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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Long Distance Cuck by Tara Yarn

Prepare for a 6500+ word, tale of desperate love, wild desire, sadistic betrayal and a well-endowed rival. Christian loves Alyssa. He thinks she loves him too. There's just one problem. They've never met. When the online couple finally set a date, will she show?
















Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Sweet Revenge by Tara Yarn

7300+ steamy words of adulterous love. Sweet Revenge tells the tale of William, a young man in a steady but dull relationship with Max, a beautiful brunette. Frustrated with how distant Max is, William is driven into a secret online relationship with another woman. See what happens when Max one day finds out about his online ventures and decides to take her revenge by inviting over William's long time bully, Logan.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Hovering his hand over the handle of the door, John paused. He stood before a massive building, the front created solely out of steel beams and glass, like one giant window. Inside, the room was adorned with walls of grey marble. A few dark leather couches stood along the wall on either side of the entrance, accompanied by short, round tables full of magazines. A single counter, also crafted out of stone, stood close to the wall in the far back. Three doors, leading to places unknown, could be seen. Two of them was directly behind the desk.

Taking in a deep breath, he pulled the hood on his grey hoodie down and hesitantly opened the door to step inside. It shut behind him on it’s own accord. The air was fresh, just cold enough that one wouldn’t sweat while waiting to be served. There was no queue today. His wife, Sarina, already stood by the counter. John was relieved. As he drove them to their destination, he was terribly worried he’d find the place packed. Full of judgement. Sarina did not share his fear. She strolled inside with her chin held high, shoulders pulled back, proudly.

“Are you excited, ma’am?”

“So excited.”

She giggled. John approached warily. Behind the desk stood a short man with a wrinkly face, curly hair and a sleazy smile. Dozens of documents adorned the counter-surface. A pen lay unused upon the stack of papers. Slouching, he dragged his feet all the way up to his wife and returned a half-hearted smile at the unsavoury desk clerk. It faded away the moment he read the large sign on the counter. It read, “CuckCorp.”

“Very well. Now that you are here, mr. Smith, we may begin. We have already acquired your personal information. There are just a few more things we must go through before we can get you into the room in order to begin. First, ma’am-.. You must pick.”

“Pi-.. Pick?”

“Yes, ma’am. Currently, we have three choices. Caucasian? Black? Arabic? What is your poison today, ma’am?”

John cringed visibly. His wife, scoffing out of surprise, brought a hand up to cover her parting lips. Her eyes, full of amusement, squinted at the desk clerk in disbelief.

“Is this your first time, ma’am?”

His face felt warm. So warm. A trickle of sweat ran down the side of his torso, stemming from underneath his arm. When his wife looked his way, he tilted his head to the side in an attempt to hide from her. Hide from the stubby-looking, smirking clerk.

“Jo-.. John bought me a session for my birthday. We’ve-.. We’ve never done this before and I am a little nervous. What would you uhm-.. What would you recommend?”

The face of the clerk never seemed to twitch. So calm he was, where he stood, a constant, exaggerated smile adorning his lips. His attention was rarely directed at John. It almost felt like the little midget was overlooking him. Oblivious to anyone but Sarina. He thought it strange. Did the sleazy clerk think Sarina was the one paying for it?

“Well, then. Might I recommend black for your first time?”

“Black-.. Uhm-.. Black is fine.”

His wife, on the verge of breaking down into a childish fit of giggles, sent him a quick, speechless stare. He was not smiling. All he wanted to do was sink through the concrete floor, swim through the countless miles of dirt until he ended up somewhere in China.

“Tame or rough, ma’am?”

“Uhm-.. What’s-.. What’s the difference?”

“It all depends on your wishes, ma’am. What do you like?”

Sarina was blushing, the flustered face turned a stark red. But there was excitement on her features too, a clear touch of desire battling fiercely with the awkward situation. From the corner of his eye, he looked at her, eyed her up and down. He knew what she wanted long before she mustered up the courage to say it. She only stalled her answer because it felt so unreal to speak the words. Here, in this building, with a complete stranger.

“I’d-.. I’d like it rough.”

John couldn’t help but cringe, again. His wife only muttered, quietly, though the words still hit him as if someone just threw a brick at him. The clerk, surrounded by the same aura of nonchalance, nodded calmly with a smile, scribbling briefly on a document. He was crossing out various options on the piece of paper. John noticed there were still a few, though the clerk only trailed the tip of his pen over them. He never brought them up.

“Good choice, ma’am.”

The smug demeanor of the clerk was becoming unbearable. Sarina did not seem to think so whatsoever, completely mesmerized by his ratty smile. Clearly, her thoughts were elsewhere, dwelling on something big, fat and black. Glancing over his shoulder, John had to reassure himself that they were completely alone. If anyone he knew was to see him in a place like this, he doubted he’d be able to ever look them in the eye again.

