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		Part One

		

	
		With eyes as big as saucers Phillip watched his wife bend over to grab the Wilson Pro Staff tennis racquet off the floor.

		"Damn Catherine!" he said, still staring at her perfectly shaped backside.

		"What?" she muttered.

		"Nice ass."

		Catherine laughed. "Stop it!"

		"I will not," Phillip said adamantly. "I like what I see. I really like it! Any chance you want to fool around some?"

		Catherine straightened back up, tossing her long, silky, dark hair over her shoulders. "No you silly boy! Of course not! You know I'm already late for tennis!"

		Phillip frowned.

		Catherine was still wearing her office clothes. The outfit was smart and chic. Her legs were muscled, sleek, and tan, shown off by a short skirt and low-heeled sandals. Her sleeveless top had a scooped neck, like a tank top, and a matching cardigan which had been knotted loosely around her neck before she had removed it.

		Phillip had an analytical mind. Deductive reasoning was his forte. So he concluded, with what he felt was a fair degree of accuracy, that it was unlikely that he would be able to watch his wife undress without some sort of physical relief.

		"Please! Come on baby, it'll only take a few minutes!"

		She looked at him with a quizzical expression. Walking towards the dresser, she playfully swatted her husband on the arm. "Yeah, you don't have to remind me!"

		Phillip laughed along with his wife, not wanting her to see how much the comment had actually hurt him.

		"I'm sorry," Catherine said. "But I really am late for my tennis date with Emma. She's already texted me a thousand times today, reminding me not to be late!"

		Following a frustrated sigh, Phillip fell back onto the bed, stared up at the ceiling.

		Their Manhattan condominium was small, but charming. The whole place was basically just two bedrooms, a small living room, balcony, and sleek kitchen. But the building was ideally located and had some of the best security, which was very important to Catherine. Still, Phillip's father liked to remind his son that for the price they'd paid for such a small place in Manhattan, they could have gone to Connecticut and bought a 6-bedroom house.

		With his eyes tracking the movements of a ceiling fan, Phillip said, "You know what that asshole actually said today?"

		"What asshole?" Catherine said.

		"Vick!"

		Vick was a black guy who worked in Phillip's office.

		Phillip didn't care that Vick was black. He just didn't like working with someone who could be so arrogant and full of shit. Vick Johnson was quite possibly the most self-absorbed person in the world —constantly talking about all the money he made and all the different women he had sex with.

		Even worse, Vick had recently gotten into amateur bodybuilding. He was always referring to his body as a temple. Vick was thirty-four years old and at least six and a half feet tall. His skin was dark as night; and his head was shaved and shiny bald. He'd always been in good shape, but now he really had a powerful physique with immensely broad shoulders, slab-like pecs rippling and corded, sharply cut abs, arms bulging with swollen muscles and veins, a trim waist, and gigantic thighs.

		Nor did Vick ever miss an opportunity to criticize Phillip's diet and lack of exercise. Indeed one of Vick's favorite things to do was to walk up and push his finger into Phillip's soft midsection, chuckle, and say something like, "Aren't you supposed to giggle, Pillsbury Doughboy?"

		"Oh," said Catherine, "I thought you liked Vick. You said you guys got along."

		"I put up with Vick," Phillip corrected, rolling his eyes. "That doesn't actually mean I like the guy."

		"Now I see."

		"Anyway, that's not the point. The point is that the motherfucker actually asked me if I wanted to make a porno with you and him. Seriously? Who the fuck says that shit? He's one sick fuck!"

		"What do you mean?" Catherine said, needing a few more moments for her brain to catch up. "Wait, he wanted to have a three-way?"

		Phillip closed his eyes, trying to remind himself why he even brought this up in the first place. "Yeah, something like that, I guess."

		There was a long pause as Phillip lay on the bed, watching the predictable pattern of the ceiling fan, listening to his wife open and shut dresser drawers.

		By now Phillip figured the topic of conversation had exhausted itself.

		But he was wrong.

		"Well, what did Vick say exactly?" Catherine asked. Then she quickly added, "I mean, not that I'm curious. I, um, just want to know how far away from him I have to stay when I come to see you at the office again."

		Phillip wasn't sure how to answer this. He debated whether or not it was necessary to get into all the details. But when he sat up, saw his wife's expectant face awaiting his answer, he got flustered and found himself blurting out, "He wanted to make this thing called a cuckold video."

		Catherine laughed again, removing her clothes so that now she was standing stark naked. "Oh, one of those. That's funny."

		"Wait, you know what that is?"

		She nodded without making eye contact. "A cuck?"

		Phillip flinched at the word. "Yeah. You know what that is?"

		She grabbed a pair of small white panties and slid them up her long and slender legs. Then she found a lacey Victoria's secret bra and reached behind her back to fasten it. Wearing only her panties and bra, which were both very white, she looked unbelievably feminine. "A cuckold? Of course I do!"

		"Since when?"

		Taking a look in the mirror, she snapped the elastic waistband of her panties into place, ran her hands down the sides of her flared hips. "I don't know, honey, it's 2017. You do realize I have access to the Internet also?"

		"Catherine, I didn't even know what a cuckold was..."

		She cut her husband off.

		Then she spoke in a voice that was crisp, bright, and cheerful —as if she was proudly rattling off an answer for her favorite professor. "A cuckold relationship: it's a relationship where the wife is called a hotwife. She goes around dating and sometimes having sexual relations with other men. Sometimes her husband gets to watch. Sometimes he doesn't."

		Phillip laughed despite himself.

		Truthfully, he felt weird listening to his wife talk about the subject. She had a sudden air of assertiveness which caused him to inwardly shrink. Was he getting the sense that becoming a hotwife was something Catherine actually might want? That his wife was ripe for a foray into some untapped sexual fantasies? Or was he simply being too paranoid? Was Catherine still the same pure-of-heart woman he'd always known?

		Just then Catherine walked past the bed again. Her tennis skirt was sitting on a chair against the wall. Phillip reached as if he was going to touch her waist, but withdrew.

