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		Part One

		

	
		Beth Andrews was just getting out of the shower when the doorbell rang.

		Ding-dong!

		"Dern it!" Beth said because she rarely cursed.

		Luckily, her clothes were already laid out on the bed.

		It was nothing special: just a matching purple bra and panty set she'd recently bought at Victoria's Secret with the gift card her mother had given her for her birthday. The thong had white lace trim and perfectly accentuated the roundness of her derriere. The bra had just enough support to really push out her breasts, which were full-sized, tan-skinned, with quarter-sized areolas still pink and hard from the shower.

		(The detachable shower nozzle, Beth often mused, was the greatest invention of Western society. At least for a woman it was. Especially on days like today when she felt like she was going into heat like some animal.)

		Ding-dong!

		"Are you serious?" Beth said, already feeling her post-orgasmic glow start to fade. "Just give me a second!"

		Vexed, she tossed her thick, curly hair over her shoulder. Wisps of blonde bangs were held off her face by a bandanna sweatband tied around her forehead, but she made a reflexive swipe at them too.

		Ding-dong! Ding-dong!

		That was when Beth realized she'd forgotten to pick out a pair of shorts. There was just a small lace tee with a scalloped hem which she hastily threw over her head and started for the door which wouldn't stop its incessant ringing.

		Ding-dong! Ding-dong! Ding-dong!

		"Okay, okay!" she said to the person on the other side of the door. It had to either be Elizabeth, her sister —who had a nasty penchant for stopping by unannounced. Or it was Paul, her husband —who was always forgetting his house key. Nobody else would just be stopping by like this in the middle of the day.

		Ding-dong!

		"Hold your dang horses!" Beth said, throwing open the door.

		Her jaw hit the floor when she saw who it was.

		"Oh, hello there Ms. Andrews!" he said, a big grin already spreading across his dark and devilish face. "I hope that I didn't catch you at a bad time."

		For a moment Beth Andrews was speechless.

		It was JT, the janitor and handyman employed by their condominium.

		Normally Beth would see JT pushing a lawn mower, or sweeping up around the industrial bins, or replacing dead light bulbs in the outside corridor. Until now JT had always seemed like a 'rough character.' But the janitor had never done anything to suggest that he was interested in Beth more than he was interested in the condo's eighty or so other residents, which were mostly young professionals.

		That said, it was still pretty weird now to see the black man so close, towering over Beth's underdressed body in a way that was far too intimate for Beth's taste.

		Immediately she started to tug at the end of her tee, which was unfortunately too short to reach the tops of her knees.

		"Can I help you?" she said. Inwardly she was feeling slightly vulnerable and uncertain. But her expression personified the rebellious spirit of a modern woman who could always handle whatever life threw at her.

		JT's smile only widened.

		He seemed to actually be enjoying this moment —catching the sexy occupant off guard in her panties and T-shirt.

		"Yes?" Beth said, her voice already losing some of its control.

		In the threshold of the doorway, JT took another long moment to drink in the sight of the attractive white wife as she struggled to remain decent.

		Beth was really regretting not finding some pants first. If only she had known! If she'd only known who was on the other side of the door! Rats!

		The black janitor was tall, a few inches taller than Beth's husband who was six feet tall in leather boots. (Beth had always liked tall men. She'd always had a weakness for guys who towered over her.)

		He was dark too. Very dark. JT's ebony skin was incredibly black, suggesting a sort of 'purity' in his bloodline because there was simply no way that there was any 'white blood' in his family tree.

		Also, Beth couldn't help noticing that he was in relatively good shape. He wasn't fat, but he wasn't skinny either. He was just 'thick' or 'thickly built.' He had big shoulders and big traps and big arms that bulged when he tossed the plastic trash bags into the dump at the back of the complex. JT certainly had a nice body, the sort of body that most guys (white guys especially) would have to kill themselves in the gym to get. In Beth's limited experience with other races, she'd always found it funny that black guys were so athletically inclined though. All she knew was that it had something to do with genetics.

		Now Beth smiled up at him; and unconsciously bit down on her lip with a little sigh.

		Even his head was quite large.

		JT had a big, shaven melon with a pair of dark-brown eyes that were deeply set in his head. Sometimes his eyes looked dull and lifeless as he shambled around the condo, sweeping up the debris around the front entrance. But at the moment his eyes were full of life. They were glittering with mischief as he unabashedly feasted on the sight of Beth's exposed legs and nervous demeanor.

		"Can I help you?" the white wife said, this time with a bit more force and consternation in her voice.

		He started nodding, his big melon bobbing up and down in what was probably meant to be a 'neighborly' expression of kindness.

		(Not that a guy like that could ever afford to live in a place like this, Beth thought to herself. She wasn't sure what janitors made these days, but it probably was barely enough to pay for the maintenance fees they crammed down your throat here.)

		"Hello!" she said, snapping her fingers at his face, trying to get his attention away from her lower-half.

		Like a man being dragged out of a long afternoon nap, JT shook his head and frowned. "I hope I didn't catch you at a bad time, ma'am."

		She shook her head. "It's fine. What's up? What do you want?"

		"You were taking a shower?" he said.

		Beth really wished that he would stop looking at her like that —as if she was the last woman on earth and he planned to keep the human species alive one way or the other.

		"Can I help you?" she said again, this time digging both of her tiny fists into her hips. Only she didn't seem to realize that this caused the floral lace at the bottom of her tee to cinch up on her waist even more, revealing even more of the smooth soft flesh of her thighs.

		"Actually, I'm here to help you, miss," JT said.

		"Help me?"

		"Yo sink!"

		Beth, using the last bit of patience she still had, waited for the lumbering black man to continue. When, after several quiet moments, he still hadn't said a peep, she spread her palms upward and said, "Our sink? What? What about our sink?"

		"We got a call," JT said. "That's all I know. They told me to get my black ass over here and take a look at your sink! So, here I am! Ready to... uh ... take a look. A real good look, ma'am."

		A pained smile crossed Beth's face while she silently cursed her husband. Paul was always doing things like that. He was always setting up appointments without telling her because he expected his inexhaustible wife (who was technically unemployed, but always seemed to be incredibly busy) to just deal with whatever hassle he didn't want to deal with himself. The jerk!

		"Okay, okay, okay," she said, resigning herself to the situation.

		JT's eyes darted over her head now, to the hallway behind her where the bathroom was located.

		"I'll be as quick as poss'ble, ma'am."

		"Please do," she said, keeping a wary eye on the large black janitor.

		Then, just as he took a step into Beth's condo, JT couldn't resist taking one last glance at the hemline of Beth's Tee which had unfortunately ridden up enough to provide him with a decent view of the little triangle of purple satin covering her most intimate parts.

		"What? What are you looking at?" she said, not with words, but with her expression which was very clear.

		He raised his eyebrows at her, smiled.

		When Beth realized how much of her body was on display now, she wanted to die on the spot. It was so infuriating. Humiliating too. She especially disliked the exultant twinkle in the black janitor's eyes as he acknowledged her state of undress.

		Great, Beth thought. Now, thanks to this clusterfuck of a day, every time I see JT around the complex, the filthy janitor will probably be thinking of the time he saw me in my little panties. Thanks a lot, Paul!

		Presently Beth looked at JT, who seemed to be suffering from some kind of temporary paralysis. "What are you waiting for?"

		"For you to show me the way, ma'am."

