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It was only when he heard the voices upstairs
that Joey pulled his piece.

As a proud and gifted member of the
Metropolitan Police, Joey always wore a gun, concealed under his
pants-leg, or under his shoulder. It was a dangerous world out
there, and Joey was one of the good guys. Even in his own, quiet
neighborhood in Monterrey, in New Jersey, just off the George
Washington Bridge, Joey tried to be prepared. So, when he entered
his neighbor, Jim's house, he carried his piece on him – even
though he never really expected that he would have to use it.

What he saw in his friend's bedroom was
beyond anything he ever expected – not in a million years.

It went down like this:

*****************

Joey had been on his way to pick up a few
things and stopped by his friend's house to see if he and his wife,
Jean, needed anything. Joey and Tom were often partners on the
force, and had known each other for years. That they lived within a
few doors of each other was a happy coincidence. They did favors
for each other, or their wives, all the time. They dated together.
They traded keys. They even vacationed together. So it was nothing
out of the ordinary for Joey to walk into his friend's house.

“Hey, Tommy,” Joey called into the seemingly
empty house. He frowned at the silence. Both cars were in the
driveway. Tom never slept past five-am since he reached the day
shift. He was about to step back out and close the door when he
heard the voice. Instead of retreating, Joey stepped forward and
closed the door behind him.

The voice came again. “You gon' clean that
shit off my junk, boy!”

“What the fuck?” Joey whispered. Like a cat,
he crouched and pulled his piece and straightened back up in a
single, fluid move.

“That's right, boy!” said the voice. “Get me
ready fo' yo woman!”

“Shit!” Joey tore up the stairs, gun at the
ready.

“Damn,” said another voice. “You ain't never
gonna feel his puny gun after we through with you!”

Joey flattened his back against the wall next
to the closed bedroom door. From beyond, he heard skin slap on
skin. He heard Jean moan. Several men laughed. One said, “See, boy?
She ain't never goin; back to your pathetic, tiny junk!”

Joey thought momentarily of the radio back in
the house. He wondered if Tom had left his downstairs. But that
would take too much time. Fuck it, I'll sort it all out later, he
thought. Slowly, he reached over and twisted the door knob.
Silently, it popped free and the door was ajar. He took a couple of
deep breaths. Then he turned and kicked the door open, gun in both
hands, leading the way.

“Freeze!” he bellowed. “This is the pol-” And
the breath went out of him, as though he had been punched in the
gut. “What the actual fuck,” he wheezed.

For a moment longer, he stood, dumb, in the
doorway, staring at the tableau before him. As he suspected, Jean
was on the bed, face down, ass up. Behind her, stood a huge, black
man whose head had snapped around to stare at Joey. His thick cock
was lodged halfway up Joey's neighbor's blonde-framed snatch (a
pussy, truth be told, Joey had often longed to see). Two other,
large men, both varying shades of brown, each sporting their own
enormous rod, stood stock-still. And to one side was Tom. He, too
was naked, but handcuffed to a chair. His dick stood up from his
lap. His face shone with something pearly.

The man fucking Jean pulled out. “Hey, Joey,”
he said.

“What the fuck, Antwon?”

Jean rolled to one side and pulled a sheet
over herself. “It's not what it looks like.”

“What the fuck, Jean?”

“You should have knocked.”

“I did,” he replied. “I guess you were too
busy to hear it.” He looked at his friend. “What the fuck, Tommy?”
He looked at the other men. “Jake? Kaleef?”

Kaleef shrugged. “All's fair,” he said.

Tom said, “I can explain -”

“I think you ought to,” interrupted Joey.
“I'll be downstairs.” He looked at the other men. “Jesus! New
York's finest, right?” and with that, he stomped out of the room,
not bothering to close the door behind him.

