanding of my feelings regarding what happened with Henry, but now I just felt more conflicted and I couldn't remember anything in detail either.
"Damn, I really screwed up." I rose from the bed and headed off to our master bedroom to tell Nancy what I'd done. But as I walked I wondered if maybe I'd already done that, and Nancy had kicked me from the room.
I entered the bedroom and saw Nancy packing up a suitcase. My heart fell. Was she leaving me over me sucking Henry off. It wasn't cheating right because it was with a man, and besides she said she wanted to watch me do it, so it was fine for me to get practice right? Damn it... my head was throbbing and making it hard to think clearly.
"Nancy, what are you doing?"
Nancy looked up at me and then turned her eyes away. "Tom." She seemed uncertain how to interact with me.
"Why are you packing?"
"The church ladies retreat, I told you about it so many times Tom. Honestly. I know you are suffering from a hangover, but it's like you don't listen to me."
I went up to her and hugged her. "I listen. I love you Nancy." I whispered in her ear. I was relieved that she wasn't leaving me.
"Could have fooled me with what you said last night."
I tried to recall something I said to Nancy, but that just made my headache worse than I thought was possible. "Sorry, I was drunk. I wasn't myself."
Nancy wiggled away from me and returned to packing. "Tom. Did you mean what you said?"
I winced as my head decided to start ringing as well. If only I could recall what I actually had said. But since my memory was blank, it was impossible to answer her question.
"I've been thinking about it all night. All your words and actions." Nancy walked over and slammed the suitcase shut.
"Nancy, don't be mad. I'm sorry."
"Tom, I can't believe you. That you would even say or think such things." Nancy sent me a glare. "That I don't love you."
"Can you blame me?"
"Tom, we've been married for over 25 years."
"Feelings change Nancy."
Nancy shook her head. "I don't have time for this. I'll miss my flight. And besides this is silly. When you clear your head you'll see that."
It was my turn to get angry. I slammed my hand wall. Whoa... bad idea... my head started to spin. "Damn it Nancy! It is like I don't matter to you at all. I swear sometimes we feel more like roommates than husband and wife!"
"What's that supposed to mean?!"
"Forget it." I spat out.
"No, Tom, answer me."
"I said to fucking forget it!" Fuck! Raising my voice like that wasn't good for my head. I turned to leave the bedroom.
"Where do you think you are going?" I heard Nancy yell at me.
"To the gym to clear my head." I wasn't sure why I had said that. Working out with this killer hangover wouldn't probably be a smart idea. But I just wanted to get away from Nancy, away from my house.
I needed someone to talk to. Someone who made me feel like my existence mattered at least as a friend. I cross referenced all my friends and realized that I had surprisingly few I had kept up with on a regular basis that lived around here. Sure I had a lot that I chatted with here and there randomly on online posts, but that wasn't what I wanted right now.
I thought about Rob, but I doubted he'd be up this early. I also wasn't too keen to talk to any of the other guys from last night, I just simply wasn't close to them, they were just coworkers I barely knew.
In the end I sent a message to Darnell. It was just a simple. "Heading to the gym. Interested in pumping iron with me?'
I was surprised when I got a response, "15 min." And could only believe that meant he'd be there in 15. Something about that filled me with a strong feeling I hadn't felt in who knows how long. A feeling I hadn't gotten from Nancy in so long, like I mattered.
"You look like shit." Were the first words out of Darnell as soon as he entered the gym and saw me sitting on a bench waiting for him.
I couldn't deny it. I felt like shit too. I had beat him to the gym and already changed into a pair of basketball shorts and a t-shirt.
"Drank yourself stupid last night, huh?"
"Let's just get started." I said heading toward the squat rack.
"Oh hell no." Darnell said, grabbing me. "You aren't lifting weights like that. I'm not watching you kill yourself."
"I'll be fine." I said. "Besides, it will help clear my head."



"Fuck that." Darnell said, pushing me toward another part of the gym. A door we hadn't entered before in fact. The door to the pool room.
It was a nice sized pool and the room was kept nice and warm to allow patrons to feel comfortable even in their swimsuits. The smell of chlorine filled the air but that just caused me to feel even more off.
