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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Men Matter by Tara Yarn

9300+ words of well-endowed, dark-skinned men, one eager woman and the boyfriend who has to watch. Contains graphic, descriptive interracial cuckolding, casual femdom and cruel betrayal. When his girlfriend, Amber, causes a ruckus at a local Black Lives Matter protest, Hayden must travel downtown to pick her up and see her free of trouble. His eventful day takes a turn for the worse as she insists she needs to use bathroom. At the lavatory in the local mall, crowded to the brim with protesters, the couple soon realize the little stall they chose is full of glory holes.











Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Unusual Wedding by Tara Yarn

Steamy, descriptive and red hot, Unusual Wedding is 8200+ words of interracial cuckolding and mean femdom. Driven past his breaking point by Lucy, his mistress and girlfriend, Jake cooks up a devious plan to get back at her. It backfires when Lucy seeks out Tyrone, her dark, well-endowed lover, and together they come up with a cruel plan of their own. Contains very dirty scenes and mild bisexual themes. Intended for audiences of 18+ only.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Before Casey met Deshawn, he had absolutely no idea what the real world was like. He knew he would encounter difficult people throughout his career, but he assumed, as he was now an adult, reason would prevail. Meeting his new employer had taught him just how wrong he was. There was no reasoning with Deshawn, a small-time hustler turned rapper, who came out of the projects full of spirit with a burning desire to acquire wealth. Casey came out of a quiet, serene, middle-class neighborhood that sat on top of a steep hill. The worst struggle in his life was the agonizing walk up the arduous slope when he came home from school on those early afternoons. If there was a bet on which of the two that would secure themselves a steady, safe career, any logical thinker would have placed their bets on Casey. Good thing there was no bet, Casey thought, for they would’ve lost a lot of money.

Spinning on his heels before the mirror, Casey eyed himself over, unhappily. It was the outfit that bothered him, a baggy, grey hoodie that seemed to clutch to his shoulders before it flared out further down at his waist, and a set of dark sweatpants, practically glued to his hips. With a huff, he reached for a comb, quickly grooming his head of blonde hair. The call that woke him up an hour ago was unexpected, so he hadn’t had time to shower. Time was of the essence, so Casey pocketed his phone, grabbed his wallet and rushed for the bedroom-door. If he was late today, he doubted he’d have a job by tomorrow. When he came downstairs, he heard voices on the television. Sandra was in the living room, cuddled up underneath a blanket, a steaming cup of coffee on a round, little table by her side.

His wife hadn’t noticed him, so Casey paused for a moment. When life was busy, it felt like they barely saw each other, and as he ogled her now it was as if he had forgotten how beautiful she truly was. Chestnut hair cascaded down her meager shoulders, hiding the smooth, pale skin from his eyes. Subtly, he approached her, who was as captivated by the television as she was a moment before. Upon reaching the sofa, he spread his arms, sought to wrap them around her, tightly. She made a sweet sound, leaned back in his grasp and cocked her head all the way back to smile up at him, brightly. “Morning.”, Casey whispered, and she did the same. They both looked at the television, a morning show where local celebrities interviewed public figures over a hot cup of something warm to drink. He left his hands on her shoulders, and she brought hers up, encircling his wrists with soft fingers.

“You’re not supposed to go in today.”, Sandra said, quietly, a touch of frustration clear in her voice. “I know. I’m sorry.”, Casey said, beginning to rub her lithe shoulders. At first, he was gentle, but he tightened his grip when the sounds she made so clearly encouraged him to continue, do it harder. “It’s Sunday. You’re meant to stay here with me.”, she said, so sweetly, and Casey felt as if his heart sank into the depths of his stomach. “I’ll get home as soon as I can.”, he tried to reassure her. “I don’t think he needs me to stay for long. I promise.”

Softly, she nodded, clenched his hands lovingly, then let them fall upon her bulging tummy. It had gotten so large now that she was eight months on the way, and despite how many times she told him she was able to handle herself, Casey wanted nothing more but to stay at home with her, take care of her every need. Swiftly, he circled the couch, planted his hands on either side of his blanket-draped wife and leaned down, pressing his lips against her belly with his eyes shut. A girlish giggle sounded through the room, and he felt her hands slide through his hair, stroking him, soothingly. “Don’t be long.”, she whispered, and as his eyes came up, he couldn’t help but smile at the sight of her. If there was one thing that could get him through his day, it was the thought of her, his wife, and their soon-to-be baby.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Jogging down the sidewalk, the towering building where the studio was situated came closer and closer. Out of breath and a little sweaty, Casey forced himself to keep going. The few minutes he spent with his wife before he left the house, roughly half an hour ago, was a few minutes that could potentially cost him dearly. There was a flock of women on the curb, blocking his way, giggling and chatting amongst themselves. It must’ve been at least eight of them, and together they stole the whole space on the sidewalk. When they forced him to stop, he gritted his teeth, impatiently swaying back and forth in an attempt to be noticed. None of them saw him, for they were far too concerned with their conversation. “She slept with John!”, one of the girls squealed, and the rest of the group broke out in wild laughter.

