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​“I’m nervous,
Trish. Like, really fucking nervous.”

“But babe you wanted this…”

“Did I? I thought this was all your
idea…”

“Yes, but you agreed to it, Eric.
Remember?”

Eric did remember, and he kicked himself for
ever having been so foolish.

He should have just gone with his gut extinct
the minute his wife mentioned banging her black boss in front of
him. But he’d been horny. Extremely over the top pre-nut
insanity sort of horny. So, in a rush of excitement, he told Trisha
that she could do it, that he would even be down to watch
them go at it.

But after their quick, vanilla sex that same
night he started having second thoughts almost immediately. And
now, here it was two weeks later, and he was watching his wife as
she dressed for her ‘date’ with her boss - a man who Eric had never
even met before.

“What time is he getting here?” Eric asked in
a shaky voice, glancing up at the clock.

“Oh he’ll be here soon, sweetie.
Probably fifteen minutes? Malcom is very punctual.”

“Jesus Christ, Trish,” Eric ran nervous
knuckles through his mop of brown hair. “I don’t know if I can do
this…”

“So what? So I should cancel?” Trish turned
from the mirror and glared at her husband. “I can’t believe you
would pull this, Eric! You are such an asshole!”

She was gorgeous, nearly perfect in a bright
pink lacey dress that stopped well above her knees. Her ample,
demanding chest filled out the strapless bust quite well - 34
double d’s that tested the very limits of the fabric. Blonde hair
poured down her shoulders like a golden waterfall, and she peered
at Eric with icy-blue eyes that could make your heart stop.

“Don’t look at me like that!” Eric plead.
“Can’t you understand that this is maybe something I’m not ready
for?”

“But baby,” she slinked across the
room to him, sliding her arms around his neck and pulling him
close. “I told you that if you let me do this, we could have a
threesome. Remember? Any one of my friends you want, you pick! It’s
not even that big a deal anyway. Malcom’s probably very basic in
bed and I’m sure it won’t get too intense or anything…that reminds
me... there’s something I wanted to run by you before he gets
here…”

“OK? What’s that?” Eric was distracted,
staring at Trisha’s mountainous cleavage, wondering if he was
insane to share something so spectacular with anyone.

“Well, it’s just, Malcom made this one small
request and I agreed to it because I didn’t think it was that big
of a deal…”

“A request? From your boss? The one on his
way over to my house to fuck my wife?”

“Yes, him,” she pulled him close and nibbled
at his ear, feeling the way his body trembled when she did it.

“What does he want?” Eric whispered from the
palm of her hand.

“Well, he’d like you to come to the
experience with an open mind, baby. He thinks it
could be really fun for all three of us…”

“You mean I get to join in? We both could
have you?”

“Oh no, not all,” she laughed off the
suggestion, “Malcom isn’t going to share with you,
honey.”

“Oh…”

“You’re going to watch…but Malcom would like
it better if maybe you dressed up for the occasion.”

“Dressed up? What do you mean? Like wear a
suit or something? Why would I do that?”

“No, Eric. Not like a suit. Something a
little more…provocative?”

Eric’s eyebrows raised, he pulled himself
from her seductive grasp.

“I’m not so sure I follow.”

“Malcom just thinks that maybe it would be
better if -

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

Eric nearly jumped out of his skin when the
banging came on the front door downstairs.

“That must be him!” Trisha squealed with
excitement. “I’m sure he can explain all this better than I can -
he has a real way with words. Let’s go greet him, baby!”

“Trisha I’m…I…I don’t think I can -

“Just come meet him, baby! You’re going to
love him!”

Before Eric could protest any further, his
wife took him by the hand and led him out of the bedroom. He
watched her plump, dump truck ass sway side to side in her little
pink dress as they walked down the stairs, through the living room,
and straight to the front door.

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

Trisha squeezed Eric’s hand for moral support
and flashed him a sexy smirk, her pink tongue clicking in her
mouth.

“Here we go baby,” she said, reaching out and
grabbing hold of the doorknob, “just try to relax and enjoy
yourself!”

Eric swallowed the lump in his throat and
watched his wife open the door for her lover.

“Trisha,” the tall dark figure on the porch
crooned, “you look ravishing, my dear. Absolutely stunning.
As always.”

“Oh Malcom, won’t you come in?” Trisha’s
voice was a breathless, hopeful quiver.

Eric watched his wife’s boss enter the house.
The man had to duck when he came through the doorway, a towering
ebony statue that seemed chiseled from portoro marble. He
wore a dashing grey suit, fitted perfectly, showing off his deftly
cut figure.

“You must be Eric,” Malcom sighed. “But
you’re not changed. Why is that?”

“Excuse me?” Eric’s voice gave away his
nerves.

“I tried to tell him,” Trisha took Malcom by
the hand and led him deeper into the house, Eric following close
behind like a lost puppy dog. “But he wasn’t exactly keen on
the idea…”

“Is that so?” Malcom raised his eyebrows,
coming into the living room and turning to Eric. “Why not? Is there
some reason for your petulance?”

“I…I…” Eric stared up at the black stranger,
taken aback by the entire situation. “I’m not sure I follow what
you’re saying…”

Could this really be the man his wife
intended to sleep with tonight before his very eyes? She’d said
nothing about this Malcom’s stature, his handsome jawline,
his suave way of speaking and moving. She certainly never said
anything about him being black!

Suddenly, Eric felt quite inferior standing
in the man’s presence.

