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Dennis was laying on his side, slowly running his hands down between his fiancée’s breasts and over her belly. Tonight, after eight months together, he had proposed, setting the wedding for ten months in the future.
Michelle sucked in her belly as his hands touched her. “Don’t touch my stomach,” she said. “I’m too fat.”
“You’re still the beautiful cheerleader I had a crush on in high school,” he replied genuinely. “Trust me babe, I’m marrying up.”
After high school, Dennis had taken over his father’s car dealership and was doing quite well for himself. One day, he walked into the local diner for lunch and saw a worn, sad-looking woman eating alone. He recognized her immediately, despite her being about sixty pounds heavier than she had been in high school ten years ago. He went over to say hello, and although it took Michelle several minutes to remember him, he ended up joining her for lunch.
In high school, Dennis had been a typical nerd—short, overweight, wearing large black-rimmed glasses. Ten years later, he looked much the same, except now he was almost completely bald. Dennis couldn’t get over the changes in Michelle. Her appearance didn’t bother him; it was her spirit that had changed the most. He remembered her as a fun-loving cheerleader, always quick to smile and kind to everyone, even less popular classmates like him. On top of being a gorgeous blue-eyed, natural blonde, she had developed large breasts at a young age and always attracted attention from boys, but there had only been one guy for her.
Jed was the star quarterback—muscular, handsome, and bright. They dated throughout high school, and Jed had earned both academic and sports scholarships to attend college to become a lawyer. Though every boy in school dreamed of having Michelle, none could hate Jed; he was just too likable. The only flaw Dennis recalled was that Jed was a partier and enjoyed drinking a little too much.
That was the problem. As Michelle recounted the past ten years, Dennis nodded sadly as she described her marriage to Jed. In high school, Jed was a fun drunk; in college, a binge drinker; and as a married man, an abusive husband. His descent began shortly after they married at twenty. Within a year, he was expelled from law school and took a job as an auto mechanic. He spent evenings drinking beer and watching ESPN. At first, he was fine, but after a couple of years, he developed a temper, taking out his failures on Michelle, yelling and belittling her constantly. Her self-esteem destroyed, she turned to food for comfort. As she gained weight, his insults worsened until one day he hit her. Jed apologized, promising to change and she stayed foolishly. After five years of marriage, he broke her arm during another fight. Michelle called the police, and Jed was sentenced to four years in prison for assaulting an officer, driving while intoxicated, and spousal abuse.
Dennis asked Michelle out to dinner that night, and they began dating.
“Did you?” he asked as they lay next to each other.
“No, dear,” she replied, “but it doesn’t matter; I still enjoy it.” Dennis was frustrated that he couldn’t make his fiancé orgasm. His penis was smaller than average and looked smaller under his gut. It had never given a woman an orgasm and with his few previous girlfriends, he had learned to please them orally to bring them to climax. Michelle’s body insecurity was so bad, she wouldn’t let him kiss her down there.
Michelle was sexually frustrated, but her love for Dennis overshadowed it. This wonderful, lovable man made her feel special, loved, and needed—far kinder and more decent than Jed had ever been. She never regretted divorcing Jed; she only wished Dennis had even half of her ex-husband’s prowess. Her ex had been her only lover and she’d been somewhat confused to see Dennis’ thin erect five inch penis compared to Jed’s thicker eight inch cock.
Jed had been an incredible lover, making love to her almost daily with his big cock. Mostly, he just used her to get himself off, but she never failed to orgasm from his impressively sized dick and even more impressive stamina. She had heard alcohol negatively affected sexual performance, but not with Jed. He would sit watching TV, drinking beer in his boxer shorts. By the third beer, his impressive length would be evident. She would wait on the couch for his orders, often to pleasure him orally while he sipped his beer eyes focused on the game. She enjoyed this most because the more Jed drank, the longer he lasted—five beers meant he could fuck a good thirty minutes. As she gained weight, he refused to look at her, pushing her head into the bed and taking her from behind while insulting her. Strangely, her most intense orgasms came when he treated her this way. To her shame, she often fantasized about Jed getting out of prison and fucking her to make up for lost time. 
She looked at her future husband lying beside her, nearly asleep, and thought he deserved better. He had restored her happiness, and she should give him something in return. The answer came quickly: she would give Dennis his dream girl. She would work out, lose weight, and regain her figure as the perfect wedding gift. Perhaps she could even squeeze into her old cheerleading uniform as a surprise for their honeymoon.
“Honey,” she whispered, “are you still awake?”
“Hmm,” Dennis replied lazily.
“I want to join a gym so I can look good for you on our wedding night,” she told him.
“You already look good,” he replied.
“I really want to do this, Dennis.”
“Sure, anything you want. I’ll even give it a try,” he replied. Dennis smiled, picturing the sexy cheerleader somersaulting on the football field. He didn’t care about her appearance, but he knew losing weight would restore her self-respect—and maybe she’d let him go down on her so that she could have an orgasm.
**********

They pulled on baggy sweats and drove across town to the new state-of-the-art fitness complex. They paid their membership fees and were led to the owner’s office. Dennis shook hands with Tyrone Douglas, the owner.
“Dominator Douglas,” said Dennis, “It’s an honor to meet you.” He stared up in awe at the giant black man.
