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​ I open the front
door to my house and the last thing I ever want to see is sitting
there on the living room couch. Bruno, my enemy and tormentor, is
sitting with my nine-teen year-old wife Shea. Close. They are
sitting way too close.

“Bout damn time, Stanley,” Bruno sneers at
me. “I was beginning to think you were ducking me.”

“I didn’t know you were coming by, Bruno,” I
say, stepping scared into my own home. “What’s going on here? What
are you doing home, Shea?”

“I was just talking with Mr. Bruno, honey,”
Shea grins, oblivious. Blonde hair hangs to her dainty shoulders,
her vivid green eyes shift from me to the man I hate most in this
world.

“Me and your wife been having a nice little
chat,” Bruno grumbles, rubbing his rough black hands together. “She
been kind enough to keep me company while I wait for your trifling
ass.”

I walk further into the room, stopping in
the center and beholding the two of them sitting together. They are
side by side, but Bruno’s legs are spread and the left one pushes
against Shea’s bare thighs. She wears a short green skirt and a
loose-fitting tank top. Her cleavage is hard to miss, taking after
her mother with those big fat knockers. Bruno leans further back
into the couch and extends an arm along the headrest, directly
behind my wife’s shoulders.

I am sick.

“Mr. Bruno said you owe him some money,
honey,” Shea squeaks in that delicate voice of hers. “He said it’s
an awful lot…you’ll still be able to pay my tuition though,
right?”

I try to speak, to say something, but
Bruno’s anger and masculinity silence me.

“Your honey owes Mr. Bruno a
lot of cash, baby,” Bruno says, “and it’s collection day.”

“Shea, why don’t you go to the room?” I find
my voice. “Let me and Mr. Bruno figure this one out.”

“I’m gonna stay,” Shea says. “This concerns
me too, I think.”

“Shea, I want you to go to the room
now,” I plead.

“You ain’t callin’ the shots here, Stanley
boy,” Bruno says, sliding his arm from the headrest to my wife’s
shoulders. “The only one doin’ that is me. But yo’ bitch ass
already knows that. You less than a man, Stan. So, if your wife
wants to stay…I say she stays. Understand?”

I frown at them, feeling a sudden weakness
in my knees.

“Tell me you understand, Stan,” Bruno
narrows his dark eyes at me. “Before I jump up out this couch and
beat yo’ little white ass.”

“I understand,” I say it too quick, and I
can tell Shea has lost respect for me. I go red in the face; I know
they can see my weakness.

“Good white boy,” Bruno squeezes Shea to his
side, jostling her breasts against his muscular arm. She looks so
small next to him. Bruno is six foot five, broad and strong and
beefy. Shea is just a little thing with giant pale breasts…and
seeing them rub against Bruno’s vascular bicep nearly sends me to
screaming.

“You got my cash or you writing a check?”
Bruno continues, spreading his mouth apart into a toothy,
shit-eating grin. “It’s gonna be thirty now with interest, white
boy.”

“Thirty grand?” I say, eyes widening. “Since
when, Bruno? The loan was for twenty!”

“Did I fucking stutter, white boy? Interest.
That’s what you fucking owe me. Now you got two options. Get yah
motherfuckin’ checkbook out or get yah motherfuckin’ ass beat.
What’s it gonna be?”

“Can we just slow down here, Bruno? I had no
clue you were coming today and –

“You keep saying that like I give a fuck,”
Bruno interrupts. “I don’t. I promise you I don’t. I’m here now and
you fixin’ to pay me….” Bruno’s black fingers crawl up to my wife’s
flowing blonde hair and tangle up a few curls. “You fixin’ to pay
me one way or the other.”

“Look Bruno,” I start. “I don’t have your
money…not all of it, anyway. Can I give you ten today, and you
just…go….and I promise I will have the rest for you by the end of
next month?”

“Not good enough, white boy,” Bruno sighs.
“You really a weak ass piece of shit, Stanley. You know that?”

“Bruno look I –

“Now, not only are you gonna get yah ass
beat…you get to explain to yah girl here why she ain’t going back
to that fancy college in the spring.” Bruno stands from the
couch.

“Stanley how could you!” Shea screams
angrily, watching as I cower from Bruno’s approach. “I’m not
missing spring semester! I’m going back, and I don’t care what you
say!”

Bruno grabs me around the shirt collar and
brings his face an inch from mine. He stares into my eyes, and I
swear I’ve never felt so much terror in my adult life.

“Now I’m gonna beat yah ass, then I’m
picking my way through every piece of cash and possession you got
to pay the interest. Then I’m coming back tomorrow, and the day
after that, and the day after that until you got every fucking
penny. You understand me, weakling? You in my fucking pocket now.
Every damn day till you not!”

It’s a swift shot in the ribs, and I can
feel the thickness of his knuckles on impact. It drops me to my
knees, and even though I’m having trouble catching my breath, I
know Bruno held back on that one. Like a warning shot. For
show.

It worked.

“Honey!” Shea shrieks. “Bruno! Stop! There’s
another way I just know there is!”