		Beth, who always tried to take a pragmatic approach to life, found herself turning and leading the black janitor down the hallway, towards the bathroom. It was only after she'd passed the living room that she realized her mistake. Oh no!

		That's why he wanted her to lead the way! The crafty ol' black man!

		Suddenly she realized that a good portion of her bare butt was probably on display. Beth winced. Shaking her head, she glanced over her shoulder. She was hoping that the janitor had the decency to not take advantage of her situation.

		JT, however, was anything but subtle. A happy and slightly drugged look pulled the corners of his wide mouth up into a smile —a smile that Beth would always have etched in her memory. Even after she'd caught him openly ogling her behind he continued to triumphantly gawk at her, flouting common decency.

		Again Beth made an attempt to pull her tee down while she opened the door. Once JT was in the bathroom he seemed reluctant to get to work. Beth, still playing the role of the congenial hostess, apologized for having to leave for a few moments. She went straight to her bedroom and locked the door. After she pulled on a pair of her baggiest jeans, she reached for the pill bottle on the night stand. It was something her husband ordered online. Beth had bad anxiety problems. Unfortunately she could already feel the tingling between her legs again.

		"I feel like a teenage boy!" she thought to herself. "This has got to stop! What's wrong with me?"

		Beth pulled her jeans off and started looking around for her dildo. Historically, her libido had always been healthy. But it had never been anything close to this. She couldn't believe how horny she'd been lately. What was wrong with her? Seriously? It wasn't even 2 P.M. and she'd already orgasmed three times today.

		"FUCK!" said Beth, who cursed only in the worst situations.

		That was when she realized she'd left the dildo in the bathroom!

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		On the third floor of the office building there was a small cubicle with a solitary fern and low-hanging florescent lights. The cubicle's occupants were both men in their late twenties. Paul was white. Tyrone was black.

		"Man," Tyrone said, shaking his head in disbelief. "I don't know about this. I don't know that I can work with a motherfucker who's always smiling all day. That shit creeps me out."

		Paul made a heroic attempt to assume a neutral expression, but the great joy that was radiating in his body was too much to overcome. In fact, the more he tried not to smile, the more he smiled like a fool.

		"What's up, whiteboy? You win the lottery or something?"

		"Something like that," Paul said, bobbing his head from side to side.

		The first time Paul heard that his cubicle partner was a black guy, he wasn't against it, but at the same time, he wasn't exactly excited. But over time they seemed to get along quite well. While Paul and Tyrone had never hung out after work, they nonetheless greeted each other around the office like they were very good friends.

		Tyrone sucked his teeth. "What then? What's got your damn ass so happy all the time?"

		"Nothing."

		"You finally getting lucky again with yo wife, man?"

		Paul couldn't help smiling now. He certainly didn't want to sound like he was bragging about it, but at the same time he didn't mind people knowing that he was getting laid pretty regularly now.

		"Aw shit, whiteboy. You getting laid finally? Damn! I guess miracles do happen!"

		"I'm not this happy because of your ugly face," Paul said, feeling a little more confident than normal.

		"Word," Tyrone said, thinking about it. "Let me guess? You finally take o' Tyrone's advice and just roll up on yo' girl and take her from behind —because in my experience chicks love that!"

		"No, no way. I most certainly did not," Paul insisted.

		"Oh, I see. So what you do? You just push her down on her knees and tell her to suck the black off of your Willie?"

		"Strike two," Paul said. For a second or two he thought that Tyrone had mistaken him for a black guy.

		"Naw whiteboy. What you do then, some stupid-ass whiteboy stuff?"

		"Actually, I took Beth out for a really nice dinner."

		Tyrone rolled his eyes. Typical stupid whiteboy stuff. Pathetic.

		"Wait, let me back up," said Paul, not registering the look of disappointment on the other man's face. "First we started with a long day of shopping. Basically no limit on the credit card —which was actually pretty dangerous with Beth. Then dinner. Then drinks. Then, my friend, I was treated to the most amazing night of my life. Honestly, I'm telling you, Tyrone, there's nothing better than married life. You should try it one day, Tyrone."

		"Naw, you hiding something, whiteboy. You not telling me something. I can tell."

		Paul sat there, thinking how weird it was to be having this conversation with a man he'd only met a few months ago.

		There was a brief, but tense pause in the cubicle.

		"You really want to know?" Paul said with a self-congratulatory glint in his eye.

		"Show me, whiteboy!"

		Paul reached into the top drawer of his desk and pulled out a bottle with a black label and large red letters that said INSTA* HEAT. As he held the bottle, he explained how INSTA* HEAT was considered to be the most powerful female sex pill ever produced.

		"It's a roofie?" Tyrone said.

		"Not exactly. It doesn't make anyone unconscious. You think I'd roofie my own wife, man?"

		Tyrone used his face to shrug.

		Then Paul explained to Tyrone how he had used his credit card to order a month's supply. He'd debated for quite a while as to whether or not he should tell his wife that she would be getting a regular dose of aphrodisiacs (designed to increase their intimacy in the bedroom, and ultimately a stronger marriage, or so Paul kept telling himself). In the end though, he decided to tell her that it was anxiety pill because she was always having problems with anxiety.

		"Does it really work for anxiety too?" Tyrone said.

		"Yeah. Sure. That's one of the side effects actually. It really does help with anxiety, weirdly enough."

		"Side effects?" Tyrone screwed up his face.

		"Yeah there are a few side effects. Nothing too bad though. Obviously, I made sure to do my research first."

		"Like what?"

		"Well, it can cause loss of appetite, a slight increase of body temperature, and if you take it before bedtime then it might keep you up a few hours. Which is why I always make sure Beth takes it in the morning."

		"That doesn't sound too bad. Shit, whiteboy. Not too bad at all."

		"Plus you're not really supposed to mix it with alcohol."

		"Why not?"

		"Supposed to make one drink feel like a bunch of drinks.”

		"Well," Tyrone said, thinking about it, "I mean, that's completely worth it if you're getting laid all the time. Hell yeah. I'm sure she likes it too."

		"Actually, there is one thing," Paul said, pausing. "Actually, it sort of increases your... suggestibility."

		Tyrone didn't say anything, but his expression was clearly that of a man who was waiting for further elaboration.

		"You know, like you're a lot more likely to agree with other people."

		Tyrone thought about it. "So your bitch basically does whatever you tell her? Damn! I like that shit! Pretty sweet!"

		Paul shook his head. "Not exactly. It's not like that."

		"What's it like then, whiteboy?"

		"It's more subtle," Paul explained, using his hands to make a lot of pointless gestures. "For instance, she wouldn't go walk in front of a train if I told her to. But I have noticed that we argue a lot less —ever since she started taking INSTA* HEAT. And as long as I'm pretty firm about things she goes right along. As far as side effects, it's a pretty good one."

		"I'll say," Tyrone agreed, his mind brimming with possibilities while he stared at the bottle in the whiteboy's hands. Then Tyrone pulled his cell phone out and said, "You're one lucky whiteboy. I'm sure. She's quite a —"

		Actually, Beth Andrews was everything Paul could have wanted in a woman. She was smart, she was funny, she came from a similar background as Paul, she liked the same movies as Paul, she had a killer sense of humor, and perhaps best she had an amazing body.

		Paul had never liked waifish-looking girls. He didn't like super models usually. Instead he preferred his woman cute in the face and a little curvy in the body. She could be pale or tan, it didn't matter, as long as her skin looked clean and healthy. And Beth had some of the healthiest skin he'd ever seen.