Tyrone “Dominator” Douglas was a local legend. He had graduated from Dennis and Michelle’s high school ten years before them and had a brief career as a professional heavyweight boxer. Though not exceptional, he won enough fights to open his fitness center and the place was always packed. Dennis was impressed by Tyrone’s physique. Wearing loose shorts and a tight tank top that showcased his bulging muscles, Tyrone was the most physically imposing man Dennis had ever seen, with a complexion as dark as night. Dennis felt his neck strain looking up at the towering figure.
Tyrone assessed the two newcomers, assessing that they’d give it a couple weeks before quitting. Shame, he thought, the woman had potential. Blonde, blue-eyed, big white titties, and a white boy’s ring on her finger, just the way he liked them.
Tyrone gave them a tour, introducing them to Hans and Steve, two high school seniors, both white, who helped out as trainers in exchange for boxing lessons. Hans and Steve barely paid the chubby couple any attention, they were busy training with some sexy gym bunnies. Tyrone showed them the weight room, pool, sauna, and aerobics room, where a class was starting. He mentioned he’d soon need to leave to instruct it.
Dennis couldn’t stop staring at the attractive figures in the aerobics room. Of the fifteen or so participants, about ten were stunning women in tight, two-piece spandex outfits, tight sport’s bras and ass hugging shorts or yoga pants, showcasing their lean physiques. He watched them bend and stretch until Michelle pulled him away.
Michelle was curious about how much she could bench press when Tyrone ended the tour in the weight room. She was glad when he offered to spot her. Tyrone estimated the weight, and Michelle lay back to try. She lifted it easily, so he added more. As she prepared again, pressing her hands on the bar, she glanced up, her eyes going straight up Tyrone’s loose shorts and gasped at what she saw.
Dennis, hearing her gasp, assumed the weight was too heavy.
Michelle couldn’t believe the size of Tyrone’s cock and balls filling his shorts. Even soft, it rivaled Jed’s when fully erect. She pushed up on the weights unable to tear her eyes away from the girthy black penis beneath Tyrone’s shorts. She found herself both upset and relieved when Tyrone asked Hans to take over. She was shocked to see Hans also sported an impressive girthy penis though nothing compared to “The Dominator’s”. Doesn’t anyone wear underwear here? she wondered.
Dennis asked Tyrone for help, soon understanding Michelle’s gasp as he looked up the black man’s boxing shorts . After quickly showing Dennis the basics and more certain than before that Dennis wouldn’t last a month, Tyrone left for his class, leaving the hapless white man struggling beneath the weights until a reluctant Steve took over and helped the gasping man. Dennis asked Michelle if she wanted a break, and she quickly agreed, breathing heavily despite minimal exertion. Hans and Steve gratefully returned to their flirting with the younger women.
Michelle disappeared, and Dennis found her mesmerized at the aerobics room window, watching Tyrone lead an intense workout-boxing routine. Dennis was equally mesmerized, especially by three gorgeous, well-built women in the front row. He recognized one as Sara Adams, the trophy wife of a wealthy acquaintance. The couple went home tired, their muscles aching, though they hadn’t exercised much. Michelle said she was eager for the next day while Dennis poked at the meager salad she’d prepared for dinner. His stomach growled hungrily all night.
**********
After a month at the gym, Dennis started making excuses to skip sessions. Michelle was initially upset, disliking working out alone. Tyrone was helpful but often busy with classes, and Hans and Steve ignored her. She tried to make friends with some of the other women she saw regularly, but they didn’t pay her much attention.
Looking at her reflection, Michelle noted that Tyrone’s special diet and exercise had helped her lose eight pounds. She was on track and determined to continue.
Over the next five months, Michelle shed pounds, diet shakes for breakfast and lunch with a light dinner, attending the gym five times a week. Dennis stopped going entirely, preferring to stay home. He was supportive, preparing bubble baths or dinner when she returned tired and sweaty, massaging her sore muscles as she soaked. He also enjoyed her increasing sex drive. Having lost thirty-five pounds, she was five pounds ahead of schedule, with twenty-five to go before the wedding.
One month and six pounds later, Michelle came home ecstatic. Tyrone had invited her to join his workout class, impressed by her progress, believing it would help her reach her goals faster. She tried it that night and loved it, feeling every muscle engaged. Jennifer, Carla, and Sara were  slow to accept the slightly plump newcomer in baggy sweats, reluctantly helping her with routines and partnering in the weight room after Tyrone asked them to.
To celebrate, Dennis took her to dinner, where she drank heavily. At home, he stripped her and kissed her breasts and belly. She didn’t pull away as he moved lower. With her thighs slimmer, he had room to pleasure her orally, licking her until she had a small orgasm after ten minutes. It had been nearly five years since her last climax, and Dennis was overjoyed. He turned her over, raised her hips, and entered her from behind.
**********
They had been intimate for an hour, and Michelle lost count of her orgasms. Jed slowly withdrew, moving to her other entrance. “Ready to become my ass-slut?” he asked. 
“No Jed, please you’re too big,” she begged. 
“Do what you’re told, slut,” he growled, smacking her well-rounded firm ass cheek. He entered her, his glans forcing her tight rosebud open. It was painful at first, but the sensation soon turned intense, and she climaxed again as he fucked her ass while they knelt in the woods, surrounded by beer cans, music blaring from his car.
**********
She smiled thinking about her ex-husband as Dennis finished after about five minutes. She felt guilty for thinking of Jed during their intimacy, missing his rough dominance.
