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		Part One

		

	
		Kate and I married when we were both twenty-four, after going together for nearly a year. It was an ideal match. She worked in a bank, and I worked in professional sales. We had so many similarities. We both came from good colleges, had healthy and active lifestyles, and we both had great jobs —so it was pretty hard not to look at the world through rose-colored glasses.

		At first, Kate was pretty conservative when it came to sexual activity. Although she was always nice-looking, she used to be fairly casual about her looks, dressing conservatively and wearing a minimum of makeup. Because of her strict background, it took me three dates just to get to a kiss! Naturally, after four years of college frat parties, this was quite a change for me.

		However, part of me quite liked the fact that I was having to work so hard for a woman's permission. It was thrilling. I'd forgotten how exciting it was to chase a woman, a good woman. And these days it was very hard to find a woman who put so much stock into the sanctity of marriage.

		It was worth the wait too.

		After we married, our sex life was even better than I could have imagined. In the beginning we would have intercourse two or four times a day. We were like rabbits.

		Somehow I'd married a sexy, vibrant, 36C-25-35 beauty with a slight Southern drawl. She was a natural beauty too, only using makeup mostly to accent her facial features, particularly her blue eyes and full lips. For work she often wore skirts and dresses above the knee. And around the house (after she got more and more comfortable) she liked to tease me by wearing little cutoff shorts, knee-high socks, and belly shirts which showed off how flat her tummy was.

		"Come on, come and get it Big Boy!" she would say, giggling, flicking a little smirk over her shoulder as she playfully swished her perfect ass from side to side. "Come get what you earned!"

		"You keep shaking that ass and you're going to be in trouble!" I would say in a mock serious tone.

		"Ha, you don't scare me, mister!"

		Then I would chase her through the house, laughing carelessly as I snatched her warm body up into my arms and carried her back into the marital bedroom. A moment later and her tiny shorts would be on the floor and her little panties (adorned with hearts or kisses or lots of lace) would be helplessly dangling from her dainty ankle as I prepared to take what was rightfully mine.

		Of course, the honeymoon stage of our relationship couldn't last forever.

		I liked my job quite a lot, but it was very time-consuming. And after my fourth or fifth 10-hour day in the office it was hard to feel those erotic sensations that had been there early on. The house we'd bought didn't seem quite so new and polished. We'd settled into our domestic routines as husband and wife. We were in a sexual rut.

		I assumed things would get better.

		But after a while my job had me traveling a lot, trying to keep up with my old accounts and establish new ones also. It was a very stressful time.

		On the other hand, Kate was working a strict 40 hours per week, not to mention she was making almost as much money as me. When we were together, Kate seemed to be more sexual than before. For the first time she began walking around the house in just a T-shirt or panties. Other times she would wear less. She complained that her birth control was causing her some problems so I (reluctantly) agreed to start using condoms again.

		Also, I could tell that she was starting to have baby fever. Because instead of talking about music or movies or books, she began talking about celebrity weddings and how many of her friends already had children and how one of the ladies at the office looked so gorgeous with a big round pregnant belly.

		Exhausted, I found all of her talk about pregnancy and babies to lessen my already limp sex drive. Her sexual energy and demands were such that I began to welcome long business trips, if only to get a full night's rest. As you can imagine, it wasn't like I could tell anyone about my predicament. That wasn't an option. One look at my sexy, sophisticated wife —and any man on this planet would have called me crazy.

		Deciding that something had to change, I set up an appointment with my doctor. The old man took one look at me with his knowledgable, twinkling eyes and quickly scribbled out a prescription for Viagra. He must have noticed my embarrassment, so he took the opportunity to inform me that these days guys (especially guys who worked in the corporate sector) were using Viagra more and more. According to him there was an epidemic of semi-flaccid males working in cubicles.

		When I told my doctor that I thought you had to be 50 or 60 before you started taking dick pills, he laughed and said that he had patients much younger than me. That made me feel a little better. But then he told me to change my diet and get more exercise because I "wasn't getting any younger." That didn't make me feel any better.

		I wasn't too discouraged though.

		I had a plan.

		The plan was to surprise Kate. I was going to come home a day early, show up unexpectedly at the door. It wasn't just the Viagra that I'd be holding. I also picked up a dozen red roses and a box of her favorite chocolates.

		I pictured her leaping into my arms with her taut tan legs wrapping around my waist as she greeted me at the door. I pictured that look of surprise and naughtiness she got when she felt my manhood swelling against her abdomen. I pictured me throwing her down onto our marital bed in rapturous delight.

		If she was ready to start a family, then I was ready too. What were we waiting for? My doctor was correct: I wasn't getting any younger. And besides, we had plenty of money and job security. Even if Kate had to quit her job it wouldn't be the end of the world. So far, I'd given her flowers, chocolates, expensive jewelry, and a devoted life-long mate. But now it was time for me to give her what she really wanted. It was time for me to give Kate a baby!

		At least, that's how I pictured it.

		In real life, things turned out differently. Very, very, very differently.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		On the day of my big surprise I arrived home from the airport around 3 P.M. and was shocked to see Kate's Lexus in the driveway. She was never home before 6 P.M. Nor could she have guessed that I was planning to surprise her with all of her favorite goodies. Nor could she have guessed that I'd strategically chosen this day because it coincided with her ovulation cycle. Getting out of the car, I felt the first stirrings of uneasiness which would only intensify as the night continued.

		At first the house seemed completely empty. I walked through the darkened hallway and called out Kate's name, but there was no answer. I decided to go up the stairs, starting to feel my heart rate increase. When I entered the bedroom I noticed Kate sitting on the bed. She had her back to me and was making little whimpering sounds.

