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 Author’s Note

This is not a story of the Black New World
order.

This is not a story of our Blacked Future.

 


This is a story of our Blacked
Now.

 


Although I’ve changed the name, KarnalClub really does exist.
The reviews that Jay reads come directly from their site. The
details of the club, right from the sketchy exterior to the sticky
booths, from the interracial crowds to the black music, is exactly
as I’ve experienced it on the few occasions that I visited with my
ex-wife.

 


The private lounge in the back? There really is a private room
at the real club, but I’ve never been invited, so I can’t say for
sure what really goes on inside. It could be a poker room, a drug
den, a prostitution ring, or any number of things.

 


However, white hubbies and boyfriends do seem rare, as if
they’re hidden from view or tucked away somewhere in the back.
There’s nothing to say they’re not being used to service their
black superiors, and we’re certainly not needed by the dancing
snowbunnies, so maybe Debbie and Jay’s story isn’t as fanciful as
it first seems…

 





 KarnalClub Couple

“What’s the name of this place again?” I
was scrolling around the map app on my phone, looking for a sign or
a landmark. Something to help us find the place. Normally, we’d
just drive around looking for a crowd, but downtown on a Saturday
night was an impassable mob of drunken revelers and college kids.
There were two bars, three nightclubs, a concert hall, and half a
dozen late-night restaurants all crammed within two city blocks.
We’d been to other clubs in the area before, and the girls seemed
to collect the multicolored cover-charge bracelets like they were
trying to beat the high score on club hopping.

“For the third time, it’s Karnal Club.” I
could hear the frustration in my wife’s voice, but she still had a
smile of excitement on her face. Her new friends had been telling
her about the ‘hottest and darkest’ nightclub in town for weeks,
but this was to be our first visit.

“Found it.” KarnalClub. “Misspelled with a
K. All one word.” That’s what was giving me such trouble. I clicked
to expand the description. “Home of Hip Hop, Soca, Reggae, and Afro
Beats.” I knew it was all music – black music – but couldn’t have
told you what any of it sounded like. The only exterior photo of
the place looked pretty sketchy. Crumbling concrete, a faded sign,
a torn awning, and a trash-strewn sidewalk. Not the most inviting
of places.

Curious, I read through the reviews while keeping an eye out for
the club itself.

 


“Great spot especially on
Saturday night.”

 


“Great Vibe. Love the
bartenders. Love the regulars even more.”

 


“Best place EVER to meet new
people and dance to Jamaican music.”

 


“The music is super lit. This
place is totally a hidden gem.”

 


“Not clean. Super sticky tables.
Everybody has really bad attitudes. Not welcoming or
fun.”

 


My wife laughed. “I don’t even need to see the profile photos and I
can tell you who wrote those reviews. Snowbunny mom, snowbunny mom,
white girl, college white girl, and angry white boy.” She reached
over to put her hand on my thigh and squeezed. “Sounds fucking
perfect, babe.”

She nailed every single one. I would have read more – I tended
to obsess over things like reviews, always wanting to make sure she
wasn’t disappointed – but we turned onto the main street and found
ourselves blocked by a crowd of people. I looked around for
alternatives. “There’s a green ‘P’ sign down that alley there,” I
told her, pointing to my side of the street. “Let’s just park there
and walk the rest of the way.”

“Sure. You’re not the one in a miniskirt
and heels.” She winked. “At least not tonight.”

Before I could ask what that mean, Debbie sped down the
alleyway at a speed that made me cringe, then turned hard right
into the first space she saw. She had the car in park and the
engine off before I could peel my fingers from the
dashboard.

“Jay. I just want to be clear. You’re okay
with this, right?” She turned to face me. It was hard to pull my
eyes from the overflowing cleavage of her too-tight top, but I
could see genuine concern on her face. “This is your one and only
chance to back out. Once we’re inside, it’s anything
goes.”

“Yeah.” I forced a smile onto my face.
“Yes, of course. I’m good.”

“Good with what?”

“You know, all of it.”

My beautiful wife – who’d never dressed like this for me –
shook her head, her gaudy hoop earrings jangling in the quiet of
the car. “No, I want to hear you say it.”

I took a deep breath. “I’m good with you leaving me to watch
your purse while you dance with black strangers.”

Her eyes twinkled with mischievous delight. “And?”

“And I’m good with watching you make out
with black guys. I’m good with them having their hands all over
you.”

Debbie leaned in and licked my chin. Her hand strayed to my
crotch, where she squeezed the tiny pink chastity cage into which
she’d crammed my dick before she got dressed. “And?”

Fuck, this was the hard part. We’d had a cuckold/hotwife
lifestyle for almost a year now. I’d listened to her fuck dozens of
men in our bed, and watched many of them sprawl in my favorite easy
chair while she sucked them off. They were all people we knew,
though, or at least people we’d met online and had a chance to chat
with before her mouth was full of more than words.

Tonight was going to be all
strangers.

And all black strangers at that.

 I
didn’t have a problem with
black men – it was their big black cocks that had me worried. What
if the urban legends were true? What if they really were bigger,
thicker, longer, and more virile than white boys? I’d seen her gag
on some pretty big white cocks, but this felt like a turning point.
If she liked it, I knew there’d be no turning back.

 ‘Once you
go black,’ and all that.

I wasn’t sure what that might mean for me. For us.

As nervous as I was,
there was a part of me
that was excited too.

“And I’m good with you sucking big black
cock,” I told her, feeling the heat of my cheeks blushing. “And
letting them breed your cunt with their hot black cum.”

She squealed with delight. I’d heard the words from her so
many times this week, I knew just what she’d wanted to hear. “I
love you so much for doing this for me, babe. I know it’s not your
scene or your music, and I know you’re going to be super
uncomfortable, but I love that you’re being super uncomfortable for
me.”

“You know I’d do anything for
you.”

“Good.” She spun away and all but leaped
out of the car. I could see her thong panties where her miniskirt
rode up. “I can’t promise you any fluffer action tonight, but I
promise you all the black creampie you can eat when we get
home.”

Damn. Why did that humiliation arouse me so much? It was a good
thing I was caged, or else it would have been an awkward walk down
that alley.






 No Whitebois

 


As I sat in the worn leather booth watching my wife shake her
stuff on the dance floor, I wondered again what the hell I was
doing here. I hated nightclubs, I hated crowds, and this bass-heavy
thumping crap they called music was giving me a headache. The cheap
beer they served didn’t exactly help. I’d say it tasted like piss,
but I was pretty sure piss had to taste better.

The club was absolutely hopping, but I felt like the only
white boy there. The dance floor was packed with black men and
black women moving with a rhythm that made me jealous. Sandwiched
between them were white girls of every age, from barely legal to
card-carrying MILFs, all of them grinding and rubbing against
whatever black flesh was available. I’d already watched my wife
drop to the floor and kiss two massive black bulges through tight
pants, and a big beautiful black woman had kissed her so hard and
for so long that even I’d been left breathless.

Debbie had picked me a corner booth, one where she thought
I’d have the best view of the dance floor. It was one of five
similar booths along the wall, each tall enough to provide privacy
from the neighbors. That angry white boy’s review was right – it
was super sticky in places, and something told me that wasn’t just
spilled drinks.

The DJ booth sat against the opposite wall, while the
oval-shaped bar stood near the back. It had padded stools curving
outwards from the rear to wrap around the edges, leaving standing
room at the front, where it faced the dance floor. There were
plenty of black men there chatting, and crowds of white girls
buying drinks, but not a single white husband or boyfriend to be
seen.

Okay, so I did catch two white boys on the sea of the dance
floor, but they looked to be a gay couple, grinding the biggest,
hairiest, oldest black guys between them. So, yeah, white boys, but
not the kind I could sit and bond with over our shared cuckold
status.

Holy fuck.