With three months until the wedding and fifteen pounds to lose, Michelle’s body was transforming. Tyrone’s classes worked wonders; she was still slightly curvy but in the right places to attract male attention. Dennis seemed thrilled and happily bought her new clothes to wear. Michelle pretended not to notice that the clothes were getting tighter and skimpier, shorts that hugged her firming rear end, halters that displayed a lot of cleavage and were just a little too short so that her bellybutton was on display. 
During a workout, she was punching hard, watching her friends in the front row. Sweaty from the intense session, she felt cool air on her legs during stretches and heard laughter. Tyrone was grinning at her. To her horror, her sweatpants had fallen, leaving her in baggy granny panties. Blushing, she pulled them up as Sara wrapped an arm around her, leading her to the locker room.
“There, there, honey,” Sara said, consoling her. “You’ve lost too much weight for those old sweats. I have a leotard you can wear.”
Michelle sobbed as Sara retrieved it from her locker. “I can’t wear that,” she gasped. “I haven’t worn anything that small since I was a teenager.”
“Don’t be a baby,” Sara laughed. “It’ll be fine. And throw out those old lady panties.”
Michelle admired herself in the mirror. Her face had slimmed, her blonde hair framing it prettily. Her backside and stomach had a slight bulge, but her breasts, once saggy, were now firm, with nipples pointing upward. She slipped into the leotard, struggling to contain her larger chest. It revealed more skin than she preferred, but she set a new goal to fit into it comfortably. Shyly, she returned to class.
Tyrone stopped mid-kick, staring at her chest, staring at her for the first time like he stared at the other three women. The class turned to look, and Michelle nearly fled until Tyrone began clapping, prompting the others to join. Flushing at the compliment, she felt her nipples harden, stretching the leotard further.
“Living proof my workout works, people,” Tyrone shouted, resuming the class.
Michelle felt great afterward, texting Dennis to buy her some new underwear. He replied with a thumbs up emoji. She had a feeling his purchases were going to be on the sexier side. She wanted to talk to Tyrone, to thank him for his help, but he was with Carla. Sara and Jennifer invited her to the Jacuzzi, and she agreed, wearing the leotard. Their bikinis seemed scandalous, but she decided she’d wear one too if her body became that fit. They chatted, though she found them slightly arrogant.
“What’s taking Carla so long?” Michelle asked.
Jennifer and Sara exchanged looks. “Tyrone often gives us private lessons,” Jennifer said, giggling with Sara.
Michelle recalled Tyrone leaving with one of them after each class. “What do these private lessons entail?” she asked.
“Mostly stretching,” Jennifer replied, and they giggled again.
Michelle assumed it was an inside joke. Sara announced she was hot and left to swim laps, followed by Jennifer. Michelle changed to go home, seeing Carla leave Tyrone’s office, disheveled and walking oddly. Tyrone must really stretch them, she thought, hoping for private lessons herself.
**********
One month before the wedding, Michelle had reached her goal, five pounds heavier than in high school due to her increased bust. Busy with wedding plans, she missed some workouts and noticed her friends growing distant. Tyrone had positioned her at the front of the class and she thought they were jealous of the increased attention he was paying her.
Furious, she returned home, ranting to Dennis about Sara and the others rejecting her friendship and asking for the leotard back. Dennis agreed they were jealous, reminding her of how competitive girls were in high school. Michelle realized he was right; her new body outshone theirs, and Tyrone’s attention fueled their envy. They weren’t her friends, they were her frenemies. It was time she fought back and gave them a piece of their own medicine. Leotards were old fashioned anyway, he’d buy new workout clothes, sexier, two-piece that showed a lot of skin. Her body was ready, her self-confidence was ready and she was ready to secure Tyrone as her personal trainer.
Aroused by the competition, she knelt before Dennis, easily sucking his thin penis. She didn’t like doing it with her fiance, his semen tasted horrible, but he never forced her. He enjoyed it, knowing she’d expect reciprocation. His tongue licked rapidly up and down her slit, but she didn’t cum until he pushed two fingers inside her and when she did it was bigger than usual.
**********
Michelle struggled initially with Jed’s size at the prom. Drunker than usual, he led her behind bushes, dirtying her dress and nylons. He demanded she take him in her mouth, asking if she was ready to be his “cum-slut.” She nodded, and he took control, holding her head and guiding her up and down his shaft.  After twenty minutes, he climaxed, his semen overwhelming her as it filled her mouth, surprised that she liked the taste. She grew to enjoy it over time.
***********
Afterward, Dennis offered to spot her at the gym. She declined, saying Hans and Steve were helping. Dennis found it odd, recalling her complaints about their preoccupation with other women, but he was relieved to avoid the gym. He planned to surprise her the next night with dinner and a show.
**********
Michelle shopped for a tiny white string bikini for their honeymoon in the Carribean. The top barely covered half her breasts. The bottoms were so small, she was going to trim her blonde pubes back into a strip, smiling when she thought that Dennis would like that. At an athletic wear store, she chose a tight half-shirt and small spandex bottoms that were little more than booty shorts, plus a modest outfit for Dennis’s sake. She started tanning at the gym to prepare for her honeymoon. Her tan helped to complement the bikini, erasing faint stretch marks.
**********
Dennis was relieved to see Michelle in modest sweats and a leotard for the gym. He prepared her dress and theater tickets, planning to meet her there.