		A moment later and Catherine was dressed for the occasion. She was wearing a short, pleated tennis skirt, a taut pink Polo shirt, white ankle socks, and white shoes. The skirt was short enough that when she bent over all the way one was rewarded with a glimpse of the bottom of her butt cheeks.

		"Dear?"

		"Yes Catherine?"

		"Are you trying to tell me something?"

		"Like what?"

		"You know..." she said, gesturing with her hands. "I mean, if there is something you want to tell me, you should just tell me."

		Phillip suddenly understood. Consequently his cheeks flushed and he looked in the other direction. "No! No, no, no! That's not what I meant at all, honey!"

		Suddenly Catherine was standing right in front of her husband. Looking down at him, she placed a finger underneath his chin, lifting it until their eyes met.

		"I know you have cuckold fantasies. I've seen the videos and pictures on your computer. So, dear, if that's what you're hedging about, it doesn't matter. You're still my husband."

		Phillip hung his head, not believing that the words had actually been spoken out loud.

		It was true though.

		For almost two years now he'd been getting turned on by thoughts of being a cuckold. It started with some pictures of cuckolds watching their wives with other men. (Those first pictures were part of a gallery that was supposed to be just MILFs! Which meant that he wasn't even searching for that stuff! At least, he wasn't searching for that stuff at first...) Then he found some cuckold movies. Then he started reading cuckold stories; which weirdly led to imagining himself as the cuckold!

		It was all very confusing and all very humiliating for Phillip.

		And the last thing in the world he ever wanted was to hear his beautiful wife discuss her husband's sick desires.

		"It's okay," Catherine said, her voice soft and full of understanding. "I know."

		Phillip looked at his wife for several long moments. Then he opened his mouth to speak, but actual words were impossible.

		"Dear, Phillip, I just wished that you would have said something to me earlier. You know that I don't like secrets. I think that keeping secrets is what causes couples to break up."

		Finally, after several more excruciating moments, Phillip found the power to communicate verbally once again. "... It was just a dumb..."

		"Fantasy?"

		He shook his head. "To be clear, I don't actually want to see you with another man. That would kill me, Catherine! I love you too much!"

		Catherine's pretty face brightened. She placed both of her hands around her husband's neck and leaned down for a long, passionate kiss. "I love you too, silly boy! That's what I'm saying! That's why it kills me to know that you feel it necessary to hide certain things about yourself."

		"I'm... sorry."

		"Don't be. This could be a good thing."

		"Huh?"

		"It could be fun, maybe."

		Then, for the next several minutes, the couple talked about how much they loved each other and how they promised to never lie to one another. Catherine said she understood that the cuckolding thing was just a fantasy of her husband's. She promised to never bring it up outside the bedroom as long as he promised to be open about what he found sexy. Then she asked him if it was okay to call him a cuck when they were in the bedroom. Together. Alone. Phillip said that sometimes it would be okay, but he didn't want to make it a regular thing between then.

		"Oh dern! Look at the time! Emma is going to freak out and kill me!"

		"You sure you don't want to stay in tonight?" Phillip said, narrowing his eyes at his gorgeous wife.

		"Trust me, I wish I could, honey. My little cuck-husband! Guys aren't the only ones who get horny."

		"I like that talk," Phillip said, smiling smugly.

		"Ah, is my little cuck getting a little too excited?" Catherine said, eyes widening as she reached for the small bulge at the front of her husband's slacks.

		"Baby... please don't go."

		"Maybe when I get back we can play," she said. "In the meantime, you better hope that I don't get hit on by one of the tennis pros! Those guys are always checking out my little ass! Why do you think I wear such short skirts?"

		Phillip groaned. He couldn't believe that this was actually happening. Just hearing his wife's voice suggest such a scenario almost made him shoot in his boxers! It was incredible!

		"Or maybe Emma's brother will be there?" Catherine said, sticking her finger in her mouth while she contemplated the possibility. "You know he played football in college. I always wanted to try it with a football player. I always wanted to try it with a big guy."

		Again, Phillip groaned. His little stiffy seemed like it was about to burst at any second.

		"Or, maybe I'll run into Vick. After all, he's already offered. Dear, do you really think it's true about black guys? Do you really think that they have bigger penises?"

		Phillip was still in such a state of shock that he didn't even care that his penis had grown completely stiff while his wife joked about fucking his nemesis. A quick moment later she was laughing and walking out the door with her tennis racquet. She made him promise to wait there until she got back. She made him promise to not masturbate until she got back.

		"Sure, of course, dear," Phillip said. "I promise."

		However, as soon as he heard the door slam shut, he booted up his laptop, logged onto one of his favorite cuckold websites. To his utter delight, three brand-new amateur movies had been uploaded. In all three of them there was a white couple and a black man. Apparently black bulls were quite popular these days.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		The next day, when Phillip went to work, he couldn't even look Vick in the eyes.

		Phillip was deeply mortified.

		Until this point, Phillip had always maintained a 'mental wall' between his 'sick perversions' and his 'real life.' But last night that necessary partition had started to erode. Openly discussing his cuckold fantasies with Catherine had been one of the most difficult things he'd ever done. But it was also one of the most erotic nights of his life.

		As soon as Catherine left for tennis, Phillip couldn't stop touching himself. He found himself becoming obsessed with the images of large black men having sex with beautiful white women. The contrast of their bodies was so amazing. Phillip hadn't felt such a sexual frenzy since he had been a teenager. Just thinking about the wonderful possibilities of interracial sex caused his imagination to run rampant, flitting here and there, ricocheting off the walls of Carnal Delights like a horsefly made crazy by the heat.

		The best videos were the ones where the white woman physically resembled Catherine. It seemed that no matter how many times he touched himself, Phillip's balls (which weren't very large) kept producing just enough man-milk for one more hand job.

		"You okay, buddy?"

		Vick's voice drew Phillip from his daze. When Phillip realized what Vick had said, he looked around and saw the massively built black man sitting a few feet away, arms crossed, a curious expression on his face.

		"Yeah, sure," Phillip said weakly. "Just a little tired."