“Excuse me.”, Casey said, quietly, and miserably failed to draw their attention. Awkwardly, he tried to press his way between the flock, and was rewarded with a pair of sour glances. If he wasn’t in such a rush, it wouldn’t have bothered him, but with the looming threat of unemployment on the horizon, he gained the courage to push his way through. “You’re an asshole!”, one of the women screamed after him, a blonde bombshell in a flowery summer dress. Her insult pained him more than she could ever imagine, but Casey kept running, darting between a couple of cylinder-shaped pillars crafted of stone, coming to an abrupt stop when he reached the glass doors leading into the studio. Heavily, he panted, placing a quivering hand on the door. He was just about to step inside when he saw them, and froze up on the spot.

First came a tall, slim woman with big breasts scarcely contained by a neat, elegant dress that sat glued to her figure. Like a queen, she held her chin high, tartly eyeing Casey through the glass door underneath a set of luscious lashes. In a limp hand, she nonchalantly held a leash, connecting her to a beast of a dog, a muscular rottweiler who calmly trotted along by her size. Lastly came Deshawn, waving an arm around dramatically while speaking into the phone he pressed to his ear. He was quite a sight, draped in a loose, blue suit with white stripes on each side, a bundle of fat gold chains hanging around his neck, fingers full of silver rings sparkling with diamonds of various shapes and sizes, a set of expensive-looking sunglasses covering his eyes. He walked with his shoulders eloquently pulled back, an aura of confidence and power staining the air around him. When they were about to reach the door, Casey hurried to pull it all the way open and bowed his head, swallowing audibly.

“You’re late.”, the tall woman snapped at him as she stepped through the open doorway. “It’s not her fault, Ebony. Casey is on her period today. Isn’t she?”, Deshawn said, flashing a white-toothed grin, slipping out behind her. Casey felt a blush spread across his cheeks and meekly kept his gaze on the floor, where the big rottweiler soon came upon view. It looked up at him with dead eyes, shooting a shiver up his spine. Brutus was his name, and if there was one dog he really couldn’t stand, it was him. It wasn’t hate that drove him to dislike the beast, but fear, for Brutus was poorly trained and a touch unhinged. He hadn’t the slightest idea how his boss managed to keep his dog under control, and in truth did not trust that he could if the heavy beast decided he did not like the look of his baggy, grey hoodie.

Suddenly, a few dark fingers snuck up under his chin, lifting his gaze up. Deshawn was staring him down, and there was no smile on his features now. “Bitch, I am asking you a question. Are you on your period?”, he asked, mockingly, clenching his fingers around the pointy chin in his grasp. It hurt, so Casey hurried to shake his head. “No, Sir.”, he muttered quietly, then exhaled a sigh of relief as the fingers released their harsh grip. The cold stare his boss sent him made him avert his gaze, look back down to the pavement below. “If he continues to be late all the time, I don’t understand why you do not fire him.”, Ebony said, a sour tone staining her voice. She had been opposed to Casey since the day he was hired, a few months ago, and had been battling to see him gone ever since. He did not know why she disliked him, and had tried to change her mind through absolutely perfect behaviour.

“Shut your ass up.”, Deshawn snapped, sending Ebony a sharp stare. Rolling her eyes, she looked away, brushing a strand of black hair up behind her ear. “I’ve got plans today, sweetheart.”, he continued, staring straight at Casey. “You’re going to walk Brutus.”

Parting his lips, Casey couldn’t help but look up, staring wide-eyed at his boss with his jaw halfway down on the floor. He couldn’t walk that monster. Not only was he terrified of him, but if he decided to dart off, there was nothing Casey could do to stop him. “I-..”, he began, but Deshawn abruptly interrupted him, placing a belittling finger on his lips. “Someone will walk Brutus today. I don’t care if you do it, or you have your dumb wife do it. One of you will walk him, or you can head on home right now and don’t come back tomorrow.”

“Y-.. Yes, Sir.”, Casey stuttered before he even had a chance to think. Terrified eyes found Brutus, who was baring his teeth and snarling at the giggling group of girls who still blocked the path in the distance. Promptly, Ebony held out the leash, and he had no choice but to half-heartedly reach out and take it. “Bring him back here when you’re done. Don’t come back until he has done his business. If you do, I will smack you in the fucking face.”, Deshawn said, casually, wrapping an arm around Ebony’s waist. Tightening his grip around the leash, he hurried to nod, muttered, “Yes, Sir.”, and spun on his heels, heading onwards.

“Stop.”, Ebony said, sharply, and he froze up right away. Brutus had not even taken a single step yet, warily watching the loud flock of women. “There’s dirt on my heel. Come clean it away right now.”. Subtly, he drew in a deep breath, forcing himself to dip his head. Slowly, he made his way over, fetching forth a damp piece of cloth from his pocket. Once, he had forgot to bring the piece of cloth with him to work, and had been harshly reprimanded. That day he swore he would never forget to bring it again. “On your knees.”, Ebony demanded, coldly.

Slowly, Casey sank down upon the pavement, careful to keep his gaze down so neither of them would see the defiance flashing in his eyes. Obediently, he held his left hand up so the tall woman could place her ankle in his palm, then wrapped the damp cloth around the heel and carefully began to wipe down the length. “Hurry up.”, she said, yanking her ankle back a bit. Biting his teeth together, he held her ankle steady, quickly jerking the piece of cloth up and down the heel a couple of times. “That’s a good girl.”, Deshawn mocked, and Casey desperately focused at the job at hand, blushing up further. When he finished, he pocketed the dirty, wet cloth and gently lowered the black high heeled shoe down to the floor.