Michelle arrived early, planning on asking Tyrone if he could give her the same personal training, he gave the other three, envisioning cutting an even trimmer figure in her wedding dress. Not finding him, she worked out and changed into her bikini in the tanning booth. Hot and sweaty, she decided to swim some laps in the pool. Five men stopped to watch as she appeared at the pool and tested the water before sitting on the edge. She finally saw Tyrone appear staring at her. She gave him a little wave and was ready to slide into the water when Hans and Steve sat beside her so close that their skin touched.
“Looking good, Michelle,” Hans said, eyeing her breasts
“Looking real good,” Steve echoed. “Especially in that bikini.”
Michelle felt her nipples hardening, pressing out the tightly stretched top. They’d always reacted that way from male attention. She hadn’t gotten much attention when she gained weight, but now they were popping out a lot and quite noticeable in her skimpier clothing. “Uh, thanks, guys,” she replied blushing. 
“Just telling the truth,” said Hans, placing his hand over her knee. Steve did the same on her other leg, sliding his up her thigh. Her bikini bottom quickly turned wet as she stared at their hands. Their hands on her legs moved further up, sliding slightly inside. Her pussy was drooling now. Michelle grabbed their arms and lifted their hands up, quickly sliding into the pool to escape them. She turned, finding herself eye-level with their impressive bulges. Steve’s dick had swollen, pushing out his tight shorts. Hans’s shorts were loose, his penis was partially exposed up the leg, plump and swollen, reminding her of Jed’s. “Like what you see?” he asked. 
She nodded, unable to pull her eyes off it, picturing Jed’s hard cock, both Hans and Steve looked bigger.
“Why don’t you come in the sauna with us?” asked Steve. “No need for shorts or bikinis in there.”
Michelle gasped slightly in disbelief. They wanted to fuck her! Sara, Jenn, and Carla often joined the boys in the sauna. There was no way they were…  Hans and Steve had just graduated high school last spring. They were 18, but still teenagers. “Uh, no thank you,” she replied, tearing her eyes away from their crotches. “That wouldn’t be appropriate. I’m about to get married.”
“Most of the women who join us in the sauna are married, Michelle,” said Hans.
“Thanks for the offer, but no,” she replied, turning around and swimming to the other side of the pool. As her body slid through the water, her mind wandered what would have happened if she’d said yes. Of course, she had no desire to have sex with two guys ten years her junior, but she kind of wanted to see what those dicks looked like when they were erect. She couldn’t imagine a dick bigger than Jed’s had been.

She popped up on the other side at the wall and found herself looking up at Tyrone. He squatted down, smiling at her. “Looking good, Michelle,” he said, winking. “Nice form.”
She found herself blushing. The compliment doing nothing to make her hard nipples go down. She sank in the water to make sure they weren’t visible to the huge black man’s dark eyes. “Thanks’ Tyrone,” she replied. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”
“You did most of the work, Michelle. All it takes is hard work and dedication to succeed,” he said. “And a good trainer,” he added. 
“Speaking of training, Tyrone,” she said. “I was hoping you’d give me some of that special training you give the other women,” she said. “I’d like some private lessons before my wedding.” His eyebrows raised slightly and his smile broadened. “Sara says you really stretch them.”
“I’d love to stretch you out, Michelle. I didn’t think you were interested,” he said. 
“I only made up my mind recently, but I’m really interested.”
“I’m gonna work you hard?”
“I want it hard,” she replied.
“That’s what I like to hear. Tonight after class?” Tyrone leaned over and held his hand out.
“That would be great,” she said. She took his hand and he practically pulled her out of the pool. “But isn’t it Sara’s night?”
“Sara can wait. I love breaking in a new white girl.” His eyes roamed down to her breasts.
“White girl?” she asked, confused. Tyrone’s smile had turned predatory.
“Sorry, white woman.” He swept his eyes down her entire body. “You’re gonna stretch so far your first time you won’t know what hit you.”
“I’m a little nervous,” she replied. “Could you take it a little easy on me?”
“We’ll go slow, but once I show you how far you can stretch, you won’t go back.” He winked at her. “Now go get changed for class,” he ordered.
Michelle turned jumping with a start when his hand smacked her ass cheek. That was extremely inappropriate, she thought, feeling a warm tingle growing in her womb. She thought about correcting Tyrone, but she was looking forward to training with him and didn’t want to jeopardize it, not to mention seeing the look on Sara’s face when Tyrone trained her instead. 
She looked around. Most of the men were staring at her. A lot of them had to have seen Tyrone spanks her bottom. She hoped he didn’t get in trouble for it. She realized why Tyrone and all the other men were staring at her when she entered the locker room. Her white bikini had turned see-thru when wet. Her mouth fell open in horror when she saw herself in the mirror. The panty was clinging to her recently trimmed blonde pubic strip. Her nipples were even worse. The wet bikini was revealing her entire fifty cent sized areola and her thick hard nipples in the center. She was still blushing when she changed into her new workout clothes.
Michelle fiddled around waiting for the others to leave, she wanted to make an entrance in her new outfit. When she was alone, she quickly threw the tight half shirt over her naked breasts and pulled the bottoms over her tiny bikini panties. As she headed to join the class, she passed the sauna and paused when she heard voices. Hans and Steve were in there talking. 
"Bro, I still can't get over how sexy that bitch looked today at the pool," Hans was saying. 
"Yeah, can you believe that's the old fat chick from a couple months ago," Steve replied. 