		Vick grinned. "Probably because your diet is shit, man. You better watch out. Heart disease is the number one killer!"

		"Yeah, thanks, I know that already," Phillip mumbled.

		"But then again, if you're gone..." Vick said, scratching the bottom of his chin. "...that sexy wife of yours will be ripe for the picking... so on second thought, keep eating those cheeseburgers, man!"

		Vick broke out into a huge fit of laughter and slapped Phillip on the shoulders so hard that there was still a bruise when Phillip got home and took off his shirt.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		For someone who came from such a conservative family, Catherine considered herself to be quite liberal.

		But even she had been a little surprised the first time she'd looked at her husband's Internet history. Funnily enough, she had been looking for any signs of marital infidelity. According to news reports, someone had hacked a dating website which catered to people looking to cheat on their spouses. Catherine couldn’t help but see if Phillip had been one of those people. Obviously, she had never expected to find all those cuckold videos.

		Her first reaction was to close the laptop and try and forget her discovery. But every time Phillip walked into the room, Catherine found herself wondering if he'd been indulging in his disgusting fantasies again. Even worse, she started to question his mental state when they were making love. Was her husband truly in the moment? Or was he having sex with her while simultaneously imagining her being seduced and penetrated by another man?

		And why were there so many black men in those videos?

		Why black men?

		That part had really surprised Catherine. She didn't think of herself or Phillip as racist, but her husband had never given the slightest inclination that he was turned on by sex between white women and black men. And yet, there were countless files on his personal computer which spoke otherwise.

		Last night had erased all of her doubts.

		When she came home from tennis, she found her husband sitting in front of his computer again. Right away she could tell that he was only pretending to read his email. To her, Phillip looked a little tired and more than a little guilty. She guessed that he'd been looking at those cuckold movies again.

		Nonetheless, there was still wetness between her legs and she decided to initiate some sexplay.

		Catherine started by grabbing her husband's little bulge —which was soft at first— and started to tell him how a bunch of black guys standing outside the Starbucks kept commenting on her tennis outfit.

		"Really? That happened tonight, Catherine?"

		"I'm afraid so," she said, squeezing her grip lightly, and then continuing her story.

		Weirdly enough, the scenario had actually happened before in real life. But now Catherine wanted to see how aroused she could get her husband. So she started to embellish the tale by describing how one of the black guys —the biggest, meanest, nastiest-looking one— dragged her into the alleyway where she submitted to him willfully.

		Getting aroused herself, she told her husband how first she gave the beastly black man her mouth. Then she let him bend her over, while he fucked her against the brick wall, yanking her ponytail back, cumming inside her, before wiping off his massive black cock on her small pleated tennis skirt.

		"Did he wear a condom at least?"

		"No dear, he didn't wear a condom."

		"Why the fuck not?!?"

		Catherine said she begged the black guy not to cum inside her, but he wouldn't listen. Then she apologized to her husband, but said that unfortunately her pussy was still full of the black man's cum —that it was still leaking down her legs...

		"I'm so sorry, baby. I'm so sorry that the black man shot all his cum inside me. Things just got out of hand. That black dick just felt sooooo damn good."

		Knowing that his wife was indulging in pure fantasy, Phillip gulped and grinned. "It's okay, Catherine. As long as you're safe. Did he hurt you?"

		"Yeah, sort of," she said, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "He pounded my little pussy pretty hard. He was so big and muscular. I felt like a ragdoll."

		"Was he bigger than me?"

		"His cock?" she said, trying to hide the smile on her face.

		"Yeah."

		"I'm afraid so. He kept telling me how tight I was. He said that's why he likes white pussy, because we're always so tight."

		"Damn! The brute!"

		"Some of his friends were watching us. That was the worst part."

		Phillip shook his head. "Yeah, I bet they would want to see that."

		"No, the worst part was when he started to cum inside me. I was so mortified, but there was nothing I could do. Honestly, baby!"

		"I believe you, honey."

		"I mean," she said, "my knees were so weak and I couldn't catch my breath. I started shaking as I felt all that warm, sticky fluid fill me up. It was terrible, honey! I'm so glad that you weren't there to see it actually happen."

		"What else happened?" Phillip asked, encouraging his wife's unexpected talent for crafting steamy narratives.

		"Well," she said, "after he was done, a bunch of his 'homies' wanted me to suck their dicks too."

		"Were they black?"

		"Very black!"

		"Did you suck their dicks, Catherine?"

		"Do you really want to know, honey?" she said, burying her face into her hands for effect.

		Phillip nodded eagerly.

		As she told her husband this make-believe story, Catherine's nipples turned rock hard and her face a dark shade of pink. The ache between her legs was growing and she wondered at the confused feelings she was having. Phillip too was turned on. In one of her hands she felt his member become almost painfully hard. They pressed their bodies together and they started kissing wildly and sloppily. Catherine made her husband eat her out first, which he did with more gusto than ever before. It was so delightful, so intoxicating. Then, after they made love on the bed, Catherine and Phillip both lay silently, in the dark room, looking deeply into each other's eyes.

		It was bizarre to think that a fetish could actually bring two people closer together.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Each year the company Phillip worked for gave a party for all the employees. Previously Phillip had always been unable to make these corporate shindigs but this year his boss had made several hints that it would be in Phillip's best professional interest if he at least make a cameo. This did not leave Phillip in a very good mood.

		"I just don't want to be there all night," Phillip said, already dressed and sitting on the bed. "I see those people enough already."

		"Don't worry, dear."

		"I'm not worried, Catherine."

		"You sound worried."

		"Are you ready yet?"

		Catherine, as always, had spent a lot of time preparing for the evening. After a long and leisurely shower, there were numerous wardrobe changes. And the last outfit that Catherine had tried on was a black ankle length skirt, split up the side almost to the waist, with a loose fitting top. The top had long sleeves and showed a lot of cleavage and shoulders. She matched it with black lace high-cut French panties, a strapless lace pushup bra, black stilettos, and thigh-high black stockings, and a black garter belt. Catherine thought she looked good in it; and her husband completely agreed. If anything, she looked almost too good.