I stared, disbelieving, as a young black guy lifted my wife in
the air and flipped her upside down. Debbie was well-rounded, with
curves that drove men wild, and those curves had more than a bit of
weight to them. The fact that he was able to pick her up was
surprising, but the ease with which he manhandled her was
mind-blowing. I saw him bury his face in her panties, even as he
humped against her giggling, squealing, gasping mouth
below.

He was just flipping her back over when a tall, well-dressed
black man in a three-piece suit stepped between me and the dance
floor. With a nod of greeting, he slid into the booth next to me. I
immediately moved to shift over, not liking when people sat so
close, but I bumped into someone else. When I looked up – way up –
I saw an even bigger black guy dressed in a tight t-shirt that
showed off every single one of his muscles.

Now, this was awkward.

The first man spoke. “I’m sorry to see you’re not enjoying
yourself.” I was surprised by how clearly I could hear him. The
tall booths apparently did more than just provide privacy. “That’s
a shame, especially since you’re wasting valuable real estate.” He
spread his arms and waved to the previously empty seats on either
side of me. “There’s room here for several couples to get more
intimately acquainted. You can see why your presence here is a
problem.”

Was this why there were no white boys in the club? Did they lure
our wives here and then kick us out? They couldn’t really do that,
could they?

“I’m afraid I'll have to insist that you
give up your seat to some real men. Men who can make better use of
it.”

Real men? Was he
insulting me now? Okay,
so I was a cuckold in chastity, and the only pussy I’d be getting
tonight would be the creampie full of another man’s cum – a black
man’s cum – that Debbie had promised later, but this guy didn’t
know that. Where the hell did he get off even suggesting such a
thing?

“Hey, look, I’m a paying customer, just
watching my wife’s purse while she dances.” I knew how pathetic
that sounded as soon as the words were out of my mouth.

He smiled. “We can take care of both those things for
you.”

Before I could protest, the black bouncer grabbed my wife’s
purse and promised he’d see it safely stowed behind the bar. While
he was doing that, the other man slipped a twenty into my shirt
pocket.

“Drinks are on the house.” He shrugged, as
if it were out of his control. “You’re no longer a paying customer,
and your wife no longer needs your services. Problem
solved.”

Services? Was that just about the purse, or was there a
deeper accusation there? This was going beyond uncomfortable. I was
starting to feel threatened. Cuckold fantasies be damned, I wasn’t
liking this.

“If you’ll follow me, I’ll show you to the
private lounge in the back. Manager’s invite only. A place where
you can make better use of your time with the other white
plus-ones.”

Okay, so that sounded better than being thrown out, but I was
suspicious. Why hadn't I heard of it? Why hadn't anybody mentioned
it on our way in? And why hadn’t I seen any other husbands or
boyfriends visiting? For that matter, why hadn’t I seen any of them
coming back out?

The manager and his bouncer were maneuvering me out of the
booth. Two black guys were waiting with their snowbunny
girlfriends, so I had no choice but to allow myself to be politely
ejected from my seat.

As we skirted the edge of the dance floor, I saw the manager
casually grope every white ass that came within reach. He stopped
to kiss one girl and snatched up another, twisted her nipples hard
before tossing her back into the crowd. Our path led us to the back
corner, behind the bar, where a solid steel door read STAFF ONLY.
He unlocked it with a key dangling from his wrist and led into . .
. well, a pretty decent place, actually.

The lounge was nice. It was well-lit, comfy, with lots of room,
but weirdly organized. It had two-tiered padded seats that sat
awfully close together. Too close to use one for a footrest, but
not so close that you could sit comfortably between
them.

There was only one other white boy in the lounge, seated on
the top bench directly across the floor. I moved to take a seat
next to him, but the manager stopped me with a hand on my chest.
“No, no, no,” he said, shaking his head. “You be better positioned
here, on this side of the room, for now.”

Seriously? Did it really matter where I sat?

The manager stood before
me, grinning. He raised his
hand over his head. “What are the rules?” he called out
loudly.

I heard the white boy behind him speak up, but I heard several
other voices as well.

 “Be
quiet,” they all said as one. “Behave. Do as you're told. And say
thank you.”

I had to laugh. This was just way too surreal. “Say thank you
for what?” I asked, but the manager quickly slapped my cheek – not
too hard, but hard enough to sting.

“Sounds like someone has already forgotten
the first rule.” He said it with a smile, but I didn’t hear any
amusement in his voice.

With that, he turned and left, back out the door we’d entered
through. Maybe it was just my imagination, but the click of its
heavy-duty lock sounded ominous. Like the bars of a prison cell
clanging shut. No hope. No escape. Now that we were alone, I
intended to get some answers. While I was at it, maybe I could
figure out where the other voices had come from.

As soon as I started to stand,
though, the white boy
across from me looked completely panicked. He shook his head and
pointed to my seat. When I didn’t get the hint, he waved his hands
downward, as if my sitting back down was the most important thing
in the world.

I froze in place, not yet willing to sit, but also not
wanting to make a scene. I leaned forward to whisper a question,
but his eyes flew wide as he looked even more panicked. He put a
finger to his lips with one hand and pointed to my seat with the
other.

He was very animated with his movements, very deliberate in
putting me back in my place.

Fine. If he wouldn’t speak, I could at least try to see what
was going on. Half-standing, I craned my head to look beyond the
super uncooperative white boy. Behind him, I could see a second
section of the lounge, a sunken white tiled area that looked to be
two, maybe three steps down. It was hard to see into it, but I
could just make out three other white boys who seemed to be sitting
even lower, with their backs against the wall.

Surely nobody would notice if I
stood fully, just to stretch my
back. I feigned a yawn and reached my arms up over my head. My view
was still partially blocked, but I could see enough of the three
guys to notice that their faces and shirts were wet. My head turned
as I exaggerated my stretch, and that’s when I spotted two other
guys who were laying down opposite the wet trio, legs tightly
closed and arms at their sides. They looked wet and messy too, but
I couldn’t really see much more without leaving my spot.

This was all very weird.

I didn’t know what was going on here, but I was beginning to
get really uncomfortable.

 





 Hotwife
Dancing

 


Debbie had never felt so alive in her life!

The dance floor was a sea of bodies, shifting and swaying
and undulating with a frenzied passion that wasn’t just sexual, it
was primal. Every white girl out there was lost in her own personal
mating dance, stoking the lust of virile black men, advertising her
sexual availability.

This went so far beyond flirting or seducing a stranger. This
was like a whole other world, a place where she was free to let go
of every fear, worry, and inhibition that had ever held her back.
Here, amid the press of bodies, the outside world didn’t exist.
That meant neither did its prudish rules and ridiculous prejudices.
She’d been groped by so many black hands that she had bruises on
her pale white skin. The number of mini orgasms she’d had from
grinding against big black bulges was somewhere in the double
digits. Getting manhandled, pushed to the floor, twisted around, or
bent in half, had become so commonplace, it was just another dance
move.

Black cock. Black ass. Black pussy. Black tits. She’d had
her face shoved in all of them. The smell of black power, black
sexuality, completely permeated her being. No white boy, no matter
how masculine or well-endowed, had ever made her feel such absolute
surrender. She felt overwhelmed, but in a very, very, very good
way. This was everything she’d dreamed of, and nobody had even
ripped her clothes off yet!

Initially, she’d worried about Jay. For all of five minutes.
She’d felt bad for him sitting
out there, bored, uncomfortable, and all alone. The guilt she’d
felt over what she knew lay in store for him in the back had been
even stronger, so much so that she’d actually considered calling
the whole thing off, sacrificing the greatest night of her life
just so he wouldn’t get his feelings hurt.

And then she’d been sandwiched between those two young black
couples, fully clothed black cocks and breasts violating her in a
way that made even her soul feel penetrated, and those worries for
Jay had all just faded away.

Fuck his feelings. Fuck his pride. And fuck his
insecurities.

He’d have never come voluntarily if he’d known half of what
was possible in that VIP lounge. Once the night was over, though,
she had a feeling he’d be begging to come back.

She was counting on it.

