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		Part One

		

	
		“You two!" the Sarge barked, waving a hand at the two police officers, "in my office!"

		Steven Kelloway smiled sadly at his wife Brittany, who was wearing an identical blue police uniform. It was early in the morning and they had hoped to grab some coffee before starting their day. By the time they entered the office, the Sarge was already sitting behind his big desk. Behind the Sarge was a wall decorated with countless medals and certificates he'd accrued from a long and illustrious career in law enforcement.

		The Sarge —who always seemed to be seething with anger— sipped his coffee. "Shut the door."

		"Yes sir," Steven said, casting an uneasy glance at his wife.

		"Is everything okay?" Brittany asked their boss.

		Their boss didn't respond. His face was set in hard lines that bespoke an iron will and dogged determination. The Sarge was a man from a different era. Everyone respected him.

		After several long moments of tense silence, Brittany looked over at her husband, who seemed equally dumfounded.

		It was the Sarge who finally spoke. "So tell me. How's married life?"

		"Good," Brittany said.

		"Great!" said Steven.

		The Sarge folded his arms across his wide chest, sighed and nodded. "I remember my first year of marriage. It seems like a dream. That was before the kids came. That was before things started to change. It changes fast, so goddamn fast... Too fast."

		The Sarge lapsed into a moment of quiet reverie before shaking himself free. Then he looked back at the married couple in their matching blues, narrowed his eyes. "You're a lucky man, Steven."

		"Yes sir!" Steven said.

		The Sarge's eyes crinkled towards Brittany now. "She's way out of your league, you know that, right?"

		Steven shifted self-consciously from one booted foot to the other. "That's what they tell me."

		"Oh, he's not so bad," Brittany added, obviously trying to ease some of the tension in the room. "I could have done worse."

		The Sarge leaned forward in his chair, his keen eyes taking in the happily married couple. "Maybe. I suppose so."

		While Brittany bit her lip, Steven glanced at his wife. He didn't need other people telling him how lucky he was. He knew he was a lucky man.

		With her blonde hair falling down her back like spun gold, Brittany was probably the most attractive female officer in Texas: tall, curvy, and oozing pure sex appeal. It didn't hurt that Brittany had the clear skin and fresh face of a woman much younger than herself. Ever since the first time he saw her, Steven had been enamored with his wife. Sometimes he still had a difficult time understanding how a woman like that could be attracted to a boyishly handsome man like himself.

		"Brittany?"

		"Yes sir?"

		"Get the blinds," said the Sarge.

		"Yes sir."

		There was a couch underneath the window and Brittany had to bend at the waist. She reached out, started to manipulate the rod which closed the slates, blocking out the great hullaballoo of the police station. Brittany had an amazing hourglass figure —and her bending over the couch caused the blue polyester fabric to stretch across her womanly bottom.

		Steven cut a glance across the room to see that the Sarge was enjoying the view. Steven inwardly guffawed. But he didn't say anything. Clearly the old geezer was checking Brittany out —but there was no point in making a big deal out of it. Steven was accustomed to other men ogling his wife's voluptuous body. Even though it bothered him, he'd learned long ago to accept the fact that every guy in the world wanted to do terrible things to his wife. It was just part of the deal.

		A moment later the office was several shades darker and Brittany and Steven settled into the chairs on the other side of the Sarge's desk.

		Then the Sarge said, "Do you remember Raymond Harrison?"

		"Who?"

		The Sarge rolled his eyes. "You remember. Raymond Harrison: the entrapranuel gentleman who sold crack to subsidize his fledgling rap career."

		Neither Steven nor Brittany seemed to recall.

		The Sarge added, "Went by the street name Big Ray."

		"Ohhh... Big Ray?" Steven said finally, glancing over at his wife, whose blank expression remained fixed.

		Steven leaned forward in his chair and said, "Yeah Sarge, haven't heard that name in a while though. I thought we busted all of his crew? Raided his stash houses? Impounded his fleet of fucking low riders? Hell Sarge, I figured the black bastard was buried somewhere in a shallow grave!"

		Steven's words began to jog Brittany's memory; and she started nodding her head in unison with her husband.

		"I wish," the Sarge said, shaking his big jowls, obviously displeased by the task at hand. "It seems that Big Ray has been making the rounds again. He's already got a little gang up and running again. They're heavily armed too. Last night they got bored and shot up several police cruisers outside the doughnut joint. Can you believe that? Fortunately, everyone was inside. But the signal was clear."

		"Wow," Steven said.

		"Holy cow!" Brittany said, her Texas twang on full display.

		"Crystal fucking clear," the Sarge said, enunciating the words very slowly. "And we'd be a fool not to send our own message back."

		Steven looked over at his beautiful wife, a sight which caused him to slightly puff his chest out a bit more than natural. "Just tell us how we can help, Sarge."

		If the Sarge heard Steven, he didn't show it. Instead the Sarge was already reaching for his laptop, angling the laptop so that the other two officers of the law could clearly see the screen from the comfort of their padded chairs.

		"Check this stupid shit out," the Sarge said in a disgusted voice.

		Steven leaned forward some more, putting his hands on his knees.

		It was a rap video.

		Steven narrowed his eyes.

		On the screen a heavy-set African-American man in his early forties sat in a Jacuzzi. The African-American man was shirtless: with lots of gold chains around his thick bull-like neck as if he was some kind of inner-city sultan. Water coated his coal-black skin, giving his naked torso a sheen. It was hard to tell if he was just really fat or really muscular or both.

		Steven couldn't stop watching though.

		It was Big Ray. No doubt about it. It was definitely the black bastard himself!

		The rap video continued playing on the Sarge's laptop.

		Around the gangster-turned-rapper, slowly bobbing and shaking their curvy bodies to the background music, were several women, all wearing the tiniest string bikinis Steven had ever seen. Nor could he help noticing that the women were all Caucasian, which was noteworthy only because all of the men in the background were decidedly African-American.

		Was this an accident?

		Was it true that black men saw white women as some kind of status symbol?

		Or trophies?

		As Steven mentally noted this contrast in the video, he felt sad for these women, who were obviously there only because they had no other choice. As a cop, Steven had seen it a million times. Getting hooked on drugs never leads to a good place.

		Lost souls, thought Steven.

		The video continued.

		Wordlessly, all three officers of the law watched the low-budget rap video for another couple of minutes. The speakers on the laptop weren't great, but they were sufficient. Fortunately, the volume was turned down quite low, but loud enough for Steven and Brittany to both get the gist of the lyrics —which were both repetitive and extremely vulgar.

		"What do you think?" the Sarge said, disdainfully shaking his head.

		Brittany raised an eyebrow. "It's certainly ... well ... interesting."

		Steven remained silent because his opinion was much lower than that. The song was basically just the same chorus: White hoe, this! White hoe, that! White hoe, this! White hoe, that!

		Brittany tolerated that type of music, but Steven felt differently. He despised rap music, which he felt was both atavistic and unbearably abrasive. (The twang of a steel guitar is what Steven really appreciated. Though every now and then he could go for something fun and pop-ish.) But more than anything, he didn't like rap music and the values it intrinsically endorsed.