“Eric let me explain something to you,”
Malcom’s tone was gentle but firm. He placed a massive hand on
Eric’s bony shoulder and continued. “Your wife has brought me here
tonight to give her something that you, her husband, cannot.
Something that you’ve never given her, and if all the
reports about your, er, manhood are true, it’s something
that you will never give her. Any idea what I’m speaking
about?”

The words washed over Eric like rough waves
at the beach, too overwhelmed to respond.

“An orgasm via penetration, Eric,” Malcom
said. “Not with your mouth, not with your hand, not with incessant
rubbing of her clitoris. No, what I’m talking about Eric is an
orgasm from a big hard cock rubbing all the right places. Do you
follow me?”

“I…I’m not sure I do…”

“Allow me to explain further…” Malcom took
his coat off, handing it to Trisha who was only too happy to
receive it. She left the room momentarily to hang it up. “You see,
when a married women comes to me and asks, well in the case of your
wife, begs me to show her my cock, I have to wonder what is
going on at home that she would be so eager to suck me off
during the workday.”

“Wait a minute,” Eric’s voice went high,
“she’s…blown you? At work?”

“Too many times to count, Eric.”

“But that’s…that’s cheating we never
talked about -

“Please hold all questions and comments till
the end, Eric. We’ve much to discuss in a very short amount of
time!”

Trisha sauntered back into the room, her pink
dress lighting it up. She had high heels on and somehow, they
seemed to accentuate the curves of her fat ass even more than the
dress did. She came up beside Malcom, wrapping her willowy arms
around his strong waist and holding him close.

Eric saw the way she touched him and winced a
little.

“As I was just telling your husband,” Malcom
went on, “when a woman of your beauty comes to me for extra
help, I can’t help but wonder on the circumstances of her home
life. Naturally I assumed her husband to be white, and I was
correct. And I didn’t assume you were white because Trisha is as
pale as a gallon of vanilla ice cream, I assumed it because she was
and is, unsatisfied. Sexually.”

“Don’t look so glum, honey,” Trisha implored,
her fingers locked together around Malcom’s muscular frame. “I know
you want me to be happy…this will make me so happy…”

Eric’s heart raced in his chest, overwhelmed
by the news of his wife’s infidelity, and more than a little
confused by the oratory skills of her secret lover. He tried to
speak but Malcom’s long, bony finger came up- motioning for him to
be quiet.

“You see, Eric, a man like me has learned
enough in his time, been with enough women to know that all
white women crave black men. Whether they know it or not. Sometimes
it’s innate from birth and a white women will seek out black men
for the rest of her life…other times, as in the case of your wife,
she only needed to see one big black cock in the flesh to know what
she truly desired.”

“You’ve been with him, Trish?” Eric’s face
was an open wound. “How could you? You lied to me!”

“It’s not like I cheated, honey!” Trisha
whined. “It was just a few blowjobs. No sex or anything! I didn’t
think you would mind! I was gonna tell you but then when you agreed
to tonight, well, I just assumed it was no big deal!”

“No big deal?” Eric’s face darkened. “NO BIG
DEAL!”

“Watch your tone boy,” Malcom’s voice
a vicious, threatening whisper. “You’ve no right to talk to her
that way…or to talk to anyone like that, for that matter. Lest you
forget Eric, you are but a simple, small white man.
Which puts you at the bottom of the totem pole.”

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” Eric’s
voice shook. “This isn’t right. I can’t do this. I won’t do
it! And neither will you, Trish! You’re my wife and I’m putting my
foot down. Mr. Malcom, I…I want you to leave. I want you out
of my house!”

Eric puffed his chest out, putting everything
he had into the command.

“Do you wish me to leave, Trisha?” Malcom
asked, his eyes ravaging her body.

“No, baby. I want you to stay right here with
me.” Trisha flashed defiant eyes at her husband, daring him
to retort.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Eric
cried, “this is insane! You really expect me to just stand
here and let this happen! In my house of all
places!”

“Best leave the big decisions to the bigger
men, Eric,” Malcom wrapped a long arm around Trisha’s shoulder, his
roaming hand now dangerously close to her fleshy cleavage. “I’m not
leaving. Trisha isn’t asking me to leave. Which just leaves you,
little guy. Are you going to stay and watch your wife find a
satisfaction she’s never known, or are you going to scurry off into
the night like the coward you are?”

Eric thought about this for a moment, his
wife and her black lover staring at him like a science project. If
he left, things would take place that he couldn’t possibly imagine
on his own. He’d have no recourse, no way of helping his wife if
she needed it, and most likely the curiosity of what was taking
place would eat him alive after long.

But if he stayed…he would know
everything. Even the parts he wasn’t sure he wanted to
know.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said at last.
“I’m going to stay and watch…”

“Which brings us back to my first point,”
Malcom clapped his hands together. “Your attire. It won’t do. Not
for this occasion. We need you more invested in this experience,
Eric. For your wife, for me, for yourself. Understand what I’m
saying?”

“So…what am I supposed to wear then?”

Trisha started to giggle, covering her supple
mouth with her dainty hand. Malcom noticed it, looking down on her
with a wry smile forming on his lips. His arm cradled her
shoulders, and his fingertips dangled and danced along the soft
skin of her breasts, just barely touching her.

“We will start with you wearing nothing at
all, Eric,” Malcom chuckled. “And then we will take it from
there…”

“You’re serious?” Eric asked. “You want me to
strip naked?”

“Precisely,” Malcom said. “You do want
to be involved in all this I take it?”

For the first time all night
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