		Not wanting to startle her, I announced my presence in a very soft voice, causing her to swiftly turn around. I don't know who was more surprised at the moment. Her mouth fell open as I stood there nodding, still clutching the dozen red roses and chocolates I'd hoped to surprise her with.

		"Hey honey," I said, giving her an apologetic smile, "I'm home!"

		It was evident now that Kate had been crying and she began wiping away the tears from her eyes. She seemed so vulnerable and female when she cried that it never failed to give me an erection, albeit a guilty erection. I noticed too that she'd already changed out of her work clothes. Now she was wearing a baggy T-shirt and a pair of her old cheerleader shorts which really showed off her firm, tan, slightly muscular legs. Suddenly my erection was throbbing with a terrible intensity.

		A long uncomfortable moment stretched out in the bedroom as I waited for her to compose herself, first from the shock of my strange materialization, then from the last remnants of her crying jag. Only then was she ready to tell me what was causing her so much distress.

		"Sit down," she said, patting the bed.

		"Really?"

		"This isn't going to be easy," she said.

		A large lump formed at the base of my throat as I approached my wife. Normally quite cheerful, even in the worst situations, she seemed so sad and miserable.

		But already I could tell that she was feeling better, just by me being here. And it was satisfying and arousing to know that I could still have this effect on Kate. Whatever was bothering her, must have been serious, very serious. Instinctively I wrapped one of my arms around her shoulders, inwardly vowing to do whatever I could to give my beautiful wife as much help as I could.

		It was not long before she began to tell me about her problem.

		The change that had come over my face must have been horrifying as I sat there listening. As I vacantly stared across the room, I kept thinking that things like this only happen to other people. I kept thinking that she was going to tell me that it was a big joke. But she wasn't joking. She was being blackmailed by an ex-lover.

		After what seemed like several years, Kate finished talking. She seemed too humiliated to even make eye contact with me, so she fixed her bleary gaze on the floor below. "Do you hate me now? Do you think I'm gross?"

		At the moment, the best I could do was sit there and shake my head disbelievingly.

		"I'm sorry, baby," she said in the same slightly pitched voice she talked to her father in. "I messed up. I'm so, so, so very sorry!"

		"I didn't even realize that you had previous lovers," I said, recalling our incredibly long courtship.

		"I never said that, exactly."

		"I know, I know."

		For a long time I just sat there looking at the flowers and box of chocolate. For all intensive purposes, they represented an alternative universe. I was supposed to have already been balls deep in my beautiful wife, filling her fertile womb up with my seed.

		Now I was sitting there having to come to terms with the fact that she wasn't the flower of purity I had always assumed she was. I was flabbergasted. My mind was racing with awful scenarios. What was her problem? Not only had she had another lover, but she'd given him permission to video record them having sex. Right now, at this very moment, some other guy had a video of him slamming his meat inside the woman I was going to spend the rest of my life with.

		"So he was a boyfriend?" I said, clearing my throat.

		"Sort of, I guess."

		"This was in college, right?"

		"I was in college, that's right."

		"He wasn't?"

		"No, not exactly," she said. "Don't be mad, baby."

		"I'm not mad," I said, searching for the right words that never came.

		"I was working at a restaurant when I was in college. He worked there too. He was older. I guess I was sort of a stupid girl back then. I didn't know any better. I'm so, so, so sorry!"

		"Stop apologizing," I said, feeling suddenly annoyed. "It's okay. How much does he want?"

		"For the tapes?"

		"There are multiple tapes?"

		"Yeah, I guess. He wants a hundred bucks."

		"How do we know he doesn't have copies?"

		"We don't," she said. "But I believe him. I think he's a filthy dirty scumbag, but I don't think he's a liar."

		"Well, that's something."

		"I was going to drive over there tonight and get them back. I didn't realize you were going to show up out of the blue. I'm so sorry to have dragged you into this fucking mess."

		Hearing my wife curse caused me to jerk my head up. It wasn't the type of language she ever used and I could tell how contrite she was about this whole situation. She looked so lovely sitting there, her big blue tear-stained eyes, mussed hair, and pouty lips. Every time she took a big gulp of air I could see the outline of her full breasts rise and fall in the baggy T-shirt. And her legs had never looked smoother and sexier than at that moment, sitting cross-legged in her little cheerleader shorts.

		I decided right then to forgive her, to protect her, and to love her always no matter what happened. After all, we'd taken vows. And I still couldn't see myself spending my life with someone other than Kate.

		"It's okay," I said, lifting her chin up so that she was forced to look at me. "We all make mistakes. You're only human. The main thing is that we go get those tapes and pay this fucking scumbag his money."

		"I just want this nightmare to be over," said Kate, sniffling up her tears, but starting to look a little less overwhelmed by the situation. "So you'll go with me to the scumbag's house?"

		My only response was, "Well you're certainly NOT going by yourself."

		Kate stared at me, then gave a cry of delight that made her seem ten years younger. She threw her arms around me and squeezed as tight as her small muscles could. Then I put my arms around her, crushing her into my chest, knowing that this always made her feel so warm and safe. Sitting there like that, holding my wife, I immediately got hard.

		Kate noticed my hard cock and peered up at me with her baby blue eyes, saying, "Uh-oh! What's he doing here?"

		I chuckled at that. "You ever seen one as big as that?"

		She shook her head, recoiling from my erection now. "No way, he's so big. You got a monster in your pants!"