As the heartbeat of the dance floor shifted from the
aggressiveness of Hip Hop to the calmer sensuality of Reggae,
Debbie spared a glance for her hubby, her cuckold, her white boy,
and was thrilled to see him missing from their booth.

He’d been chosen.

He’d been taken.

He’d been put to use.

When the big black Daddy grabbed her by the waist, she threw her
arms around his neck and danced just for him.

 





 Whiteboi
Service

 


This was stupid. Why was I letting this scaredy-cat white
boy make me feel like a prisoner in a fucking nightclub? Nothing
was stopping me from standing up right now, marching over to that
door, and pounding on it until somebody let me out. For that
matter, nothing was stopping me from taking those two steps down
into the other area, seeing what was going on, and maybe looking
for a back door out of the place.

So why did I sit back down like an obedient white boy? Because
I loved my wife. This was her night. This was her fantasy. This was
the experience to which her life had been building. I was super
uncomfortable back here. And, yeah, I was worried about what was
going on, but not so much that I’d risk ruining her night. If we
got thrown out because of me, she might never get another
chance.

Besides, what’s the worst that could happen?

As if they’d heard my thoughts, two young black guys entered
through a door I hadn’t even seen at the back of the tiled area.
They walked up to the white boys sitting against the wall, but
between the bad angle and the fact that they had their backs to me,
I couldn’t really see what they were doing. The way they were
standing with their legs spread, though, combined with the faint
sound of splashing, reminded me of a bathroom urinal.

As the splashing stopped, I saw the white boys thrust
forward. The sound of gagging was unmistakable.

“Thank you.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

What the fuck? Did that just happen? Did those white boys
just get used as human urinals?

As the two black men left, they held the door for another
black man and the BBW snowbunny hanging on his arm. She looked
sweaty, not to mention a little tipsy, but there was no mistaking
the horniness that lit up her face. It was the kind of erotic glow
I’d seen on Debbie’s face when a strange man was about to fuck her
silly.

The two of them approached one of the white boys laying down
on the opposite side of the room. I couldn’t see him, but I could
see the snowbunny throw a thick thigh over his head, and her phat
white ass was more than big enough to be visible as she thrust it
in the air and shook it for her black date. It was a pose I’d seen
on my wife on more than one occasion, a sexual invitation that no
man could resist.

At least no real man.

One who wasn’t locked in a chastity cage.

Relegated to cleaning up after such men.

Such real men.

Her black partner wasted no time. He unzipped his pants and
stepped up to that inviting ass. There was no stroking or
squeezing, no fingers slipping inside her to check her arousal. He
just lined up with her pussy and thrust.

“Aiiieee!”

Holy fuck. He had to be at
least nine, maybe ten inches
long. I couldn’t see his big black cock, but I could see how far
his hips moved in and out as he fucked her. His range of movement
was incredible. I was in awe of the sexual power I saw before me.
It was no wonder white women were so eager to bend over for black
men. How could anybody be expected to settle for the kind of lame
fuck white boys like me could offer when real men like him were
available?

I hated this. I hated feeling so inferior, and I hated that
I couldn’t properly see how superior he was. I hated that I’d never
be able to fuck a woman like that, and I hated that he was able to
do it so effortlessly. How was this fair? Why did they get to win
the genetic lottery?

Even if I couldn’t properly see, I could hear the sounds of
sex filling the room. The wet sounds of a sloppy pussy. The crash
of black flesh slapping against white skin, hard enough to leave
bruises. The satisfied grunts from the black man and the nonsense
squeals of ecstasy from the snowbunny. I wanted to get up and take
a closer look. I wanted to watch her get fucked, to see that
massive black shaft pistoning in and out of her.

And then I remembered the white boy laying beneath
them.

That lucky bastard!

Debbie had threatened/promised to put me in a similar
situation with several of her dates, but none of them had been
interested.

From what I was seeing, black men had no such
insecurities.

“More! Deeper! Harder! Faster!” The
snowbunny had found her voice. “Breed my tight white cunt with your
big black cock. Please! I need to feel you cum inside me. I want to
have your superior black . . . black . . . black . . .
babies!”

The scream she let out as he came inside her was enough to
even make even the white boy across from me jerk his head around.
It seemed I wasn’t the only one turned on by what was happening
between the carnal couple.

I watched as the black guy pulled out, and then saw his hips dip
as he barked, “Make yourself useful and clean it, white
boy.”

Once again, I was denied a clear look at what was happening, but
I could hear it.

“Glork. Slurp. Gack.” That white boy
sounded like he was taking that big black cock as deep into his
mouth as the snowbunny had her cunt. From the sounds, it had to be
halfway down his throat.

As soon as the black King stepped back, I heard the snowbunny
squeal, “My turn!” and I saw her head and shoulders appear as she
sat up. The white boy’s muffled gasp would have been easy to miss
if it wasn’t a sound I’d only dreamed of making.

From the way she was undulating above him, she was clearly
enjoying herself. I saw her stand up and then plop back down. The
tortured gasp of delight from beneath her left me jealous. Up and
down, wiggle around, up and down, thrust back and forth. She was
riding his face to orgasm as she flooded him with secondhand black
cum.

“Eat me, you useless fucking bitch! Suck
all that hot black cum from my cunt!” She was bouncing on him now,
and I could only imagine how those massive globs of black sperm had
to be bursting into his mouth. “Clean me, faggot! Yeah, just . . .
like . . . that!”

I couldn’t see him, but I could hear his hands slapping
desperately against her thighs. He had to be drowning in black cum,
smothering beneath her fat white ass. I wasn’t sure if I felt
sorry for him or
jealous of him.

When she finally slid off him, the black guy tugged her dress
down and pulled her back out onto the dance floor. A choked,
gargled, “Thank you,” followed them out the door, but I doubt they
heard it.

The guy across from me finally turned his head back to face
me, and I saw a look of hunger on his face that I was sure matched
my own. Mine was quickly replaced by an empty look of dread,
though, as I realized I still hadn’t seen any sign of what our role
was to be in this madness. Were we just waiting for our turn down
below? Were we only here to be scared, part of a cautionary
experience? Would we be taking the place of the human urinals? The
cleanup cuckolds? Or was there something even more perverted
waiting for us?

This was stupid. They couldn’t keep us here. I was just
going to get up and leave. Maybe if I could sneak out that back
door the black men had been using, I could find a way to escape to
the car and wait for my wife’s return, and all without ruining her
night.

Before I had time to actually consider that decision, the
door opened again and six black guys came marching into the room,
laughing and talking so fast I could barely make out what they were
saying. The three youngest men, two of them with their hair in
black cornrows, stood at the human urinals, while a fourth, with
his hair in a black flattop, stood in line behind them.

And then, to my horror, the two older black men headed
straight for us, growing from big to massive as they ascend those
tiled steps. The one on the left, with salt-and-pepper hair and a
long-ass beard, approached my neighbor. The other, a bald man with
flesh so dark he made the other black men look pale by comparison,
stepped slowly and deliberately toward me.

Without a word, he unzipped his pants and pulled out a monster
that put the capital letters in Big Black Cock. It was twelve
inches of ebony erection, so thick around that I had trouble
processing it as belonging on a human being. It looked like he’d
had a horse’s cock grafted onto his body!

I just stared at it, unable to comprehend what lay bobbing and
swaying before me . . . and perhaps unwilling to accept what was
expected of me.

“Open up, faggot. Ain’t got all
night.”

He slapped me with his cock. It hit harder than the
manager's hand had earlier.

 My mouth dropped
open in surprise at the slap and suddenly there was a cock in my
mouth. A big black cock. It was hardly my first cock – I’d fluffed
and cleaned for many of my wife’s lovers – but it was my first
black cock. It was also the first cock I’d ever faced on my own,
the first I’d been expected to service not as part of
her
pleasure, but solely as part
of his.

There was nothing of my
cuckold duties to
this.

This was interracial faggotry, pure and simple.