Bruno turns from my limping body, fist still
balled up, and looks at my wife sitting on the couch. He eyes her
up and down, and then that shit-eating grin breaks out across his
face once more. From my knees and gripping at my side, I watch
Bruno walk back over to my wife.

“You want to go back to school in the
spring, baby?” Bruno asks, towering over her.

“Mmhmm,” she nods, staring up at the
giant black man.

“You want me to stop kicking your pathetic
little hubby’s ass?”

“Yes, Mr. Bruno. Please…” her voice is
softer now, and something in her tone hurts me worse than the hit
Bruno put on my ribs.

Bruno reaches out a hand and takes my wife
by the chin, tilting her head up. She lets him.

“Maybe we can work something out,” Bruno
says. “Thirty grand is a lot of money, so the payoff would need to
be right.”

“Whatever you want, Mr. Bruno,” Shea
squeaks. “You seem like a nice man.”

“I’m not,” Bruno says, letting go of her
chin. He reaches for the belt on his jeans and begins to unclasp
it. “If I give you something to suck, are you gonna suck it like a
good girl?”

“Mmhmm,” Shea bites her bottom
lip.

“Are you going to let Mr. Bruno have his way
with you? And that way your idiot husband can send you back to
college in the spring?”

“Whatever you want, Mr. Bruno,” Shea licks
her lips.

“NO…no, please. Don’t do this Shea…Bruno,
please. I can get you the money, I just need more time…just a
little more time to get it all together…” My words come out
breathless and fast, and even I can hear the panic in my voice.

They’re ignoring me, and Bruno is sliding
the belt from his pants. He tosses it to the side and steps closer
to where Shea sits on the edge of the couch. Her face is next to
his crotch, and from where I kneel it looks like she’s close enough
for her breath to touch him.

“You, Stanley…Are going to shut the fuck up
and sit there,” Bruno flips the button on his pants. “Part of this
payment is teaching you a lesson. This is what happens when you try
and fuck me over. So, you’re going to sit right there, and don’t
you dare close your eyes.”

Shea glances over at me and I can see the
anxiety in her face. Bruno is pulling at his zipper, and I swear I
can hear every centimeter as he drags it down.

“Please don’t do this…” I beg, knowing the
futility of it all.

“Eyes up here, baby girl,” Bruno grumbles.
He’s at least twenty years her elder, and the way she stares up at
him says she knows it. All I see in her face is obedience …some
instinctual will to serve.

Bruno reaches in and pulls it out, fat and
black and growing. It hangs low over the front of his pants, as
muscular and wide as the man possessing it. My wife stares at it
like a tourist on a whale spotting trip, gasping at first and then
beholding it, mesmerized. It is mere inches from her face, and when
she reaches a tiny hand up and takes hold by the hairy base, I fall
over onto my side in total despair.

“Two hands to start, white girl,” Bruno
commands. “Better open that little mouth of yours extra wide. We’re
gonna stretch that jaw out today.”

His pubic hair is wild and curly and black,
overgrown but doing nothing to impact the size of his member.
Shea’s little hands disappear in that thick mess of pubes as she
raises the waking monster in the air. The girth of it is
impossible, and though I want to run screaming from my own house, I
watch as my wife steadies it and brings the head to her pouty
lips.

“Suck that black dick, baby girl,” Bruno
says, wrapping her hair up in a fist and pulling her onto it. The
tip of his black cock pushes into my wife’s mouth, and her chin
drops low to accommodate. It doesn’t take much to fill her cheek to
cheek, and her small white hands are working in unison to jerk him
off. “Your wife got a tiny little mouth, Stanley. Gonna have to
open that throat up today, what you think?”

Bruno starts bobbing her head on and off it,
steering by the hair. He’s almost fully erect now, and I wonder how
with such length and weight his cock can even stand up. But it
does, and he puts it on full display as he slaps my wife’s hands
away. She drops her arms to her sides and lets Mr. Bruno fuck her
mouth.

“That’s it, bitch,” he grunts. “Just like
that. No fucking hands. Let Mr. Bruno teach you. I’ll teach you
real fucking good, baby. Mmm. Like that.”

He’s picked up speed, thrusting her skull
back and forth on it, inching more and more into her mouth. It
doesn’t seem like she’s able to get much back, but then I can hear
it smacking the back of her throat and beyond, I can see my wife’s
drool foaming along his dick and getting stuck at the corners of
her mouth.

“I’m fucking your girl’s face, Stanley.
How’s that make you feel?” Bruno shoves his pants down to his
ankles, exposing a fat ballsack as he plunges Shea’s face down onto
his tool over and over. “Can you hear your wife gagging, Stan?
Listen.”

WHECK WHECK WHECK!

Shea’s throat convulses, she’s red in the
face and starting to sweat.

WHECK WHECK WHECK!

“Can you hear it, Stanley?” Bruno taunts me.
“Listen to your little slut of a wife service my black dick. Listen
to it boy!”

WHECK! WHECK! WHECK!

“UGH!”

WHECK
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