		Feeling like I was definitely owed one for what I was about to do for Kate, I started pushing her onto the floor into a kneeling position. I was turning the tables on my over-sexed wife. It was so nice to finally be the one initiating sex. By now I could feel my cock painfully throbbing against my boxers as I said, "Go ahead baby, say hello to the mean monster. Show me what a good little cocksucker you can be."

		Far from being insulted, Kate looked pleased to be put in this situation. She shyly looked up at me before fumbling with my zipper. A moment later my rock-hard prick popped out, just inches from her beautiful face.

		"Hm," she purred, "this is exactly what I need right now."

		"Yeah, yeah, yeah. A little less talk and a little more cocksucking!" I said, reaching behind her head and leaving my hand there.

		Kate kissed the tip of the prick, then wrapped her hand around it. "Oh yes," she said, "nice and big and thick. I hope it fits in my mouth."

		"Oh it will," I said. Then facetiously adding, "If you ever shut up!"

		This caused her to glance up at me with an evil eye, but a second later she was focused on my excited dick again. She was teasing me and stroking the shaft.

		I gripped a big handful of her luxurious hair as she took the first several inches of my meat into her mouth. "Oh fuck, baby! That's right, damn, your mouth is so hot and warm. My cock loves your mouth. Your mouth was made for my cock."

		A woman who prided herself on being polite and having manners, Kate knew better than to try and talk when there was something in her mouth.

		Looking down, I couldn't help appreciating how sexy Kate looked right now: on her knees, her blue eyes sparkling as she stretched her soft lips around the circumference of my member. As she stared up at me I could tell that she was begging for more. So I rose to my feet and began rocking my hips back and forth, stroking her honeypot-face like it was a pussy. She loved it. She was moaning now as she sucked my cock. For all of Kate's pretensions of being a 'Modern Woman' she always got the wettest when I displayed the most dominant behavior.

		As I continued stroking her lovely face with my throbbing cock, I grabbed the back of her head, telling her how pretty she looked as she gagged and choked on my meat. We fell into a steady rhythm. I could tell that I was getting close to cumming right down her throat.

		"Oh fuck, wait baby, wait!" I said, suddenly realizing that this was my opportunity to give her the thing she'd really been wanting lately: a child. Already in my head I'd imagined how surprised and happy she was going to be when I told her that we didn't need a condom today.

		But Kate wasn't slowing down. Right now she was in some kind of cocksucking trance, her eyes rolled back, her head eagerly bobbing back and forth as she sucked every inch of my member without pausing. With each thrust I knew that I had less and less control of the situation. It felt good. My whole body began to shudder. I let out a big roar as I drove my tool into Kate's mouth just as the first hot thick spray of cum shot out the tip of my dick.

		"Oh fuck! Kate! Goooooddddaaaaammmmnnnn, baby! Suck that dick! Do it, baby. Suck that dick for me you sexy cocksucking whore!"

		Something about being called a whore made Kate redouble her efforts now as she worked her mouth back and forth.

		The sensation of shooting all my cum into such a beautiful woman's mouth made my mind spin like crazy and my knees started to shake wildly.

		"Oh Kate, that was so damn good!"

		Closing my eyes, I fell back onto the bed, feeling blissful and satiated.

		"What did you eat?" asked Kate, rising from her knees and using the back of her hand to wipe her mouth clean. "I nearly choked on that stuff. I thought it would never stop coming out. Jesus!"

		We both laughed together.

		Within seconds Kate was in the bathroom, running the shower.

		Only now was I forced to consider how shitty it was going to be having to pay for some of my wife's sex tapes. And though I was still quite happy at that precise moment, I would realize years later how different my life would have turned out if I had managed to hold off and not cum in Kate's mouth. If I had managed to get her clothes off and cum inside her womb. Everything would have been very different and a whole lot easier.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		It took us two hours to get there. We didn't talk much along the way. In spite of the calm assurance I had projected, I was quaking with nervousness as I drove us to the destination. Quite frankly, I was a little pissed with Kate for having put me in this ridiculous situation.

		But as we got closer to the address, I made sure to put on my strong husband routine. Every now and then I even reached over and reassuringly patted Kate's thigh, letting her know that everything was going to be okay now since her husband was involved.

		Around 9 P.M. the wheels of our Lexus pulled onto his road. It was very dark by then, but from what I could tell we were in a decidedly rural area. Kate sat up in her seat, clinching the seatbelt so tight that her little knuckles turned white. We were getting close. I certainly wasn't looking forward to meeting one of her old flames. But judging from the dilapidated state of the neighborhood, I was confident that Kate would never choose her ex-lover for his money.

		It turned out that he didn't even live in a house. I almost gasped out loud when the headlights of our luxury sedan revealed the brown-and-yellow double wide trailer.

		"Jesus," I couldn't help muttering, "no wonder he needs the cash. Look at this place! It's a dump!"

		Parked in the driveway, there was an old shit-brown Chevy that looked like something made in the 1970's. That was the only vehicle. The yard was scattered with broken lawn furniture, children's toys, dog toys, sports equipment, spare car parts, and other debris. The air smelled of manure and poverty.

		Suddenly my anger and frustration towards this faceless ex-lover was turning into something resembling pity and sadness. Obviously this person had fallen on hard times. And now they would never know the joy of waking up with a woman like Kate in a beautiful house in an extremely well-maintained neighborhood.

		After putting the Lexus into park, I let out a long sigh of resignation. "Well, we're here. You ready?"