		Mostly, however, Steven didn't understand how anyone would applaud the kind of music which obviously took great delight in degrading women. Rap music was so misogynistic. Which is why he was a little surprised to look over and find his middle-class wife bopping her cute little head to the infectious tune.

		"Kinda catchy," Brittany said.

		The consummate well-mannered gentleman, Steven bit his tongue.

		"Well, I'm glad you like, Brittany. Because —look— this isn't easy, but I'm going to ask you two to make a sacrifice for not only me, but also for the entire law enforcement community."

		Brittany's head-bopping stopped and Steven's heart skipped a beat while they waited to hear what his boss had to say.

		There was a very long and tense pause.

		"How would you two feel about working together?" the Sarge asked.

		"Together?" the couple said at the same time. "How so?"

		The Sarge reached over, trying to pause the video by hitting the spacebar. "I'll explain everything, all the details. But —long story short— I want you two to go undercover."

		Steven gulped, looked over at Brittany, who was awkwardly smiling at the screen of the laptop.

		It seemed that the Sarge had picked a rather unfortunate moment to pause the rap video.

		Filling nearly the entire frame, a gorgeous blonde woman sat, wrapping her soft white legs around the dark waist of Big Ray, who was sitting on some kind of golden throne, his broad shoulders and big Buddha belly on prominent display. The throne was obviously fake. The woman's back was arched, her plump buttocks offering themselves to the camera. The blonde woman was far too pretty to be in a rap video. That was the saddest part. She was good looking enough to be a fashion model, or something. But at the moment she was only wearing a tiny pink G-string. Even worse, most of her ass cheeks were being squeezed by a pair of black hands that were so big they could have been someone's dinner plates.

		Steven felt sick by the disgusting image.

		He quickly looked away.

		But a second later he found himself returning his stare to the image on the Sarge's laptop.

		Big Ray (a golden crown askew on his big shiny bald head) angrily snarled at the camera while the white woman threw her hair back, exposing her throat, her eyes half-closed like someone lost in a highly pleasurable and personal moment.

		"What do we have to do?" Steven said, again trying to ignore the distasteful image on the screen.

		Now the Sarge grew silent, obviously needing a moment to find the right words.

		But eventually the Sarge just blurted out, "I need you two to go undercover. Both of you. Deep undercover. We want to set a trap for Big Ray. So we need you guys to pretend that you're in a ... relationship."

		"But we are in a relationship!" Steven and Brittany said at the same time.

		The Sarge shook his head again and leveled his stare. "No, that's not what I'm saying. I'm saying I need you to pretend that you're in a cuckold relationship."

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		“There has to be another way!" Steven said, slamming his fist down. "This is bullshit! Total bullshit!"

		Brittany stood up and began to clear all the dishes off the dinner table. It was pasta night and she'd been unusually silent throughout most of the meal, not bothering too much with the linguine noodles and just focusing on her salad bowl. Unlike Steven, her reaction to stress was usually silence —to withdraw into her own private world until she could figure out all the details.

		"He can't really expect us to do this. Right? I mean, am I the only one who hasn't completely lost their mind?"

		For a while there was just the clatter of dishes in the sink while Brittany pottered away in the kitchen. Steven continued to silently fume while stabbing at his food as if it was responsible for all of his troubles. He only looked up again when his wife walked back into the room, carrying a bottle of white wine.

		"You going to drink that whole thing by yourself?" he said.

		She shrugged, sat down opposite him. "Feel free to join me."

		Steven noticed that she'd only brought one glass with her. "It's okay. I got some beer in the refrigerator. Hell, I think I got some whisky left over too."

		This caused Brittany to glance up with a look of alarm, which creased her soft face. Historically, her husband only messed with the 'hard stuff' when he was really at his limit. The last time he'd touched whisky was when his step-father died —and that was the night which famously ended with several brand-new holes in their bedroom walls and a 2 A.M. visit by some of their work colleagues.

		Steven saw his wife's apprehension.

		Shaking his head, he said, "Don't worry, honey, just beer for me. Look, I promise. Honestly, I doubt I'll even have a whole six-pack. I just can't believe that this is really happening. This is not the reason why I wanted to become a police officer."

		Brittany poured her wine glass nearly full while Steven came back with a cold beer in his hands.

		"We don't have to do this," Brittany said with no emotion in her voice. "You heard the Sarge. It's still up to us."

		"I know, I know," Steven said glumly.

		"We could back out," she said.

		There was a brief pause as Steven nearly pounded an entire beer in one go. He got another beer and sat back down at the table, his eyes already sparkling with more life. "I mean, I guess the vice cops have it worse."

		"How so?"

		"Think about it," Steven said, gulping down his second beer even quicker. "They have to dress up like prostitutes to get the johns to commit, right? I mean... in some ways, that would be worse. Right?"

		Brittany wasn't sure. She sipped from her glass, leaned back, and folded her arms across her busty chest. She was still wearing her gym clothes: white sneakers, NYPD T-shirt, and some small gray shorts that weren't much bigger than some of her panties. Her blonde hair was held back with a pink scrunchie. The contrast of her athletic attire and large glass of wine did not go unnoticed by her attentive husband.

		"Worse? How?" Brittany said now.

		Steven had to think about it. "Well, it's not like we have to dress up, or nothing. I mean... we just have to pretend..."

		For a long time the word "pretend" hung in the air over the couple's dinner table.

		Then Steven and Brittany just sat there, staring at different spots on the floor.

		It seemed like they were both thinking about the same thing.

		Earlier, when the Sarge had told them about 'cuckolds,' neither Steven nor his wife had any idea what this meant.

		At first Steven thought his boss was joking. He had to be joking. Right?

		Steven kept expecting a bunch of his co-workers and buddies to spill into the office so that everyone could enjoy the practical joke.

		But Steven's boss wasn't joking.

		The old man was being as serious as a heart attack.

		As the Sarge described the different roles of a "hotwife," "bull," and "cuckold or cuck or cuckboy," Steven started to understand that this was a real thing. It was really happening. The Sarge was really asking them to pose as a cuckold and hotwife.

		Then it took Steven several quiet moments before he could even look his wife in the eye again.

		How did this ever happen?

		Unfortunately, Steven knew exactly how this happened!

		He knew all too well!

		According to the Sarge, they'd lucked out with an informer.

		Fucking informers!

		The informer led the cops to an email address used by Raymond Harrison —which was then connected to his bank account, several online music websites, and dozens of online pornographic websites. Judging from these adult websites, one could safely conclude that Big Ray was interested in three things: girls with big asses, girls with big tits, and the cuckold community.

		That was when the Sarge explained to Steven and Brittany that one of Big Ray's favorite pastimes was to meet married couples (usually white or Asian) and fuck the wife while the husband watched close by.

		"But how? How does he force the men to watch?" Steven had said, perplexed. "It doesn't make sense."

		The Sarge shook his head quietly.

		"With drugs?" Brittany said. "He drugs the couples?"