		"Too good? What does that even mean?" Catherine said, staring at the mirror, scratching her head.

		"Well, you look pretty stunning," he said, knowing that he needed to choose his words carefully here. "You always do, of course. And I love how that outfit shows off your breasts and legs."

		She interrupted her husband. "But?"

		"But I just don't want to give some of the guys at work the wrong impression," Phillip said, forcing himself to ignore the elephant in the room: the big, black elephant who had recently started competing as an amateur bodybuilder...

		"Is that a fact?" Catherine said.

		Her sharp green eyes beamed with penetrating intelligence as she looked down, studied her husband's facial expression.

		"By the way," she said, "will most of your co-workers be there tonight?"

		Phillip glanced at her again. His wife was still in front of the mirror, using both hands to push her breasts up even higher than before. Suddenly an image flashed in Phillip's head of Vick standing behind Catherine, holding her full white breasts in his dirty black hands. But Phillip knew that he was in dangerous territory —mixing the fantasy world with the real world. It was one thing to pretend to be a cuck, but it was quite another thing to actually suffer the mortal embarrassment of the real experience.

		"I guess so," he said. "Why do you ask?"

		"Just curious," she said rather casually.

		"Oh."

		Then, as if reading his mind, Catherine said, "Do you think Vick will be there?"

		"Don't even think about it!" Phillip said, heading for the door.

		By the time they were in the car together, Phillip had lapsed into a moody silence, which Catherine tried to ignore by playing with the radio stations.

		It was a long drive.

		The office party was held at one of the big downtown hotels. Thanks to the horrible traffic, Phillip and Catherine were one of the last couples to arrive. Already the liquor was flowing and the DJ had everyone dancing to a frenzied beat. Phillip was surprised by the vibe in the room. He had expected a fairly stuffy affair with more sobriety and much less dancing.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		By 1 A.M. the party was just starting to come to an end. There were still a lot of people but most of the women who worked in the office had already left. And many of the men seemed to be dangerously close to being overly intoxicated. Phillip was too drunk to drive and he knew that he would have to leave his car at the hotel, which unfortunately meant paying for a cab —but then again, it was sort of worth it since the night had gone better than he'd ever imagined.

		Two things.

		The first was that there was no sight of Vick. Which was perfect. Vick was probably too busy shopping for steroid needles and comparing his body to other near-naked muscle men. Ha!

		The second thing was that Phillip had found that it took exactly 6 vodka tonics to remove his debilitating fear of dancing in public.

		Usually it was his wife who had to beg and plead to get her husband to dance with her. But tonight was different. It was easy to get lost in the lights and throb of music. Phillip would toss back another drink and then drag Catherine into the throng of dancers —putting his hands on her hips and pulling her close. She smelled and looked so amazing tonight. He allowed his hands to roam down her back, pulling her breasts into his chest so that her nipples were hard as diamonds as they poked through her top.

		It helped knowing that many of Phillip's co-workers were just as drunk as Phillip was. At one point he pulled Catherine into a dark corner and they started kissing each other in a long, slow, sensual manner that lasted an entire dance song!

		Then the song ended and Catherine led her husband to their table.

		"Are you having a good time, honey?"

		Phillip was already reaching for another drink. In the highball glass there was a thin black straw that he carelessly threw onto the table. Then he finished the entire drink in one massive gulp. "Hell yeah I'm having a great time!"

		"Me too," Catherine said, beaming at her husband. "Can I confess something to you?"

		His cheeks had turned red from the alcohol. "Sure baby."

		"I thought tonight was going to be sort of boring. But I was wrong. You surprised me baby. And you really surprised me with your dancing too!"

		"I told you," Phillip said, laughing. "Baby, I got all the moves! John Travolta has nothing on me!"

		They both started laughing, carefree and drunk.

		Then one of Phillip's co-workers approached the table. He was a middle-aged man —pudgy and balding in the front— who'd shown up tonight without a date. Phillip could tell by how badly the other man slurred his words that he was a little drunk when he asked if he could dance with Catherine for a couple of songs.

		Catherine smiled benevolently at the unattractive man before turning back to her husband for permission.

		"Sure," Phillip said, already eyeballing another drink. "Go have some fun, honey. I don't see the problem with that. Just don't forget about the horse that brought you to the race!"

		"Okay my stallion," she said flirtatiously, getting up and walking back to the dance floor with her new dance partner.

		Phillip felt a strong sense of pride as he watched his wife's ass wiggle away. She looked spectacular —by far one of the most attractive women at the party. Phillip could tell by the glances he was getting from his co-workers that they were starting to see him in a different light. He could tell that they were jealous. And he liked it.

		Phillip had another drink and then went to the bathroom.

		He came back to the table and started looking for Catherine again. He finally spotted her across the big, crowded room. The surprise was that his wife was now surrounded by four older men in suits. The men were in their 40's and 50's and appeared to be very drunk. Since they weren't actually touching Catherine (just stupidly dancing around) Phillip decided not to get angry.

		Instead he fetched another drink, went back to the table, and enjoyed the show.

		The older men were still dancing with Catherine.

		Phillip didn't recognize their faces, but knew that they were probably executives, many levels above his own pay grade. Phillip's cock was hard as a fucking rock as he imagined his sexy wife removing her clothes for these older men who held authority over him.

		Then Phillip fetched another drink and went back to the table.

		To his utter dismay, Catherine was dancing alone now. The older men had obviously got too tired and probably realized that they didn't have a shot with such a hot young thing as Catherine. She was smiling, raising her arms up straight as her hips swayed to the hypnotic bass of the music.

		Catherine seemed to be paying particular attention to the strobe lights above when another figure stepped into the picture.

		He was a large, dark, wide-shouldered man who wore slacks and a silky button-up shirt.

		Phillip's jaw hit the floor. "What the fuck!"