		Kate nodded silently, flipping down her sun visor. I suppose it was a little strange to see her using the passenger side vanity mirror to do some last minute primping, but at the time I just chalked it up to nerves.

		At any rate, I checked my wallet to make sure that I had plenty of cash before getting out of the car.

		As we got closer to the door, I thread my fingers through Kate's. Short wooden steps led up to the front door, which boasted a busted-out screen door. After I knocked several times, we stood there quietly, listening for approaching footsteps.

		The door opened suddenly and my heart lurched when I saw a giant black man who had to be in his 50's. He was far from what I would have expected. He was so ugly! He was as dark as he was big, at least several inches taller than me, with a gut that slightly protruded from his large frame. To be honest, the man was built like a refrigerator. He had these massively wide shoulders, no discernable neck, thick lips, and a vertical cleft in his strong chin that suggested a stubbornness of will.

		This wasn't right.

		Not at all.

		Whenever I tried to visualize Kate's ex-lover, I imagined some sleazy restaurant manager with a slight paunch belly (too many free French fries!) and slicked back hair that was (hopefully) receding badly. But this guy had no hair at all, only a dome of gleaming ebony skull. His facial hair he wore a little longer, with a short beard that triangled into a bright grey goatee. Presently he wore black pants and a short-sleeved short with a restaurant nametag pinned on the left side, suggesting that he'd recently gotten off work at whatever shithole cafeteria or diner he currently worked for.

		My rapid inspection couldn't have taken more than a fraction of a second, but I felt 100% positive that we'd come to the wrong house.

		"I'm sorry, sir," I started to say to the giant black man, "we made a mistake. Sorry for bothering you, sir."

		The hinges squeaked loudly as the rickety trailer door opened and the man came outside on the porch.

		He still didn't say anything. His eyes darted towards me as if he was surprised to see someone accompanying Kate. Then they took in the black Lexus before they came back to Kate. It was disconcerting that he hadn't said anything. But then again, I was still thinking that we had the wrong house.

		"Kate," said the ugly man, "it's great to see you again! I'm so glad that you decided to stop by."

		My heart was pierced by a sharp pain when I heard his deep, low-timbered laughter on the porch. Every muscle in my body tensed as I gave the black man another once over. It was impossible to think that someone like that could ever possess a woman like Kate with her classic features, flawless skin, and beautiful body. Meanwhile, he was so old, so unattractive, and so black.

		Had he drugged her?

		Hypnotized her?

		Was this really happening?

		Standing on the black man's small porch, looking at him and his shitty trailer, none of this felt real. In the past I had dated girls who were much wilder than Kate, who were much more mischievous than Kate, the sort of girls who never ceased to amaze me with their easy acceptance of outrageous sexual acts. But none of them would have given this old, fat, black man a second look. I was sure of that. But somehow he'd managed to finagle his way into the bed with one of the hottest women I'd ever laid my eyes on.

		My thoughts were still navigating this nightmare scenario when I heard Kate giggle a little and say, "Well, hello Melvin. It's been a long time."

		"Too long," Melvin laughed, his dark eyes raking her from the top of her head to her toes.

		I stuck my hand out, saying, "My name is—"

		He nodded curtly, but didn't bother to shake my hand. He didn't even bother to look at me since his eyes were still scrutinizing Kate closely. She wore a skimpy sundress, revealing most of her legs and considerable cleavage —it was obvious she didn't have a bra on. Her makeup looked freshly applied and her hair glistened. She was wearing perfume that smelled very sweet.

		Melvin's eyes fixed upon her breasts and said, "Girl, you're looking even better than I remember. You've put on a few pounds too, I like that shit."

		"Speak for yourself," said Kate, probably sounding a little more flirtatious than she had intended. "Looks like you're not skipping any meals these days."

		"Naw you got me all wrong," said Melvin right away. "I mean, you've put on good pounds. The sort of pounds that make you look more like a woman. Know what I mean? The way a woman should look."

		"Thanks, Melvin. Appreciate that."

		"Got any kids?"

		"Not yet."

		"That needs to change soon as possible."

		To say that I was feeling a little uncomfortable at this point would have been an epic understatement. All I wanted was to make the exchange and get the hell out of the bumfuck town so that I could go back home and start trying to forget any of this happened. Melvin still hadn't even acknowledged my presence.

		"Listen," I said, fishing out my wallet, "How much did you —"

		This time it was Kate who interrupted me.

		"Hey Melvin, can I use your bathroom?" she said, wincing and shifting her weight from one foot to the other. "It was a super long trip."

		"Sure, sure," said the big black man. With an outstretched hand he indicated the entrance of his domicile and Kate walked into it, followed by Melvin, followed by me.

		Then I watched Kate head down a narrow hallway which presumably led to a bathroom with working facilities.

		The trailer, not surprisingly, did not have a foyer. Assessing the furnishings of the room, I concluded that the interior of the house was exactly what I would have expected: a dump. Most likely he'd decorated the trailer with whatever furniture he could find at thrift stores or saw sitting on the street for the trash collectors to come. The one exception to this was the enormous flat screen TV which dominated an entire wall in the living room.

		Melvin went over to the couch, plopped down, and then gestured for me to sit in one of the sofa chairs which seemed to be made of black faux leather.

		After I was seated, he finally looked me in the eye for the first time. "Thanks for coming, bud."

		Unnerved by the whole situation, I found myself nodding agreeably, "Yeah, yeah, I'm just glad we didn't get lost."

		He smiled at that. "So you're Kate's brother, right? Or just a friend?"

		"Husband, actually," I said through my teeth.