		Imploringly, the Sarge looked at Steven and Brittany and said, "He doesn't force him. Nobody forces them. They're cucks. They like to watch. It turns them on to watch their wives with bigger men —and Big Ray, of course, is quite large."

		"Really?" Brittany said, leaning forward in her chair. In the span of several seconds her expression had changed from neutral blankness to almost scientific curiosity. "For real? Men actually want to see other men have sex with their wives? They want their wives to be with larger men?"

		Steven gulped, looked at his wife, but didn't say anything. There was something about hearing his wife even mutter these words which caused him a certain amount of internal distress.

		Brittany continued. "I would have thought they would have the opposite reaction."

		The Sarge shrugged his heavy shoulders. "Everyone has their thing, I suppose. I'm not here to judge. But what I see here is an opportunity. It makes sense because he'll be at his most vulnerable when the time comes. He'll be so interested in —"

		The Sarge's eyes darted over to where Brittany was sitting, her legs crossed in a womanly fashion: the perfect picture of blonde femininity.

		Steven, not wanting the Sarge to complete the actual sentence, interrupted: "Okay, okay. I get it. I understand what you're saying. We get it, Sarge."

		"So you'll do it then?" the Sarge said, clearing his throat and taking a moment to reset himself.

		Steven looked at Brittany.

		Brittany looked at Steven.

		Brittany was the first to break the tense silence. "How does this even work? I mean, is there some type of bar or club we go to?"

		"Theoretically speaking," Steven quickly added.

		The Sarge shook his head, folding his hands on his big desk before answering. "Even better. Since we know some of his favorite websites, all we do is post your profile. Our tech guys do all the work. They're good at their jobs. They'll use his past history to compose a profile that Big Ray will love. He seems to like sexy blonde women married to nerdy guys with office jobs, so you'll probably have to pose as that. It should work though. Then we wait."

		"You mean use an actual photo of us?" Steven said.

		The Sarge nodded grimly. "The tech guys said that they can set it so that only Big Ray will see the actual photo though. That way..."

		There was a long pause as the three of them sat there, mulling over the details in their heads.

		Steven suddenly brightened up a little. "Hey, but we have to wait for him to contact us, right?"

		"That's right. Otherwise, it might seem a little too convenient. We can't contact him first. He might smell the trap."

		This really excited Steven. "Ah, but who says that he'll even contact us? Right? I mean, I'm sure there are a bunch of women on that website, right? So the trap might not even work?"

		"You're not wrong," the Sarge said, with a funny look in his eye. "But that's a chance we'll have to take. This is what we do ..."

		And during the next twenty minutes, the Sarge sat there explaining how it would work if they agreed to go undercover ...

		...cuckolds...

		It was like this. Once Big Ray contacted them through the website, a notification would be sent to their cell phones. Then they could choose to meet him online for a chat. At some point he'd probably ask Brittany for either pictures or a webcam to make sure she was legitimate.

		From there, it was up to them to set up an actual meeting between the gangster. The idea was that once they met in real life, Steven and Brittany would be able to trick Big Ray into selling them some drugs. Once the deal was made, the squad would come in and clean house. No problem. Game-fucking-over!

		Presently, Steven was on his fourth beer when his cell phone started to make an unusual sound.

		Brittany's cell made the same sound. They both checked their phones.

		It was a notification from the Internet.

		Apparently, Brittany had a new admirer who couldn't wait to "get to know her a little better."

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Naturally, Big Ray wanted to meet the couple online and 'kick it' first.

		The website was called BullWorship dot com —and the homepage included a large glossy picture of a naked, well-built, well-hung black man towering over a gorgeous blue-eyed woman in lingerie, while a reedy, slack-jawed man with limp brown hair watched from afar.

		"Jesus Christ!" Brittany muttered while leaning over the keyboard.

		Steven pulled a chair up next to his wife and said, "We're really doing this, huh?"

		"It's a new era. We're in the modern age. And new times require new types of police work," Brittany said, her fingers flying over the keypad as she entered the login ID given to them by the tech guys.

		Steven watched his wife enter the pornographic website. He still couldn't believe that they were actually doing this. He couldn't believe that people actually enjoyed this type of pornography to begin with. While he tried not to indulge too much himself, Steven normally enjoyed big breasted co-eds, sexy nurses, and cheerleaders. It had never occurred to him that people would want to see their wives or girlfriends with other men. Much less black men!

		Gross.

		As he waited patiently, he couldn't help going back to the main image on the homepage.

		The fact that the black guy was so well-hung didn't bother Steven very much. The fact that the blue-eyed woman was obviously so enamored by her black lover didn't bother Steven so much. Rather, what bothered Steven was that his own dick was the same size as the white guy's dick, which looked quite tiny in comparison to the black 'bull.' On the other hand, Brittany either didn't notice this stark similarity, or was far too polite to mention it.

		A few moments later they were in a 'private chat room' with Big Ray himself.

		Next to their screen names was an avatar. The tech guys had used a vacation photo of Steven and Brittany. They looked happy in the picture. The newly married couple was standing by a sunset beach —Steven in khaki shorts and a T-shirt —Brittany wearing cutoff shorts and a flattering bikini top. Meanwhile, Big Ray's avatar picture was of a monstrous cock, coal-black, uncircumcised and plumply limp, dangling between a pair of balls that were at least twice the size of Steven's.

		It wasn't until they started typing that Steven noticed the screen name given to them for use. Brittany didn't seem to mind, but Steven winced painfully. Those fucking tech guys! The next time he saw them, he would make sure to give them some fucking payback!

		Big Ray was the first to start typing.

		King_Dong: Hey, wazzup?

		Wife_Needs_Real_Man: Hey!

		King_Dong: Love yo' pics! You sexy! Big white titties! Nice ass! My BBC is gonna look hella good sliding into ya! Laying on yo' pretty face!

		Wife_Needs_Real_Man: BBC?

		King_Dong: LOL. LMAO. LOL. First time here?

		Brittany, who was doing the typing for the couple, shot her husband a quick look. It was a tense moment. How did he know they were new at this? Did he know they were just cops? Did he know this was a trap? Because somehow Big Ray had already figured something about them, something which they would have preferred to keep hidden. Then Steven nodded at his wife to keep up the conversation.

		Wife_Needs_Real_Man: LMAO. How did you guess?

		King_Dong: Just can tell. You sexy thou'!

		Wife_Needs_Real_Man: Tee-hee-hee thx!

		(Steven's upper lip curled in disgust at how easy his wife was flirting with this lowlife scum. Sure it was for the job. Sure it was just online flirting. But it still was pretty gross.)

		King_Dong: BBC Big Black Cock

		Wife_Needs_Real_Man: LOL, yeah, of course! That makes sense.

		King_Dong: BBC, don't you forget it! Keep it locked in your pretty blonde head, okay?

		Wife_Needs_Real_Man: Yes sir!

		King_Dong: Good, I like that talk. You might be new, but I can tell that you're going to be easy to train. We are gonna have you creamin all over BBC soon, real fuck'n soon, babe!

		Wife_Needs_Real_Man: Yeah, I hope so too!