		Beth had naturally tan skin that faded only a little in the winter. Her body was soft and curvy just like Paul liked. If anything her butt was a little too big. But at least her ass was very high and very round. And Paul had to admit that perhaps the narrowness of her waist only made her butt look bigger than it actually was.

		(The first time he took her from behind, seeing those perfectly shaped, big, soft heart-shaped cheeks bouncing against him caused him to last less than a minute. This memory never failed to cause his oval face to flush with embarrassment.)

		That was another thing about Beth.

		She was no feminist. She enjoyed being taken by a man. She liked it when he held her down, squeezed his fingers around her throat, looked deeply in her eyes while he filled her up with his essence. Beth Andrews was the perfect —

		"She's the perfect woman!" Tyrone said. "I'd totally hit that! You feel me, whiteboy?"

		Paul looked away from his computer. Tyrone had grabbed a framed picture off of Paul's desk. It was a 5X7 of Beth standing next to her father's sail boat. In the picture Beth was wearing short khaki shorts and a white T-shirt with blue stripes. By no means was the outfit revealing, but it still highlighted her natural hourglass figure. She was smiling one of her big happy-with-the-world smiles. It had been a really windy day and her blonde hair was whipping all around.

		"Appreciate that," Paul said, reaching for the picture of his wife.

		But Tyrone gripped harder —and it almost sounded like he let out a low growl, causing Paul to let go of the picture.

		"Is she coming tonight? I'd like to meet her," Tyrone said.

		"Tonight?" Paul said, a little deflated by the fact that he had to sit there and watch Tyrone monopolize Beth's photograph.

		"Aw shit, whiteboy! Don't tell me your dumbass forgot! Tonight, motherfucker! We all going to that new bar, get our drink on, fool! Everyone in the office is going."

		Paul winced. He was so concerned about getting back to Beth (who kept sending him naughty pictures of herself, which she'd never done before those magical Insta* Heat pills) he'd completely forgotten about joining the gang for a few drinks tonight. "Man, I'm not sure if I'm going to make it tonight. I sort of —"

		"That's cool with me," Tyrone said. "But you know how the boss feels about this shit. Especially since his wife just divorced his pasty ass and now he's always trying to 'hang out' like we a bunch of amigos and shit. Shit, I don't want to go drink with a bunch of lame-ass white folk either, but I got plans to get the fuck out of this cubicle one day. Hey, there's the big man now!"

		Just then Paul and Tyrone's boss (45, bald, and twenty pounds overweight) was walking by, headed towards his lush corner office.

		"Hey Boss Man!" Tyrone said. "Looking good today, Boss!"

		"You fellas working hard?" said their boss.

		"We trying. You know how it is. Every day is a hustle!"

		"I like that attitude, Tyrone!" their boss said. "I'm assuming I'll be seeing both of you later on tonight, at the bar, correct?"

		Before Paul had processed the question, he found himself mindlessly nodding and saying, "Yes sir, wouldn't miss it for the world!"

		Tyrone sat back in his chair and smiled. He looked down at the picture in his hand. That woman was way too hot for a lame-ass like Paul. She needed a real man. Funnily enough, word on the street was that the boss's wife got pregnant by another man. That's why she left him. Word on the street was that the father of her baby was some black dude who worked as a personal trainer. For some reason this pleased Tyrone. Finally this country was getting straight and the black man was taking over.

		About twenty minutes later, when Paul got up to use the bathroom, Tyrone opened the top drawer and pulled out the bottle of INSTA* HEAT. The bottle was nearly half-full, meaning that the whiteboy probably wasn't going to miss five or six pills.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Very slowly Beth opened the bedroom door and started walking towards the bathroom. Her mind seemed detached from her body. She had no connection with it. She wished that she was invisible now. The only thing she wanted to do was go into the bathroom and retrieve her dildo before the janitor had time to see her.

		Of course, having a dildo (especially these days!) was by no means illegal. But Beth considered it such a private matter. Not even her own sister knew that she used a dildo from time to time. The last thing she wanted was for some shifty-eyed janitor to see this very intimate side of her life.

		She was just a few feet away from the bathroom door, one hand momentarily covering her left breast as though to still a pounding heart.

		She didn't knock.

		But when she silently stepped into the bright, pristine bathroom she was surprised to find that the janitor was nowhere to be found. He was gone! Thank God! Only her great relief was stifled by the sudden realization that her dildo was also missing from the room!

		Currently, Beth Andrews was one hundred and twenty-five pounds of confused female.

		Where was her dildo then?

		She started racking her brain for answers. Was it lost in one of the clothes piles in her bedroom? When was the last time she'd seen it? It hadn't been that long, she knew that for certain. Had she left it in the kitchen or living room?

		One thing was for sure, Beth knew that she was losing her mind. Hopefully her body would return to normal. Because this being in 'heat' was really starting to wear her down.

		Beth kept her ears open for sound as she headed back towards the living room. Her assumption was that the janitor had already finished and left without a word. Which was why she was more than a little surprised to see the large black man sprawled on her designer couch, his legs spread, like he owned the place.

		"Oh hey, did you already finish—"

		Beth stopped when she realized what JT was holding in one of his hands. It was pink and small enough to fit in her smallest handbag. And for some reason her dildo looked even smaller in his large black hand.

		"HEY!" she said, completely caught off guard.

		"Hey yourself," JT said, looking amused.

		"What the... I mean, what do you think you're doing?"

		JT shrugged and turned his attention back to Beth's dildo. "Didn't they have man sizes? Or do you just like little boy sizes?"

		Beth's body felt slightly off center and her head was dizzy. She couldn't believe that this was really happening. Her small face was set in an expression that strongly suggested, "If you don't put that down right now and leave, I'm going to call the cops!"

		In contrast, the black janitor seemed to be enjoying himself to the fullest. He cast a wide, toothy grin at the adorable white woman and said, "How often do you use this thing anyway? Doesn't hubby take care of your needs? I'd be embarrassed if my lady had to use something so small and pathetic-looking."

		Impatiently, she pushed her fringe of bangs off her forehead. "That's none of your business! And I'd very much appreciate it if you put that down. Give it to me! Now!"

		"Come here and take it from me," he said back with a challenging look.

		"It's mine."

		He laughed. "Nobody's questioning that. Calm down, sexy. We're just chatting."

		"Get out of my house!" she said.

		He dropped one eyelid in a suggestive wink. "Come on, Ms. Andrews. Sexy little white girl that you are, I'm sure that we can find something bigger and better for you to play with when you get lonely. Why don't you straddle my lap and see what a real man's cock looks like."

		Beth was so furious that she could barely think. She approached the couch, both of her tiny fists balled up in anger. The only thing that came to her mind were the simple words: "Give me back my dildo!"

		He didn't. Instead he reached out and gripped her by the wrist, drawing her closer to him. A moment later Beth was standing right next to the couch. She was standing over JT, but for some reason she felt like it was him who was looking down on her.

		"Give it," she snapped.

		"Why? Are you planning on using it right now?"

		"You can't —" her voice faltered.

		"Or, are you going to wait until I leave and then use your dildo? I bet as soon as I walk out that door you're going to be spreading your legs, touching yourself, and wishing that you had the guts to ask me to fuck you."

		As he talked, Beth kept her head down and her eyes lowered. But as soon as he was done her head snapped around and she shot the insolent black man a hard look. "How dare you!"