		Again he laughed, clasping his big hands behind his neck, leaning back into the couch and spreading his legs wide. "Well, she's quite a woman isn't she?"

		"Oh yeah," I said. "I couldn't agree any more. Quite a woman."

		Finally there was the sound of a toilet being flushed and several moments later Kate appeared, pausing at the end of the hallway to take in the living room. "Like what you did with the place, Melvin," she said. "But obviously you need a woman's touch."

		"Lucky for you, I'm taking applications," he said, patting the cushion next to him for her to come sit down.

		By design, my face registered no expression when I saw my wife stride across the room and plop her bottom down next to Melvin. But inwardly I felt like somehow I was being betrayed.

		I certainly didn't like how easily she'd heeded his command, or how he looked down at her like he was at the butcher's counter and picking out his next dinner, or how close they were sitting next to each other. And I especially didn't like the look of playful defiance in Kate's blue eyes as she stared up at him. I knew that she was only trying to be nice and agreeable since she didn't like hostility. But didn't she realize that we were only here because this scumbag was blackmailing us? I felt a need to rush over and punch the insolent old black man, to curse, to grab and protect Kate from his leering eyes, anything but sit there and impotently stare at them as if I was a third wheel.

		But there was nothing else I could do.

		Melvin actually got up, put on some soft music, and sat back down next to Kate where they started chatting and catching up like old buddies who'd randomly just bumped into each other. This lasted twenty or thirty excruciating minutes.

		"Kate," I said, desperately trying to extricate her from this dump, "it's getting pretty late. Shouldn't we be wrapping things up?"

		She looked at me, squinting, almost like she'd just suddenly remembered that I too was in the room. Then she nodded her head enthusiastically, making the soft curls of her hair bounce, saying, "Oh but it's the weekend. We have a little time, right?"

		As I stared dumfounded, Melvin said, "Hey before we wrap things up here, do you mind if you drive me up to the store for a beer run? My old clunker out there ain't running so hot."

		"Sure, of course, I don't mind," said Kate, already pulling her car keys out of her pocketbook. "I'll drive you Melvin."

		"Yeah, I'll come too," I said immediately.

		That's when Melvin stood up, drew in a deep breath, and fixed me with his implacable stare. "Hey buddy, do you mind? I'd sort of like to do some catching up with Kate. It's not like we see each other very often. Don't worry, we'll be back in five minutes."

		"Kate?" I said, glancing across the room with a slightly wounded expression.

		She already had one foot out the door, so energized was she by this impromptu beer run for Melvin. She smiled back at me sweetly. "It's okay, dear. We'll be right back. Just wait here. Five minutes."

		It was not five minutes.

		Twenty minutes later I found myself repeatedly going over to the windows, looking out, begging to see those Lexus headlights which would assure me that Kate was alright.

		Mentally, I still wasn't sure how to handle the revelation that one of her old boyfriends was a 50 year-old uneducated black man named Melvin. Of course, he wouldn't have been that old when they were dating, but he would have still been much older than her, probably in his 40's, at least. More than anything I wanted to understand why she could have chosen such a man.

		My thoughts recalled some of our past conversations on the subject where she told me that "college was tough" and she liked that he was "older and helped her out at her job." My guess was that alcohol was involved, at least initially. He probably waited until the cute white college girl was nice and drunk before he put his dirty black hands all over her pristine body.

		Then I kept plunging through the vault of my memory until I recalled that one time me and Kate were watching Gone with the Wind. It was her favorite movie. Since her sister had borrowed her DVD and never returned it, I bought Kate a new copy. The night we watched it together, Kate had turned to me and said, "Can you imagine what would have happened if Scarlett had started dating one of the slaves? Isn't that funny? I mean, what would everyone had thought then?"

		At the time, I didn't make much of the seemingly innocuous comment, but I recall how excited she'd looked when broaching the fantasy scenario. And later that night, shortly after the movie ended, when I put my fingers down into her panties, I recall how incredibly wet she was. At the time, I thought she was wet for me. But upon reflection, I think she might have been wet for someone else. Often she had considered herself a 'modern southern belle.' And perhaps Melvin was fulfilling one of her darkest fantasies.

		After thirty minutes, I found myself unable to sit down on the couch and remain calm. I was too jittery with husbandly concern. I began to pace the room. I didn't care to inspect the rest of the trailer. To my surprise, over by the enormous flat screen TV, I found a stack of VHS tapes marked things like Me & Kate XXX, Kate takes BBC, and perhaps the most painful to my senses was Kate creamin' all night on my BBC.

		I checked the window again, but there was still no sign of the Lexus.

		Before I realized what was happening, I was putting one of the VHS tapes into the player. Luckily, the TV was on the right channel and the tape started to play immediately.

		Even though I was expecting it, I was still shocked to see my wife suddenly appear onscreen, dressed only in black, thigh-high stockings and a skimpy black G-string. She smiled mysteriously at the camera and said, "You promise that you'll erase this as soon as we're done?"

		The voice behind the camera was obviously Melvin, who chuckled knowingly before saying, "Sure baby, anything you say. I just think you're so sexy. I love how sexy we look together too. Now turn around and show me that booty, white girl."

		She was laughing.

		He really brought out the little exhibitionist in her.

		My brain was spinning, trying to imagine what Kate could have been thinking as she turned around and started to actually shake her G-string ass for the older black man.

		As I pondered this, the scene on the screen abruptly changed to both of them on the bed together. Kate was directly facing the camera now. She was on her hands and knees with her white ass thrust up high. Behind her knelt the massive black man who was gripping her narrow waist while he presumably licked her from behind. Kate was loudly moaning as he probed his tongue into her tight college girl pussy.