		After a few more moments of this Steven had to get up. He kept reminding himself that he was on the clock, but that didn't seem to help. What helped was the fact that his refrigerator was stocked with beer. He stopped in the doorway, noticing that his wife still hadn't registered his absence. Steven drank an entire six-pack while watching ESPN on the couch. When he came back, an hour later, Brittany was still hunched over the keyboard. He tried to get her to stop and come to bed, but she said that she wanted to keep 'working.'

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		A couple of nights later Steven walked into the bedroom. He'd just got out of the shower and was wearing a towel around his waist. He smiled when he realized that he'd caught his wife in a compromising situation.

		"Wow, Britt, I didn't know that you were into photography!" he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

		He couldn't believe his eyes. He took another long moment to enjoy his wife's long flowing blonde hair, her full breasts, and narrow waist that flared into a perfectly shaped ass. Again it occurred to Steven that he was married to a woman out of his league.

		"It's not what you think," Brittany said.

		"What is it, then?"

		At the moment Brittany was using her phone to snap a few quick shots. She was standing with her back to the full-length mirror. She'd already pulled her shorts down and was wearing one of her black thongs. The thong made her ass look absolutely perfect and juicy. When her husband entered the room, she was in the process of leaning forward to slightly poke her ass out at the mirror, while simultaneously holding her phone over her shoulder to get a picture of her lovely rear.

		"Need a hand?" Steven said, nodding his head like a little boy.

		For emphasis he dropped his towel. The sight of his leggy blonde wife caused his penis to fill with blood. It shot up at an angle: nearly six solid inches of Irish manhood.

		Brittany laughed shortly and shrugged. "Sure. You don't mind?"

		He started walking across the room with his raging hard-on. "Do I mind taking a picture of my wife's rear? While she wears a sexy thong? Is that the question you're asking me?"

		Brittany's eyes darted to her husband's erection. "Someone is happy."

		"Damn right," Steven said proudly.

		"I love your penis, dear. Did I tell you that before? You have the cutest penis I've ever seen," she said.

		"Cutest?"

		Brittany kept smiling.

		"You think my penis is cute?" her husband said, perplexed. The turn in their conversation had caused a 10-15% wilting of his tool. But fortunately the erotic sight of his gorgeous near-naked wife brought Steven's weapon back to a fully engorged 100%.

		Then Brittany handed her phone to Steven and struck a new pose. This time she stuck her butt out even further, which really made her backside seem extremely round and shapely.

		"Looks great! Shake that ass baby!" Steven said, getting more and more excited. "Shake what your mamma gave ya!"

		"I can't believe I'm doing this!" Brittany said, momentarily losing herself in the private fashion show. "I swore I would never become one of those kinds of girls."

		"What kind is that?"

		"The kind who takes photos of her own ass!"

		"Don't worry," Steven said, laughing, happily snapping more and more photos of Brittany as she started to seductively sway her womanly hips from side to side. He could already feel his dick start to stiffen uncomfortably. "Don't worry, babe, these pictures are for my eyes only."

		Suddenly Brittany stopped, drew in a long breath, and turned toward her husband. "Dear ..."

		Steven was still grinning, but when he saw how serious Brittany's expression was, he stopped.

		"What's wrong, Britt?" he said.

		"These photos aren't for you," she said dryly.

		"Huh? Not for me?"

		She came over, took the camera out of his small hand. Then she looked up into his bewildered brown eyes, and said, "They're for Big Ray. He wanted some pics of my 'booty.' You know how black guys are crazy about butts."

		Steven was speechless. He felt like someone had just used a sledgehammer to strike him in the chest.

		"Are you okay, honey?" Brittany said. "You know, I'm only doing this for the job. Believe me, once we have that scumbag in cuffs, you'll see. It'll all be worth it!"

		The thought of anyone —much less street trash like Big Ray— seeing Brittany in her panties caused Steven's dick to soften and relax. A moment later and his penis was barely a nub, protruding from his pubic hair. While Brittany took more pictures of herself for a black guy, Steven quickly grabbed his towel and scampered back into the bathroom where it was safe.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		The setup went off without a hitch. Big Ray couldn't wait to meet Brittany and her husband. Through a series of exchanged emails, Big Ray assured Brittany that he was the ideal candidate to introduce the couple into the beautiful world of cuckoldry. He said that he'd had a "thing" for "sexy white girls" ever since he was a little hustler selling drugs on the street corner. He said that it was common for many women to get cold feet, but eventually her "primal instincts" would take over and Brittany would be rewarded with the most pleasurable night of her life. He said that their bodies belonged together and he couldn't wait to show her what a real man felt like between her legs.

		Naturally, Brittany was quite anxious when the night of their "meeting" came around.

		While she didn't particularly care to look at pornography, she did have a noticeable weakness for erotic writing. And more than once —while reading Big Ray's X-rated emails— she'd found herself aroused to the point that her panties required changing. Every time this happened, Brittany felt confused and embarrassed. And she even considered telling her husband how badly she was affected by reading Big Ray's erotic scenarios. (Which were surprisingly coherent and well-written.) But ultimately she decided that Steven might take it the wrong way.

		Finally the night arrived.

		"Oh my God!" Brittany said, squinting her eyes at the screen of her laptop.

		Steven had just walked into the bedroom. He was wearing a pair of khaki pants and a blue polo shirt. His brown hair was neatly combed and he looked like he was ready to shoot a Dockers commercial. The couple was supposed to meet Big Ray tonight at a dance club owned by the gangster himself. "What is it?"

		Steven collapsed onto the bed while his wife silently shook her head for several moments. Assuming that his wife was reading some online article about a reality TV star, Steven continued. "So you're ready for tonight?"

		Her eyes glued to the computer screen, Brittany issued a barely audible grunt.

		"Good," said Steven, threading his fingers behind his head. "The audio recorder will be on me. All we have to do is get Big Ray to sell us some drugs. We'll make sure that he does that first. Then, once we have the evidence, it's vamos city! Man, I can't wait to see the look in his eyes when two dozen cops come bursting down his backdoor. Priceless! Right, babe?"

		Brittany didn't respond. She was too busy looking at her laptop, angling her head to the side, like she was trying to solve a difficult math problem.

		"What is it, Brittany? What's so interesting over there?"

		After a while, she said, "Honey, I almost don't want to even tell you."

		"Is it from him?"

		Brittany nodded. "By him, do you mean Big Ray?"

		Steven was looking up at the ceiling. "Of course, dear. I mean the piece of shit we're going to bust tonight! I hope he's enjoying his time as a free man. Because that shit is about to change!"

		"He sent me a picture, photoshopped," Brittany said, pausing to collect her thoughts. "Actually, you better take a look yourself."

		Steven sat bolt upright on the bed. Then he walked across the room to his wife. He peered over her shoulder until he saw what was capturing her attention.

		"Bastard!" Steven roared when he saw the picture.

		Brittany let out a little giggle. "It's not real, dear."

		"It better fucking not be real!" Steven said, getting more and more angry by the second. "That's not the point though! The point is that the picture is fucking disgusting! It's sick! Gross! Please delete that shit from your computer, please!"