When I didn’t immediately start sucking, he shoved more in,
the bulbous head jamming hard into the back of my throat. I was
gagging. Tears – of pain or shame, I didn’t know – were running
down my face.

“You can suck it like you mean it, faggot,
show me some fucking respect, or I’ll fuck your useless white
throat until you can't breathe.” He said it so quietly, so
casually, it was as if we were doing nothing more than discussing
the weather. Somehow, that made it worse. Made the message hit home
even harder.

It's not like I had much choice.

I pretended Debbie was there watching and began giving the first
solo blowjob of my life. It was awkward and weird and uncomfortable
at first, but I’m ashamed to say it didn’t take long for me to
succumb to the power of his big black cock. With it filling my
mouth, stretching my lips, and gagging my throat, there was no
denying his superiority. He was a black Master, a black King, and I
was nothing more than a white mouth for his pleasure.

At first, I was only sucking and licking, drooling all over
myself in a desperate attempt to prevent something rougher, but
soon I became lost in the experience. He was all I could taste, all
I could smell, and all I could feel. He and his big black cock were
my entire world. I’d never done more than a quick and sloppy job
for my wife’s lovers. This was my first time getting to know a
cock, and I found myself fascinated.

I could feel the different textures of his head and shaft as
I bobbed my head up and down his length. I tasted the nutty flavor
of the precum that flowed from his head and the heady mixture of
piss and sweat that clung to his pubes and his balls. I couldn’t
take more than half of him inside my mouth, so I was alternating
sucking with licking, kissing with stroking, doing my best to
worship the entirety of that black monster.

In all my life, with all the kinks of
being a cuckold, I’d
never felt so submissive, so inferior. When confronted with the raw
sexual power of a real man – a black man – how could I not submit
to providing him pleasure in whatever way he desired? The moment I
took his black balls into my mouth and realized that each of them
was bigger than my entire package, something broke inside
me.

This wasn’t gay. This wasn’t the interracial faggotry I’d
feared. It was just a white boy being useful to a black
man.

I felt his balls tighten up against
my lips, so I quickly
raced back to the head of his cock. His precum was flowing like
syrup. I licked it up, finding myself already addicted to the
taste. He didn’t say a word, didn't give me any warning, just
started flooding my mouth with hot black cum. It came so hard and
so fast, there was no way to keep up. I was slurping and swallowing
for all I was worth, but black cum was flowing fast down my chin.
I’d never tasted fresh cum before, never had a man explode inside
my mouth.

I was surprised to find that I liked it.

This black man had used me. This white boy had been of service. It
felt natural and right. It was as if I’d found a purpose I’d been
chasing my entire life.

“Clean it, white boy.”

Now, this . . . this I knew well – except it was my own saliva
that I was sucking off his cock, not my wife’s pussy juices, as I
slurped up the last of his cum.

I mumbled a quiet, “Thank you, sir,” as he zipped up and
walked out. When he stepped out from between us, I saw the other
black man cum all over my neighbor's face.

What the fuck?

How did this happen? How was this still happening? How had
none of these other white boys stopped it?

And, God help me, why didn’t I want it to stop?




 Hotwife
Celebrating

 


Debbie threw back another shot and howled along with the white
girls of her adopted tribe. Hotwives one and all, two were
newcomers to the club, one was an oft-blacked veteran, and the
other was a genuine black-owned slut – collar, spade tattoos,
pierced nipples, and all. They’d recognized one another from high
school, and one by one they’d gathered together, drawing more black
men as a group than they had on their own.

Cunt Janice – Debbie loved that slave name – had been regaling
them with her experiences in the whiteboi lounge. She’d also been
teasing them with the fact that her sissy husband had graduated to
something bigger and better, but she wasn’t permitted to speak of
it to any hotwife or snowbunny who hadn’t had their own partner
graduate.

“I don’t ever want to go back from this!”
Debbie squealed in delight as a yummy black Daddy in a striped
sweater wrapped her in a bear hug and dragged her away from her
friends. His brawny arms reached around and ripped her bra in two,
freeing her sweaty breasts to bounce freely. Moments later, a BBW
black Momma swept in to mash them between her hands as she bit down
– hard! – on each nipple.

“Not blacked yet?” the woman asked with a
disappointed sigh. “Come find me when you’re carrying a real man’s
baby and are ready to feed.”

Her head was spinning. This was so incredible, so much more than
even her fantasies had promised. She’d never wanted to be a mother,
but suddenly the idea of being knocked up with a black baby so a
black Momma could suckle at her tits and use her like hucow
breeding stock . . . well, it would have made her panties wet if
they weren’t already soaked.

Instead, it had her dripping onto the floor.

Out of the corner of her
eye, she saw Cunt Janice
talking to a black man in a well-tailored suit. When she smiled and
pointed Debbie’s way, she knew it was finally time.

The black man – she assumed he was the manager – waved her
over, even as her friend was pulled back into the crowd.

“Your useless husband is ready for the next
stage of his training,” he told her. “Cunt Janice watched his first
faggot experience and signed off on his sissification.”

“Thank you!” She knew the other woman would
never hear her across the dance floor, so Debbie blew her a kiss
instead.




 Whiteboi
Feeding

 


I heard the door open again, but didn’t bother looking up. Now
that the moment had passed, guilt was creeping in, as it so often
did after a cuckold session. My mind was overwhelmed with
conflicting thoughts. My body was overstimulated with confusing
emotions. I was proud and ashamed, exhilarated and depressed,
excited and anxious, all at the same time. Part of me wanted to
slink out of here like a sad, defeated dog with its tail between
its legs, but another part of me wanted to strut around like a
confident cat, ready to pounce on the next black cock it
saw.

The last thing I wanted to do at that
moment was meet anybody's eyes and have to face what I’d just
done.

Guilt sank even deeper into dread at the sound of heels
clicking across the tile floor. I heard them coming up the stairs
and hoped they’d stop at my neighbor, but they kept approaching
me.

And I feared I knew who it was.

The fingers of a soft hand – a woman’s hand – touched my
chin. I resisted its familiar touch, but it lifted my head anyway,
bringing me face-to-face with my wife.

Who, to my relief, was smiling.

“Oh, Jay, you look so good with black cock
all over your face.” She looked a little drunk, and a lot happy. “I
love your swollen cocksucker lips!”

She leaned in and kissed
me. It was a deep kiss,
full of the kind of heat and passion I hadn’t felt from her in a
long time. It was so very different from the chaste little kisses
she gave me after our post-cuckolding moments. I was taken aback,
immediately forgetting all the excuses and apologies that had been
building inside my head.

Maybe I’d proven myself. Maybe this was what it took to get us
back on the path to a normal marriage. It was fucked up and naïve,
I know, but that kiss had me feeling and thinking things I hadn’t
in the last year.

“The smell of a real man's cum on your
breath is such a turn-on.” She kissed me again. “I’m so proud of
you. I knew you’d be okay back here.” Another kiss. “Where you
belong.”

And there it was, the end to my fantasy.

I was taken aback. That first kiss had left me scrambling for
excuses and apologies. I’d been so worried that she’d be disgusted
or angry with me. The second scrambled those thoughts, suggesting
she not only approved, she was turned on. And then, just when I
thought there was hope ahead, she shut it down with nothing more
than three small words.

Where you
belong

It definitely should not have made me feel good, but . . .
well, this was all so weird.

Debbie knelt down and reached toward me. I jumped at the sight of
a black hand emerging from behind me to pass her the purse I’d been
relieved of guarding. She opened it and pulled out her makeup
clutch.

“Now, a little awkwardness can be excused
for a first-timer, but if you’re going to do a proper job and make
me look good before all these yummy black Kings and Queens, you
need to look the part.” My wife squeezed my lips and began applying
bright red lipstick. She’d done it before, but having her do it in
front of an audience was infinitely more humiliating. “You need to
be pretty for black men.”

Pretty.

For black men.

Fuck.