		After several excruciating minutes of this, Melvin positioned himself behind her, ready to mount the gorgeous co-ed. The contrast was stark and stunning. She looked so small and white compared to the looming darkness of his hulking frame. Knowing that she was about to be penetrated, Kate buried her face into the mattress, thrust her defenseless haunches up.

		"You ready for your BBC, girl?"

		Kate started wiggling her ass in the air, trying to entice her older lover to mount her with his enormous weapon. "Please, please just put it in!"

		"What would your parents say if they saw us together?" said Melvin, obviously stretching out the anticipation.

		"Ha, you know what they would say."

		"Yeah, but tell me."

		"They would kill me, of course."

		Melvin laughed, smacked Kate's ass very hard. "Because they don't want their daughter fucking no big black buckk?"

		Kate's mouth opened to respond, but she found herself biting down on a pillow as the tip of Melvin's cock started to push into her body.

		My heart beat rapidly as I watched my wife take this man who was so much bigger than me. I couldn't believe it. I could feel my stomach turn a little, but soon this was replaced with something different. The eroticism of their union was undeniable. I'd never heard Kate moan like that before. Her voice was so full of lust and pain. Sitting there, I was aware of a terrible jealousy that I would never be able to pleasure her the way well-endowed Melvin was.

		Then their bodies fell into a rhythm, making slapping sounds. As he repeatedly pushed into her, he played with her white breasts, gently rubbed her back, and sometimes clamped one of his meaty paws around her graceful neck. Soon she was screeching and queefing, and her whole body writhed and jerked in orgasm. After about ten minutes Marvin began growling, telling Kate that she was creaming all over his big black cock, and that he was ready to shoot his seed deep inside her body.

		Sadly, the action was an unbelievable turn-on for me.

		My prick was so hard, so desperate for relief, that almost in a trance I found myself unzipping my pants and reaching for my member which looked embarrassingly small compared to Kate's ex-boyfriend.

		"Fuck me, fuck me baby! That black cock feels so good! I need this!"

		"Damn your white pussy is gripping my cock so good, Kate. Your ass looks so good bouncing against me. I could fuck this white pussy all night!"

		"Please, it's yours!"

		"Ha, bet you never thought you'd be begging an old black man to fuck you!"

		"No, but I don't care! I love it! It's yours, this pussy is yours! Just please give me that big black cock!"

		I couldn't resist. I was getting so excited. A few moments later I was jerking off as fast as possible. Me and Kate had a great relationship on many different levels. Our lovemaking was intense and pleasurable. But it was nothing compared to Kate and Melvin.

		I was very close to cumming when I heard some distant voices. Looking for the source of the noise, I managed to turn just as the door flung open wide. It was Melvin and Kate. The big smiles on their faces vanished at once when they saw me there, my pants around my ankles, pathetically jerking off to the TV screen which was still showing the porno they'd made when Kate was a young and impressionable college girl.

		For what seemed like an eternity I stared back at them, too embarrassed to move a muscle.

		Both of them seemed too shocked and amazed to say anything.

		It was Kate who spoke first. "What are you doing!?!"

		"I'm saw-saw-sorry," I stuttered for my response. "It's just, well, I've been taking these pills which have a certain effect on me."

		"What kind of effect?" said Kate, placing one of her hands on her hips like she was a mother castigating a child who'd wrecked the house while she was away.

		"I'll tell you what kind of effect," said Marvin. "Obviously he likes what he sees. I told you that me and you make a sexy couple. Look, even your husband thinks so! Look how hard his little baby dick is!"

		After that Kate glared at me with a look that was a humiliating mixture of pity and disgust.

		I looked back at her, realizing that this image was going to be forever seared into her brain.

		Then, glancing at the TV screen which was currently showing her and Melvin in the 69 position, she said, "You like to watch, huh? That's funny, you always acted like you were the toughest guy in the world. Why didn't you tell me that you like to watch?"

		"But I don't, not really," I said in a meek voice, realizing how incongruous my words were with my painfully stiff member. Not knowing what else to say, I told her, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to."

		It seemed like this nightmare would never end.

		Kate just smiled and said, "We'll see about that."

		I didn't know what she meant until I saw her turn to Melvin with that mischievous grin that could mean only one thing.

		Suddenly the light in Melvin's eyes came to life. He didn't need any more encouragement. The big black man reached around Kate's sundress, pulling her up into his arms as if she weighed no more than a play doll.

		Now that her muscular legs were wrapped around Melvin's waist, her sundress was slightly bunched up, giving me a good view of her curvy backside which was barely covered by her pink Victoria's Secret thong. They began kissing passionately, with real desire, while Melvin's strong hands moved to cup the perfect globes of Kate's ass cheeks.

		My eyes were riveted on the couple. Every neuron in my brain told me that this must stop, but my dick was at full attention, the veins bulging as if they were going to burst any second. Kate looked so sexy in Melvin's arms. She looked like the perfect little fuck doll. It was truly amazing.

		After a few minutes of this, Melvin started to carry his prize back down the hallway to his bedroom at the back of the trailer.

		I was so filled with desire and lust that I found myself pathetically following, not bothering to pull up my pants as I waddled after them, stroking my pecker. Fortunately the door was left open and I cowered by the threshold, trying to be as unobtrusive as possible, desperately hoping that they wouldn't kick me out.