		On the screen of Brittany's laptop was a picture she'd received from Big Ray. The picture was of Brittany, wearing a low-cut pink summer dress. She was smiling in the picture. But someone had photoshopped the picture to make it look like a big, ugly, swollen black cock was rammed down her mouth —giving her smiling blue eyes a completely different meaning. Above the apocryphal photo was the caption: "This is me and you tonight, sexy! Love, your black stud, Big Ray."

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		Steven drove that night. As they entered the seedy side of town, Steven had to keep reminding himself that this was all for his job. Him and Brittany were doing this for a much bigger cause. And yet, Steven felt incredibly nervous. Moreover, he was surprised by how calm and relaxed Brittany was acting. It was almost like she was looking forward to tonight.

		In big neon letters, the sign said: KING COBRA.

		"We're here!" Brittany said.

		"Calm down," Steven muttered under his breath.

		At the entrance, one of the bouncers offered to escort the couple to the back of the club where Big Ray was already waiting for them.

		"Thanks, that would be great!" said Brittany, lighting up the room with her big cheerful smile.

		The bouncer (300 pounds of pure Alabama black meat) smiled down at Brittany and said, "Just follow me sexy!"

		Steven bit his tongue. He had never felt whiter than when he started walking through that hip-hop club. It was a Friday night and the place was packed with African-Americans. Despite the loud music and dark lights, it seemed like every set of eyeballs turned to examine the lily white couple who clearly didn't belong here.

		Steven was wearing the same khakis and golf shirt from earlier. While Brittany wore a super sexy red dress which showcased her unblemished back that tapered at her waistline before gracefully flaring into her hips.

		Like most women, Brittany could be critical of her body. Sometimes she believed that her hips were too wide and her hips were too heavy. But her husband (and many other men) vehemently disagreed. He liked how she had twin dimples in the small of her back. Steven had always found them to be incredibly erotic. At the moment, the short red dress and high heels had a way of limiting her mobility so that she was forced to take small, delicate steps past the throng of dark-faced dance club patrons who did little to hide their lustful stares.

		They went down a long dark hallway and the bouncer showed them the door.

		"Thanks again," Brittany said, batting her eyes at the tall, dark bouncer. "We really appreciate it."

		"You know where I'll be," the bouncer said, flashing a lascivious grin at Brittany before heading back.

		"Let's just get this over with," Steven said a little tiredly.

		"No problem, baby," Brittany said, reaching for the door handle.

		Big Ray was sitting behind a desk in one of the back rooms at the dance club. He looked the part of Italian mobster. He had a shaven head, wore a dark pin-striped suit, red shirt, red neckwear, and wing-tip shoes. But his expression wasn't menace. It was friendliness as he looked up and saw the white couple reluctantly stumble into his inner sanctum at the King Cobra.

		"Finally, we get to meet in person! Please come in! Both of you. You have no idea how long I've been waiting for tonight!"

		"Sorry that we're a little late," Brittany said, smiling anxiously. "But someone got lost. And we drove around in circles for about twenty minutes."

		Steven was smiling, but unsure of why his wife had to start off by making him look bad. As Big Ray came bounding across the room, Steven shrugged his shoulders apologetically. "Yeah, it was my fault. Thanks for waiting, I suppose."

		Like a laser beam, Big Ray's interest was focused on the blonde bombshell standing before him. Right away he wrapped his big arms around her body, completely engulfing her. He held her for a few long seconds and sniffed the apple blossom smell of her golden tresses. "Nonsense, I'm just glad you got here. I think tonight is going to be quite memorable for all of us."

		Then, to Steven's dismay, Big Ray looked over at him and gave a sly little wink, adding, "You ready to become the cuckold you were always made to be?"

		Both of Steven's cheeks became rosy with embarrassment. He looked away, hoping that his wife didn't have time to catch his blushing, which was not particularly manly. "Yeah, I guess."

		Big Ray let out a big chuckle, his hands still unwilling to let go of the gorgeous white woman.

		Brittany's eyes had an expressive blue gleam in them as she moved her stare from her husband to the floor. But then she jumped a little when she felt Big Ray's grasp slide past her waist, leaving his hand on her left ass cheek. Brittany froze. For the moment, she was too embarrassed to make eye contact with her husband again.

		Giving her butt a firm squeeze, Big Ray said, "I hope everyone is ready to have some fun tonight."

		"Yeah sure," Brittany said, her voice weak and trembling with erotic sensations.

		"What about you, Stevey?" the black man said.

		"I guess, sure," the husband said.

		While the room filled with Big Ray's mighty chuckle, Steven knew that he shouldn't be allowing this. He might be a police officer, but he was a man first. And there was something so emasculating about being forced to stand there quietly while another man openly pawed the woman Steven went to bed with every night. And yet, it seemed like Steven lacked the energy to do anything other than just merely stand there and watch quietly. He saw his wife's breathing increase as Big Ray reached around her backside again, greedily grabbing the twin globes of flesh as if he were the rightful heir to the lush landscape of her body. Brittany demurred, her tan-skinned legs quivering at the rough handling by the big black brute.

		That's when the cop in Steven returned.

		"Speaking of tonight though," Steven said, trying to sound casual as hell, "um, I think I heard that you might be able to get us some, um, drugs? Is that right?"

		Big Ray arched a quizzical eyebrow. "Drugs?"

		Steven gulped nervously. "To help us relax. This being our first time and all."

		"What kind of drugs?" Big Ray said, his hands slowly moving down Brittany's body, exploring her curves and softness.

		Steven couldn't help noticing how the black man's hands looked like they were big enough to completely wrap around her pinched waist. "You know, just something to help us chill out. I guess I'm a little more nervous than I expected."

		"Like weed?"

		"Maybe something harder..." Steven said, realizing that if this didn't work then he was really going to have to start getting creative. "Like some coke..."

		"Coke?" the black man said, his dark eyes narrowing.

		"That would be great," Steven said, forcing his voice to sound as normal as possible.

		Fortunately, Big Ray took the bait. First he broke out into a big smile, letting go of Brittany, who seemed to relax once she was free from his vise-like grip. Then the heavyset black man walked back over to his desk, made a quick phone call, nodded several times, hung up, and finally told the white couple that he had some quality shit coming their way if they could just wait for a few minutes.

		When Big Ray briefly turned his back, Steven and his wife exchanged brief smiles of relief. Steven had his cell phone ready to make an audio recording of the drug transaction. As long as he got Big Ray to admit that it was a schedule 1 narcotic, then it would be enough for a bust.

		"How long will it take?" Steven asked, cutting his glance across the dark room. It looked like it was half office and half living room. There was a desk, file cabinets, a large concrete safe with a combination lock. But there were also several rugs, couches, stuffed chairs, and a coffee table. "For the drugs, I mean."

		Big Ray nodded. "Not long. In the meantime, why don't I get everyone a drink. I know that at first a lot of this can be a bit overwhelming. For the white couples, I mean. It's exciting, especially in theory. But it also goes against a lot of male instincts. Usually I find that a lot of husbands get cold feet the first time. They have that look you have right now, Stevey."