		Without saying a single word, Vick Johnson put his large hands on Catherine's hips and pulled her into him. At first they were dancing face-to-face with Catherine's head barely reaching the tall man's shoulders. Unlike Catherine's other dance partners, Vick kept his hands on her hips the whole time. Vick was a good dancer and Catherine didn't seem to mind about all the body contact. It probably didn't hurt that she was so tipsy. She put her hands up on his big shoulders, occasionally looking up to make eye contact with her dance partner. The song ended and they kept dancing when another song started.

		Phillip continued sitting there, watching the couple move together on the dance floor. Anger and curiosity warred inside him.

		About five minutes later the DJ started playing a rap song which encouraged "all the ladies out there" to "bend over and shake that money maker!"

		Phillip, feeling tipsy as ever, watched as about half a dozen women on the floor started to dance in such a provocative manner. The fact that all of these women were white surprised Phillip. He might have expected to see this type of scene in a 'black club' but seeing a bunch of professional white women bending over, sticking their asses out in simulated sex, while their dance partners started grinding their crotches against them was almost surreal. Such was the power of alcohol!

		But even more shocking was seeing Catherine start to copy the other women.

		Phillip couldn't believe his eyes!

		His beautiful wife was well-educated, sensitive, gentle, and had impeccable tastes when it came to things like classical music, wine, and fashion trends. Which is why it was so bizarre to see her bending forward, with her butt stuck up in the air, like some bitch-in-heat trying to attract an alpha male dog.

		And Vick Johnson was obviously more than willing to oblige the classy white woman.

		The music was thumping, beating, incessant. The lyrics kept encouraging the women to bend over and shake their butts for the men.

		The whole room had a very tribal feel.

		Phillip was getting turned on. He couldn't help it. He pulled his cell phone out and started to record what he was watching. He knew that he was uncomfortable now, but later on, in the safety of his own bedroom, this footage would be priceless. He doubted whether or not he would ever get the chance to see Catherine dance with a black man, much less in such an animalistic way.

		He wasn't worried about Vick either. After all, it would be Phillip who took Catherine home and fucked her tonight. Vick would probably just go home alone and end up jerking off to the memory of Phillip's sexy wife. What a loser!

		Then the DJ started playing a slow song and at least half the people on the dance floor went back to their tables. But Catherine and Vick didn't. They continued dancing together.

		For a while Vick held Catherine so that her perfectly shaped, plump ass continued rubbing against his cock. But halfway through the song she managed to twist her hips around so that they were facing each other again.

		By now Phillip had moved in for a closer look. He didn't want anyone to see him recording his wife and Vick, so he pretended to be texting on his cell phone while he expertly angled the camera lens.

		The couple must have felt invisible in the dark room because the next thing Phillip saw was Vick reach behind Catherine and get too big handfuls of her ass. He kept his hands on her backside and their eyes locked.

		Phillip couldn't believe what he was seeing. His cock was throbbing and he thought he couldn't wait to get home and fuck his wife. She looked so good dancing with Vick. Phillip loved how their bodies contrasted each other in terms of size and skin color. Catherine had never looked more feminine than she did while standing next to the hulking frame of Vick, his big black hands firmly squeezing her butt the whole time.

		Several minutes later Phillip was sitting at his table again when he saw Catherine and Vick approaching.

		"Guess who I found!" Catherine said. "Is my drink still here?"

		Phillip nodded to a highball glass with some pink-colored liquid. "Hey, Vick. You made it, huh?"

		Without taking his eyes off Catherine while she bent over the table to grab her drink, said, "Shit yeah, man. Wouldn't miss it for the world. By the way. You didn't tell me that your wife was such a good dancer! She can really move that caboose!"

		Catherine straightened, smiled, and punched Vick on the arm.

		"What?" he said with mock naiveté.

		She started shaking her hand. "Damn, I nearly broke my hand! Do you have a steel suit on underneath that shirt, or what?"

		Phillip, wishing just to get back home with his wife and cell phone footage, said, "Come on, Cat. It's getting late. I already called us a cab."

		She squinted at her husband. "A cab?"

		He nodded. "They should be here any moment. Tomorrow we can just drive back."

		Catherine, clearly feeling the effects of the alcohol, threw her head back and laughed. "Fuck a cab!"

		Phillip shook his head. "Safety first, dear."

		"Hey guys," Vick said, his crafty eyes narrowing for a quick second. "If you guys need a ride, I think I might be able to help you out. I'm sober as a church mouse. And my Lexus is parked right outside."

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		It wasn't until all three of them were climbing into the Lexus that Vick suggested they stop by his condo so that he could give Catherine some free nutritional supplements.

		It was a two-door coupe and Phillip had to squeeze his body to fit into the backseat because he chivalrously wanted his wife to be as comfortable as possible. When he heard that they would be making a detour, he objected from the backseat, but just then Vick cranked up the radio so that the car suddenly filled with music blasting through the speakers while Catherine continued laughing the way she did when she got a little tipsy.

		At least Vick didn't live in a shitty part of town.

		His place was around the same size as Phillip’s, but it seemed bigger since there was only one occupant. Even Phillip couldn't help but to feel impressed. It was exactly the sort of place that he would have liked to own if he had been a single guy living the bachelor life. There were leather couches, expensive rugs, a fully stocked bar, expensive artwork, and a 9th story balcony with a panoramic view of the cityscape below.

		Vick had surprisingly good tastes.

		Later, after the trio came back inside, Vick insisted on making everyone some drinks.

		"Appreciate that," Phillip said, "but we really need to get home."

		Catherine gave her husband a funny look.

		"Bullshit!" Vick said, grinning ear to ear. "It's not even 3 A.M."

		After that things started to get a bit blurry.

		A few minutes later Phillip was sitting on one of the leather couches, holding a fresh drink, watching as Vick turned on some music. Then Catherine walked back into the room, having just used the bathroom. She grabbed the drink out of Phillip's hands, took a small sip, gave it back to him, and started dancing alone by the speakers.

		"You're a good dancer, Catherine."

		It took Phillip a few seconds to realize that the compliment had come from Vick, who was standing a few feet away. He'd already taken off his dress shirt so that the only thing he wore was his slacks and tank top which was stretched over the coal-black skin of his well-muscled body.