A hysterical laughter rose in the background, causing Brutus to bark in the direction of the eight women. Subtly, Casey dared a quick look over her shoulder, and saw the entire group staring his way, sheer amusement written on their faces. One of them even held their phone up, and there was no question of whether or not she was filming. “Get up.”, Ebony ordered, snapping his attention away from the women laughing at him. For a moment, he struggled to find his feet. His legs felt numb and shaky, like they could no longer carry his weight. If their sole income was not on the line, he’d have spun on his heels and ran down the street as fast as he possibly could, barricaded himself in his house and never set a foot outdoors again.

Casually, the tall woman dipped a hand into her purse, an expensive brand that Casey knew he’d never be able to afford for his Sandra. Fetching forth a coin, she handed it over. Biting his bottom-lip, Casey looked at her with big eyes, beginning to stretch out a hand. And then she dropped it, the coin falling to the pavement. “Pick it up.”, Ebony continued. Closing his eyes for a moment, he mustered forth all his strength to obey, slowly bending over to reach for the coin. The slap came out of nowhere, a firm smack across his ass. He managed to pick up the dollar just in time, straightening up with a wince. “Your ass is getting fatter by the day, bitch.”, Deshawn scoffed, and his girlfriend snickered nastily, holding out her palm.

Bewildered beyond belief, with cheeks the colour of a tomato, Casey flicked his gaze between the dollar betwixt his fingers and the smooth, dark palm. Hesitantly, he went to place the coin in her hand, and Ebony hurried to drop it back into her purse. His boss, who had scooped up the leash, forced the end into his hand and let it go. “Remember.”, he began, pointing a threatening finger up at Casey, who just stood there, stunned. “I want proof that Brutus has done his business. If not, he can do it in your house, next to your dumb wife.”

Planting the tip of his finger against his chest, Deshawn gave Casey a gentle shove, forcing him to take a couple of steps back. When he turned, bringing his girlfriend along, they left him standing there, speechless, a leash in the palm of his hand. It was Brutus, the massive rottweiler, who finally made him snap out of his dazed state. For when his owners went on their merry way, the powerful dog wanted to come along, and before Casey knew what was going on, he was stumbling after the crazed beast, desperately trying to hang on to the tip of the leash, sprinting down the sidewalk to keep up. As he ran, barely dodging a pole, nearly stumbling on the edge of the curb, he thought back to Sandra, sitting on the sofa, curled up in a blanket with a steamy cup of coffee by her side... And their child in her belly.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Once his owners disappeared into a car parked not too far away, a shiny black coupe left at the side of the road, the vicious beast became a little easier to handle, and Casey was left to let his thoughts drift. Even after what was almost thirty years, he still despised the name his mother gave him. It ruined his childhood, for there was not a single bully throughout his years of school that did not take great pleasure in pointing out just how feminine his name was. When he was twelve, he begged his mother to reconsider, but she was adamant in her decision. After all these years, he still felt she was to blame for the suffering he had to endure.

Your father and I decided we should name Casey, so you can make a stand against the patriarchy. Would you rather we give you a toxic, masculine name? Like, Tom or Jack?

Ushering a long-drawn sigh, he picked up the pace, obediently following the untrained dog down the sidewalk. When they came closer to the group of girls, who apparently had absolutely nowhere to be, the leash tightened. Gasping, Casey took a firm hold of the leash and leaned backwards, trying to put his weight against the rottweiler. It was impossible, and for a moment, he was terrified he’d end his day charged with releasing a killer-dog on a flock of girls, but as if the sun had decided to shine upon him, Brutus caught a scent and yanked him out on the street, past the little gathering. “What a little bitch you are.”, the blonde bombshell told him with her eyes as they briefly exchanged glances. Quickly, he averted his gaze, hanging on to the leash for dear life as the large dog suddenly began to run.

For what felt like an eternity, Casey stumbled after the muscular rottweiler, down various sidewalks, across the street, past dozens of shops. Several times he feared for his life, when the careless dog yanked him out on the road, right past cars that could not possibly have stopped in time if they crossed a few seconds later. He never dared to tug the leash, for he was horrified of drawing too much of attention. Constantly, he felt tense and stiff, jogging behind the big beast, praising every moment that passed by without a dangerous rottweiler shredding him to pieces. Countless of bushes was peed on, but the giant dog never did his business and Casey began to wonder if he was going to come home tonight after all. When Brutus finally decided to squat, right on the curb, Casey felt strangely glad. After picking up the business in a black, plastic bag, he gently tried to steer Brutus back home.

By some miracle, the big dog decided to head back to the studio. He dragged Casey behind him for almost an hour, and he was overcome with joy when he saw the massive building where the studio was located. His boss was nowhere to be seen, nor was his car, but he saw a fellow coworker by the door. Tyrone was his name, a former quarterback who now worked as security for the half-famous rapper, and Casey knew they were friends. Meekly, he guided the black-coated dog up to the towering doorman, carefully offering forth the leash. Staring down at him with dull eyes, the muscular man did not lift a finger. “D-.. Deshawn told me to walk Brutus, and uhm-.. Come back here when I was done.”, Casey said, quietly. Crossing his bulging arms over his chest, Tyrone stared at him, the rottweiler, then the black bag.