		His smile widened. "You're lying to yourself if you don't think I know what you really want," JT said now. Then he cast a disapproving look at the small pink rubber dildo. "And it sure as shit ain't this runty little thing. You need a man between your legs. You need a real man, someone to show you what being a woman is all about."

		Beth felt so confused. On the one hand, she realized that nothing about this situation was right. It was like she was stuck in a dream, a very bad one. But at the same time there was something about JT's presence which excited her on a very primal level. She still loved her husband, but Paul was nothing like this huge hulk of man. He was just a janitor, but somehow he oozed this manly self-confidence that caused Beth's thighs to melt, her mouth to dry, and heart to beat furiously inside her chest.

		"I'm... married," she said at last.

		He laughed at that. "So?"

		"I have a husband..."

		"You think I'm going to tell him? You really think I want some crazy-ass white dude chasing me around because I fooled around with his sexy-ass little wife? Shit, you must be crazy. They'd fire me on the spot. I got just as much to lose as you do."

		"I doubt that."

		"Come here," he said, patting the couch cushion next to him. "Sit down next to me. Here. Let's talk some."

		Beth couldn't believe that she was even considering it, but nonetheless she found herself sitting down next to JT on the couch. She was accustomed to having Paul next to her here, so it was a bit weird to be sitting next to a man as big and dark as JT. She looked up at him and smiled a little. He smiled back.

		"See, nothing to worry about," he said. "We're just friends. We're just hanging out."

		Beth tried to ignore that tingling sensation between her legs. "Yeah... I guess."

		A moment later she caught him looking at her heaving breasts, but she didn't bother to go through any of those flustered motions and babbling complaints. She could tell that they'd already gone past that point.

		"Can I have it back now?" she said.

		"What?"

		"You know..." she said hesitantly.

		"I do," he said with a glint in his eye. "But I want to hear you say it. Say it. Go ahead, sexy. Tell me what you want."

		There was a very long pause.

		"Can I have my dildo back," Beth finally said.

		But he wasn't going to let her off the hook that easily. "Don't forget to be polite."

		"Can I have my dildo back, please?"

		For a while JT just sat there, watching Beth squirm around on the couch next to him. He was enjoying the moment. He could tell how badly she wanted to retrieve her adult toy —something which she probably had to buy online because of the embarrassment factor. "That smart mouth of yours is bound to be good for something besides making wisecracks. Let's see how good you are at your job."

		Then the black janitor yanked her forward and kissed her hard. His tongue speared through her lips and plumbed her mouth with sleek, expert precision. He slid one of his massive hands around the back of her neck while his other hand moved to her breast. He kneaded it through the soft material, then pushed his hand underneath the bottom and rubbed his fingers back and forth across her nipple.

		Beth submitted for several long seconds, before wresting herself free and backing away from his reach. She pulled her shirt back down into place and shook her blonde hair over her shoulders as she squared them. Her mouth was wet and red from the black man's kiss. She licked her lower lip. It felt swollen and bruised. And it tasted wonderful.

		That unnerved her more than anything.

		Angrily, she knew that she had to do something before this got out of hand. "What in the fuck do you think —"

		PLOP!

		She was unable to complete her sentence because something was in her mouth. The man's speed was so quick that it took Beth a moment to realize what was going on. Her blue eyes widened with surprise as she looked down and saw that he'd shoved her dildo into her own mouth, effectively shutting her up.

		"Ah, that's better. Sometimes women get a little too chatty. Know what I mean? That just means they need something in their mouths. It's only natural."

		He chuckled at her confused expression.

		Then JT started moving the dildo back and forth in Beth's mouth. It wasn't long enough to make her choke, but every time it got close to the back of her mouth, Beth's throat tensed up. She tried to move back, but the man's other hand was firmly planted at the back of her head, trapping her while he continued to feed Beth her own sex toy. It tasted rubbery, with the hint of her own juices from earlier that day.

		JT's eyes twinkled. "There you go, sexy. Keep sucking that plastic dong. You look so sexy doing that."

		Furiously, Beth shot the black janitor one of her meanest looks. She couldn’t believe this was happening. There was something so incredibly fucked up about this situation, but at the same time it wasn't like they were doing anything that could be considered sexual since the dildo was hers and plastic.

		"Keep sucking," he said in a low, dominant voice. "I'll tell you when to stop."

		When he had invited her to sit next to him on the couch, the idea had struck Beth as being a prelude to some sexual gesture. But obviously he just enjoyed watching her perform faux-fellatio much more. Well, if that was the case, then Beth decided to give the perverted black man a little show.

		She closed her eyes and began bobbing her head like she really was sucking a man's dick. Even when she felt him remove the back of his hand from her neck, Beth kept sucking the plastic dong. It was starting to excite her, the sheer naughtiness of the act. The fact that she wasn't technically cheating was all the better.

		"Good girl. Show me how you do it."

		He started pulling the dildo all the way out of her mouth. Then moving the saliva-drenched tip around her lips and cheeks. Then shoving the dildo back into her hot wet little mouth. "Show me your skills, whitegirl!"

		Beth didn't need the encouragement. She was already starting to lose herself in the rhythm of the fake-blowjob. Her eyes were still closed tight and saliva was starting to drip from the corners of her mouth. The funny thing was, she normally didn't even enjoy giving Paul blowjobs. But her state of arousal was so intense lately that she found herself completely lost in the moment.

		"OOOOHHHHhhhhhh...." JT said. "Daaaayyyyuummmmm..."

		Beth kept sucking. JT's voice seemed so far away from her right now. In fact he didn't seem to be sitting next to her, but rather he seemed to be very high above her, as if he was floating above her. Beth thought that was odd. She also found it odd how intense his own sounds of pleasure were. The old sick pervert really was getting off on this naughty little game they were playing.

		"That's right, baby! Suck it, suck that cock!" he said from above.

		"Gggggrrrmmppphh ... rrrrmmm ... mmpppphhhhh..."

		"Damn you look so sexy right now."

		Beth, utterly lost in the moment now, moaned loudly as she continued working her mouth up and down the shaft.

		"Yeah, baby! That's it! Show me what you can do! Suck that big black cock, baby!"

		Beth was still moaning when she suddenly realized why JT's voice sounded so far away. While she'd had her eyes closed the black man had stood up, so that he was looming over her. When she opened her eyes she saw that his pants were pulled down to his knees. Again one of his hands was gripping the back of her head, powerfully controlling her movements.

		"Oh baby, fuck! Fuck yes! Suck that cock! Suck that big black cock, baby!"

		Beth almost couldn't believe it. Somehow the crafty black man had managed to replace his own cock for her plastic dildo so that she was actually giving him (a lowly janitor!) a blowjob on her own designer couch!

		JT could see her disgust and confusion as the awful truth settled into her brain. This made him press even harder into the back of her head and buck his hips so that the beautiful white wife was forced to accept his 9-inch weapon.

		JT looked down and smiled at the sight of his thick black meat stretching out the white woman's lips. He could already tell that she was going to let him finish in her mouth. He could see the ambivalence in her blue eyes, but obviously she was enjoying this to some extent. From above JT removed her red bandana and tossed it to the ground. He started to run his black fingers through her stringy blonde hair. The contrast was so sexy. The sight of that pretty aristocratic face offering itself for his pleasure was almost too good to believe. His cock was even darker than the rest of him. The top of his cock had several thick veins that branched out, reminding him of a Milky Way candy bar.

		"That's it, baby. Take that meat, take that fucking black meat in your mouth. It's feeding time. You look so damn good with some chocolate in your mouth."