"I didn't bring my trunks." That wasn't completely true, I did have them in my gym bag, but that was in the locker room. Besides we needed to shower-
I didn't get to finish my statement as Darnell gave me a shove and suddenly I was in the water. To say that water woke me up and cooled my hangover a bit would be an understatement.
I floundered for a bit before my head allowed me to swim fine. I glared at Darnell, but then I turned a little red as I watched him whip his shirt off and then unbuckle his belt and his jeans fell down. Next he pulled down his boxers in a practiced motion that spared no time or extra action. His Black cock exposed to me. It was soft, but still so huge. So intimidating. So manly.
He jumped in the pool next to me. "A good swim will be better than those weights today. And if you start drowning I'll just pull you back down from heaven." He said with a laugh. "You won't break your neck at least."
"You could have given me a heads up."
"Where is the fun in that? Besides, I wanted to see your panicked face, like this." As he said that a smirk appeared on his face before he went down under the water next to me.
"What are you-" And then I felt it. Darnell had grabbed my shorts and briefs and... damn it.
He emerged from the water with both of my garments in his hand. "Come on Tom. Stop trying to hide yourself. You are acting like we've never seen each other naked, or that we both aren't men."
I tried to cover my flaccid cock with my hands. "What if someone comes in?" It was one thing to be naked in the men's locker room, but the gym pool?
"Then I'll tell them the pool is closed and to get the fuck out."
That caused me to chuckle. It was strange I thought I was a pretty confident person, that I stood up for my rights and didn't take guff. That I was strong and masculine, but being around Darnell made me question that.
Not in the way of 'am I man?' But more of a scale, a hierarchy. It wasn't a strange thought, men often judged and compared their manliness to other men. It probably had something to do with natural competitiveness or something in our dna to be wired to want to follow and obey the strongest.
After all this time I'd spent with Darnell at the gym and on the sites, I had no doubt that he was higher in the hierarchy than I was. There was just something in the way he carried himself that told me that.
We ended up swimming and hanging out in the pool just shooting the shit talking about a whole number of things. We found out we both enjoyed woodworking, and football. I was a Cowboys fan being a Texan, he was from San Fran, so he was a 49's fan.
"We crushed your asses last year 42-10. And went to the superbowl." Darnell mocked.
"You still lost though to the Chiefs."
"Better than losing to the Packers."
"There's always this coming year." I said, rolling my eyes.
"Just admit it. My team destroyed your team Tom."
Our conversation went like this, playful banter and ribbing each other while talking about passions, hobbies, and what made us happy or rewarding in life. One of my moments I told Darnell was when my sons and daughter graduated college. In return he told me a moment that gives him great joy is the moment when a White bitch moans just right while he is pounding into them as they experience Black cock for the first time.
I couldn't help but feel Darnell's lusty gaze as he said that. His eyes wandered up and down my body. But, there was just no way, my own wife didn't even want me, how could someone like Darnell.
I was going to suggest we get out of the pool when my hangover and tiredness hit me like a truck and I stumped on the stairs climbing out. My dizziness overwhelmed me and I lost my footing. But I didn't hit the water completely.
Instead, my back landed against something more solid. Darnell had caught me and was now holding me.
"You okay?"
I didn't know how to respond. It should have been a yes, because I had recovered and could probably get out of the pool on my own now. But that wasn't what I was thinking about. Here I was a grown man being held by a man that could be my son in age. It was borderline humiliating and emasculating, but there was something more. Something warm. It felt nice.
Normally when I cuddled with Nancy I was the one holding her. So to have the roles reversed was somewhat shocking and unsettling. But at the same time, I couldn't deny that warmth I felt. It was like I actually mattered. I felt this sense of belonging I hadn't felt in who knows how long.
My back was pressed up against Darnell's chest and my ass was right up against his groin, I knew this because I felt his massive Black cock rise up and press against me. It poked against my hole just for a moment before it went higher and higher and nestled into the arch of my back above.
Just for a moment I wondered would it feel like to have that Black sword pierce my body. For Darnell to just stab it right in there and force me to moan and cry out in a mix of pleasure and pain.
And then it was gone, that thought, the feeling of warmth, and Darnell. He had released me and was getting out of the pool now. "We should probably get out if you are getting tired."