		"Thanks," she said, dancing and laughing, "you are too."

		"Hey, aren't we supposed to be picking up some nutritional stuff and then leaving?" Phillip said.

		But nobody else in the room seemed to hear him.

		Vick went over and started dancing with Catherine again. It wasn't rap music, but something slow and erotic. The music had a hypnotic effect on Catherine who closed her eyes, leaned back, while Vick wrapped his huge tree-trunk-like arms around her waist.

		"Alright, that's enough. Don't get any big ideas, buddy. That's my wife, after all!"

		Again, nobody else in the room seemed to hear Phillip.

		He grinned a drunken grin, took another sip from his glass, closed his eyes, and listened to the throbbing music.

		Phillip's eyes popped open when he heard the wet sounds. Catherine and Vick were kissing, eyes closed, exchanging saliva as they freely allowed their tongues to explore each other's mouth. Catherine had her head tilted to the side while Vick reached around her and held both of her ass cheeks in his hands.

		For a quick second Phillip was too stunned to say anything or move. He felt paralyzed and outraged at the same time. He realized that this was not what he wanted at all. It was one thing to fantasize about seeing his wife with another man. And it was one thing to watch his wife dance with another man in a public venue. But it was quite another thing to see her engaged in such an intimate embrace —as if she was actually married to Vick and Phillip was just the dorky white guy who happened to be the third wheel.

		"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU GUYS DOING!" he said, his voice harsh and raspy from all the alcohol that night.

		Keeping his hands on Catherine's ass, Vick slowly turned his head and gave the much smaller man a sly grin. "Easy little buddy. Me and your wife are just hanging out."

		"HANGING OUT?!? YOU'RE ..." Phillip was too distraught to string along any more words.

		"Just relax, little buddy," Vick said, patting Catherine's curvy ass a few times before turning to face her husband, who continued to fume on the couch.

		Phillip felt the fire of indignation spread throughout his head, causing his face to become even redder than it was before. But before he could say another word, his eyes saw something which instantly burned an image in his mind. All the kissing and grinding with Catherine had caused Vick's cock to visibly stiffen in his slacks. Since the other man's crotch was basically eye level with Phillip, there was almost no way to not look at it too. It was enormous! For Phillip, it was even a bit scary.

		Forcing himself to look away from the monstrous bulge in Vick's pants, Phillip looked up at his wife with pleading eyes. "Catherine? Why?"

		"Mmmm Hmmm..." she replied, walking towards the couch and sitting down next to her husband.

		Phillip tried to say something, but the words broke down in his throat.

		Catherine looked down at his crotch and smiled sweetly. "Looks like someone is getting happy."

		Then, to her husband's great surprise, she reached over, placing her hand on his now throbbing cock, and started to stroke it through the fabric. "Do you like that honey?"

		Phillip groaned, but then shook his head. "What are you doing? Not here, honey. I don't think this is a good idea."

		"Okay you two!" Vick said in a deep, thundering voice. "Smile for the camera!"

		Phillip was still looking down with disbelief as his wife played with the erection that tented the front of his pants. When he looked up at Vick, Phillip was shocked to see the glass lens of a digital video camera. Vick was recording this!

		"No..." Phillip protested, placing his hand on his wife's wrist, but finding that he lacked the resolve to actually do anything. Instead he allowed Catherine to keep on stroking his member.

		When Catherine saw the camera —which was pointed downward, mercilessly capturing the sordid little scene only a few feet away— she only smiled and gave the camera a little wave.

		Vick laughed. "Look at you two! You guys are like fucking movie stars!"

		Phillip knew that this couldn't continue. He knew that he'd already allowed this night to get out of control. But as he tried to find the willpower to stand up, he felt his wife's tongue slide down his earlobe and along his neck, nibbling as she went. Jolts of pleasure shot through his body. Next Catherine's soft full lips brushed against his lower lip.

		"I love you," she said. "Baby, I want you to enjoy this."

		"I love you too," was all that he could think to say.

		Finally she had unzipped his pants and was wrapping her fingers around the flesh of his penis. The alcohol had numbed him considerably, but there were still enough erotic sensations to keep him from budging an inch.

		Phillip knew that he couldn’t resist any longer.

		He felt his wife grab one of his hands. Her knees parted and Phillip felt his wife guide him underneath her skirt. Phillip had already forgotten entirely about the fact that Vick was standing in the room, recording this with a video camera. Phillip was too focused on his beautiful, sexy, hot wife. She wanted him to feel how wet her panties had gotten. Already her panties were soaked and Phillip pushed her panties to the side, sliding his index finger between her swollen lips.

		"I want you," Catherine said, her hot breath against his neck as she continued to breathe heavily. "I want you so fucking bad baby."

		Their lips met again.

		He found her pulsing clit and ran his fingertip about before moving his finger lower inside her. Catherine gasped. She was in ecstasy as she hiked her black skirt up to her waist and straddled her husband.

		"I love you, baby."

		"I love you too, Catherine."

		"I want you so bad. I want you to fuck me so hard."

		Phillip interlaced his fingers with Catherine's fingers and felt her start to sink onto his swollen meat. She was breathing even harder and quickly pulled her top over her head so that now her full breasts were directly in Phillip's face.

		"Make me cum," she said. "Pleeeeaaaasssseee. I need to cum, baby."

		Phillip smiled, kissed her, licked her throat. She was still wearing her lacey black bra and he put his mouth over one of her breasts, trying to find the hidden nipple, which was standing upright beneath the bra. She started bouncing up and down on his lap, riding him, as he used his tongue to tweak one of her erect nipples.

		But much to his surprise, Phillip realized that something was wrong.

		At first he tried to ignore the problem, but after a while his confusion gave way to frustration. He wanted to stop, to take a second to investigate the problem. Then Catherine suddenly froze on his lap, looking down at her husband with puzzlement and genuine concern.

		"What's wrong, baby?" she said.

		"Nothing, nothing is wrong," he snapped.