“He’s not here. Deshawn told me to take Brutus off of your hands.”, the big man eventually said. Before Casey could offer him the leash, Tyrone snatched it out of his hands. “Thank you so much.”, Casey said, forcing forth a bright smile, but Tyrone did not smile back. His gaze began to wander, searching for a bin where he could dispose of his bag, and when he spotted one across the street, he turned on his heels and started walking away. “Wait.”, the large man demanded, and Casey spun around with wide eyes. “Give me your phone.”

Gnawing on the softness of his lip, Casey hesitated. Carelessly, the security guard held his palm out, and the strict look on his face prompted Casey to fetch his phone up from his pocket, half-heartedly handing it over. “Password?”, Tyrone asked, but both of them were well aware it was not a question. “I-..”, he began, hesitating. “I-.. I love Sandra Willow.”

Cracking up, releasing a deep mixture of a scoff and a grunt, the man who held his phone typed in the password. His face lit up a bit when the password was proven to be correct. “Show your wife this when you come home.”, the doorman said, and without a word, he pulled down his zipper, turned and yanked his pants down a little. There came a flash from the camera on the phone, and Tyrone pulled his pants back up, casually handing the phone back over. Softly, Casey took it, gawking up at the security guard. Speechless, he turned around and was about to walk on home when he felt a sharp smack on his bottom. Jumping on the spot, he shot Tyrone a glare, who flashed him a nasty grin and said, “Good girl.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Dragging his feet over the pavement, he sat course for his house. If he was slow, he’d need just shy of an hour before he was once more surrounded by the safe, warm confines of his home. His wife was waiting for him, and no doubt she’d throw together something resembling a dinner when he finally stepped through the door, and they’d eat it in front of the television while the flaming wood crackled in the fireplace. Even when he came home, she’d still be wrapped in a blanket, as she always was at this time of year. It wouldn’t surprise him if she had taken both, for they only had two, and then he would need to pry one off of her while she giggled so girlishly. He’d pin her down on the couch, drag it off of her, hold her down and tickle her with one hand while wrapping his blanket around his shoulders. She’d pretend to fight, and he’d pretend to fight back, and in the end, they’d both cuddle.

Sandra had no idea what Casey went through to support her. A part of him wished she could see what he was willing to put up with in order to bring home a paycheck, but he could not stomach the idea of her seeing him as less of a man. His wife could never know how he grovelled before his boss, before his girlfriend, even before the doorman. She could never know how they treated him like a woman, a dumb, blonde servant they could smack on the rump whenever they pleased. That is why they never spoke of how his day had been.

With no entertainment beyond what his mind could conjure up, the walk home felt like forever. His house, a white-painted building complete with a garage fit for two cars and a neatly trimmed garden surrounded by short, square-shaped hedges, finally came upon view. Happily, he picked up the pace, kicked himself up in a jog, then suddenly froze. There was a car parked by the curb, a shiny, black coupe. It stood by itself, between his house and that of his neighbor, on their side of the street. An immense sense of unease washed over him like a powerful wave, and within his chest, his heart began to pound, rapidly. Squinting at the coupe for a moment, he began to advance for his own house with the utmost caution. When he came closer, saw the driver in the front-seat, he felt his pulse begin to throb, furiously.

Quickly, he backed up, hoping the driver hadn’t noticed him. It was Malik, a failed producer who took up the job as Deshawn’s driver when he could no longer pay his bills. The brief glance Casey had caught of him had shown how the driver was stuffing his face with a pink-coated donut, and he knew that if there was food around, Malik was not one to pay much attention to anything else. Taking a deep breath, he sprinted across the lawn all the way up to his garage, where he hid from view. There was a window not far away, a window to the kitchen, and Casey figured he’d check there first. If this was a cruel joke, Deshawn coming to visit his wife, she’d have invited him into the kitchen. That he knew.

Quietly, he circled the wall of the garage, heading towards the back. Coming around the corner, he saw that the window to the kitchen had been left a little open. If there were anyone in the kitchen, he’d be able to hear them. Taking a deep breath, he sprinted for the wall, holding his arms out to meet the white-painted planks. Holding his breath, he went as silent as a mouse, perking his ears, listening for a clue of their whereabouts. Deshawn had to be in here. As much as Casey wanted to be wrong, wanted to find his wife alone, he knew Deshawn was inside. His car was parked outside, and there was nothing else for him in the neighborhood. As he tried to focus on catching on to a sound, he felt himself fuming, and saw how his hands, grasping the wooden planks, were quivering with sheer anger. Did he really think he could come all the way to his house, meddle with his pregnant wife?

Suddenly, he heard a noise, a faint, rhythmic, constant, “Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug-..”. It was a strange sound, and Casey could not quite place it. Regardless of where it came from, the sound did not stem from the kitchen. That much was certain. It was not the sound he had expected to hear, and curiosity was burning in his chest. Then, he heard a new noise, the sound of faint voices. They were too far away to properly make out, but they did not sound like his girlfriend, or like his boss, and that is when he realized it. Someone must’ve turned on the television. They were in the living room. But was she watching television with him?