		Every now and then Beth would stare up at him with a challenging look in her eyes, only to realize that this only turned him on even more. In fact it seemed like the angrier she got, the more JT enjoyed it.

		"Oh shit! FUCK!"

		Beth could feel his cock swell in her mouth. He grabbed her head with both of his hands. He clamped down hard on the side of her head, his fingers digging into her scalp. His cock felt unbelievably huge in her mouth —by far the biggest thing she'd ever had. The movement from his hips started to slow, then make small jerky motions.

		"Here it cums! Get ready! It's feeding time!"

		When Beth heard this she made an effort to move away. The last thing she wanted was for him to cum directly inside her mouth. Swallowing a man's cum wasn't even something she did for Paul, unless it was a special occasion like his birthday. But at the same time her ability to move was somewhat limited by JT's vise-like grip. He pushed several inches into her mouth, sliding that big purple head over her tongue. She could feel his cockhead twitching as it got closer and closer to the back of her throat.

		"OHHHHHHHH DAAAAMMNNNNN!!!"

		Resistence was futile.

		"Here it cummmmmssss..."

		Suddenly her mouth filled with the black janitor's hot sticky cream. The copious amount he produced caused her cheeks to bulge out. Again she tried to get away but he held her firm, pumping his cock in and out of her face like it was a pussy. She'd never felt so used by a man. As she fought off her natural gag reflexes, she tried not to feel incredibly dirty for doing this, allowing herself to be tricked into giving this disgusting older man what he wanted from her.

		Beth kept fighting it until she just let go and accepted her role in this scenario. She closed her eyes and relaxed, patiently waiting for JT to drain his cock inside her mouth.

		"Look up at me. Let me see those eyes. Look up at me now!"

		Beth obeyed. And even as the messy cum freely dripped out of her mouth, down her chin, onto the designer couch, and onto the carpet, a part of her knew that this was much better than any dildo in the world.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		For a while Beth just stood in front of the bathroom mirror. In shock.

		JT had just left the condo and the woman staring back at Beth seemed almost unrecognizable. She looked like she'd just been in a war. Her blonde hair was badly disheveled, her lips were red and swollen, her blue eyes were still glassy with lust.

		Beth couldn't help it: she kept replaying what had just happened in the living room —the way JT had tricked her into sucking his cock. The bastard, the black fucking bastard!

		Or, had he tricked her?

		Beth wasn't so sure.

		Was it possible that she had wanted him as badly as he wanted her? Was that even possible? And if that was the case, what was wrong with Beth Andrews? How had she suddenly become this slut for a dirty, disgusting black guy who swept floors for a living?

		Her mind was in turmoil. Complete turmoil.

		Mentally, she kept replaying the scene over and over again. It was like a movie on constant replay. An interracial porno movie.

		Before he left, JT had pulled Beth into his big body, gave her a nice long kiss, then slapped her on the behind and said, "I gotta go, my little cocksucker. But I guess I'll be seeing you around, sweet cheeks. Maybe next time we'll see if you can take this big black snake in some of your other holes too!"

		It was the way he laughed as he said it, that was what really perturbed Beth so much.

		But now it was just her, standing in her brightly-lit bathroom, trying to figure out who was the woman staring back at her in the mirror.

		Presently, there was a big stain, running from top to bottom, where JT's cum had dribbled down her face and onto her shirt. She felt so dirty, so defiled, so marked. And she could still taste his cock in her mouth.

		"Oh well," she said to her reflection. Then Beth tried to smile a little. "So what? So you gave a guy a blowjob? Big deal! It's just a blowjob! This isn't the end of the world! It isn't anything to get all depressed about, that's for sure!"

		Then she used an entire bottle of mouthwash, trying to remove all the lingering salty taste from her mouth.

		As she continued her vigorous routine of swishing and spitting, swishing and spitting, she realized that it wouldn't have been so bad if the black janitor hadn't forced her to swallow his load.

		She remembered: actually wondering if she was going to choke to death on another man's cum!

		But again, there was nothing to be done about it now. What had happened, had happened. That's all.

		Besides, she must have not been that repulsed by what had just occurred between her and the black janitor. After all, Beth started running the shower when she peeled her purple Victoria's Secret thong down to discover that the bottom was absolutely soaked through. Soaked!

		She shuddered with the shocking truth.

		A few hours later, while she prepared dinner, Beth's cell phone vibrated with a new text. It was from her husband. It was from Paul. She could tell by all the misspelled words that he was already drunk. For two or three seconds Beth cursed him bitterly —but suddenly it occurred to her that at least she still had her dildo and detachable shower nozzle.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		Paul walked to the end of the hallway and stopped. He rubbed his eyes, making sure that he wasn't imagining things. At the moment Beth and Tyrone were sitting on the couch next to each other.

		Paul was confused.

		"We can't," Beth said to Tyrone. "Paul is in the other room."

		"I know he is," Tyrone said. "I was the one who dragged his wasted ass from the car all the way up the stairs. Why is your husband such a fucking drunk?"

		"Usually he's not," Beth said. "I don't know."

		Tyrone knew. He knew that he'd dosed Paul's drink with five of those fucking Insta* Heat pills. He also knew that he didn't feel bad about it for a second. It was poetic justice for the man who thought it was alright to secretly drug his wife. And what a sexy wife she was!

		When Tyrone had walked into the apartment fifteen minutes ago with Paul's carcass in his hands, he was flabbergasted by the image of Beth Andrews standing there, her blonde hair pulled up high on her head, wearing a long kelly-green bathrobe.

		"Oh hi," she'd said, obviously caught off guard by her husband's black co-worker. "I wasn't expecting..."

		"Me? I'm Tyrone."

		"No, I know. I'm Beth. Is Paul okay?"

		"He's fine, just needs to take a nap."

		Then, after depositing Paul in one of the back bedrooms, Tyrone had a really great idea. To make sure that those Insta* Heat pills worked, Tyrone had narrowed his eyes and lowered his voice.

		"Take that bathrobe off now," he told her.

		Beth was taken aback. "Seriously?"

		Once Paul's wife had shed the kelly-green robe, revealing her sexy lingerie, Tyrone snapped his fingers, directing her to come get cozy with him on the couch. It had been that simple. Those fucking pills had been the best thing to ever happen to him!

		At the moment Tyrone had his arm around Beth's slender shoulders; and she kept laughing every few seconds, throwing her head back; and resting her hand on the inside of his thigh. He was still wearing his nice slacks from the office.

		Of course Tyrone couldn't believe how easy this had been. The sexy blonde girl had gone from standing next to her daddy's sailboat, to wearing almost nothing and sitting next to a very large and very horny black man. Paul had always said that their boss was a role model for him. Lucky for him, Paul was about to become more like their boss than he'd ever dreamed of.

		On the couch, Beth and Tyrone didn't just look cozy together, they looked like they'd been lovers for a very long time.

		Paul was still watching, leering from the other side of the room.

		Finally Paul cleared his throat and waited for the couple to notice him.

		Tyrone turned, his face brightening at the sight of his co-worker. "Uh-oh! Look who it is!"

		Keeping her hand on Tyrone's leg, Beth gave her husband a little wave. "Hey Paul!"

		Paul thought it was weird how she called him by his first name.

		Then Paul took a deep breath and tried to compose himself. He knew he wasn't drunk, exactly, but his brain was in some type of mental fog. He needed some clarity. There was something about seeing Tyrone in his living room which didn't seem altogether correct. Paul didn't even really like Tyrone that much. And he certainly didn't like the way his black co-worker kept looking at his wife.