Whenever she’d done this before, it had always stopped at
lipstick, and usually just so she could see a red ring around a
white cock where I’d fluffed a lover for her. Tonight she
immediately followed up with eyeliner, eye shadow, and mascara, as
if eager to disguise any evidence of my fleeting masculinity. It
felt so weird going on, and the mascara felt so heavy on my eyes.
Without a mirror, I could pretend the rest hadn’t happened, but
there was a physical weight to the mascara that I couldn’t
escape.

“I am so looking forward to using you
later. You’re going to look so fucking hot with mascara running
like a fucking whore while I ride your face, but the night is long
and I need to earn my way to the queening clean-up
tables.”

“Thank you.” The words just slipped out.
Apparently, my training was setting in.

“Be pretty for me. Make all these yummy
black men happy. Above all else, do your super-duper bestest
because I intend to get fucked hard by as many black cocks as I
can, with or without you, but it'd be really special if you could
be the one to service my first time.”

For some reason, that image hit me harder than the black cock
slapping my face. This was real. This was happening. My beautiful
wife was openly and publicly cuckolding me with black strangers. I
was going to have to watch her get fucked by a black man, to clean
up after them, and all while other white boys watched
me.

I wasn’t sure at all how I felt about that.

Before the desperate, needy, clingy Jay of our first
cuckolding experiences could raise his pathetic head to beg for
some kind of reassurance, a commotion in the tiled area interrupted
us.

“No, no, no. Please, no.”

I stood alongside my wife and saw one of the cleanup white boys
being lifted to his feet by a grinning black jock who looked like
he could have snapped the boy in half without breaking a
sweat.

“I’m not ready. I can't do that again. It's
too much.” I could see him shaking in the black man’s arms. “Can't
I just clean up and suck cock all night? I’ll even do toilet duty
again, but please not this.”

The black man carried him up the stairs and dropped him on his
knees. “From what I hear, white boy, you enjoyed having your faggot
cherry popped.”

The sweaty, cum-soaked white boy dropped his head in shame.
“But I’m not a faggot. I’m not supposed to enjoy it. I don’t want
to do it again.” He looked up and we could all see the tears in his
eyes. “What if I like it even more the second time?”

I thought for sure he was going to get backhanded across the
face, so I was shocked when the black man knelt and kissed him.
Holy fuck, he kissed him! Actually kissed him, on the lips, like
the white boy was just another white girl to be claimed on the
dance floor.

It was shocking, but it was also kind of hot. It made me feel all
weird inside.

Well, even weirder. I already felt plenty weird.

“You ain’t a man,” he told the white boy,
“so how can you be a faggot? You’re a white boy. Compared to a real
man, a black man, you may as well be a white girl.” He positioned
the white boy over the bottom bench to my left, head down, and ass
in the air. “You’re gonna get fucked. You ain’t nothing but a white
hole for black cock. It’s gonna happen, and it’s gonna be a whole
lot easier if you’re enjoying it.”

I saw a visible shudder ripple through the white boy’s
body as he settled. “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“See, that wasn’t so hard.” The black man
pulled a bottle from beneath the bench and poured it down the white
boy’s ass crack. “As a good white boy, you even get
lube.”

Debbie pegged me regularly. She loved making my caged cock leak
while having her dildo slammed into my ass. I’d never been fucked,
though, and I had to wonder how I’d manage my first time. I
watched, utterly fascinated, as that big black cock began sinking
into that tight white ass. It was the kind of thing you had to see
to believe, and even then I had trouble accepting it. I was sure
there was no way that black monster would fit, no way the white
boy’s tight little ass could take even half of it, but the black
man just kept pushing, inch after inch after inch, until he was
balls deep.

What had started as strangled cries and screams from the white
boy had slowly shifted into gasps, then moans, and finally sighs of
what could only be pleasure.

I whimpered alongside him, my hand slipping down to my
cage.

“A little bit of makeup and you’re already
like a bitch in heat, anxious to get fucked.”

My wife’s voice snapped me out of it. I’d forgotten she was
there.

She led me across the room to where my neighbor had been
sitting, and I saw that all the white boys were shifting places.
One of the toilet boys had taken the place of the boy currently
getting fucked, and my neighbor was making his way across the tiled
floor, head held low, to take his position as a human
urinal.

“This is the bukkake bench,” my wife told
me with a giggle. “If you’re super good, maybe a whole gang of
black Kings will paint your pretty face, cover you in their hot
black cum.” Debbie leaned down and kissed me, but I saw a black man
already reaching out to push her aside. “Take as much as you can!”
she called as another black man led her down the stairs and back to
the door. “I hear being a urinal is easier when you can taste the
black cum being washed into your mouth!”

I looked back from her disappearing ass to find three black
men standing before me.

They were all tall and lanky,
dressed in sneakers, loose
shorts, and sleeveless jerseys. They looked like basketball
players. In fact, not that I watched it much, but I could have
sworn that at least one of them was a pro, down from Toronto to go
clubbing with the local snowbunnies. I knew there were white boys
sitting at home who’d bust a nut just to get to shake one of their
big black hands, and here I was about to take their cum all over my
face.

The three of them stood about an inch away from me, and the one
time I tried to lean in to suck one of them, I got slapped back
into my place. They stood there chatting as they stroked, talking
about what phat white ass they’d be tapping that night, and how
they loved this place because it gave them white faggots to take
the edge off so they could black their bitches good and long. It
was even more humiliating to be ignored and dismissed like that,
but then I realized I wasn’t a participant, I was a
recipient.

In many ways, this was no
different from taking the gold
as a human urinal.

The black man in the middle came first, without warning,
sending a jet of hot sperm right into my eye. Two more spurts
quickly followed, one crossing the bridge of my nose before the
next splashed hot against my lips. The big black cock on the right
was next, but he waved his tool around as he came, painting my face
in lines of glistening white. The black man on the left waited
until his friends were done, then stepped up close and shot right
between my eyes before pointing up and down to paint my forehead
and my cheeks.

It all happened so fast, I was only beginning to register the
experience as he finished. Three black men had just cum all over my
face. Their seed was stinging my eyes and plugging my nose. I felt
hot cum running down my face in so many trails it was hard to know
if I had an inch of flesh free of their cum.

“Look at you, bitch. Your woman might as
well lop your balls off and put you on hormones because you’re
already halfway to being a woman.”

The black man’s words should have humiliated me, but my wife
had always enjoyed treating me like a cleanup sissy, and his
ridicule sounded very much like her validation.

All I could see through my cum-stung eyes were three blurry
black figures, but I licked the cum from my lips and thanked them,
one by one. They all turned to walk away, but the one who’d called
me halfway a woman stopped to give me a second look. As he turned
back to join the others, I heard him say, “I got dibs on that white
ass if it's up when we get back. Faggot looks good in
black.”

It was still hard to make out more than shapes, but I saw
one of the queening boys get led up the stairs to take the
just-fucked white boy’s place. I blinked enough to make my eyes
water so I could better see how he approached his duties – and he
looked excited! He was already bent over, white ass wiggling in the
air as he clenched his cheeks. The white boy he replaced stood on
shaky legs and came over to take my place. As I slipped down from
my bench, I took the opportunity to take a closer look at something
that had confused me.

Holy fuck. The new boy, the excited one, had no balls. They
weren’t tucked or pushed up inside, they were gone! No balls, a
flat taint, and a limp little clit that would be hard to pinch
between two fingers, never mind stroke.

It was disgusting.

It was gross.

It was cruel.

So why did it make my own cage twitch with
excitement?

I descended the stairs into the tiled area like a zombie,
not exactly eager to take my place as a human urinal, but not
nearly as grossed out as I had been even fifteen minutes ago. This
was just another stop on my world tour of black cock submission,
and if swallowing a little black piss was the price I had to pay
for the pleasure of cleaning my wife’s cum-filled pussy, so be
it.

I could do this.

I’d no sooner taken my place as the right-end urinal when a
group of black men burst through the door, full of booze and ready
to empty themselves of their piss. They were lined up three deep
for each of us and, like the bukkake men earlier, talking to one
another as if we weren’t even there. Except, of course, we very
clearly were right there, or else they’d be elsewhere.