For a moment, he stood there, rage soaring through him. Anger was not all he felt. He was shivering from from head to toes with adrenaline, brought on by fear, fear of his boss. It was a terrible feeling, for he then understood that if Deshawn truly was inside, Casey was not certain he had the courage to confront him. In an attempt to drive his thoughts away, he shook his head violently, then continued to sneak around the house. In the living room, there were several windows, lined up in a row on the other side of the house. He could easily make it there without the fear of being caught by the driver. Sneaking around two corners, he dropped down upon all fours, crawling up underneath the first window. If they sat on the couch, facing the television, the angle would allow him to catch a sideways glance. On shaky legs, he stood up and was about to look when the window suddenly came up.

“It smells of dirty whore in here.”, a feminine voice said, mockingly, and it took Casey a moment to recognize that the voice belonged to Ebony. Immediately, he froze, the heart within his chest thumping like never before. “We’ve to air out the stench of slutty ass.”

A brief laughter, deep and guttural, followed, and Casey clenched his fists. So many thoughts were swirling through his head, and he couldn’t make sense of any of them. The idea of looking through the glass, finding what he feared to find, became less and less tempting, but when the familiar, “Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug-..”, noise returned, he simply could not help looking. Slowly, he rose, on legs that felt like they could give out underneath him at any moment. Grabbing onto the window-ledge, he paused, preparing himself, sucking in a long-drawn, quiet breath. When he finally dared to look, a sickening jealousy struck him.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

There were three people by the couch, but only two of them sat on the sofa. Ebony was there, and she sat closest to the window, leaning back in the couch with her bare feet casually propped up on top of a plump, pale backside. Deshawn was there, arms spread out across the sofa, naked from top to toes. A set of powerful, dark abs involuntarily clenched with each deep breath he took. His legs were spread to each side, and there was someone between his knees, a head of chestnut hair bobbing up and down in a steady rhythm. They did not seem to be paying the figure on the floor any attention, nonchalantly watching the blue hue of the screen before them, while the woman on the floor, with her swollen belly, slurped and suckled on a fat, dark cock that stood erect, pointing straight up at her face.

“Good cow.”, Deshawn said, dropping a hand down to the top of the bobbing head, twirling black fingers into the cascading hair. Like she was a puppy, he mindlessly stroked the side of her head with his thumb, encouraging her to keep sucking. Wide-eyed, Casey watched on with horror, completely stunned by the sight. When the hand on the top of her head grasped her firmly by the hair, and began to pull her down, the onlooker twitched. Deeper and deeper he forced the cocksucker to go, and Sandra whimpered loudly as she was made to swallow inch after inch of the thick, meaty member. “Hmmmph!”, she whined, beginning to wriggle with eight whole inches of cock lodged down her throat. Ebony released a sigh of annoyance and raised a foot, slamming her heel down upon the small of her back.

“N-.. No.”, Casey whispered, the pace of his breath picking up rapidly. For a moment, he forgot to be quiet and found himself gaze to gaze with the woman who hated him. She parted her lips in surprise, and Casey stared blankly back at her, unable to move, unable to think. Slowly, the tall woman threw a glance in the direction of her boyfriend, who seemed preoccupied trying to stuff another inch of black meat down Sandra’s throat. Ebony paused, slowly looking back towards Casey, before she raised a hand, presenting him with her middle-finger and a coy smile. Immediately after, she sank back in the sofa and let her feet rest upon the pregnant woman once more. Blinking back tears, Casey glared, furiously.

When Deshawn let her up, Sandra heaved for her breath. Long traces of salvia dangled from her lips, connecting her to the massive beast of a prick prodding her chin. “I’m sorry, Sir. I’m such a dumb whore. I don’t know why I can’t swallow it all the way.”, the woman on all fours hurried to say, but she was only met with a rough slap, sending her face sideways. Casey bit his teeth together, digging his nails into the ledge he gripped. The jealousy washing over him was unlike anything he had ever felt before, but now that he felt it, he did not know what to do. He felt frightened, lost and helpless… But he could not keep himself from watching as Ebony, reaching over a cup, snatched what looked like a crop from the table by her side.

Deshawn smacked her again, straight across the face, and Sandra whimpered so loudly when her head was thrown to the side, Casey was about to cry out. “I don’t want to hear a word from your stupid mouth unless we tell you to speak. Is that understood? Mhm?”

Cupping her struck cheek, the wife nodded in compliance, the blue eyes kept submissively on the floor. Slowly, she began to crawl back between his knees, but this time Ebony interrupted her, swinging her riding crop straight for Sandra’s bare rump, sharply swatting her across both her buttcheeks sticking up in the air. She howled so loudly, Casey was certain even the neighbors would hear, and something pinched him deep in the chest. “It’s time for the stupid bitch to perform a trick.”, Ebony said, with a sour voice, pointing the crop at the floor. Deshawn looked at her for a moment, then shrugged his shoulders and brought his attention down on the submissive, white girl on the floor. “Yes, Mistress.”, Sandra cooed, and laid down on the floor. Immediately, she rolled over upon her back, raised her thighs in the air, spread her legs and grasped her breasts, beginning to shake her tits, awkwardly.

“White cock is poop!”, she cried out, shamelessly, desperately jiggling her bare breasts back and forth, up and down, from side to side. “Black cock makes me horny!”