		Melvin was already down to his boxers, revealing his remarkable ebony body which reminded me of a professional wrestler. More surprising was how tender he was with Kate at first. She lay on her back, protected only by her skimpy pink thong, her hair spread out on the pillows as her big blue eyes stared up lovingly at the flat nosed man who returned her stare with dark lustful eyes.

		But he took his time.

		For quite a while afterward, Melvin kissed and stroked Kate's body, causing her to squirm underneath them with female arousal. I'd never seen her in such a state of ecstasy and Melvin had barely touched her. I could only imagine how soaked her panties were with her juices. Several times her backside actually rose off the bed, showing her deep desire to be filled with his African monster.

		Eventually Melvin let his cock slip out of the front of his boxers. It was easily ten inches, possibly bigger. I was awed by its size —and so was Kate. She wrapped her hand around it and started stroking it as she exclaimed how beautiful it was.

		Melvin was a complete gentleman. Since my wife loved his cock so much he moved up on the bed, pinning her face between his two mountainous black knees so that his hairy black balls dangled just above her chin. Kate was utterly trapped by the large man. She started licking the long, veiny, uncircumcised cock that was being offered to her. She took the tip of his black cock into her mouth, staring up past his big belly to make eye contact. She began sucking on it more and more.

		"Oh damn, this is what I've been missing," said Melvin, reaching back to lightly trace his fingers over her pussy lips through the pink thong. Then he slipped one of his fat fingers under the fabric, causing her to moan out loud.

		Her legs spread immediately, allowing him more access to her hole which was so wet that I could hear little squishy sounds as Melvin finger-fucked her.

		I watched patiently, hoping that they would change positions because mostly I was stuck with a view of Melvin's extremely muscular buttocks as he slowly rocked them back and forth, feeding Kate's mouth with his cock.

		"Suck that cock baby," Melvin said. "You always liked this position, didn't you?"

		"Gggrrrmmhhhh," Kate said, her mouth full of black meat.

		"Yeah I remember."

		Finally Marvin positioned himself between Kate's legs again, grabbing her ankles in both of his strong hands. Then he let them go and said, "You ready baby?"

		"I'm so fucking ready you don't even know!" she gasped.

		Needing to see as much as possible, I took several delicate steps into Melvin's bedroom so that I was at the foot of the bed now. From this position I had the perfect view of Kate's legs wrapped tightly around the big black man's waist. Then he leaned back, moving her legs up so that her knees were pushed next to her head. He was wedging his fat purple cockhead against her hole while he held her hips firmly with both hands.

		"Damn baby," he said in that low voice. "I don't remember you being so tight! Did you get tighter?"

		"Sorry," squeaked out Kate. "I guess it's been a long time —"

		She hesitated, most likely trying to save me the embarrassment of hearing that her husband was not nearly the man that Melvin was.

		"It's okay, baby," Melvin said, rubbing his ebony shaft up and down her dripping slit. "If there's one thing I'm good at, it's stretching tight white girls."

		"Oh God I need that big cock in me," Kate said, growing visibly frustrated while she remained doubled over on the bed.

		I stroked my pecker slowly as I watched Melvin start to penetrate Kate. It was one thing to see some grainy VHS tape. It was quite another to be in the same room. Never before had I seen something so erotic as the sight of the heavyset black man begin to fit himself into Kate's snug box. He was so thick, stretching her out as she convulsed underneath him. She screamed out in ecstasy. His big black cock was too intense for her.

		"Oh shit, oh shit, it's so big in my pussy!" said my normally prim and proper wife. "The black cock is going to rip me in half!"

		"Naw girl, you're going to take it all. You can do it."

		"Please go slow baby, don't hurt me."

		"I won't hurt you," Melvin said, bending down to shut her up with a long wet kiss.

		His probing monster began to work itself in and out of Kate as she opened herself to accommodate his size. Suddenly she screamed out from the sensation of having the full length of his cock inside her. If the sight hadn't been so erotic, I would have almost felt bad for my wife, being impaled on such a large rod like that.

		Still moving his cock in her pussy, he played with her breasts, made her suck one of his fingers for a few seconds, then reached underneath her ass cheeks and plugged her butthole with his middle finger.

		"Oh I'm taking it, I'm actually taking it!" Kate said in disbelief.

		"Fuck yeah you are," Melvin said. "You were born for black cock."

		"I missed you. I fucking missed you."

		"I knew you'd come back," he said. "We're too sexy together."

		He kept slamming it into her, sometimes pausing to rest his big hairy balls against her pink asshole while the couple exchanged more sloppy kisses.

		"Fuck me, baby," she cried in delight.

		"Oh, I plan to!"

		He was fingering her butthole again when Melvin suddenly sat up on his knees, easily bringing Kate along so that her legs were wrapped around his waist. In this seated position they continued fucking and kissing like the long-lost lovers they were.

		I wasn't sure how much more of this I could take. My balls were so tight that I knew I had to cum. I watched as Melvin put Kate on her hands and knees, grabbed her hair, snapped her head back and began to fuck her as savagely as any man could ever fuck a woman. In this frenzy of thrashing and slapping and panting I felt my penis start to explode with the thickest streams of cum I'd ever shot. It was just like watching a porno.

		Only, it wasn't a porno.

		It was real life.

		And after I'd cum the woman and man didn't suddenly stop fucking. I wasn't even sure if they knew I was in the bedroom because they were so lost in their own world. Then, having just shot my cum, I looked at my wife getting fucked doggystyle by the big black man and I felt something very far from arousal.

