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Steve Mullaney sits alone in his office
upstairs, mouse cursor hovering over a video file he received only
minutes ago.

The file is named ErinUsed1

It’s difficult to bring himself to double
click. It’s a large file, it took several minutes to download from
the email it came in. In a way, he’s feeling sort of confused by
the whole thing. When he asked his wife Erin for a video of the
night’s events, he thought it would have come to him in the form of
a video on his wife’s phone. Maybe a quick clip or two with the man
they met online a few days prior. What he didn’t expect was
receiving a large video file sent from an email he’d never seen
before.

The email is from Malcom@bnwo.com

Malcom is the one from Reddit. The bull that
he and his wife started talking to when Erin warmed more and more
to the idea of being shared. It took a long time for Steve to
convince her without pressuring or guilting. Steve was patient, and
Erin became curious. It was startling for her at first, hearing her
husband’s fantasy, that he wanted her to not only sleep with
another man but that the man be large and black…and with a penchant
for punishment. For a while Steve thought it would never come to
fruition, that his demands were simply to much for his delicate,
naive wife.

But now, as Steve Mullaney sits there in the
second-floor office of his suburban home, his wife is with that
man. And that man, the one who calls himself Malcom, promised to
fulfill every desire that the two of them had. It’s nearly two in
the morning, and she’s been gone for close to five hours, without
so much as a text to check in.

Steve double-clicks the file, and the video
goes full screen - the only source of light in the darkened
office.

His blonde, buxom wife Erin appears on
screen in shockingly high resolution. It’s well lit, too. So well
lit and in such graphic definition that he can see tiny beads of
sweat along her forehead and the anxiousness in her sea-green
eyes.

The shot is close on her face, and she’s
staring directly into the camera.

“Is there something you’d like to say to
your husband, Erin?” a deep voice from behind the shot.

Erin bites her bottom lip with straight
white teeth.

Steve tenses up in his chair at home, the
reality that this has already happened setting in and causing him
to feel something he wasn’t expecting or prepared for - fear. Fear
and regret. What have I done?

“Hi Steve,” Erin’s voice is nervous. “I know
you wanted a video of it, so Malcom here offered to use some his
company’s equipment to shoot it for you.”

The camera pulls out a foot or two and now
Steve can see that she’s topless - her heavy pale breasts almost
translucent under the bright lights of the garage she is kneeling
in.

“Jesus, Erin,” Steve gasps, turning the
volume up on his computer.

There are professional grade studio lights
set up about the strange space, illuminating everything in perfect,
almost nauseous detail.

“Isn’t there something else you want to tell
your husband, Erin?” that voice again - Malcom’s.

Erin fidgets a moment, hesitates. “After
talking with Malcom, I think maybe it’s best if
we…maybe…expand on your original fantasy. I know you were
really looking forward to watching Malcom tie me up and have his
way with me, and well, he’s still going to…but, well um…I don’t
really think it’s fair that Malcom is the only black man
that gets to handle me. I sort of think that, as white people you
and I maybe have a sort of debt to pay Malcom and his people…to
African Americans and Africans alike.”

Steve stares at the screen, horror on his
face. What the hell is she talking about! His confusion
rises into panic.

“I’m sure you’d agree, baby,” Erin
continues. “Anyways, it all made perfect sense when Malcom
explained it. So I’ve decided that to really be an ally to the
black race, I’m going to let them all handle me. I hope it’s
OK with you, baby. This is what you wanted after all, right?”

Steve feels suddenly sick, and he hasn’t
made any attempt to remove his petrified penis from the confines of
his pajamas. The sight of his wife alone and topless with another
man is jarring enough, but combined with all the strange things
Erin is saying he is really thrown for a loop.

And again the truth cracked him over the
head like a leather whip - this has already happened and there
is nothing you can do to stop it.

The camera shakes for a moment as it’s
seemingly handed off to another person.

There’s a SECOND person in there?
Steve’s panic drifts into rage. There shouldn’t be anyone but
the one guy! Malcom! This isn’t what we agreed to!

Then a man is walking into the shot,
chiseled and black and completely nude save a pair of white
sneakers. He approaches Erin where she kneels on the floor. Steve
can’t help but notice the contours of the stranger’s muscular ass,
and when the man turns around Steve recognizes him from his picture
- Malcom. The guy from Reddit.

Malcom’s cock is swinging low, about the
size of a plantain.

Steve gulps. He’s seen it before, in the
pictures Malcom sent. But he’s never seen it within a foot of his
wife’s face, and the sight proves to be too much. Steve
slams the spacebar on his keyboard, pausing the video, freezing it
on a frame of his white wife kneeling naked beside a giant black
cock.

He checks his phone. Still nothing. He calls
her and it rings two times, cutting to voicemail halfway through
the third. Steve stands and paces the room, that awful picture
splayed across his 37-inch monitor. Why is there another man in
the room? And what was all that race talk about? She said - let
them all handle me - what the hell is that supposed to
mean!

With no other recourse he sits back down,
and presses play.

Malcom picks his lumbering tool up and
strokes it. “Hello there Mr. Mullaney. Your wife and I had quite a
nice time at the cocktail hour this evening. My thanks to you for
picking up the tab. Erin here was woefully uneducated about the new
definition of White Man’s Burden, and so over the course of
several drinks I took patience in explaining it to her. And now,
with this wonderful film we’re about to make, I can explain it to
you, too.”

Erin knelt below, her wild green eyes
staring eagerly up at the thing being stroked off just inches from
her face.