Michelle felt the blood race through her veins. They were talking about her. She paused at the door and listened as they talked about all the things they wanted to do to her. Her knees grew weak as she heard them talking about fucking her ass and making her suck their cocks. 
"God, my cock’s getting hard, just thinking of fucking her, " said Hans in frustration. 
Michelle had to get a glimpse of their cocks. She pushed the door open and stifled a gasp at what she saw. They were laying back with their eyes closed naked and enjoying the steam bath. Their gorgeous hard bodies glistened with water droplets and were very impressive, but not as impressive as their cocks. Steve's was really fat and looked to be about 7 inches as it laid across his leg semi-erect. Hans was closer to full erection and was about 8 inches as he slowly stroked it with his eyes closed, the huge shaft swelling up before her eyes. She wanted nothing more than to stand there forever watching those young studs with their big cocks but Hans interrupted her thoughts. 
"Man that slut doesn't have a clue, how hard she's going to get fucked tonight," he said. 
"Yeah he's going to ruin her for the rest of us," Steve said. 
Michelle felt a sudden sinking feeling in her stomach. They weren't talking about her they were talking about one of their bimbos. Disappointed, she backed out of the sauna and hurried to class.

She joined the class, where her outfit drew the jealous stares of her three rivals. Tyrone placed his hands on Carla’s arms and forced her a few steps back to the second row, motioning for Michelle to move to the front of the class next to Sara. Sara gave her a pissed off look. Michelle just stared ahead at the black skinned former boxer. Sara could fuck off for all she cared. Michelle looked better than her now. Sara’s little B-cups were no match for Michelle’s EE’s. Her face thinner, Michelle was even prettier than Sara or any of the other women at the gym. Her body was even more toned then it had been in high school. 
She’d achieved her goal. 
Tyrone worked them hard and left them panting. Michelle’s increased drive and stamina pushed through the workout, pausing to catch her breath when it was over. Her muscles were sore and already stretched out to the max, she wondered what more Tyrone “The Dominator” Douglas could do to her that he hadn’t already done to her.
After class, Tyrone told Sara he wouldn’t train her that night. Michelle tried not to smile when the other woman’s jaw fell open in surprise. She glanced angrily at Michelle and then back at Tyrone before storming off, her cheeks flushing red.
“Ready?” she asked, smugly.
“You're as impatient as I am,” he replied, leading her to his office. “I barely made it through class.
In Tyrone’s office, a stained exercise mat lay on the floor. “How do you want me?” she asked as he locked the door behind them.
“How about doggy style?” he asked. Tyrone removed his tank top, revealing his broad muscular chest. Wow, he must plan on working me hard, she thought, her eyes running down Tyrone’s broad tapered chest lined with prominent muscles. 
Michelle nodded. Downward dog was a familiar yoga position. She pulled at her tight shorts. Her new bottoms were chafing. “I’m not sure it’ll work in my shorts.”
Tyrone snorted. “I’m sure it won’t. Take them off.”
She hesitated, then complied, standing in her sexy new pink panties. Tyrone was pulling down his shorts revealing a tight white speedo so overstretched, she thought it might break.
“Get on your hands and knees on the mat,” he said. “Spread your legs.” She complied, spreading her knees wider on the matt and raising her rear end higher. “Work that ass,” he ordered. She complied, working her rear up and down. He noticed her panty fabric slipping, slapping her hand away when she tried to adjust it. “Keep it up,” he barked. MIchelle worked her newly toned, well-rounded rear end faster. Anything to please Tyrone. “Harder!” he commanded, stripping fully. His twelve-inch cock springing up as he stared at her white pussy rising up to meet it.. Kneeling behind her, he pulled her panty aside, positioning himself.
“What are you doing?” she asked, confused, as his finger grazed her.
“Getting this out of the way.”
Tyrone pulled the fabric back from her pussy lips. She immediately felt the cold air from the air conditioning on her privates. She stopped thrusting her ass up, about to object as he stretched the crotch of her thin panty out to the point she feared it would tear. She was confused for a brief second until she felt something big pressing against her pussy.
“Tyrone!” she squealed in alarm, trying to fall forward away from the intruder, but he grabbed her hips and pulled her back into his penis. “Tyrone,” she said, softer as her pussy lips spread wide open around the large intruder.
“That’s right, say my name, slut,” he grunted.
Michelle shuddered as waves of pleasure engulfed her. “Yes,” she mumbled, shamed that being demeaned turned her on. A loud moan escaped her lips as he worked his thick cock in deeper, already deeper than Dennis could reach and it was multiple times thicker than her fiance. Dennis! Sweet wonderful Dennis. "Tyrone, stop," She begged, lifting her ass up into the next thrust of the black man’s big cock. "I can't cheat on Dennis."
“Bitch, when the dominator’s done stretching this white pussy out, you won’t even remember his name.” He pulled back and thrust about eight inches in.
"Aaah," she squealed as it hurt her a little. It was as deep as Jed's now
and it had been a long time since she felt a cock in her that deep and never this wide. 
and the pain from his width was being replaced by a feeling of intense
pleasure.
"P..lease st..op now," she moaned. "I thought we were just going to be w..orking out."
"Bitch, nobody can be that stupid," he said and he buried all twelve inches
to the hilt. She had the hottest, tightest pussy he had ever fucked and
he began fucking her with the entire length of his cock.
"Ahhhh" she screamed. "Please d..on't, pleeease stop," she moaned. She
felt the beginnings of a big orgasm stirring in her belly. "Ohmygod! Pleeease
don't st..op."