Joey sat in the living room. Above, too faint
to understand, voices rose and fell. He heard his colleagues walk
softly down the stairs, down the hall. He heard the back door open
and close. The shower ran for quite some time. All the while, Joey
wrestled with his thoughts. To see Jean in that position – how
often had he thought, in the back of his mind, of seeing her in
just that position. Those golden-curled lips swollen and wet. There
were many times while fucking his own spouse, that he imagined
looking down on Jean's back, rather than Toni's. How often had he
jerked off at that imaginary image.

But to see her like that!

Antwon was a friend, too. But to see Jean's
pink pussy impaled and stretched wide by Antwon's giant rod... It
was crazy. And that Tommy was okay with it. Okay? No! He was
reveling in it! And what was with all the cum all over his face?
And handcuffed? What sick game was this.

Unconsciously, he adjusted the crotch of his
jeans.

“I bet that was the last thing you expected
to see.”

Joey looked up at his friend. Lost in his
thoughts, he had not heard him approach. Tommy, clad in a thick
bathrobe sat across from him. For several, long, tense moments,
they just stared at one another. Finally, Joey blurted, “What the
fuck was that, Tommy?”

Tommy shrugged. “It was just Jean and I
meeting our needs.”

“But letting those guys fuck your wife? In
front of you?”

Jean came in and sat next to her husband.
“Should I fuck them behind Tom's back?” She turned and kissed
Tom.

“But...”

“The handcuffs?” said Tom.

“Tommy,” said Joey, “you had cum all over
you.” He shook his head. “You're the toughest cop I've ever known.
I don't think there is a punk on our beat who would even try to
commit a crime out of the fear of you. Jesus, you're already a
sergeant. You're going to be a lieutenant... Holy shit, and those
guys are part of your squad! How do you even look at them after...
after... that!”

Tommy pursed his lips. “That's part of it,”
he said. “Being such a powerful person in the force just doesn't
seem real sometimes. It feels weird to give orders and run
investigations, and have all those officers do what I say. This
helps me keep it real.”

“But... but, those guys?”

“That's Jean's need,” he said. He smiled at
her. “She dated black men before we met, and... well, you tell him,
honey.”

“What can I say?” said Jean. “I've always
liked big, black cocks. It's a fetish I've had since I was a kid. I
love seeing a black penis penetrating my whiteness. I never dated a
white guy until I met Tommy, here. I fell in love with him.

“But I still love big, dark, dicks.” She
grinned. “What can I say? I'm a size-queen, too.”

Joey, again, unconsciously, readjusted his
jeans. He looked at Tom. “And you let her?”

“Let her?” Tom shook his head. “Love doesn't
give permission, Joey. Love accepts what a person is, not what you
think they ought to be.”

Jean looked Joey square in the eye. “I think
you're intrigued by what you saw upstairs.”

“Why do you say that?”

“You're hard right now.”

“What?” Joey shook his head. “No. What I saw
was amaz – awful!”

Jean grinned again. “I think you want to try
this yourself.”

“Toni would never – no!”

“You might be surprised,” she said.

“Give it some thought,” said Tom.

“Maybe he should get a taste right now,” said
Jean. She stood and let her robe drop to the floor.

Joey caught his breath.

Here was the dream. Jean posed, nude but for
a smile. Tall, athletic, pale gold. Everything he imagined, even
down to the thick, triangle of blonde pubic curls. His hand went to
his crotch again to squeeze himself.

“Pull it out,” said Jean. “I want to see
it.”

Without volition, nor even a glance at his
friend, Joey unzipped, then shoved his pants down to his ankles.
His cock, long and hard, sprang free, pointing at the ceiling.

“Mmmm,” purred Jean. In a single, fluid
movement, she knelt between Joey's legs. Gently, she grasped his
member in one soft hand. Her fingers barely met. “Nice and big,”
she muttered. She glanced over at her husband. “Much bigger than
yours!”

Joey looked over at Tom. He was shocked to
see him openly weeping while he stroked his own dick. “What?”