		No longer fascinated, I just felt shame and guilt and sadness. I knew I wasn't in control. This wasn't just a fantasy. This was real life with real life consequences. What had I done? I desperately wanted them to stop so that me and Kate could leave this trailer as quickly as possible. But how was I going to stop them? Hadn't I encouraged this? Hadn't I given them consent? Not to mention he was so big that at the very least I might get beaten up for trying to stop them.

		No, sadly, the only thing to do was to let Melvin finish with my wife.

		Then I would take her away.

		I would just have to let him finish.

		A little while later, things began to change. As I stood there, watching his big cock wet with her juices slide in and out of her soaked pussy, I suddenly felt my pecker start to swell again.

		Jesus, I thought. What's wrong with me? Why am I so addicted to watching Kate and Melvin?

		Again, I began to slowly jack off —even though my penis was noticeably diminished from already have orgasmed.

		Melvin continued hammering into Kate from behind. His cock would slide partway out before he plunged back down into the depths of her womanhood. Her round white ass was spread wide and her little asshole winked at Melvin as he plunged deeper and deeper with unrelenting force. She screamed out in another orgasm as he slapped her ass and told her what a good white slut she was.

		Soon they changed positions so that Melvin was on top again. Their bodies were pressed against one another, talking very intimately, while Kate's dainty hands ran up and down his gorilla body. She seemed to quiver at his touch too. He was flexing his hips, teasing the entrance of her pussy lips with what it craved more than anything else in the world: his black cock.

		Feeling ashamed of myself, I continued jerking off at the beautiful sight of the couple. I gazed, enthralled by the sight of his blackness plunging itself back into her depths.

		As the old black man started to increase his tempo, Kate's cries of pleasure increased. His pace increased more and Kate began to buck in rhythm with him. After a while his body began to stiffen with an impending orgasm.

		"Oh shit, where do you want it!" he said in a hoarse voice. "Tell me where you want it!"

		"Just keep fucking me!" she begged. "I'm so close again!"

		"Where the fuck do you want it!"

		"In me, of course. Just cum inside me!"

		"Fuck yeah, this is my pussy," he said slamming into her with so much force that I thought the bed might collapse under their weight.

		It was an amazing spectacle. Melvin was taking Kate to the very threshold of sexual release. With the sounds of flesh meeting flesh were the little cries and moans that escaped her lips as her glazed eyes rolled back into her head. The whole room throbbed with the rhythm of their tribal fucking.

		Already I was ready to cum again.

		Then Melvin tensed, and I watched as his cock slid out of Kate's stretched-wide pussy lips before he arched his broad back, and slammed it in one more time, grunting like a beast, so that his dark meat was now buried full-length inside my wife.

		"Aaaaaggghhh, aggghhhh, aaaaggghhhh," growled Marvin, obviously releasing his hot load into her pussy. "This pussy is too good!"

		"Oh yes, I can feel it. It's filling me up. I'm cumming too! Fill me up, baby! Fill my pussy up the way it needs to be!"

		When the shudders had subsided, Marvin rolled off Kate and reached for the pack of cigarettes on the nightstand.

		Now Kate's cunt lips were completely exposed; and I could see how engorged they were. She seemed to be struggling to get her bearings back. Rather blissfully, she ran her hands down her body and started to giggle when she felt how sensitive her pussy lips were —and then the thick white goo started to run out of her pussy and onto the sheets.

		I'd never seen her so satisfied, so happy. She looked like a different person.

		I was lost in a daydream. It wasn't until I had spurted out my own little dribble of cum that I noticed them.

		Three video cameras, positioned throughout the room, were recording the whole messy scene. "Oh fuck!" My eyes slipped shut and I left the bedroom as quickly as I could, not wanting to be further humiliated.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		A few months later, Kate told me about the pregnancy. She announced the news over dinner, saying that she planned to keep the baby.

		I didn't even have to ask.

		We both knew who the father was.

		Then, swallowing deeply, Kate told me that she would understand if I wanted to leave, since most husbands would have a hard time raising another man's baby.

		I felt like I was in an impossible situation. I tried to think. Turning my back to Kate, I stared out the window for a long time, trying to come to terms with what I'd just heard.

		I was struggling with a lot of conflicting emotions.

		Naturally Melvin would have no interest in raising a baby, something which Kate later confirmed herself. And I certainly didn't want to leave the woman I loved at the time when she needed the greatest amount of support. But raise another man's baby? Watch my wife waddle around the house for nine months with a big swollen baby another man had given her? A black baby? Could I actually deal with having my wife pregnant with a black baby?

		Grabbing my keys, I left the house, thinking there was a chance I would never return.

		Several hours later I found myself pulling back into our driveway. Kate was standing in front of the bathroom mirror. I could tell she'd been crying. Knowing how hard this was on her, I instinctively wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into me again.

		"What are you saying?" she said, looking up at me with those big blue eyes that could level any man.

		"I love you," I told her.

		"What does that mean? You've decided to stay?"

		I hugged her again, then lightly pinched one of her butt cheeks, smiling in a way that was meant to be charming. "And leave this good-looking ass? Please, I'll never leave this ass. I like watching you walk around the house too much."

		Kate was overcome with emotion and gratitude. She kissed me deeply, telling me how happy she was now.

		"Everything's going to be okay," I said, affirmingly patting her rear again.

		"What do you want to do now?" she said.

		"Hey, I got an idea."

		"What?"

		I said, "Let's watch your video again! That always puts me in the mood!"

		Kate lightly punched me on the arm. She was still smiling. Now the tears in her eyes were tears of happiness. "Ha-ha, I knew you were going to say that!"

		

		THE END
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