Ebony burst into laughter, and Deshawn clearly struggled to contain his. They were mocking her, making fun of her, Casey thought, as he stared at his wobbling girlfriend in disbelief. Sandra did not stop until the tip of the black crop came down upon the pregnant tummy, slowly stroking across her bulging belly. “Such a fat cow.”, she purred, and Sandra hurried to utter another pathetic, breathless murmur where she lay, “Thank you, Mistress.”

“You’re very welcome, fat cow. Get us a drink.”, Ebony retorted, raising her whip to point in the direction of the kitchen. With a swift nod, Sandra turned on all fours and began to crawl away. Briefly, she paused, as the crop came down upon her backside. The swat was loud, and his wife flinched on the spot, continuing to crawl for the kitchen with a grimace spreading upon her features. When she was closer, Casey hurried to duck, collapsing against the wall he was leaning against. Amidst his fit of jealousy, he felt his own prick. How it strained against the tight trainers he wore, leaked precum into the material of his boxers. It was so wrong, filled him to the brim with shame, and gave Casey a rock-hard, needy boner.

Through the gap in the window, he caught on to his wife shuffling across the floor. He did not waste a moment to stand up, clutching onto the window-ledge, daring a careful glance inside in an attempt to spot his Sandra. On all fours, she was crawling back to the sofa, struggling to balance two cans of soda on the small of her back. It was impressive, and Sandra was deft at it, keeping them steady until she was able to crawl up in front of the pair. Without a word, the tall woman snatched both cans, handing one for Deshawn, placing hers on the table. “Tell us what you think of your husband.”, she suddenly commanded, and Casey let his lips part in anticipation. Slowly, Deshawn leaned forward, a small smile on his lips. With big eyes, Sandra looked between them, softly, and then muttered. “He’s poop, Mistress.”

“Yes. He is.”, Ebony snickered, lowering the tip of the crop to bop Sandra on the nose. She flinched, stared cross-eyed at the tip, then burst into a bright smile. Beckoning Sandra over with a pat on his thigh, Deshawn began to stand up. Eagerly, she crawled over and planted her backside on her ankles, kneeling before him. “You know what to do.”, he said, bending over the backrest of the sofa, flaring out the width of his back, presenting her with his muscular buttocks, black and firm. Casey could not believe what he was seeing as he watched his wife creep closer, across the floor, carefully placing her hands on the edge of the couch, leaning up behind him. When she was about to lean in, Ebony, who lay sideways next to them, raised a foot and planted her dark sole against the side of Sandra’s face. “Get to it.”, Deshawn commanded, and his wife tried, but Ebony shoved her sideways with the flat of her foot. Yelping, Sandra fell to the floor, and Casey jerked, staring at her with a mixture of awe and concern on his face. Obediently, Sarah crawled back up on her knees, trying again.

Cocking her head back, she leaned in and let her lips part. But the black foot came down the upon her cheek once more, roughly pushing her to the side. She fell again, ushering a loud and long-drawn whine, staring pleadingly up at Ebony. “I’m not sure if you deserve to stick your tongue back there. Aren’t you white?”, the tall woman teased, leaving Sandra to whimper on the floor. “Get up.”, Deshawn ordered, and there was a touch of annoyance and impatience in his voice. Staring warily at his mocha-skinned girlfriend, who sat ready, Sandra pressed herself up on all fours, and began to approach the rapper’s ass for the third time. “I want you to beg.”, Ebony sneered, and threateningly raised her sole. Cowering, Sandra swallowed and pleaded with her sweetest voice. “P-.. Please let me lick ass. I’m-.. I’m just a stupid buttlicker. I-.. I need to do my job as a white. Please. I’m begging you. Please!”

Crossing her legs, a content smile of amusement spread across Ebony’s lips. Her boyfriend scoffed, shook his head. “What about your husband?”, the tall woman asked, and Sandra carefully met her gaze, a look of confusion apparent on her features. “I-..”, she began, but Ebony promptly cut her off, whacking her foot straight in the pleading woman’s face. “Don’t look at me. Look at the floor. A dumb bitch like you don’t look at no black man or woman. Is that understood?”. Sandra, who held her nose, ushered a shaky sigh and nodded, and all Casey wanted to do was burst through the door, wrap his arms around her and hug her as tightly as he could. “Your boyfriend doesn’t lick black ass.”, Ebony continued, perking an eyebrow down at the bowing woman beneath. “He should submit, don’t you think?”

Wordlessly, Sandra kept nodding, bobbing her head up and down like when she was sucking cock a moment earlier. There was a pause, Ebony staring down at his wife, Sandra staring down at the floor. “Good girl.”, the dark woman said, finally breaking the silence. Leaning forward, she grasped a handful of chestnut hair, yanked his wife up from the floor and steered her right towards the powerful, manly buttocks. In an effort to steady herself, Sandra tried to place a hand on the side of his hip, but Deshawn swatted her hand away. “Get your hand off of me, you dumb whore.”, he snapped, and she muttered a soft, “Yes, Sir.”, in response.