Tyrone smiled at that and began to fuck her harder. For a second she had
almost convinced him she was just  here to exercise. Stupid white
sluts, he thought, why do they always have to pretend they don't want
It? She was shaking beneath the pounding of his foot long rod and he knew
she was getting close to a really big orgasm. He grinned evilly and
pulled his cock out.
Michelle was in heaven. She had gotten addicted to the almost daily
orgasms her ex-husband had given her. She now knew how a smoker felt.
You can go for five years without a cigarette and still crave one every
day until you break down and have one, then you're hooked again. The small
orgasm Dennis had given her a few months ago had been like a quick puff
compared to what was happening to her now. It was close, then a little
closer, then she felt him pull his cock out and she started screaming.
"Put it back in," she cried. "Fuck. I’m close."
Tyrone laughed at the panicky woman. He was holding his cock's head
right on her pussy lips teasing her. She was squirming around trying to
push back but he wouldn't let her. It took a lot of self control not to
thrust his cock back into that hot pussy, but the results were always
worth it.
"Please Tyrone, I need it." she pleaded, tears in her eyes.
"Need what?" he asked.
"Your cock," she moaned in frustration.
"Tell me how much you need it," he said as he slowly pushed just the first few inches of his cock
into her again.
"I need your cock. Fuck me, I need to cum," she moaned as he began slowly
fucking her again with half his cock.
"Can't your boyfriend make you cum?" he asked.
"No, he can’t. Not with his dick," she managed to squeeze out between deep breaths. She
felt it coming again as he pushed it in deeper, the head beating on her cervix.
"Why can't he?" he asked.
"It’s too small," she answered. Why was he making her say
these things?
"How big is it?" he asked.
“Not half as big as you," she moaned as she started to
shake uncontrollably. The arms holding her off the mat were starting to shake.
Tyrone slowly pulled his cock out until only about five inches was buried
in her. This was how he hooked them. He called it comparison fucking.
Remind them of what they had at home and then show them what they could
get from him. Pretty soon she'd be his personal slut, just like the rest of
those white bitches in his class. "Is this really all your white boy’s got?" he asked.
"He's not as thick," she said. “You're still bigger.“ Why was she betraying the man she
loved like this? Was that really all Dennis had? The orgasm was fading
again as he held his thick cock still with only four or five inches in her. She kept trying to
push back into him, needing more.
"If you want more, beg" he demanded.
"I need more," she moaned. "Please, fuck me. I need your cock."
Tyrone pulled another two inches out. "Not good enough," he said.
"Your big cock," she said in desperation. "Fuck me with your big
cock."
"A little better," he said and pushed it about half way. She
needed a hint. She whimpered in frustration as he pulled a few more inches out. "White boys have skinny little dicks. What does Dennis have?”
“A skinny little dick,” she muttered, a tear of betrayal and frustration rolling down her cheek.
“The Dominator is a big black cock,” he said, holding her hips and slowly pushing a few more inches in. “Which do you prefer?"
“Black cock,” she gasped. Her eyes opened wide as she realized the truth, only a black cock could give her what she really needed. "I need BLACK cock," she pleaded in
desperation. "Fuck me with your big black cock."
“Right answer,” he said. “Slut.” Happiness spread through Michelle’s body as he pushed his cock in all the way again. She had said the right thing and he was pleased with her. The pressure in her womb was building again as he started picking up speed. Never had she felt so alive. Every nerve in her body was tingling as a big orgasm approached.
Tyrone was close. There was one last thing he had to do. He pulled it out one last time, leaving only the fat head in. "Will you do anything I tell you?"
"Yes, anything," she said in frustration.
"Are you my WHITE SLUT," he growled?
"Yes, I'm your white slut," she said, submitting to him completely.
"Yyyesss" she screamed as he fed her all his cock again triggering her
orgasm.
Tyrone felt the ache in his balls and then it was gone as his semen
began flowing up his long cock to erupt deep inside her pussy. He hadn't
had sex in three days and his orgasm seemed to last forever. He felt
his semen leaking out of her pussy around his cock.
Michelle felt fireworks going off deep in her womb. The explosions
spread out through her body. It traveled down to her pussy soaking his
cock with her juices. His hot semen just kept spraying hard, deep within
her vagina each strong spurt of his seed kept her orgasm growing. 
She felt her orgasm traveling up her spine and into her brain. The endless waves of pleasure overloaded all her senses and her eyes rolled up into her head as she collapsed on the
mattress.
Dennis was waiting by her car in the parking lot. He was starting to get
worried, there were only a few cars left and it was getting late.
Michelle had said she'd be late as she hoped Tyrone was going to become
her personal trainer to help her fit in that small wedding dress she
wanted. He better go find her. He grabbed the bouquet of roses he had
bought her and draped her cocktail dress over his arm and walked towards
the gym.
Tyrone walked over to his desk and grabbed a towel off his chair and
began wiping all the sweat from his body. His cock was still half hard as
he looked over at his new slut. Michelle's head was buried in the mat
and she seemed to be mumbling to herself. She still wore those titty
huggers and her ass was still sticking straight up in the air, the
string of her panties pulled off to the side. Her pussy was gaping
open and there was a constant trickle of semen dripping to the mat
adding to the stains of his previous conquests. The little pink rosebud
on her ass stared at him invitingly, and his cock got hard again. Her big white titties were practically falling out of the top and he wanted to play with them, but they'd have to wait.