		"What look? I don't have a look."

		Big Ray's entire body shook with a tremor of laughter. "You look like you're ready to run out of here as soon as I turn my back. Don't worry though. From my experience, if you made it this far, you're ready to go all the way."

		When Big Ray went over to the liquor cabinet, Brittany made an expression at Steven which clearly said she wished he'd try a little harder to play along.

		Steven shrugged his shoulders, watched as Big Ray came over, handing him a drink.

		"Thanks."

		Big Ray smirked. "No problem, little buddy."

		Little buddy? Steven wasn't sure how much more of this he could take. Ignoring the instinct to fire back an insult at the insolent black drug dealer, Steven quietly reminded himself that in a few hours all of this would be over.

		Perhaps sensing the tension in her husband, Brittany chirped: "I really like this place! It has... some, um, character..."

		Then Big Ray sat down on the couch, patting the cushion next to him for Brittany to join. She answered his beckoning right away. Her haunches swaying in the tight fabric of her red dress, she walked across the room, gently alighting next to the behemoth of a man. Sitting next to each other now, the large black man and blonde woman were a study in contrasts. Big Ray smiled down at her, his teeth as straight and white as they came.

		"Damn, you look even sexier than your pictures. I love all women, all kinds of women. But there's something so sexy about blondes. You have very pretty eyes."

		"Thanks." Brittany took a small sip from her glass. "They're just eyes though."

		"So blue," Big Ray said.

		"I guess."

		Big Ray laughed. "The first time I got a blowjob from a blue-eyed girl, I thought I was in pure heaven!"

		Brittany laughed nervously, turning her head from side to side, obviously a little uncomfortable by the turn of conversation. She began examining different parts of the room now. "Wow, we're really here. This is really happening."

		Big Ray reached out, coiled a lock of soft blonde hair around one of his dark digits. He started to play with Brittany's hair a little: "That's right. And I'm glad the wait is finally over. I've been thinking about this night ever since I saw your profile online. I can tell your nervous though."

		"You can?" Brittany said, shooting a quick glance at the large man sitting next to her.

		"Both of you are," Big Ray said in a level voice. "But that's okay. I'm pretty good at breaking in white couples. It's one of my many talents."

		Steven held his breath, closed his eyes, and clutched his drink as his wife continued flirting with the other man. The fact that he was so ugly and big and black was bad enough. But watching his wife pretend to be interested in a scumbag like Big Ray was almost enough to make Steven want to vomit his dinner onto one of these carpets.

		"Excuse me, but is there a bathroom around here? I need to use the bathroom," Steven said.

		Without taking his eyes off Brittany's face (which was just starting to prettily flush from the alcohol) Big Ray said, "Out in the hallway, take a right. You can't miss it, whiteboy. It's at the very end of the hallway. In the meantime, I'll continue entertaining your beautiful wife. So take your sweet time, little buddy."

		"Thanks," Steven said, getting back to his feet. He stopped at the door, turned to look at the couple on the couch. "By the way, that coke is still coming, right?"

		Big Ray shot the white husband a sardonic look. "It'll be here by the time you get back. Now go run along and leave us alone, little buddy."

		"Awesome," was all Steven could think of saying.

		There was an empty stall in the graffiti-covered bathroom. Officer Steven Kelloway shut the door and used the privacy to make sure his phone was still recording. While a video recording would have been best, he knew that an audio recording along with the testimony of two sworn officers would be enough for any judge to throw the book at Big Ray, especially considering his frightfully long rap sheet. It was only when Steven unzipped his fly to take a much-needed leak that he realized how stiff his willy had become.

		That's weird, thought Steven. As the warm jet of pee shot out his slit, he wondered why he had sprouted such a healthy erection.

		Not wanting to overthink it, however, he stuffed his five meaty inches back into his briefs and headed back to the office. The only problem was that the door was locked. So Steven started banging on the door, which went on for quite some time. Why weren't they answering him? What was wrong? Did Big Ray somehow discover that Brittany was an undercover cop?

		Steven had just started to redouble his efforts when he felt something heavy on his shoulder.

		He turned.

		It was the bouncer from earlier. The tall black man looked down at Steven and said, "He's busy. He's entertaining someone tonight. You got to wait man."

		"My wife is in there!" Steven said. "Plus he knows me. He's expecting me. Can you please let Big Ray know I'm out here?"

		The face of the bouncer was implacable. "He's busy. You listening? You got to come back later."

		Steven's voice shot up several registers. "Please just tell him that I'd like to come inside!"

		The bouncer shook his head quietly. "No, you're not listening man."

		"Actually you're not listening!" Steven said, growing more and more distraught by the moment.

		This time the bouncer led Steven away from the door. They walked down the hallway, in the opposite direction of the dance club. There was another room, which was about a quarter of the size of Big Ray's office. It looked like a storage room: the place where they mostly kept plastic cups, straws, napkins, and empty kegs. The bouncer told Steven to sit down in one of the chairs. Then the bouncer turned on a small television monitor.

		"He likes it when the husbands just watch. At least at first. Then sometimes he lets the husbands watch in the same room. It depends. It's probably easier for the whiteboys."

		Before Steven had a chance to respond, the bouncer left the room.

		His heart racing now, Steven turned back to the monitor which was showing some kind of porno movie. An interracial porno. At least, that was Steven's first impression. It was only a couple moments later —and with a sinking heart— that he realized he was watching a closed circuit TV.

		

		

		

		Part Seven

		

	
		As soon as they were alone, Big Ray leaned over, pressed his wide nose into the curve of her neck. He gave a few sniffs. She smelled perfect: so delicate and feminine and fertile.

		"I bet your husband is probably going to go jerk off."

		Brittany turned abruptly, her eyes traveling from the man's large chest, wide shoulders, thick neck, and big bulging eyes. "What was that?"

		Big Ray laughed shortly. "Well, he's definitely a cuckold type, your husband. Believe me, I've been doing this for a while now. And there's a type. As soon as he walked into this room, I could tell that you guys are exactly the kind of couple I live for. Seeding a woman like you is going to be a fucking honor. Let's go to the couch."

		As soon as they were sitting next to each other, a flashbulb exploded in Brittany's face. For the first time that night she realized that she was in a situation which could get out of hand at any moment. Why hadn't she handled it better? And as she started looking around the room, trying to come up with an excuse to stand back up, she felt him grab her wrist and yank. A second later her small delicate hand was resting on the giant bulge which seemed to be getting even bigger the longer she touched him. Even over the pants, she could feel its heat emanating through the layers of fabric.

		Big Ray extended his arm around her shoulders now. He pulled her body into his gravity. He was taut, tense, poised. Sinews were stretched. Sleek muscles were contracted. His breathing was hard. His eyes glowed. Though he was far from being a perfect specimen, even Brittany was slightly awed by the raw power and strength the man exuded.

		He put his hand over her hand, pressed down, forcing her to massage the large animal in his pants. She could feel it desperately straining to get free.

		"Dear God!" she said breathlessly. Suddenly she dropped her chin against her chest. "You're so big."