		"Don't you like this?"

		"Yeah, of course I do."

		"Then how come you're not —"

		She stopped before she could finish the sentence, not wanting to actually say the word.

		Phillip pushed his wife off his lap and looked down at his penis which was soft and numb. He knew that it was probably the alcohol, but that still didn't take the sting out of the embarrassment.

		"Just give me a second," he said, breathing heavily while trying to jerk his flaccid member back to life.

		"Do you want me to help?" his wife said. "Do you want me to do anything?"

		"No!" he said, getting angry.

		Phillip didn't give up. But all of his efforts seemed to have the opposite effect. The humiliation was causing his penis to shrink even more. Eventually most of it had retreated back into his scrotum, so that only the tiny pink head was visible.

		"Hey Catherine, I got one you can hold. Just while you're waiting for Big Phillip to get hard again."

		Phillip and Catherine turned their heads at the same time.

		Vick was completely naked except for a pair of brown boots. All that hard work in the gym had given him a body to rival a god or a comic book hero. Everything about him was big and rock hard. But his most noticeable body part wasn't something he could work on in the gym. The huge monster dangling between his legs was uncut, thick, heavily veined, extremely black, and had to be almost 9 inches despite not being hard.

		"Kiss it!" the black man ordered.

		For a second Phillip was afraid that Vick was talking to him. He was almost relieved when he saw Catherine reach her hand out while licking her lips.

		"Well hello there mister," she said, actually addressing Vick's cock as if it was a separate person. "Well, um, I guess the whole myth is true..."

		"What myth?" Vick said, proudly crossing his arms over his gigantic rippling chest muscles.

		"You know," Catherine said, raising her eyebrows and giggling.

		Vick looked down at the tipsy white woman, giving her his most impassive stare. "Tell me."

		Catherine started grinning and laughing as nervously as a school girl. "Um, you know. That black men have big dicks."

		Vick shook his head dismissively. "White boys have dicks. Phillip has a dick. A dick is that small little pink thing between his white legs. See?"

		To Phillip's embarrassment, Catherine glanced down at his lap. His penis was no bigger than a mini Vienna sausage. She frowned.

		"See what I mean?" said Vick.

		Catherine started giggling some more. She looked back up at Vick, grinning. "Well, it does the job!"

		Vick stepped even closer so that Catherine's head was the exact same height of his crotch. "We'll see about that. Go ahead, touch it. I know you want to. I could tell in the dance club that you're curious about a guy my size."

		Adrenaline pumped through Phillip's veins as he watched Catherine wrap her hands around the dark base of Vick's cock. The contrast between their skin colors was so incredible that it almost didn't look real. Catherine gasped in surprise when she felt it start to come alive in her hand.

		"Kiss it," Vick said again.

		Phillip started to give a weak objection, but he was too surprised and exhausted and confused to put up much a fight. He didn't tell his wife to suck Vick's cock. But he definitely didn't tell her to not suck it either.

		"Don't make me have to tell you again," Vick said. "I don't have time for games. Now open those fucking sexy lips!"

		Catherine drew in a deep breath before leaning forward with her mouth open.

		Phillip couldn't believe what he was looking at. There was something almost grotesque and nightmarish about seeing his wife's beautiful European face next to such a dark-skinned dong.

		Obediently, she started kissing the bulbous head, and along the shaft until all the big veins looked like they would burst like pipelines. But just when it looked like she was finally going to let Vick into her mouth, she would hesitate, pull back, and wrinkle her little nose.

		"Here," Vick said, pushing one of his fingers into her mouth. "Try one of these first."

		As he directed, Catherine began sucking on his long, dark middle finger, moistening the digit that was at least as big as her husband's penis. With his free hand, Vick started guiding her by the back of the head. He waited until she had closed her eyes and started to get lost with her finger sucking —before he substituted his finger with the end of his cock.

		It was a seamless transition. Catherine took the black cock into her mouth and started to suck it as enthusiastically as she had sucked his finger. The big black cock was too big for her to get into her mouth at one time, but she kept trying, fighting to get her pert nose as close as possible to the dark patch of pubic hairs below his waist.

		"That's nice, suck on that fucking black log," Vick encouraged, recording Catherine's head as she bobbed back and forth, sometimes chocking on his cock. "Most women get turned on by sucking off a big cock. It makes them feel sexy and feminine."

		Phillip was watching, silently, when he realized that Vick was actually addressing him. "What? Oh, yeah, I guess that makes sense."

		"It doesn't mean that she loves you any less," Vick said, taking his cock out of Catherine's mouth, and playfully smacking her in the face a few times. "But I can give her certain things that you can't. That's all."

		Phillip tried to laugh, but it came out too thin and awkward; and he went back to quietly watching his wife give one of the nastiest blowjobs he'd ever seen.

		After a short while, Vick pulled his cock out of Catherine's mouth and handed her the digital camera.

		He wanted her to lay down on her back and hold the camera up to her face so that she could capture her own expression at the exact moment she felt Vick stretch her out.

		"I actually don't know about that," Catherine said. "I don't want to end up on some website."

		"Shit, me neither," Vick said. "Naw, this video is just for me and you and Phillip. Just us three. You look so sexy. You look even sexier though with some black dick in you. Ain't that right Phillip?"

		Catherine was removing her clothes already when she looked over at her husband.

		Phillip looked pretty miserable while sitting on the couch, but he certainly didn't object to what was going on.

		Vick trained the camera lens on the whiteboy. "Say hello to all your fans, Phillip! What's it feel like to finally be living one of your fantasies?"

		"How did you know?" Catherine said.

		Vick turned back to the naked white woman and grinned an evil grin. "Just a guess."

		Then he waited for Catherine to lay down on the carpet and spread her legs. He held the camera from above before handing the device for her to hold.

		The entire frame was of Catherine's soft, angelic face. Her skin was so unblemished and so white. Her eyes were so green. Her silky hair was fanned out against the pillow behind her head.

		"Okay baby, you ready to get fucked? You ready to take your very first big cock?"