		"Beth?"

		"What Paul?" she said, using his first name as if they'd just met.

		Paul started to say something, but no words came out. His throat was parched and he was just starting to realize something else. Beth was hardly wearing any clothes. At the moment his wife was only wearing a nightie he'd bought her for their four year anniversary. It was a black lacey thing which barely went down to her hips. The nightie came with a matching thong which Paul had only seen her wear a dozen or so times. In the past she'd always said that the panties had made her look "like a cheap slut." And yet, for some strange reason, she clearly had no problem wearing them in front of Tyrone.

		Already Paul could feel a sick feeling in his stomach. "Hey... guys... what are you guys doing?"

		The couple ignored him. Tyrone had just got done whispering something into Beth's ear, causing the beautiful woman to explode with laughter. After she calmed down a little, Tyrone patted himself on the knee and said, "Hey baby, why are you sitting so far away?"

		Beth responded with a confused look, like a child trying to solve a particularly difficult puzzle. She kept her full lips pursed and shook her head. "Huh?"

		"Come here," Tyrone said, patting his knee again. "So we can talk. I want to tell you something."

		"We are talking," Beth said, obviously baffled by the turn of events. Already one of her bare legs was rubbing against Tyrone's pants legs, the thick material scrapping against her smooth, silky white skin. Tyrone rolled his eyes, then stuck out his thick African lips, shook his head which sported a neatly-cut turf of tightly curled black hair.

		Growing up, Tyrone had always been secretly jealous of some of his light-skinned friends —mostly because they seemed to get the most attention from girls. He was from a place just outside of Tallahassee Florida —a small, rundown subdivision with an even mixture of blacks and Cubans. And it seemed that light skinned guys always did better than darker skinned guys.

		But now that Tyrone was in his 30's, working a corporate job, and far away from those crumbling bungalows and dirty cul-de-sacs, he'd recently grown very proud of his dark ebony skin, which he felt was a kind of armor. He liked the contrast of his skin color when he was with lighter skinned women, like Latinas, and Asians, and especially white women.

		Ah yes, white women!

		Tyrone didn't do drugs or regularly drink. But if there was something to get addicted to, it was certainly fucking as many beautiful snow bunnies as he could!

		For Tyrone, there was almost nothing more satisfying in the world then seeing the expression of a really sexy white woman as you sink a big black cock into her for the first time. And there was something about Paul's wife, Beth, something about her upper-class appearance and mannerisms, which brought out the zoo animal in Tyrone. Thank God for Paul's gullibility! Thank God for stupid whiteboys! And thank God for those wonderful INSTA* HEAT pills!

		Now Tyrone looked at Beth in a very direct manner. He said, "Why don't you sit on my lap?"

		She hesitated.

		He quickly added, "It's more comfortable."

		That was all she needed to hear. Because a second later, Beth was bending down to rest her bare butt cheeks on Tyrone's leg. He put one of his arms around her waist, pulling her into him. She moved some hair out of her face and pretended to object, but the big smile on her face was proof that she was more than happy to be sitting on his lap.

		Seeing his wife like that, with most of her body exposed, perched on the lap of his co-worker, Paul felt a terrible heat rise from his stomach and spread into his chest. It was worse than heartburn. And yet, he wasn't sure how to handle the situation. A part of him had to admit that they looked quite happy together. And that same part didn't want to do anything to suddenly spoil the mood. Paul, more than anything, loved his wife.

		"Hey!" is all that came out of his mouth.

		Without taking his eyes off Beth's beaming face, Tyrone playfully smacked Beth's ass cheek a few times. "Hey yourself, whiteboy!"

		"Stop it," Beth protested, wiggling around on the big man's lap.

		"Stop what, sexy?" Tyrone said.

		"Don't smack my ass like that," she said with mock-disdain. "I'm not a..."

		"What do you think your butt was made for? It was made for me! It was made for me to smack!" Tyrone said, redoubling his efforts so that a second later there were several red marks on her cheeks.

		Beth wasn't upset though. She laughed and put both of her arms around his broad shoulders. "By the way, just so you know, I can feel it."

		"Feel what?"

		"It."

		"It?"

		"You know..."

		"Oh!"

		At the same time Beth and Tyrone's eyes moved to the black man's lap. Already the outline of a large bulge could be seen. Tyrone shook his head with dismay and said, "Well, sorry, but that's your fault."

		"How in the world is that my fault?" Beth said.

		"You did it! That's all you, sexy! You caused that bulge with your sexy body!"

		She looked over at Paul first, then back at Tyrone, shaking her head with exaggeration. "That is definitely not all me!"

		Tyrone turned his attention back to Paul, who was still planted across the room, quietly taking in the flirty scene on the couch.

		Lobbying for some male support, Tyrone said, "Hey whiteboy, am I crazy? Tell her that she did that! You know how it is, a woman like that can't just sit on your lap and expect nothing to happen, right?"

		Paul quietly shrugged his shoulders.

		"Speak up, whiteboy!" Tyrone demanded.

		Shrugging again, Paul said, "I mean, I guess not."

		Satisfied, his eyes bright with lust and excitement, Tyrone turned back to Beth who's breasts were a few inches away from his big flat nose. "See? Even whiteboy said it's your fault. See, I told you! So here's the main question: What are you going to do about it now?"

		"What do you mean?"

		"Well, you can't just get me all hard like that. You think that's funny? Stop laughing!"

		Beth had a hand over her mouth, trying to stifle the giggles.

		"This shit hurts. Here feel for yourself," Tyrone said, reaching over and grabbing Beth's small delicate wrist. She was still giggling when he placed her little hand on his big aching bulge. Suddenly Beth stopped laughing and her eyes locked with those of Tyrone.

		"Guys!" Paul said, feeling like if he didn't stop this now, then it would be too late. "Seriously, I don't really think that this is a good idea. Maybe we should just —"

		Tyrone's thick neck slowly turned. His wide, dark, almond-shaped eyes narrowed. And his entire body seemed to expand several inches. The expression he'd managed to produce was so intimidating and scary that Paul's protest stopped at once. Paul's neck seemed to break; and he just stood there, from a distance, staring at the carpet.

		After a couple of moments, however, Paul mumbled out: "Are you going to fuck Beth?"

		Tyrone was massaging one of Beth's breasts through her negligee. He had her eraser-sized nipples between his dark fingers, rubbing it in a way that caused her to close her eyes and lean back.

		"What do you think, whiteboy? Does it look like I'm going to fuck Beth?"

		While sitting on his lap, Beth's legs spread wider, giving Tyrone more access to her body. In a barely audible voice, Paul said, "Hey man, do you mind not fucking my wife?"

		"Sorry whiteboy, I hate to disappoint you. But me and your wife are just having a little fun together. Why don't you go run along?"

		But Paul's level of suggestibility obviously had its limits. Because instead of turning around and leaving the room, he just stood there, leaning against the wall, his eyes full of growing concern.

		Beth was biting down on her lip as a set of big dark fingers slipped under her negligee and started to rub her stomach, then her breasts. Her face was already flushed like she'd had several glasses of wine. Then one of her hands found its way to the large bulge in Tyrone's pants. She began to softly squeeze the tip of it in a coaxing manner.

		"You like that?" said the black man, feeling up Beth's body.

		"Oh yes, it feels good. You feel good. You smell good too, Tyrone."

		Even though he already knew the answer, Tyrone said, "You ever had BBC?"