Slowly, she leaned closer, guided by the feminine hand intertwined with her hair. The pregnant belly brushed up against the sofa as she settled her bottom on her ankles, kneeling before the dark-skinned butt, puckering her lips. “Kiss it.”, Ebony whispered, just loudly enough for Casey to catch through the gap in the window. Obediently, Sandra brought her face closer and closer, shutting her eyes, letting her plump lips squish against one of the black buttcheeks. Giggling wickedly, the dark woman yanked his wife’s head back, then hurled her forward, smacking her face against the firm buttock, squeezing her pretty features against the backside. Desperately, Sandra fought to kiss the dark skin, planting peck upon peck on Deshawn’s ass. There was a look of desperation on her face, a look of hunger, and when Ebony harshly pulled her to the side, then pressed her face first between the manly buttocks, the pregnant woman squealed with joy. It was quickly muffled, the two black buttcheeks enveloping the entirety of her face until all that could be seen was the back of a brown-haired head. “Lick it.”, Ebony growled, and Casey felt his hand creep for his pants.

Suddenly, the tall woman forced Sandra’s face out of her boyfriend’s butt, and left her gasping for air. She was only given a moment of relief, and when Ebony pressed her back between the buttocks, Casey saw how his wife slipped her tongue out, prepared to enter the doughy depths. When her face collided with the butt, smacking against the cheeks, his boss clenched his buttocks around her face, pinning her in place with the sheer power of his ass. As quietly as he could, Casey slipped his fingers underneath the hem of his trousers, wide eyes glued to the scene in front of him, sinking his digits down to his flaccid prick, throbbing with need. Sandra, trapped between the asscheeks, began to squirm, pressing back against the hand on the back of her head, trying to escape the musky prison. Casey felt his stomach turn at the sight, and his fingers circled around his cock, beginning to tug on the skin.

When she was finally let loose, his wife hurried to retract her face, gasping wildly, drawing fresh air down her lungs. Her face was flustered, decorated with a lock of matted hair that clutched to her forehead, hung down over her eye. There was a clear blush on her crimson cheeks, but her big-eyed gaze never left the black buttocks. She barely even blinked. “Thank you, Sir.”, she mustered, between breaths, following Deshawn with her eyes as he turned around, took a seat on the couch, sunk his arms under his thighs and hoisted his legs up in the air, presenting her with his softening prick, a fat, leathery nutsack and his asshole, a black, wrinkly pucker, even darker than his skin. Tossing a half-glance over her shoulder, towards the window, Ebony smirked, pointing her crop at her boyfriends’ butthole. “I wanna see you lick it.”, she said, and his wife hurried to obey, sinking her face into the right buttcheek to allow Ebony - and Casey - a good view of where her tongue was.

No longer did Casey care if he was caught. As his wife split her plump lips, he tugged and tugged upon his prick, so inferior to the fat cock that lay before his wife’s face. As her tongue came out, he jerked himself off faster, wanking his nub of a dick with two fingers to and fro in a rapid, rhythmic motion. It felt like his cock was on fire when his wife steered her tongue between the pair of spread buttcheeks, and as she hesitated, the anticipation of what came next drove Casey wild outside the window. And then, Sandra pressed the tip of her tongue against the puffy butthole. “You dirty white bitch.”, Deshawn groaned, collapsing the back of his head upon the backrest in pleasure. To the music of Ebony’s mean giggle, his wife gave the dark pooper a quick lick, pulled a face, ushered a shaky sigh and began to lap at the brown eye, gently. “Such a good girl.”, Ebony murmured, lowering the tip of her riding crop down upon the pale backside, grazing her skin with the leather. He how his wife tensed, how she began to lick faster, how she pressed the flat of her tongue across the winking pucker. Deshawn closed his eyes, wrapping firm fingers around his lengthy shaft, beginning to tug his skin up and down, the giant member twitching in his grasp. It grew quickly, rose like a powerful pole, hovering over his wife, a symbol of untamed power. Deftly, the pregnant woman toyed with his anus, circling the tip of her tongue around the rim of his asshole. It swiftly became clear that it was not her first time, but never had his innocent, meek wife gone down on him in such a nasty manner. Casey would never even have dreamt of it.

Swishing through the air, the crop flew through the air, whacking Sandra across her buttocks so hard her entire meager frame jerked, and she gasped. “Keep licking. Don’t stop. Kiss his asshole and show us what you think of your moron of a husband.”, Ebony said, bringing the tip of her crop underneath the swollen belly, stroking her, soothingly. A pained grimace crept up on his wife’s face, but she gladly obeyed, plumping her lips, pressing them straight upon the brown eye while she moaned, softly. “That’s a good girl.”, her Mistress continued, leaning back on the sofa, propping her feet up on the small of her back like a makeshift footrest. Lips on a butthole, Sandra tried her best to smile, then kept licking, picking up the pace, pleasing the twitching anus with her tongue. Hungrily, she tasted him, lapped musk off his backside like an eager whore underneath the fat, pounding shaft. Strong fingers worked the black cock at a steady pace, wanking himself off, just like Casey, who felt himself near the edge.

“Tell your loser husband why your lips taste so strange when you kiss him goodnight.”, his boss grunted, and Sandra’s cheeks flushed with a scarlet colour, pushing the tip of her pleaser against the middle of the puffy circle, wriggling her licker inside his pooper. A shaky sigh escaped Deshawn’s lips, and the hand that worked his monstrous beast began jerking even harder. Fiercely, the blonde woman battled with the tight ass, squishing her tongue inside, beginning to thrust by bobbing her head back and forth, fucking the black butthole with the very tip of her tongue. Big eyes lovingly gazed up at the fat dick over her face, the skin that slid up and down, the bulbous, mushroom-shaped head. It was as if his wife was mesmerized where she sat, humping the clenching pooper with her tongue, a look of sheer and pure passion on her flustered face. Ebony, covering her lips with an elegant hand, ogled the scene with amusement and kept her feet on the blonde whore. Sandra seemed oblivious as she withdrew her tongue, sank between the buttocks, nuzzled her nose on the brown eye.