		The camera shook a little as Catherine nodded her head nervously.

		"Damn this black cock looks so good just laying against your white pussy," Vick said. "I love it!"

		Then the camera captured the moment that Vick's enormous purplish head pushed through the outer folds of Catherine's tight little snatch.

		Catherine’s green eyes widened and her face flushed. She bit the meaty part of her lower lip and started to wiggle underneath the weight of this large, athletic, masculine man. She wasn't sure if she had enough strength in her skinny arms to keep the camera posed above her.

		"Aggghhhh! Oooohhhh, aaagggh!" Catherine said.

		Phillip (who'd been purposefully looking away) jerked his head over to see his wife struggling to keep the camera above her head while Vick's massive buttocks flexed and held. Vick's cock was so wide, and Catherine's channel was so relatively narrow, that Catherine seemed to be actually in a fair amount of pain. Phillip wasn't sure what to say or do. She certainly had never had such a difficult time accommodating him!

		Presently, it was hard to tell whether or not his wife was in some serious pain, or in the throes of ecstasy. Perhaps it was a little bit of both.

		"Damn baby, are you a virgin, or what?" Vick said.

		Catherine began breathing like she was taking a Lamaze class.

		Vick frowned. Getting his cock inside the white woman wasn't as easy as Vick had expected. He looked down at the sight of his swollen black shaft lined up with her pink slit. All he wanted was to loosen her up enough so that they could really start fucking. But this pussy had to be some of the tightest pussy he'd ever had —which wasn't that surprising considering how 'big' her 'man' was.

		For her part, Catherine was doing her best to get him inside her.

		She began wriggling in earnest, knowing that eventually the combination of his pre-cum and her natural juices would start to lubricate the process.

		"Fuck me, Vick. Fuck me, please, please baby!"

		"You want that cock?"

		"Oh yes, I do, Vick! I love your cock!"

		"You tired of little dicks, baby? You want to try a real man's cock?"

		"God yes!"

		"I love this white pussy."

		"I love this black cock."

		"Fuck yeah you do, baby! I can tell. You were made to get fucked by big black cocks!"

		Yes, on the one hand Vick's massive cock caused a type of pain she'd never experienced before. But on the other hand, Catherine had never wanted someone to be inside her so badly. She barely knew the man —but there was something about his raw masculinity that turned her on. The fact that her husband was allowing this to happen made the whole scene even hotter.

		"Baby?" she whimpered.

		Vick was looking down, transfixed by the sight of his cock disappearing into her small, pink lips. He'd managed to get almost half of his length inside her by now. "Yes baby?"

		Catherine looked up at her new lover and said, "My arms are shaking. I can't hold the camera any longer."

		Then Vick ordered Phillip to take the camera from his wife. When Phillip sat back down on the couch Vick got angry and told him to start moving around so that he could record the fucking from different angles. Phillip complied, but first made a point of pulling his pants back up.

		Vick started kissing Catherine softly on the lips; at the same time reaching under her to squeeze the shapely globes of her ass. She whimpered some more as he pulled her into him so that now they were sitting up, her legs splayed on either side of his lap. Vick kept fucking her like that for several minutes. The whole time the couple was exchanging wet, sloppy kisses and one of Vick's dark hands reached around so that he could stick a finger into Catherine's asshole.

		To Phillip's great surprise, she didn't object, but merely moaned out in pleasure.

		With her beautiful head on his shoulder, Vick stood up, taking her with him, so that now Catherine had her slender legs wrapped around the waist. For someone as strong as Vick, holding Catherine upright was no problem at all.

		With their tongues swirled together, Catherine had her hands on his shoulders, her painted fingernails digging into the ebony flesh, while his big black hands rested under her white ass. When Catherine realized that she was about to cum, she cursed several times, before biting down onto one of Vick's shoulders.

		"Baby... I'm cumming, baby," she said, her eyes rolled back into her head. "I'm going to cum. I've never been fucked like this."

		"Cum for me baby," Vick said. "I'm going to make that white pussy come all over this big negro dick!"

		"Fuuuccckk....."

		Holding her smooth, round ass in his hands, Vick smiled and said, "I'm going to cum too, this pussy is so fucking tight! I'm going to cum right inside you!"

		For a few minutes there was only the wet sound of bodies slapping against each other while Vick continued to fuck Catherine while standing up.

		Phillip held the camera so that he could see Vick's massive cock as Catherine continued to bounce up and down on it. Now you could see his cock. Now you couldn't see his cock. Now you could see his cock. Now you couldn't see it.

		Suddenly Catherine had gone completely quiet and completely stiff in Vick's arms. Phillip knew what this meant. It meant he was watching his wife have an orgasm —an orgasm with another man.

		Finally it was Vick's turn. "Oh fuck...yeah...I'm going to cum hard... Oh, God, here it comes... AAAAAHHHHH....."

		With a loud, throaty grunt and a final, deep stroke, he pulled Catherine's pussy down onto his exploding cock as hard as he could. Shot after shot spurted from him, each spasm sending a tremendous wave of pleasure through his body as he filled her up inside.

		Holding her smooth, warm ass against him, the convulsions of his orgasm seemed to go on forever, and he could still feel Catherine's velvety pussy channel spasming around him while her own orgasm subsided.

		He gently placed her on the couch, keeping his thick cock inside her.

		When he finally pulled his pulsing prick out there was a loud sucking sound and then Catherine's pussy started leaking a gooey trail of hot, sticky cum. The juices continued to flow from her slit, down her pale thighs, and onto the couch. The couch was imported, Italian, and cost nearly $5,000. But Vick wasn't too worried since he'd make double that from the DVD sales alone.

		Vick smiled at the thought, taking a moment to play with Catherine's badly swollen pussy lips which were covered in his cream. She had a big, lusty smile on her face —and Vick knew that he would have to fuck this sexy white wife many more times; that his fanbase would insist on seeming them try every position possible.

		Then, in a moment of wicked inspiration, he turned to his co-worker and said, "Hey man, hey Phillip! Are you hungry?"

		THE END
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