		"BBC?" Beth said.

		"Big black cock."

		She laughed and shook her head. "No, tee-hee-hee. Never."

		"Just whiteboys?"

		"Paul and three other guys," she said, her hand growing more and more aggressive on the bulge now.

		"Hey!" Paul said. "Beth? I thought you said there were just two other guys?"

		Beth either didn't hear her husband's objection, or simply chose to ignore him.

		"Whiteboy?"

		Paul, accepting his nickname now, looked at Tyrone and said, "Yes?"

		"Man, if you're going to watch, I don't really fucking mind. But would you please go fucking sit down. I don't want you standing over us. That shit is creepy. Sit your ass down if you want to watch me fuck this sexy white bitch!"

		"Okay."

		Head down, Paul padded across the living room, plopped down in a leather arm chair that faced the couch. He watched as Tyrone unzipped his pants. A second later something massive and dark sprang out of the hole.

		"Holy fuck!" Paul said, surprising even himself.

		Beth gasped too. "OH MY GOD!"

		The white couple's reaction pleased Tyrone, who was blessed with a sizable 10 inch cock which was thick, veiny, and currently rock hard. He took a moment to enjoy the contrast of Beth's white hand wrapping around the tip which knew it was about to be rewarded with some tight white pussy.

		Talking to Beth now, the black man said, "Tell your husband I'm going to fuck you now."

		Beth listened and then did as she was told.

		Tyrone laughed. "You don't look too happy, whiteboy? What's wrong? Is this not how you expected this night to go?"

		Paul shrugged his shoulders.

		"Undress me," Tyrone said to Beth now.

		Paul's wife nodded and began to unlace Tyrone’s boots first. Meanwhile, Paul sat at the edge of his chair, barely breathing. He was watching the black thong slide up between Beth's ass cheeks as she struggled with the first boot. After she got off both socks, she started to tug Tyrone's crisp button-up shirt over his head, revealing a powerfully built torso that made her slightly weak in the knees. In his professional attire, it was difficult to tell what a great body Tyrone had. But now that he was shirtless Beth could see that he was built like an amateur bodybuilder.

		"Wow!" she said under her breath.

		In response Tyrone slapped her on the ass. "Don't forget about my pants."

		A few moments later Tyrone's pants and boxers were pooled next to the couch. He was naked, around 6'2", and sporting the biggest erection Beth had ever seen in her life.

		"You like that, huh?" Tyrone said. "You ready for your first BBC experience?"

		Her mouth was dry at the sight, but her panties were saturated with her lubrication. Her sex gave an involuntary spasm of longing, a gasping plea of wanting to be filled by that monstrous organ.

		"Ah, I thought so," said Tyrone, glancing over at Paul with a wink.

		Beth was like a deer caught in the headlights. She wasn't sure what to do first. The black man's tumescence made her moan. He was thick, almost so thick she couldn't cup her fingers around him. She drank in the perfection of him with her eyes, the satiny swell of the shaft, the dominant purple head, and the big sacs that dangled beneath. Beth had the sudden impulse to lean forward and kiss the head of that impressive organ, and did just that. She was yanked up by a fistful of her thick, blonde hair.

		"Not yet!" he said in a stern voice.

		Beth actually started pouting. "But... I want to taste you."

		"Don't worry, you're going to suck some black cock soon. I promise you, you'll get all the black cock to suck you want. You deserve that!"

		"Ummmmm."

		"But first I got to fuck this sweet white pussy. It's driving me crazy!"

		He pushed her back onto the couch, spreading her legs. With her big blue eyes watching every move, he reached down and put his hands underneath her knees. Looking down at her, he watched her pupils grow large, her body shudder with delight as he traced the crotch of her panties with one finger, pressing only hard enough to feel the pouting lips of her nether mouth. She was wet from their little foreplay session on the couch, wet almost to the point of gushing. Her little panties were soaked with the evidence of her arousal. Tyrone traced up and down gently, still watching her, until her hands were desperately grabbing at his massive dong —and her mouth was open with hot, little panting breaths.

		"Ever thought you'd see this, whiteboy?"

		The sound of his voice broke Paul's spell. He gulped, realizing that the sick feeling in his stomach was starting to get replaced with a different sensation.

		He loved his wife, he loved her so much, from the very core of his being, and seeing her so turned on (like never before!) was causing the most bizarre reaction in his body. He realized that his small 5 inch penis was painfully stiff —as hard as it had been on their honeymoon night. It was a humiliating thing to realize. But Paul still desperately wanted some relief. However, he understood that he would have to simply endure his discomfort as long as Tyrone was present.

		Then, without warning, Tyrone pushed a single finger past the barrier of silk, plunging into Beth's moist little hole. The lubrication made it possible to slide his finger in with a smooth motion. She was tight, so impossibly tight, and hotter than anything he'd ever felt. It was as if her sex had gone into meltdown. He pulled out his finger and pushed it in again, miming what his body would later do to her, a promise of things to come.

		Beth's knees almost buckled when he withdrew his hand and pulled the thong panties down, exposing the tight, shaven glistening lips of her sex. The nether mouth was the same light pink shade as her nipples, but it shone in the dim living room light like a peach satin sheath.

		"Alright, this pussy is ready," Tyrone finally said, moving forward to position himself between Beth's legs. He grabbed his big cock by the base, then rested the tip of it against Beth's mons, enjoying the stark contrast of their skin colors.

		"Oh baby, I want that thing inside me! Please, please put that BBC inside me, please!"

		Then she reached between her legs, grabbed Tyrone's cock, and started to slowly stroke it, her eyes locked with Tyrone who continued to stare down at her with an evil, cruel look.

		From his chair, Paul looked across the room, focusing on the gleam of Beth's wedding ring as her left hand slowly masturbated the large black cock. Suddenly he couldn't help himself. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his own pale 5 inch cock, which looked like the child's version of what Tyrone had. Casting all modesty aside, Paul started to masturbate himself as the black man lined up the mushroom head to Beth's glistening entry.

		Then Beth took the big head into her snatch and it stretched her lips wide, wider than ever before. She gasped, began to curse and pound one of her fists into the back of the couch.

		Tyrone looked down at Beth and smiled, stroking her silky blonde hair and complimenting her on how pretty she was.

		It didn't take long before Beth could take the entire length. She was so drenched. Tyrone fucked her slowly for a long time, watching her facial expressions change underneath him. Beth started moaning, digging her nails into his backside, telling Tyrone what a perfect cock he had, how it filled her up in ways she never knew were possible.

		And every time she glanced to the side, she was treated with a view of her husband: his pants around his skinny legs, his mouth slack, his eyes desperate and sad, while he furiously stroked his small penis.

		Just as Tyrone pushed himself into her, resting his heavy balls against her asshole, Beth managed a small wave of her hand, letting her husband know that she hadn't completely forgotten him.

		Paul waved back, keeping one hand on his rigid little member.

		Then the white couple mouthed the words, "I love you" together.

		Tyrone could start to smell the delightful aroma of Beth's pussy juices. When he looked down now he could see a thick, frothy substance coating the length of his shaft. The sight of her juices on his black cock drove him wild with lust.

		"You like that? You like that cock stretching your pussy out?"

		AAAAAHHHHHHHhhhhhh ... OHHHH.... TTThhheeerrrreee, riiiggghtt, uhhhhh.... theeerrrreee," she said, barely able to form actual words now.