I wordlessly got out of the pool and expected that to be the end, we'd hit the showers and then go our separate ways. I'd return to my empty home.
But instead Darnell headed somewhere else and indicated to me to follow. It was the sauna. It was just a small sauna but that was fine, as it was just the two of us.
Darnell took a seat on the wooden bench and then patted the spot next to him, which I in turn took.
"It's been a long time since I've been in a sauna." I said. I also wasn't used to being in it without a towel around the waist, so it felt strange.
"Just relax. Nobody is going to come in."
I let out a sigh and tried to focus my breathing and enjoy the heat. Darnell was right, I was freaking out too much. Even if someone came in the sauna was segregated so at least it would only be another man.
I felt Darnell put his arm around my shoulder. "Dude, stop freaking out. Somethings off about you. I didn't want to bring it up because I figured you wanted to avoid it. But, man if you are struggling I'm willing to listen."
It was true, not once had Darnell asked me why I wanted the impromptu gym session, or why I'd gotten shit-faced. I clasped my hands together and stared at the floor of the sauna and opened up about all that I could remember about the night before, and my fight with Nancy this morning.
"Fuck her." Darnell said with a nasty tone. "You deserve better."
"She is still my wife."
"But she doesn't seem to be treating you right. You deserve to feel wanted and loved."
My body was getting heavy and tired and with the heat I felt like I just wanted to pass out. I clearly hadn't gotten a good rest the night before after drinking myself stupid and passing out.
I leaned back and my head tilted to the side, from out of the corner of my eye I saw Darnell's Black flaccid cock. It was so big, Nancy would probably prefer Darnell's cock over mine. I don't know if I'd blame her either.
I drifted closer and closer towards dreamland and without realizing it I'd slumped and fallen over so my head was in Darnell's lap. His cock was now inches from my face.
My mind replayed all the porn I'd watched over the weeks in superspeed. It was right there, and was getting hard. I was watching Darnell's cock come to life in front of me.
He was getting turned on from me being near his cock. It was clear he wanted me sexually. It made me feel so good to get that reaction from someone.
His cock was now almost touching my face. I opened my mouth and extended my tongue and gave his shaft a lick.
"Whoa Tom."
The taste was unlike anything I'd had before. He kind of tasted like a mix of chlorine from the pool and what I'd describe as pure masculine. It was somewhat intoxicating being so close to his cock. Inhaling his scent my nose was basically sitting above his manscaped bush.
I was suddenly yanked up and pushed back to my spot. Darnell was staring at me with a serious expression. "Tom, you step any further and this goes beyond friendly teasing. And I warned you before I don't just fuck anyone. If you want to go further you have to agree for me to own you. Body, mind, soul. You will become mine."
Those words caused my dick to stir and grow. But I wasn't sure. I didn't know what that entailed. Did I want to be owned? Like a slave?
Darnell laughed. "Well, your body wants to submit it seems." Then he smiled at me. "But I can see you are conflicted. That's understandable. How about this then, a 1-day trial period. So you can see what you are signing yourself to by becoming my property."
"A trial period." I repeated as if trying to process them.
"Yes. So for one day you will become my slave. I will be your master and you will obey all. You have nothing to fear Tom. I treat what I own with respect and want those I own to be happy. However, I will own you, every inch of you and every aspect."
I frowned and looked down at the sauna floor. I didn't fully know what Darnell meant with his words and despite my horniness trying to take over I knew I should take this seriously.
"Let's do-"
"Not now." Darnell said, cutting me off with a harsh expression. "You are hungover, tired, and horny, you aren't thinking straight. Tom, if you accept it I want to know it is because it is something you wholeheartedly want. No coercion from you wanting to please your wife or me. No doing it because your wife would want to watch or want it, like with the dildo. No vague spur of the moment decision either."
Darnell stood up and headed out of the sauna. "So for now let's get dried off and get you home. You need rest."
I nodded. Darnell was right. It wasn't fair to either of us if I answered because of those things. If I accepted Darnell's terms they needed to be because I wanted it. My own choice to give up my agency and become an object. Owned by Darnell. I was the one who got to decide to demote myself or not. To become a slave or not?



            