I dutifully opened my mouth as the first black King unzipped his
pants and pulled out a flaccid cock that still dwarfed any white
erection I’d ever seen.

He pulled back the foreskin and aimed.

I closed my eyes and waited.

The smell of piss hit me before the taste. It was strong,
acrid, and pungent. I gagged despite myself and convinced myself to
open my eyes. Once I could see his cock, see what was streaming
that golden nectar into my mouth, it wasn’t so bad. I’m not saying
I loved it or that I was looking forward to the two black men
behind him, but connecting that piss to a superior black cock,
making that visual and mental connection, made it easier to
swallow.

Literally.

He shook it when he was done, which I knew was my cue. I
leaned forward and sucked the last drops of piss from his cock,
making sure to lick his head clean before he released his
foreskin.

“Thank you.” The words came
automatically.

The second black man chuckled as he pulled down the
waistband of his pants, and I knew that didn’t bode well. He was
pissing even before he’d lifted his black monster, and he kept on
pissing as he drew a golden line up my chest, across my mouth, over
my nose, and into both of my eyes. The smell of his piss was worse
than the taste, and it stung worse than cum in my eyes, but Debbie
was right about the bukkake coating helping to make the running
piss more easily digestible.

I’d no sooner said my, “Thank you,” and the third was
pushing his way forward, black cock already in hand. He stepped
right up to my face and directed his piss at the back of my throat.
I gagged and choked so hard I saw tears, but I soon overcame the
shock and began swallowing. He must have been holding it all night,
because he was still pissing when the black men feeding my
neighbors were already done and out the door.

He looked down at me and smiled. “Tongue.”

I stuck my tongue out and he squeezed a hand down his big
black cock, depositing the last drops of piss on the very tip of my
tongue. It seemed that was the sensitive part, because I tasted
those drops far more strongly than the many mouthfuls of piss I’d
swallowed. They tasted bitter.

Oh my God. The beer I thought tasted like piss. This was it!
Exactly it. The beer they’d served me hadn’t just tasted like piss,
it had been piss. I wondered if my drinking it had been some sort
of test, a sign that I was ready for this, but my mind was still
hung up on the fact that they’d actually served me a glass of black
piss!

I was so distracted that I almost forgot the words, but quickly
caught myself and said, “Thank you.”

As we rotated places, putting me in the center urinal
position, a mob of black men twice as big as the first stepped in
and crowded around, shoulder-to-shoulder, ready to share urinals. I
did my best to smile and open my mouth as the golden steams began
steaming toward us.

It was going to be a long night.




 Hotwife
Sacrifice

 


Debbie stood at the door to the VIP lounge, peering through
the crack at the action before her. Her darling hubby looked to be
on the last cock of his urinal duty and she was so proud of the way
he handled it. His head was thrown back, his mouth open wide, and
she could see his tongue poking out to lap every drop from his
lips. He was an absolute mess of piss. All three white boys stank
so bad she could smell them from the door, but she liked to think
she could smell her husband the most.

Finally, the black King
finished his pissing,
and Jay dutifully licked his black piss slit clean before offering
a garbled, “Thank you.” It sounds like he was drowning in all the
black piss he’d been draining from those real men. To her ears,
he’d never sounded so sweet.

When a black man ushered him to his feet and led him over to
the queening tables, she just about pissed herself with excitement.
This was what she’d been waiting for. This was the moment the whole
night has been leading to.

She thrust her ass backward and ground it against the rock-hard
big black cock behind her. “Now, Sir? Please? Can we go break him
in together?”

The black man – she didn’t even know his name – reached around
and grabbed her tits. “You want me to breed your white cunt while
he watches? You want the useless white boy to lose his mind sucking
all my black seed from your womb, desperately hoping he can get it
all before it makes you pregnant?”

Debbie melted. “Oh, fuck, yes!” She and Jay had never discussed
it, but the idea of carrying another man’s baby – preferably a
black man’s baby, a total stranger’s baby – was a huge turn-on for
her. She dreamed of the moment he put two-and-two together, did the
math in his head, and tried to match up the date of her pregnancy
with the last time he’d been unlocked.

More like milked. He hadn’t been unlocked in
months.

Perhaps she’d better put an end to him dry-humping her pussy
with his caged little dicklette. She didn’t want him getting his
hopes up that a little sissy spillage somehow seeped in and got her
pregnant.

As if!

“I like your style.” The black King slammed
her against the wall and slipped a hand under her dress. She felt
three fingers force themselves into her very wet pussy. “End
white.” He began fucking her with his hand. “Breed black.” He was
fucking her hard now, bringing her ever closer to orgasm right
there in the hallway where everyone could see. “But both you
bitches need to learn your fucking place.”

She cried out in dismay as he held the door open for another
couple. It’s a skinny white MILF and a fat black Daddy three times
her size. Debbie’s heart dropped as she saw them head straight for
Jay.

“Your faggot needs to learn that his place
is beneath any blacked
woman,” the black stranger told her. “We can’t have him thinking he
has something special with you.”

“But I wanted to cuckold him properly,” she
pouted. “I wanted him to see you fuck me hard and fill me with your
cum. I wanted him to know that he was powerless to stop it. That
all he could do is clean up after us and thank you for the
privilege.”

“When he’s forced to watch it, knowing he
can’t even be a part of it? That’s when he’ll know what it means to
be powerless. Worthless. Useless.” He grabbed her sodden panties
and tore them off. “Like a white boy.”

There was nothing left for
Debbie to do but agree.
She’d made all the choices here tonight, and she was making the
choice to see this thing through, but when it came to black men,
she was just as powerless before their desires as her hubby was. It
was a humbling thought, but it turned her on at the same
time.

 





 Whiteboi Fulfilled

 


Finally, it was my turn! I had no idea how long I’d been on
urinal duty, but it had seemed like hours. By my count, I had
swallowed the piss of at least a dozen black men, hot piss that was
still bubbling and gurgling in my stomach. I felt nauseous, but I’m
sure part of that was just anticipation.

As I lay down on the first queening bench, I felt my dick strain
uselessly against my chastity cage. It was probably the hardest it
had been in months, and I knew there was zero chance that I’d be
getting any release anytime soon. In fact, I was beginning to
suspect Debbie might never let me out again.

I was so excited I could barely keep still. I’d finally earned my
place here, and I wanted my wife to know I was a good boy. A good
sissy. A good faggot for black cock. I wanted her to be proud of
me. A weak, pathetic spillage of precum leaked from my cage as I
heard the door open. There it was, the sound of heels I’d been
waiting hours to hear.

She was coming. She was coming to get fucked, and I was going
to get to watch it all, be there for it all, and clean up after
them.

Except, the leg that I saw being
thrown over my face was
far too skinny to be my wife’s. It had a deep stretch mark along
the inside of the thigh, and I could just make out a small rose
tattoo before she lowered herself down and my world went
dark.

I didn’t know who this was, but it wasn’t my wife.

A massive black hand lifted her off my face, revealing a fat
black belly and an even fatter black cock. He thrust into my mouth
and I put aside my disappointment as I served my purpose. I
slobbered all over his cock, giving it a loose, sloppy blowjob to
lube him up for the tight old pussy quivering above me. She looked
dry and tight, and that wasn’t just an age crack. I really worried
he might tear her in two, so I made sure to do my part in getting
him ready for her.

Much to my surprise, she took him like a pro. Old and tight
she might be, but her white cunt swallowed that black cock like she
was starved for it. It was absolutely incredible to watch. I’d seen
videos of my wife being fucked – bad angle, badly lit, cellphone
recordings – but they paled compared to seeing the real thing live.
The difference in size, the contrast of black-on-white, was
incredible. Watching that white pussy get absolutely fucking plowed
by that magnificent black cock, I wondered how women like Debbie
had ever settled for boys like me.