		"Give me this pussy!" he said, increasing the tempo of his thrusts, fucking her like she needed to be punished badly.

		"UUUUhhhhhhh..." Beth moaned, her eyes rolled back in her head as she spread her legs as wide as possible to accommodate her well-endowed lover.

		"I love this pussy! I'm going to cum inside this pussy! On that pretty face! On those perky tits! I'm gonna cover your whole white body in my cum!"

		He started fucking her like he meant it. For a long time there was just the loud slapping of their bodies as Tyrone continued to use his large black cock to take Beth to places she'd never been before.

		After a while she raised her legs and, when her black lover ducked under, let them rest on his shoulders. Tyrone wrapped his arms around the thighs framing his face and leaned in more closely, so that his strong African features were pressed up against her face.

		"Kiss me," he said in a harsh voice. "Kiss your nigga lover!"

		He possessed her mouth jealously. His tongue plundered the depths of Beth's mouth. Then once he'd established dominance, he started kissing the married white woman leisurely.

		Cries of pleasure echoed out from the upscale living room.

		Beth was delirious from the pleasure. Above her was a powerfully built black man, quickly ramming his lengthy, thick cock into her swollen white pussy. With every thrust of his powerful frame, she cried out for more. Her mind was lit up like a Christmas tree. She never had a black man before, but had always dreamed that a man could make her feel as good as she felt now. Fluids ran down her legs and inner thighs, making a mess of her couch.

		"I'm gonna cum," Tyrone warned.

		"Me too, me too! Fuck me, baby! Oh yes, oh yes, I'm almost fucking there, that black cock feels sooooooo goooood!"

		"I wanna cum inside you!"

		"No, no, no," Beth said. "I'm not on anything and you don't have a rubber on!"

		"Fuck that!"

		"No, baby!" Beth said, using the last bit of strength she had to protest.

		"It's okay, just let me cum in this pussy!" he said.

		After a long pause, Beth moaned out, "Fuck me, baby, just fuck me!"

		"Okay sexy, I'll fuck you. I'll fuck you. I'm going to cum inside you, okay?"

		"Just fuck me..."

		"Okay? I'm going to fuck you, I'm going to nut in this tight white pussy, okay?"

		After another long pause, in a very low whisper, Beth said, "Okay, baby. It's okay. You can fuck me. You can cum inside me."

		"Damn right!" Tyrone said, increasing his thrusts like a wild man, unleashing all of his savage power on that special place between Beth's legs.

		A few more moments work had the couple moaning out together, in unison. Tyrone paused to look down at her once again, planting big lips on her mouth just as the first great surge of cum shot through his shaft and exploded inside of Beth's womb. The blast of cum seemed to trigger Beth's orgasm as well. She started going into hysterics, writhing beneath the weight of the heavy man. Shot after shot of thick, potent seed jetted out of Tyrone's body and directly into Beth's body, which received it with unbelievable amounts of pleasure.

		After a few moments, Tyrone started to just slowly stroke Beth, with long leisurely strokes. Their breathing by this time was deep and slow. They kept looking into each other's eyes, trying to figure out what had just happened.

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		Paul Andrews woke up in the guest bedroom feeling disoriented and thirsty. As he hoisted himself to his feet he tried to figure out why he was so hungover. It was very confusing. He didn't remember even drinking that much...

		Only when he stood up, looked at himself in the mirror, did he remember seeing Tyrone sitting on the couch.

		Wait a minute, Paul thought. Was Tyrone over here last night? Or was that just a dream? Why in the hell would fucking Tyrone be in my house?

		Walking out of the guest bedroom, Paul refused to accept the possibility that his co-worker had come into his house.

		I just need a cup of coffee, Paul thought to himself. I just need to clear the cobwebs out. I bet that's why Beth made me sleep in the guest bedroom.

		Seconds later Paul was confronted with one of the most troubling sights of his life.

		Beth, wearing just her bra and panties, was engaged in a long, intimate hug with a tall black man, whose hands dropped from her waist to her ass. When Tyrone saw Paul approach, he started squeezing the plump meat of Beth's buttcheeks.

		"Uh-oh! Someone finally decided to get his lazy ass up!" Tyrone said, his hands still cupping Beth's butt, giving Paul a little wink. "We thought you were going to sleep all day!"

		Beth looked over her shoulder, saw her husband's hungover face, and smiled. "Oh, hey baby! Tyrone was just leaving. I was just saying goodbye."

		"Just saying goodbye?" Paul said, shaking his head.

		Then, just like that, Paul started to remember parts of last night. He remembered being in the noisy bar with Tyrone and their co-workers. He remembered Tyrone driving him back home. He remembered sitting in the chair while Beth and Tyrone fooled around. And the worse memory of all: he remembered openly touching himself while they fucked!

		Afraid that he was going to vomit in the hallway, Paul clamped his hands over his mouth.

		"You don't look so hot, sport," Tyrone said. Then he looked at Beth, grabbed her by the face, and gave her a final kiss before grabbing his car keys.

		At the door, Tyrone stopped. He cast another glance at Beth. Looking at her sexy round ass again, Tyrone knew that there was no way he wasn't going to fuck that sweet white pussy again. She'd been so fucking good in bed. Tyrone loved the way she took his meat, the way she creamed all over his black shaft. He loved the way she looked up at him with complete submission in her eyes. Oh yes, he was going to fuck that sexy white bitch again. Maybe tonight.

		"Catch you later Beth, my sexy little snow bunny!"

		After the front door shut, Paul just stood there, feeling sick and confused and really hurt all at the same time.

		"Are you okay?" Beth said, crossing her arms over her chest.

		Now that it was just the two of them, Paul and Beth, the place seemed to be too quiet, too empty.

		"Beth! You fucked him! You fucked Tyrone!"

		"Yeah? You were there. You saw."

		"I can't believe it!" Paul said with a stricken look on his pale face.

		"You didn't seem to mind at the time," she said, raising one of her eyebrows.

		"But I ..."

		Incredulous, she shook her head. "Tyrone told me about those pills. The ones you've been giving me. So don't stand there, looking at me like it's supposed to be my fault."

		There was a very long and very tense pause as the married couple stood there, looking at one another.

		Paul was the first one to move. He approached Beth, who continued to regard him with a cautious eye.

		In a brittle voice, Paul said, "You fucked another man?"

		"Do you really need me to answer that question?"

		"No, I guess not," Paul said, staring down at the floor, as if there was some part of the carpet which could help him out of this personal hell. "Did you enjoy —"

		She held up a hand, stopping him. "Please, Paul, please don't make me answer that question. You won't like the answer."

		"Oh."

		"Sorry, baby."

		"Do you love me still?"

		She looked at her husband, no longer wary, but with a mixture of love and pity. "Of course I do, Paul. You know that! I'll never stop loving you, silly man!"

		"Okay, Beth. I understand. I believe you."

		She took several steps, closing the distance between herself and where her amazing husband stood. Paul was already starting to feel a little better.

		The happily married couple was just a few inches away when Beth came to a complete stop.

		Her expression changed immediately.

		Suddenly she looked worried.

		Paul said, "What is it, dear? What's wrong, Beth? Honey, is everything okay?"

		Beth was seconds away from planting her lips on her amazing husband when just then she gave a little burp, which unfortunately caused her to cough up several thick strands of a creamy white substance. Tyrone's cum started running down her chin, down her lacy bra, and all the way to her flat tummy.

		Paul's face sunk; and Beth squeezed her eyes tightly, too embarrassed for words.
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