		"You can pull it out now," Big Ray said.

		"I can?" Brittany squeaked stupidly.

		Big Ray smiled at the beautiful white woman. Then his smile broadened. "Go ahead, it won't bite. It's there for you to play with."

		His voice was as velvety as his sweat-bathed soot-black skin; and just as sinfully appealing. As Big Ray started to pull out his maleness, fevered blood rushed to Brittany's cheeks and infused them with more color. Licking her lips quickly, she said, "Maybe we shouldn't be doing this. I mean, maybe we should wait until my husband gets back."

		"It's all good, we're just having a little fun now," he said, placing her hand back on his swollen pole. He could tell that there was still some shreds of dignity in her. But her female curiosity was obviously getting the better of her. "Have you been looking at those pictures I sent you? Pictures of my cock?"

		The black cock was continuing to harden and Brittany was getting even more flustered. Strands of blonde hair fell into her face as she wrapped her fingers around the base, squeezing, her fingers unable to wrap around the entire girth. "Yeah, I sort of saved them on my computer. You told me to."

		She seemed too mesmerized to talk.

		His balls were hanging heavily on the couch and his cock —which wasn't even fully erect— was already about 9 inches long and looked insanely huge jutting up from his lap. At one point Big Ray stood up to remove his jacket and shirt. Brittany just stood there, watched. Feeling like a blithering idiot, she saw him strip down to his boxers: his giant purple-headed monster sticking out of the pee hole.

		Then Big Ray turned his attention to Brittany. He stepped forward, pulled her fancy red dress off the shoulders, allowing the delicate material to pool at her manicured toes. Then she was standing there, next to this strange and beastly man, clad only in her Victoria's Secret bra and panty set, something she'd bought for her husband last Valentine's Day.

		"Maybe we should wait," she said. "Let's wait."

		"Wait for what?"

		She tried to avoid his eyes. They had some mystical power. When she looked directly into them, she seemed to give herself over to his will. "Until my husband comes back, I guess."

		"Baby, we've been waiting long enough. I can't wait any longer. Now get on your knees. I want to see those pretty blue eyes looking up at me."

		The words had a jarring effect on Brittany. As she felt the black man's hands on her shoulders, she thought of her fiercely jealous husband. Then her nervous stomach churned as she settled onto her knees. Big Ray was looking down at her, grinning at her with his straight white teeth. Her blue eyes blinking, she surveyed the powerful thighs in front of her. There was no way that a man so thickly muscular could get his pants off the rack. No way, thought Brittany. She admired the dark skin of his legs. She mentally noted how his manhood was even darker than the rest of him.

		Now his massive tool seemed to be getting even bigger, thicker, engorged with lustful blood —and the large mushroom tip brushed against Brittany's full lips. He should have been gentlemanly enough to wait for her to compose herself —but instead she felt him forcing his mighty weapon into her mouth. She felt the warm flesh slide across her tongue, pushing its way to the back of her throat. Brittany had never given oral sex to a man as big as Big Ray. She automatically compared his size to that of her husband’s, and concluded that Steven was half as long and much less thick. To protect from gagging, Brittany reached out and placed her palms on the heavy thighs and pushed away. Big Ray laughed as his meaty rod slipped out of her mouth, covered in her saliva.

		As Brittany heaved and wiped the sticky saliva off her cheeks, Big Ray said, "Don't worry, you'll get used to it. You just got to learn to relax your throat a little bit. Don't fight it. This ain't no whiteboy dick. It takes a real woman to suck on a piece of meat like this."

		Brittany shot him a fierce look, but for some reason she felt like she wanted to prove to him that she could answer the challenge.

		Big Ray patted her on the head. "Baby, make sure you look up at me when my cock is in yo' mouth. Like I said, I like to see those eyes. Those fucking pretty blue eyes."

		This time Brittany took a deep breath before offering her mouth to the black man. He pushed in almost six inches, which wasn't half his length now. But he was happy when he saw Brittany tighten her lips around his swollen meat, glance up at him with her sparkling blue eyes, and start to work her slender neck back and forth.

		"Oh shit! Hell yeah, baby! Like that!"

		"Grrrrmmph! Grrrrmpppph!" Brittany said, fighting to take in more and more inches of the black cock.

		"Show me, white girl! Show me how sexy white girls suck BBC! Big black cock!"

		Brittany reached up with her hand and began to cradle the heavy cum-filled balls.

		Big Ray chuckled softly as he saw her wedding ring disappear under his sack. "That's it baby, show me what you can do. Show me you're ready for some real cock. Show me that tight married white pussy is worthy of a real man's cock."

		The head of his cock was in her mouth, but there was so much length to his unit that the shaft was able to noticeably 'bend' downwards. The skin was so black, a pure black. And the several inches of meat that had already been treated to Brittany's mouth were now glistening with saliva.

		Then Big Ray pulled Brittany up to her feet. She felt his big sticky wet thing press into her stomach as he bent down and kissed her on the lips. She was shocked at her own willingness in the complicity. After such a brutal throat fucking, she was also shocked by how gentle his lips felt against her mouth. She closed her eyes, felt one of his large hands reach around her backside, into her panties, and squeeze her butt cheek.

		By now Brittany was far too gone to even consider her husband's plight. Big Ray continued to fondle her ass cheeks and breasts, making her hornier than hell.

		Finally he pushed her down onto the couch and spread her legs. He pulled her little panties off and stuffed them into her mouth.

		"Hmmmpphhh, hmmmphh!" Brittany protested, but dared not spit the panties out yet. She knew that she might need something to bite down on.

		The biggest cock she'd ever seen was laying flat against her threshold, teasing her by rubbing the large African head up and down the length of her obviously soaked vaginal entry. Judging by her wriggling and forward hip-movements, Brittany was in near-ecstasy. Suddenly Big Ray leaned down, his large black-skinned buttocks flexing as he started to feed her pussy the first few painful inches.

		When Brittany felt the black cockhead slip inside her, her eyes went wide with a heady mixture of pain and lust. The panties were still lodged in her mouth and she moaned out in excruciating pleasure and the black man worked to fit himself inside her.

		"Damn girl, white girl, you sure you ain't a virgin!"

		Brittany finally spit the panties out of her mouth so that she could yell, "HOOOLLLLLYYY SSHHHIIIIIIIIIIITTTTTTTT!"

		"Baby, calm down. I'm just getting started."

		"You're soooooo fucking big inside me!"

		"I just got the tip in, baby. Don't worry. I told you I'd take care of this sweet white pussy," Big Ray said, realizing that she didn't even ask him to put a condom on. He couldn't wait to fill her tight little snatch with all of his extra-potent African cream.

		"Slow baby," Brittany cooed now. "Please go slow for me. You're going to break me."

		He laughed out loud then, a deep, rolling laugh that vibrated through his wide chest.

		"It feels good though," she added, momentarily dazed by all of the sensations shooting through every inch of her body. "I've never felt like this before."

		Big Ray leaned across and kissed her harder than before and she was certainly a willing correspondent. Their tongues wrapped around each other and Big Ray started to gently pull and push the first few inches of his manhood inside her.