The sounds of sex were even more exciting than the sights. I
heard his grunts and her squeals, his belly slapping against her
ass, and her cunt squelching with every thrust. Their fluids were
dripping down into my mouth and I’d never tasted anything so sweet
as fresh, real-time, black-on-white sex. As disappointed as I was
that my wife wasn’t my first, I wasn’t at all disappointed by the
sight of a massive big black cock tearing up that tight white
pussy.

The first time she came on
his cock, he only had his head
inside her. Her juices squirted like a hose around a finger,
drenching me with girl cum. It tasted completely different from
Debbie’s, but I licked and swallowed just as eagerly. The second
time she came, he was deep inside her, so when he pulled back a
flood of pussy juice poured out all over my face.

This was it. This was what I was made for. I never wanted to
pretend to fuck my wife again. I wanted to help women like her get
fucked properly by our back superiors.

“Take it, bitch!” The black man growled as
he came inside her. He was pummeling her with short strokes, half
thrusts that deposited his black cum deep inside her. It went on
for at least a solid minute, until thick black cum began to run
back down his shaft to drip into my mouth. When he finally pulled
out, a huge dollop of cum landed right in my mouth. It was so big
and so thick it choked me. I had to work it with my tongue until I
could swallow.

I was excited to finish the job, but instead of dropping down
onto my face, the white woman slid off me to the side. “Sorry, no
pussy for you, cuck.”

What? No! This wasn’t fair! I’d done my job, paid my dues, and
earned my taste of freshly blacked pussy. How could she deny me
that?

“You’re a cute sissy, but see that
castrated white boy over there? The one slurping piss like it’s
chocolate milk? That’s my sweet, darling, faggot hubby. I promised
to keep taking loads until the two of us sync up and he can suck
them all out.”

That was fucked up . . .
but romantic too. Bizarrely so,
but it was true hotwife/cuckold love.

I watched her stand and blow a kiss to the boy serving as the
middle urinal. He’d clearly paid more dues than I had, so I could
hardly begrudge him his feeding, but I was still
disappointed.

Now that there are no thighs in my way, I turned my head to see
who was getting fucked next to me, but all I could see was a thick
white ass and a hint of legs in the air as a black man stood
between them, driving himself inside her with the kind of power
that had to be leaving bruises.

Before I crane my neck to see more, a super slutty looking
woman came tottering over on impossible heels, a younger black man
humping his way across the floor behind her. When she straddled my
face, I was shocked to see the tiny bulge of a limp dick in her
panties.

“Don’t worry,” she giggled, “that's as big
as it gets, and I'd never expect even a white boy to suck it.” She
blew me a kiss between the inverted ‘V’ of her legs. “Sissies and
trannies. We know our place.”

The young black man slammed his cock into my mouth so hard
it lodged in the back of my throat, cutting off my breath. I choked
and gagged, and that was precisely what he wanted. With his long
black shaft lubed to his standards, he stepped up and began fucking
her white tranny ass. Their fucking was an entirely different
sound, a different view, and a different experience for me. The
first time he pulled out of her ass and shoved his cock in my mouth
for more lube, I nearly threw up. It wasn’t dirty or anything like
that – clearly, she’d prepped for this – but the thought of sucking
ass off a cock freaked me out a bit.

By the sixth time he did it, I couldn’t care less whether it
was an ass or a pussy above me – it was serving black cock and so
was I.

The whole time they fucked, I lay there in awe, amazed that
she’d earned her way into being snowbunny dancing material. Not
cuckold spouse material, not castrated bottom boy material, but an
honest-to-god blacked tranny snowbunny. I was jealous. I was
envious. I wasn’t entirely sure I wanted to be her, but I knew I
wanted to be more than what I was.

“Yes, yes, yes! Breed my tranny ass! Fuck
me, you black bastard. Fuck me!”

He growled, she screamed, and I smiled.

That long black cock pumped her full of cum. I could see the
streams of white coating it as he pulled out. When he pointed it
down towards my mouth, there was no hesitation. I opened wide and
sucked every drop of cum and ass juice off his black cock. When he
was done, I wiggled my tongue for her to descend.

“Get in deep,” she said with a contented
sigh. “There’s probably still a little left of my first load if you
can find it.”

Sucking out a creampied ass was very different from a pussy,
but no less enjoyable. I had to suck harder, poke my tongue deeper,
but somehow the black cum tasted better for all that work. It was
overlaid with an earthy sort of flavor that was entirely new to me,
but which I soon came to associate with her building
pleasure.

“Oh, fuck, right there, yeah, wiggle that
tongue!”

I felt her asshole clamp down hard on my tongue and I knew I’d
just given her a prostate orgasm. I hadn’t just cleaned her ass,
I’d given her an orgasm! I was so proud of myself, especially when
she bore down on my tongue and deposited the heaviest, thickest,
earthiest load of black cum imaginable in my mouth.

Her legs trembling, she slid backward off me, dragging her
entire body across mine and ending with a deep, passionate kiss.
“You’re a very pretty sissy with a very talented tongue,” she told
me. “I hope someday we can work the dance floor
together.”

That earned a laugh from the trio beside us, and one of them
was a laugh I knew well. I sat up a bit – rules be damned – and saw
that it was my wife on her back, legs in the air, getting pounded
by that big black cock. The poor white boy beneath her was being
beaten senseless by the bouncing of her ass, but he looked quite
content.

I didn’t blame him. She had an amazing ass.

“Sorry first taste isn’t yours,” she told
me in breathless gasps as she shuddered through a well-fucked
orgasm, “but I couldn't very well ask my black King to wait for
you.” She giggled – a giggle that turned into a squeal as that
black King repositioned inside her. “Besides, you seem to have made
a friend. I’ll have to get her number and see if she can help with
your training.”

I so wanted to watch her finish, to
witness the moment that black
cock unloaded inside her, but I’d served my two couples. A black
man pulled me to my feet and led me back up the stairs to the
lounge area where I’d begun my descent into black-owned, sissified,
cuckold faggotry. He guided me into place, kicked my thighs a bit
wider, and then stepped on my head with one foot while he grabbed
my hips and yanked my ass up.

“Word's gotten out about the pretty sissy
with the virgin hole,” he told me. “There's a line-up outside ready
to run a black train on your ass.”

As I looked back to see them streaming in the door, I saw
Debbie spasm in one last orgasm as her black King unloaded inside
her.

 





 Hotwife
Breeding

 


This was it! She may have missed feeding her cuck, but she
was in the perfect position to see him get fucked. Debbie was so
glad she’d chosen to get bred on her back, because it meant she
could see what was going on up on the next level.

“Keep fucking,” she begged her black King.
“I want to watch my useless faggot hubby get fucked hard. I want to
know we’ve got black cock inside us at the same time.”

“You bitches don’t learn. You’re here for
our use, not to feed your pathetic white couple fantasies.” He
began fucking her harder and she knew the end was coming. Black cum
was going to be deposited deep inside her fertile white womb. Too
soon! She’d never wanted anything so much in her life, but why did
it have to be right now?

When he came, so did she. It was like somebody had turned on
a firehose inside her, washing out two decades of white boy
evidence and forever painting her for black men going forward.
Debbie had never felt so full in her life, and she loved
it.

Eventually, he stopped cumming and pulled out. She immediately
dropped down onto the white boy beneath her and began gyrating on
his face, but her black King stepped in and lifted her
clear.

“Nope. You’re not suffocating some faggot
cuck just so you can watch your sissy husband get fucked.” He
tugged her dress back down and slapped her hard on the ass. “You'll
dance better anyway, knowing my black cum is deep inside you,
wondering if this is the night you get pregnant with your first
black baby.”

It was just as well. With the black men crowding around Jay,
she’d never be able to see anything anyway. There’d be other
opportunities, other black cocks to share. Might as well let him
have his moment.

She’d certainly had hers.

 





 Whiteboi
Changed

 


I was a little disappointed that Debbie couldn’t stay to
watch my grand blackening, but I was also relieved. This had
started out as something completely different, but it had become my
moment, my big event, my chance to prove myself to these black
Kings, and I didn't want to be distracted.