“Don't mind him,” said Jean. “He needs this.”
She lowered her face to Joey's lap. Her mouth enveloped his
manhood. Joey moaned – in his crazy thoughts he thought about the
distance that had grown between himself and Toni, how he felt that
he could not satisfy her needs, nor she his. Something was missing.
He thought about what it would be like to see another man's cock
fill his wife's cunt. It was like opening a door he never knew
existed. A swirling maelstrom of power and humiliation and desire
surged out and through Joey's mind. Abruptly, he knew that he
needed both the pain and the power, that this would be the way to
satisfy both of them.

Jean pulled her mouth of his throbbing cock.
“Damn,” she said, “did you just get bigger?”

Joey looked at his friend. “I hope you don't
mind that I am going to fuck your wife now.”

Tommy, tears streaming from his eyes, nodded
vigorously. “Please! Please!”

“How do you want me?”

“Like I saw you upstairs!” He yanked his
shirt over his head. “Face down and ass up!” He kicked off his
pants and shoes.

Jean scrambled around and got on her hands
and knees. She pressed her shoulders against the floor, leaving her
ass pointing to the sky. “C'mon!” she said. “Get that thing up my
pussy!”

Joey moaned. This was one of his secret
dreams come true! He threw himself on the floor, behind Jean. He
looked down. Her anus stared up at him. Below that, her gushing
gash. The smell of her pussy filled his nose. Her pale globes of
her ass cheeks just begged him to grab hold. And so he did. Each
cheek a squishy globe of goodness under each hand.

“Mmm,” muttered Jean. “I've always wanted to
know what your cock would feel like in my cunt!”

“Here it comes,” said Joey. He wriggled his
hips until the head of his cock pressed against the dripping
opening of her hole. He pushed, and the head slipped easily inside
her. “Shit,” he muttered. “God, that feels so good. It's been so
long since...” He stopped talking as he slid his long shaft into
his friend's wife's vagina.

“That's so hot,” muttered Tom. “I love
watching you take another man's dick, baby!”

Joey savored the hot, wet, slippery feel of
Jean's pussy enveloping his cock. For a long moment, he waited
there, fully engaged, feeling the soft throb of Jean's pulse around
his penis. Then he began to move. He slowly pulled out until only
the head remained lodged in her cunt. He slowly slid it home again.
And again.

“Unh, that feels so great,” muttered Jean.
She looked over her shoulder at Joey. “How did it make you feel
when you saw that massive, black dick buried in my cunny,
Joey?”

Joey shuddered and almost came. “It was the
hottest thing I've seen.”

“It is!” interjected Tom.

Joey looked over at his friend. He was amazed
to see him stroking himself while staring at his wife being fucked
by another man. “And you're okay with this? Even with me all up
inside your wife?”

“Oh yeah,” said Tom. “It makes everything in
life better. Brighter! I've never been so fulfilled in our love
life. It's always the best after one of these session. Jean gets
what she wants. I get what I want. After we give each other what
they wanted, we get what we want from each other.

“After you leave, we are going to have really
hot sex.”

“It's true,” said Jean. “How would you like
to see a big, black cock like that filling Toni's pussy?”

Joey shuddered and thrust in and out of
Jean's pink snatch. He looked down at his cock sliding in and out
of her. He remembered the last time he and Toni made love – weeks
ago. “I don't know,” he finally said.

“I love watching Jean get filled up,” said
Tom. “There's something about seeing her beautiful vagina getting
stretched around such a huge, dark shaft...” He trailed off. Joey
glanced at him and saw that Tom was staring at his own dick and the
dribble of semen leaking from the tip. He looked up at Joey and
said, “Sorry, don't want to cum yet, but that thought... I never
get tired of it.”

“You still haven't answered me,” said Jean.
“Quick, what's your take on Toni taking a black dick up her
cunt?”

Joey said nothing. Instead, he moaned loudly
as he came. The dull throb
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