Can't pass up an opportunity like this he thought as he grabbed a bottle
of oil out of his desk. He also grabbed the phone and set it beside her.
Tyrone could just make out what she was saying as she mumbled in her
semi-comatose state while he oiled up his cock. She just kept repeating,
"black cock sooo good," over and over again. He had a couple
friends he'd introduce her too if she liked black cock so much.
Tyrone didn't waste any time, he knew this always hurt the first time
and wanted to get her while she was still half passed out. He loved
butt-fucking and the gym was a great place to do it, as they were always
clean from showering before and after working out. He watched her anus
open up to accommodate him as the large head of his cock disappeared
inside her. His cock slid in easier than he had thought and he realized
she wasn't a back door virgin. Not that it wasn’t tight. She did grunt as he passed the eight inch mark.
****************
Michelle was on her hands and knees in the middle of the African
Savannah wearing her cheerleader uniform. The plain was filled with
lions and other animals but they ignored her and Jed as he butt fucked
her clad only in his football jersey. Michelle had been scared at first
but had grown to love having Jed’s dick in her ass. She looked over her
shoulder at her husband as he buried his cock up to his balls in her
ass. Jed held a beer to his lips and as he gulped his cock seemed to
stretch deeper into her then it had ever been as the hot African sun was
slowly turning Jed’s skin darker and darker. Her eyes widened as his
shirt started ripping as his already large muscles got even bigger. It
was like watching him turn into the hulk. Only this hulk was black. Jed’s black face stretched out becoming broader. The next thing she knew she wasn't in Africa but on a mat in Tyrone’s office
getting her ass reamed out royally.
"Call your fiancé and tell him you're going to be late. Tyrone ordered.
Still groggy Michelle shook her head and saw the phone lying next to
her. Poor Dennis, how could she betray him like this? Tyrone stopped
with a little less than half his cock in her so that she could talk and
she dialed his cell phone number.
Dennis was reaching to open the gym door when his phone rang.
"Oh hi honey," said his future wife, "My personal trainer is really
making me stretch tonight and… Oh god! How much longer do you want me?”
“At least three more hours,” grunted Tyrone, slapping his hand down hard on one ass cheek.
“Ow! Um… so good. I'll be home in about three more hours, oohh kay.
Dennis heard Tyrone's voice in the background say, "so tight" and he
thought he was referring to her muscles as he worked her hard. "Just relax dear," he said. "stretching is good for you, and I want you to look good for our wedding ok. Love you."
"Ok, love you too," she said and hung up.
Dennis chuckled to himself, she'd change her mind once she saw the
flowers. He entered the gym. A long hall traveled down to the admissions
desk, past Tyrone’s office. Tyrone had two doors in his office. One in
the hallway and one that opened directly into the gym. Dennis looked at
his watch, as he passed Tyrone’s office. If they didn't hurry they'd be
late for the play. He stopped when he heard sounds coming from the
office. Curious, he peeked through the blinds.
Dennis's eye grew wide with horror at what he saw and the roses he had
brought to celebrate the new and improved Michelle hit the floor.
The new and improved Michelle was a slut. Tyrone was fucking her hard
with the black monster he had gotten a glimpse of on his first day at
the gym. How long had his fiancé been cheating on him? His eyes widened
in shock when he realized Tyrone was actually fucking her ass with his
cock. Dennis's little penis retreated into his scrotum in humiliation and
he slid down the wall and started to cry.
"Aaghh!" Tyrone bellowed as he came again. He heard Michelle moan as he
pulled his still squirting cock out of her ass, long splatters of his seed falling along her back.
He left her on the mat and rolled his chair over before her. "I want to
see them titties," he said as he yanked off her halter top. He stood her
up before him as he sat in the chair, and as he was eye level with her
breasts he started sucking on her long puffy nipples to her delight. “I think you got the best white titties in the gym, slut.”
"Tyrone," she gasped. He was rougher on her sensitive nipples than Dennis was and she felt her arousal growing again. "I said I'd do anything you wanted, but just for tonight. Once I'm married, I will be faithful to my husband."
Tyrone just grinned at her. Stupid bitch, still thought she had a choice
in the matter. He needed to teach her a lesson and as he needed some
time to recuperate he told her to wait here and he got up and left the
office. Hans and Steve were cleaning up the gym when the heard their boss yell
"Hey, boys I got that bonus you were asking for." They looked up to see
a naked Tyrone grinning at them. They looked down at his colossal cock
dangling down about eight inches.
"That's not the kind of bonus we were thinking of boss." said Steve
Hans stood staring in awe at Tyrone’s huge cock, his mouth hanging open.
"Not me idiots," Tyrone said. "Get in here."
Dennis was crestfallen at his fiancés betrayal, but the image of Tyrone
and Michelle’s two perfect bodies together kept imposing itself on his
mind. and his dick started to get hard. He got back up and peaked back
into the room. Michelle was on her knees with her head resting on a
chair. Sperm was drying on her ass and there looked to be a pool of the
stuff on the mat. He was thinking about running in to pull Michelle out,
when Tyrone returned.
Tyrone was still buck naked when he walked back in. He held the door
open and Hans and Steve entered behind him. Steve looked kind of stunned
and Hans just yelled “Fuck yeah!" and began stripping.
"Boys, Michelle here is going to do whatever we tell her for the next
three hours," Tyrone informed them. "Then she plans on being faithful to
her husband."