First to step up behind me was a black Daddy with a long
cock that didn’t look any fatter than my wife’s favorite strap-on,
but I quickly learned that real cock just hits different. As he
pressed inside my freshly lubed ass, I felt the softness of his
cockhead surrounding the hardness of his erection. It opened me up
and spread me wide like she never had. It was as if my ass
recognized the authority of big black cock and simply surrendered
to it.

My ass instinctively adjusted to give him a better angle. My
entire body relaxed into the movement as my thighs slipped
wider.

“Oh, fuck…”

It filled me better than any dildo ever had. It felt warm
and alive inside me. I could feel the flesh of his big black cock
sliding over his erection, and the way those movements felt inside
me was incredible. My ass hurt, but it was the good kind of hurt,
one that I knew would soon settle from a sharp pain to something
duller, less intense.

As he stepped closer and found his position, his black cock
probed deeper, rubbing new spots inside me with every thrust. It
felt incredible! Here I was, on my hands and knees for a real man,
my face covered with black cum, my makeup running beneath black
piss, my stomach still gurgling with all those black fluids, while
my useless white dick flopped around in its chastity cage. I was a
cuckold sissy faggot and I was being used by black men. Not just
fluffing and cleaning them, but serving them in any way they
desired.

He came inside my ass and the feeling was so bizarre, it
left me at a loss for words. It was a feeling that I could only
describe as feminine.

God help me, but I liked it.

I wanted more.

Next up was the black bukkake guy who’d claimed dibs earlier.
His black cock was thick and long. He didn’t stretch me painfully,
but filled me perfectly. It felt so nasty getting fucked with
another man’s cum inside me as lube, but there was no question it
made things more pleasurable for us both. When he exploded, it was
on the pull stroke, the head of his cock just inside my ass, so he
thrust through the load it and deposited cum the entire length of
my bowels. I felt him saturating me with black sperm, and I loved
it.

The third black man was massive! His cock was like a fist, but
he took his time working it in. “Bear down and breathe, white boy.”
It was hard, so hard. Even though I’d already taken two big black
cocks, been gaped like a sloppy bitch, I felt like a virgin all
over again. “You’ve got a perfect ass for fucking. It’d be a real
asshole move for me to tear you open and ruin it for the other men
waiting.” He stroked the small of my back as he talked, soothing
me, relaxing me, and coaxing me into loosening up for his cock. “I
hope you bastards appreciate it,” he called over his shoulder and I
heard the sound of sexually frustrated laughter.

Eventually, I did manage to take every inch of his black
monster, and it was magnificent. I felt so proud of myself! If
you’d asked me before tonight if I’d ever get fucked by a black
man, much less one as big as him, I’d have laughed you off and said
you didn’t appreciate what my wife and I had between us. Well,
apparently neither had I, because now we were both well-blacked
bitches and something told me we’d come away from tonight closer
and happier than ever.

Maybe it was because he’d stretched me so well, or because
things were so tight around his black cock, but I didn’t feel his
orgasm the same way I had the first two. There was a hot dampness
there, a feeling of pressure as he unloaded, but what I felt more
than anything was the loads of black cum sloshing around inside me
as he withdrew.

My well-gaped, well-blacked, cum-filled white boy ass ended up
taking three more black cocks before it was time to switch again. I
wanted more, but I also wanted more of everything else. Black cocks
inside me, wherever I could take them, filling me with whatever
they had to give me.

I was an absolute mess, a wet noodle of sexual exhaustion,
but I was also happier, more satisfied, than I've ever been in my
life. I felt like I’d found my place. I’d found a new, deeper,
better way to share this cuckold lifestyle with my wife – a way to
belong, to be worthy, to be more than just a pathetic white boy
with a tiny cock.

Whether Debbie ultimately chose to keep me as a cum-fed
white sissy, or have me trained and transformed into a cum-bred
white tranny, whether she kept my useless dick caged or cut it off
altogether, I was content to be (and do) whatever our black
superiors desired.

 





 KarmaClub Family

 


As I kissed my very pregnant wife goodbye, I was thrilled by
the thought that while we had no idea who the father was, anybody
seeing us with our beautiful black baby would know very well that
it wasn’t mine. She was eight months along, her belly swollen and
tight with the new black life growing inside of it, but she’d never
looked more beautiful.

Her slutty pink dress was way too tight to be proper for a
pregnant woman, but she liked to show off who and what the black
men of the club had made of her. From what she told me, the black
women appreciated her appearance as much as the men, including a
few who I’d been delightfully surprised to hear liked to suckle the
milk from her breasts as she danced.

As for me, I was wearing white stockings and a white bra beneath
my yoga pants and t-shirt, but my nails were painted to match her
pink dress. Ever since that first night, we’d made it a point of
color coordinating at least some part of our ensemble, so we at
least felt like a couple, even if nobody else saw it.

I sauntered over to the bartender. “Good evening, Jessie. Can
you let me into the lounge?”

“No can do, Slut Jaylynn.” My wife had
changed my name from Jay to Jaylynn on the drive home that first
night, but it had taken me three months to earn the Slut. Jessie
lifted the end of the bar and beckoned me inside. “Slut Carla’s
gone off and gotten herself married to her black Daddy, so you’ve
graduated to bar duty.”

OMG. This was it. This was the moment
I’d been waiting for.
Six months ago I hadn’t known there was anything beyond lounge
duty, but beneath the bar was where the best of the beta sissy
white boys went. They saw a different kind of action from the
lounge, and I knew I’d still be rotated in there regularly, but bar
boys needed the kind of stamina that only a thoroughly blacked beta
boy could possess.

“What you wearing under that?”

“Stockings and a bra,” I told
him.

“Perfect. Strip down to your lingerie and
then lay yourself down on that bench there.”

The bench was low and padded, almost as wide as it was long. He
waited for me to find my center, then shifted me forward so that my
head was hanging upside down and my ass thrust out. He grabbed my
knees and pressed them to my chest – where three months of hormones
had given me sensitive little bumps – and had me hug my thighs with
my arms. It was a good thing Debbie and I had taken up yoga,
because that flexibility came in handy right then.

Jessie pulled a roll of black electrical tape from beneath
the bar and wrapped it around my hands and thighs, keeping me in
place. He squirted what felt like a whole bottle of lube inside my
ass, then began turning the stool around. I had just enough time to
see the hole in the bar in front of me before he snapped a pair of
pins, locking the bench in place.

I was bound like a prized white pig, positioned between
gloryholes. I was giddy with anticipation, ready for the next stage
of my blacked life to begin. I didn’t have long to wait. Even as I
heard a voice ordering two beers, a strange black cock poked
through one hole and into my ass. It was quickly followed by
another one sliding into my mouth. By the time I heard the ‘hiss’
of two beer bottles being opened, I was being fucked from both
ends.

It was going to be an amazing night.

 


The End




 About Bobbi Mare

 


Author of nasty, naughty, trashy, taboo erotica.

 


As a mature sissy who grew up with the Nexus, Beeline, and
Reluctant Press paperbacks, and who matured through Transformation,
Forced Womanhood, and the Visions of Fantasy She-Male magazines, I
have a lifelong love of erotic transgender and fetish
fiction.

 


Submissive sissies in pretty outfits and erotic bondage is
my signature theme, but within my fiction you can also expect to
themes of find forced feminization, breast growth and
breastfeeding, oral and anal penetration, chastity and castration,
butt plugs and pegging, stunning shemales and fabulous futanari,
big black stallions (both literally and figuratively), pony boys
and pony girls, massive cocks with huge loads, and other deviant
delights.

 


If you are not at least 18 years old, with an open mind and
an insatiable sexual curiosity, then you probably shouldn’t be
reading my bio, much less my stories.

 


Website: http://bobbimare.com

 


Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/bobbimare

 


Twitter: https://twitter.com/bobbimare

 




cover.jpeg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