		"Yes! Fuck me just like that, you sexy black bastard!" Brittany's heels were digging into Big Ray's back, and her nails were beginning to dig into his skin as well.

		The pain only spurred Big Ray on. He started thrusting into the gorgeous blonde as if it was his last opportunity to do so. With each plunge her breasts bounced underneath him; and the look on her face told him that she was already on the brink of cumming.

		"You gonna cum, girl?"

		Little tears of pleasure were starting to form at the corners of her eyes, but she looked up at Big Ray's ugly mug and nodded her head most obediently. "It's wonderful, it's amazing! I've never felt like this before!"

		"Cum for me, girl! Cum all over this big black cock!"

		Big Ray could feel her body literally opening up for him, accommodating the full length and girth of his entire weapon. He found himself panting like he was running a marathon. This woman was so sexy that he found himself in a rhythm that was somewhat faster than he typically fucked. Already both of their bodies were already slick with sweat. Then Big Ray felt the familiar feeling of his orgasm building. He leaned down and clamped his huge African lips against her mouth. Her eyes were wide with amazement as their tongues freely entwined. Suddenly he found himself unloading inside her.

		"Oh yeeeah! Fucckk yeah!" he roared. "Take it baby, take my fucking dark seed!"

		Brittany cried and whimpered. Like a whirlwind a heat swept over her body, and she began to shudder violently. Then it happened. She felt the heavyset black man start to shoot his cum directly into her canal, directly against her cervix. Wave after wave of pleasure racked her body, forcing cries from her throat, the orgasm making her writhe against him in ecstasy.

		Somewhere in the midst of her freefall, Brittany felt a brief, burning sensation, but it was quickly forgotten in the next gush of pleasure. She didn't know how long it was, but eventually she began to come down off the natural high of her orgasm. She became aware of Big Ray's hands feeling the full globes of her breasts, and then more to her amazement, she became aware that she was leaking a thick creamy substance between her legs.

		"Oh fuck!" she said. "You filled me up in so many ways! That was amazing!"

		Resting his fingertips against the top swell of her breasts, he captured her eyes with his. For a long moment they stared, barely breathing, still but for the chaos going on inside them.

		"Baby," he said finally.

		"Yes baby?" she said, unsure of herself. She obviously wasn't accustomed to having casual affairs. Much less with extremely large and well-endowed black men.

		"I'm just getting started," he said in a deep and soulful voice. "Now turn around and put that beautiful white booty up in the air."

		

		

		

		Part Eight

		

	
		It was a foregone conclusion that Steven would be getting a divorce. As he sat there in the small room, his eyes glued to the screen while Brittany submitted to her new lover, Steven couldn't fathom how things had gotten out of control so quickly.

		What should have been a small-time drug bust had turned out to be the worst night of his life!

		Of course Steven should have gotten up and left the dance club immediately. (Brittany could find her own damn way back home!) And yet, it seemed like Steven lacked the energy to do anything other than just merely sit there and watch the couple continue to have some of the most disturbingly animalistic sex Steven had ever witnessed before.

		"Oh fuck me!" Brittany could be heard yelling over and over again. "Fuck me with that amazing black cock!"

		"You sexy white bitch! That pussy is milking my balls so damn good!"

		Watching his wife in the arms of another man, a black man at that, Steven was overwhelmed by an unpleasant sensation. It was like there were a million knives in his stomach —and at the moment they were all stabbing at him.

		They were fucking doggystyle now.

		It seemed like Brittany and Big Ray were in their own little world now. It was hard to watch. It was hard to comprehend what was happening. Steven knew that his wife had always had a sexual side to her —but he'd never seen her like this!

		Brittany was perched at the end of the couch, digging her manicured fingernails into the black cushions while thrusting her perfectly shaped ass high into the air. Big Ray was standing behind her, looking down with a feverish grin. He was gripping her waist, enjoying the sound of her plump cheeks slamming against his thighs. Steven's wife was breathing loudly through her mouth, like she was in pain, or enduring a particularly grueling workout in the gym.

		But what really killed Steven were her eyes —the way she kept flicking a glance of nervous inquisition over her shoulder while Big Ray continued to take her from behind. It was the look of a woman completely submitting to her lover. She was muttering every curse she could think of while Big Ray pounded his black cock deep inside her womb.

		Steven sat there, glued to his chair out of sheer frustration. How did this happen? What went wrong? In great shame, he closed his eyes. But though he was able to block out the visual world, he was still mercilessly treated to loud fapping sounds of his wife's plump ass cheeks as Big Ray slammed into her, forcing his ugly black monster deep inside her —deeper than her husband had ever gone.

		"Give me this pussy," Steven could hear Big Ray snarl. "Give me this sweet tight pussy. This married white pussy feels so good on my cock. You're gripping me so fucking good."

		Again Brittany flicked an anxious look over the gentle slope of her left shoulder. She stared up in awe at the great man who could fuck her like no man had ever done before. Obviously the fact that he was so black and so ugly did little to lessen the pleasure of his thrusts. If anything, his ugly physical features seemed to excite beautiful Brittany, who had always been a great lover of The Beauty and the Beast story.

		Every now and then she would glance up at him, oohhing and ahhhing, while offering her butt and pussy lips to this big black brute of a man.

		"Tell me to get it," Big Ray ordered, his voice full of atavistic passion. "Tell me to get this pussy!"

		For awhile Brittany failed to muster even a slightly comprehensible sound.

		There was only the rhythmic FAP! FAP! FAP! sound of her heart-shaped derriere bouncing back and forth as her black lover mounted her over and over again.

		"Tell me to fucking get this pussy, white girl!" Big Ray said.

		For a while Steven thought he was going to simply crack up on the spot. The pain and humiliation of the event was too much for his poor mind. Then he looked up from his morose musings to find Brittany straddling the big black man's lap. She looked so happy and oversexed: her hair wild, her skin covered in a sheen of sweat that made her look glossy. As soon as he saw her butt start to bounce up and down while she rode the large black phallus, Steven couldn't help himself. He reached into his pants. His dick had never felt smaller or harder than it did right then. He started pulling on it until he experienced one of the most powerful orgasms of his life.

		Several minutes later the door opened up and the bouncer came in, flashing a big smile at confused Steven.

		"Looks like you've been enjoying yourself in here. This place smells of sex."

		Steven realized he'd forgot to zip his pants back up. "Oh right, ha ha, I was just —"

		The bouncer interrupted him. "Forget about it whiteboy. That's not why I'm here."

		Steven suddenly realized that his wife was gone from the closed circuit TV. Nor was Big Ray to be seen. Steven looked back at the bouncer for an explanation.

		"Two things," the bouncer said. "First, they told me to tell you that you don't have to worry about your wife. She'll find her own way home tonight. And secondly, I'm supposed to give you this."

		Steven watched as the bouncer handed him a 12 ounce can of Coke. The bouncer was trying not to grin as he turned towards the door. With one foot in the hallway, his grin widened and he said, "Have a good night, officer."

		

		THE END
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