“Are you ready to watch your wife get used,
white man?” Malcom grins. “Allow me to introduce you to some of my
fellow brothers and members.”

Malcom claps three times and a moment later
more men are walking into the shot.

“Oh Christ help me,” Steve cries into the
silent room. “No…No…NO!”

Each of them is dark-skinned and large, some
with tattoos and dreadlocks, others with heavy beards and one with
a do-rag on. As Steve’s hostile eyes roam the screen, he counts six
in all. Each of them naked and packing.

And grinning.

“We were able to hire a camera operator for
this evening, Mr. Mullaney,” Malcom chuckles as the crowd begins to
gather around the kneeling white girl. “He’ll be sure to get the
best shots he can, and I’ve given him your address for the
bill.”

Then the camera is moving across the room
just as Erin disappears behind a moat of black legs. The shot
raises over their shoulders, towering in the air above right along
with those ebony giants, and looking down on Erin Mullaney in the
center below.

“Chain her fuckin’ wrists up,” a man spits,
cruel and nasally. “Shackle that hoe so she can see what it feels
like!”

“Oh you know that’s right!” agrees
another.

“Ready to be a good little slave tonight,
white girl?”

“Them titties be lookin’ real fuckin’
nice. Bout time her husband shared em’!”

One of the men kneel behind her and lock
Erin’s wrists to the small of her back with a pair of handcuffs.
Then with what appears to be a heavy chain he wraps her wrists and
forearms further before locking it.

Steve Mullaney goes pale and puts his hands
over his face. He watches through his fingers.

As the men begin to beat on her face with
swollen black pricks Erin’s visage is a mixture of shock, subtle
fear, and overwhelming desire. Her eyes close as they batter her
cheeks and forehead and lips, calling her names and reminding her
of her place, and she looks ready, ready for them to take
her. There is no resistance in her - only urgency.

“Open yah fuckin’ mouth white girl,” a man
suddenly snatches her by a fistful of blonde hair and jams his
uncircumcised prick against her lips. She opens up and takes him
and he pushes deep. Erin gags but he doesn’t slow down, and
her lissome arms strain against the chains. “Open up! Open up!”

“You can tell this bitch ain’t never sucked
black dick before!”

“She used to getting her white husband’s
limp noodle…”

“We gon’ teach you how to suck dick today
white girl!”

“Eyes up. Eyes on us! Worship your black
masters!”

Other men are kneeling down beside her,
filling their hands with her luscious breasts, smacking them around
and pinching, tugging, squeezing.

“Titties is straight natural - fuckin’
nice!”

“Get a good look white boy. We straight
handlin’ yo’ bitch!”

WHACK! A black palm bounces of the
side of her double D and Erin moans through a mouthful of cock.

The uncircumcised one is full on
face-fucking her now, bubbling drool along his shaft and Erin’s
lips. Her green eyes reflect beautifully in the professional
lighting, and Steve finds himself lost in them…and for a moment,
something stirs in his pajamas. His hand drifts there.

“My turn nigga’ quit hoggin’ this bitch,” a
man pulls Erin’s drooling mouth to his own elongated rod, his
bloated mushroom tip slightly thicker than the rest of it. He pulls
back on Erin’s eyelids, exposing the whites of her eyes, and digs
down into her gullet slowly, pausing with it lodged inside of her
every time she gags.

“GAK!” Erin convulses with it in her
throat. “GAK!” the chains about her arms and wrists
jingle.

The black strangers smack her plump ass and
explore her wet cunt with greedy fingers, and in between her
wretches are rich moans of pleasure. Steve knows she’s never
experienced anything like this before and soon enough he’s
hard. Hard but emasculated because the penis now in his hand
is a fraction of the size of the ones on screen.

They pass her around, each man taking his
turn with her mouth. Erin’s tits are red and battered and streaked
with spit now, as is her chin and neck. One of the men pause
briefly to spit in her open mouth before resuming the relentless
drilling of her face.

“Get a good look white man. Yo’ bitch is
payin’ her reparations! UGH! It’s fuckin’ good too!”

“She a quick learner. Look how fuckin’
sloppy she is. Keeps her throat open. I swear these married white
women was born to serve some black cock.

“GAK! GAK! GAK! GAK!’ Erin gags in a
way that Steve’s never heard in all of his time knowing her. It
cuts him deep. “GAK! GAK! GAK! GAK!”

Malcom takes the camera for a moment and
kneels down to push it in close to Erin’s spit-soaked face. “Are
you a good little whore for black dick?”

“Yes,” she moans, staring into her husband’s
eyes.

“Tell him, girl. Tell your useless
husband!”

“I’m a whore for black cock now, Steven. I
only want to serve black cock. I want to pay my reparations with my
black-owned pussy.”

Two bony black fingers come to her lips and
shove inside. They probe her mouth, slopping spit around and
gagging her.

“Are your ready to serve, white girl?”

“Yes, Master.”

The group of men pick her up off the ground
and carry her like a fresh kill from the hunt over their shoulders.
The camera follows them over to a raised wooden platform where they
lay Erin down. They unshackle her arms and wrists briefly before
handcuffing her wrists in the front. Then they raise her bound arms
over her head and along the plank, latching the cuffs to a hook on
the wall. Her massive tits jiggle and shake as she squirms on the
wooden top, arms suspended over her.

Erin’s plump ass hangs over the edge of the
tabletop, and two different men are holding her legs spread,
revealing the soaked pink lips of
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