"Tyrone, I don't know what you were thinking, but I can't sleep with all
three of you." Michelle said as she shook her head in denial. Dennis
heart filled with joy when he heard that this would just be a one time
occurrence and he relaxed a little. He saw that Steve’s cock was about
eight inches and very thick. Han's was about nine inches long and less girthy
but still thicker than Dennis's own penis. Michelle opened her mouth to
protest again as the two naked young studs approached her and Hans just
stuffed her mouth full of his cock to shut her up. She soon gave in and
started slurping on it lustfully. Tyrone sat down and directed the three
stars of his very own live sex show. He reached down and started
stroking his cock as he ordered the three white people around. Dennis
grabbed his little penis and came after about three strokes.
Michelle was doing everything Tyrone demanded. She fucked and sucked
both Hans and Steve’s cocks and let them titty fuck her. At one point she
was riding Steve’s thick cock and Hans had pushed his up her ass. Tyrone
stood up and had Michelle suck his cock while the two boys fucked her,
so that every one of her holes was stuffed full of cock. Most of the
time Tyrone just sat in the chair holding his cock. Dennis kept thinking
he looked like some kind of King holding an ebony scepter, the sign of
his power, and graciously rewarding his followers by letting them fuck
his concubine.
Dennis knew he could never satisfy Michelle the way these three could
and he felt weak and emasculated. Michelle had screamed in orgasm dozens
of times as she fucked the two boys.
After several hours, the boys crawled off her and rested against the
walls. Their long penises hung over the legs and dribbled semen on the
floor. They had the stamina of eighteen year olds and had cum about four
times each, and finally they both seemed exhausted.
Michelle just crawled over to their king and started slurping on his cock again. He pulled her up and had her ride him as he sat on his throne. Dennis heard his fiancé scream and then she collapsed on Tyrone's massive cock.
Tyrone looked unperturbed and he just put his beefy hands under her thighs and lifted her up and down on his cock like she was a pair of dumbbells. She woke up, moaning as he fucked her and Tyrone lifted her off his cock and set her down in the chair as he stood before her. He put both her hands around his cock and had her jerk him off.

"Are you my slut?" he asked.
Michelle just nodded yes, as she stared at his cock in awe. The huge head seemed to double in size before the pee slit opened and sprayed her face with his cum. She took several blasts on her face before quickly leaning forward and wrapping her lips around the head, gulping the rest of his semen down and acting like she enjoyed the taste.
Dennis watched the four lovers laughing and then Tyrone threw Michelle over his shoulder and the group headed off to the showers to clean up. Dennis drove home still shaken by what he saw. He sobbed off and on,
crawled into bed after hiding the flowers and putting away the dress. He pretended to be asleep when Michelle came home about two hours later and he said nothing.
She didn’t return to the gym over the next few weeks but continued to diet and exercise.

The wedding went off without a hitch and Dennis’ eyes bulged out of his head when Michelle appeared in the tight sexy white wedding dress as her dad walked her down the aisle. It was the happiest day in both their lives. They honeymooned in the islands and Dennis
could see the love in her eyes every time they looked at each other. He
even beamed in triumph when she had a small orgasm as he made love to her on their wedding night. It was the first time he had ever made a woman cum with his penis
and he was elated though he knew it was an orgasm born of love and not any particular skill on his part. Dennis was sure that everything would be alright.
They had been back from their honeymoon about a week when he heard
Michelle scream in the bathroom. He ran in to see what was wrong only to
find her standing on the scale naked.
"I've gained three pounds," she told him. "I need to start going back
to the gym,” she said, staring off into space.
"Whatever makes you happy, my love," said Dennis said, sadly returning to the
living room.
Tyrone’s cock sprung up the moment he saw Michelle walk into the gym again. He did a quick calculation in his head. It had been about four weeks since they had fucked her. It looks like Steve won the bet over
how long it would take her to come back. She was back in his office that night getting a hard workout. 
Dennis decided that as long as she only loved him, she could get her satisfaction from Tyrone and the boys. Other than Michelle's sexual pleasure the only good thing to come out of her gym visits occurred several months later.
Dennis and Michelle were holding hands as they left the movies when someone drunkenly shouted Michelle’s name as he stumbled out of the bar across the street. Michelle’s ex, Jed, recently released from prison. His eyes lit up with lust when he saw Michelle’s fit body. “Happy to see me, babe?” he said. “Come give me a kiss.”  Dennis tried to defend Michelle as a drunken Jed grabbed her, ripping her shirt, but Jed just punched him in the stomach, doubling him over. "Come here my pretty little slut," Jed slurred. Everything she learned in Tyrone’s boxing fitness class jumped into her mind as she kicked her ex-husband in the shin before punching him twice in the face. A crowd was gathering, and Jed had limped away screaming that Michelle was his slut and would always be
his slut.
Dennis had argued that they should by a gun to protect themselves and Michelle just calmly said not to worry about it. A few days later Dennis read in the paper about an ex-con that had been assaulted near the same bar. The man hadn’t been robbed. 
His assailant was described as a very muscular dark-skinned black man.
The End
Author’s Note: This was the second story inspired by one of John Person’s illustrations. The illustration pretty much is the same as the scene where Tyrone is anally penetrating Michelle, and she is on the phone to her fiancé. I wrote this entire story around that one concept. This story is also connected to one of my later stories, “Trisha’s Transformation,” though it’s not a sequel.
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