“Don’t fucking stop!”, Deshawn growled, sending a firm hand down for her face. It crashed into her cheek, sent her flying to the side, threw her hair up momentarily. Before Sandra had a chance to react, his hand found the back of her head and pressed her forward. Fingers took a firm grip around the brown locks, and when he had her by the hair, the rapper began yanking her up between his spread buttcheeks, squishing her face into his ass. Wide-eyed, Sandra tried to keep up, tried to eat his bum, but the firm hand simply smashed her against the wrinkly pucker, forced her to smooch his pooper with half her face. It was too much for Casey, the sight of his boss smacking his sweet wife in the face, pounding her beautiful face between his buttcheeks, filled him to the brim with unspeakable jealousy and drove him over the edge. Cum spurted from his swollen prick, flying out onto the white-painted wall. It stuck to the wood as he quivered, dribbling down the planks. Desperately, he fought to stifle his gasps, his moans, painting the wall with his meager sperm. His hand never stopped jerking his inferior nub, drawing out his orgasm to the sight of his wife hungrily eating ass.

Leaning back on the couch, Ebony was circling her hand over her fabric-clad crotch, biting her bottom-lip, teasing the pale backside with the crop. Her boyfriend had released the buttsmooching slut, left her to lick and lap at his asshole while he worked his own shaft with both hands, panting heavily. When he came, the torrents of cum exploding from his bulbous tip left Casey to feel nothing but sheer and utter shame. His cum flew high up in the air, then splattered out on his wife, on the couch, on the floor when it came down. Flicking her tongue up and down the spasming butthole, Sandra worshipped his ass like never before, eagerly pleasuring him through his powerful orgasm. Softly, she moaned, as a fat jet of cum landed between her shoulders, trailing down to the small of her back. Snatching a handful of hair, the rapper held her tightly, jerking the last drops of nutbutter out of his massive cock, then brought the tip down to the face of his wife, wiping his dick on her forehead. “Now get the fuck away from me.”, Deshawn sneered when he finished, shoving Sandra out of the way.

While she fell to the floor, the rapper stood up, threw his slut a final glance, then left the room without a word. Slowly, Ebony stood up, marching over to tower over his wife, who lay on the floor. A nasty smile spread upon her plump lips as she eyed the white woman beneath her, a panting, flustered mess who blushed when their eyes met. Silently, the dark woman leaned forward and parted her lips, dropping a thick glob of spit. Casey saw how it splattered out upon the pregnant belly, then saw how Ebony looked his way, flashing him her middle-finger while Sandra wriggled in pleasure on the floor. He could not look away, and the tall woman was the one who broke their stare, stepping over his wife, heading after her boyfriend who never seemed to come back. In his cum-stained briefs, he sank down on his knees, hiding himself underneath the window. It did not take long before he heard the front door come up and then slam shut, the engine of the shiny, black coupe firing up, loudly. Casey could not move a muscle, and simply sat there, blankly staring at the green grass below his feet.


Epilogue

◆◆◆

When Casey finally put the two bags, stuffed to the brim with groceries, down upon the porch before his front door, his arms were so full of acid he wanted to scream. On the walk home from work, he would’ve given anything for a car. “I’m home!”, he called out as he opened the door. A part of him wished his wife would come running, so eager to carry the groceries inside she could barely wait. No wife came, nor did she respond. Ushering a long-drawn sigh, Casey hoisted up the plastic bags and tugged them inside. “Sandra?”, he called out for her, kicking off his shoes. When she didn’t respond, a touch of unease crept up his spine. So close she was to having their baby, he could barely stay away from her, and the thought of not knowing where she was terrified him. Slowly, he stepped deeper into the hallway.

“Sweetie?”, he tried to no avail. Frowning faintly, he put the groceries down on the floor and made haste for the kitchen. On his way to work, he left his phone on the kitchen-table, and now he was rushing for the kitchen so he could call her, find out where she was, make sure everything was okay. When he rounded the corner, he abruptly came to a stop. Sandra stood by the table, a trail of dry mascara staining her cheeks. She quivered as she raised her glazed eyes, glaring at him across the kitchen. Squinting at her, Casey began to approach, warily, letting his gaze trail over her. That is when he saw his phone in her palm, squished between her fingers to the point where her knuckles went pale. “Sandra?”, he asked, gently.

“You’re an asshole.”, she sneered at him, and raised the phone, beginning to type on the screen. Parting his lips, Casey could only stare at her in bewilderment, the way she angrily pressed her finger against the device, sobbing while she swiped. “Sandra. I-.. I don’t know what I have done.”, he said, carefully, but quickly shut up when she stared daggers his way. “You don’t know what you’ve done? Hm? Really?”, she wheezed, and flipped the phone around to show him the screen. A fat, black cock took up the whole screen, littered with dark pubes and thick veins. Underneath, there was a hint of a dark, leathery sack. Widening his eyes, Casey began to shake his head, back and forth, but his wife only screamed.

“You’re cheating on me!”
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