“Good. Good.”, the clerk said, eyes glued to his paper. “Now there’s only the matter of your consent that remains. Are you both aware of what it is you are consenting too?”

His wife, biting her bottom-lip, nodded hurriedly. With a groan, he rolled his eyes and dipped his head. It was met with a long-drawn, silent stare from the clerk. He wouldn’t look away until John nodded a touch deeper. “Excellent.”, he continued, handing Sarina the pen. She quickly gave his signature. John, a little uncertain, took his time before he followed suit.

“Shall we see-.. That’ll be, two thousand, nine hundred and ninety nine. Does the couple wish to pay up front or shall we bill you?”

John clenched his fist, seeing the nasty grin that spread upon the wrinkly face. He didn’t move a muscle until Sarina gently jabbed his side with her elbow. Wordlessly, he withdrew his credit card from the pocket of his green jacket and handed it over to the eager clerk while a grimace spread across his face. It was snatched out of his hand.

“Just a moment, please.”

As the clerk left, intent on emptying half his bank account, John had a moment to reflect on his decision. On how utterly dumb it was. It hadn’t been entirely his choice to make. While he was the one who took the first step, it was Sarina who demanded it. Reparations for the sins of his past, she called it. Justice, long overdue, for his unfaithful misdeeds.

He stared down the clerk when he was handed his card back. All he was given in return was another one of those sleazy, fat smiles. There was a stench in the room that he hadn’t noticed earlier. It stank of the humiliation of a hundred husbands, driven to near bankruptcy by corporate vultures at the whims of their mischievous wives. Packing the abused credit card away, he ushered a sigh and looked to his beaming wife, quivering with excitement.

“As for your description, ma’am-..”

Sarina flinched, snapping out of her deep, naughty thoughts. Blinking a couple of times, she shot the clerk a blank look, then tilted her head a little to the side, uncertain.

“For the bulls. Aherm-.. Blonde of hair. Beautiful. Pale as milk. Ample breasts. Hm. If I must make a guess, ma’am, I would assume you are in your late twenties?”

Sarinas cheeks turned a bright crimson. John’s cheeks turned a sickly yellow. This little money-grubbing dwarf had her in the palm of his hand. Spun her around his little finger with a couple of half-assed compliments. She fell flat for it. Rolling his eyes, he retorted, dully.

“She’s thirty five.”

His wife cast him a glare. The clerk frowned at him. John, content with himself, proceeded to flash them both the brightest smile he could possibly manage. When the staredown never seemed to end, he began taking in the sights of the vastly empty room, clicking his tongue awkwardly against the roof of his mouth, pretending he couldn’t see either of them. Finally, the clerk, with a stupid bow, turned his attention to Sarina and beckoned for her to follow.

“This way, ma’am. Your husband too.”

She skipped after her newfound servant, so eager to please, fulfill her every desire for only the meager amount of three thousand dollars. So full of customer service, the short, chubby, wrinkly-faced man was, that when he opened the door, he even held it open for Sarina. She flashed him a dazzling smile. John, swallowing over and over in an attempt to keep himself from throwing up, walked right into the door as it shut. He took a deep breath.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Passing through the door, John was met with the sight of a dark, long hallway. There were several doors on both sides. Each door was bathed in pink light. When he had entered, he expected it to look seedy. Instead, the interior had a professional look to it. It felt clean and modern. His wife, along with the clerk, stood before a door. He was about to make his way towards them, bump into the questionable salesman by accident, when something caught his eye. Row upon row of photos adorned the right side of the hallway.

Some of the models were men. Some of the models were women. What they all had in common was the fact that they did not wear clothes. The closest photo depicted a blonde woman with hair all the way down to the top of her voluptuous bum. She held the look of a stereotypical bimbo, with fat, pouty lips, a giant bust and a waist so slim it made her look like a barbie doll. For a moment, he wondered if these photos were intended for the men, forced to walk this road of emasculation with their significant others. Was it meant to appease him?

As his gaze flicked to his wife, now standing before a specific door, chattering with the clerk in a hushed voice, he understood that the photos weren’t meant for him. They were meant for her. She was shining brightly, a beacon of feminine light in the dark hallway. Tripping on her toes, shivering with the pure excitement of a starved man about to sink his teeth into a hamburger dripping with grease. This was the foundation upon which CuckCorp was built.

Providing services for women. Pampering them with attention. Whispering words of praise to them so that they would let themselves loose. Escape the dullness of their lives. It was all intended so that women - such as his wife - could take on new forms as they slipped through these doors, wielding the masks of lustful bimbos without a worry in the world. For a few thousand dollars, CuckCorp happily immersed you into the role of a stupid blonde.

Tearing his gaze from the photo, he didn’t even bother to look at the rest of them as he made his way towards his wife. She had snapped her fingers at him, demandingly. His presence was clearly needed. Ushering the deepest sigh yet, he lazily walked up to her. His mood did not seem to affect her, rushing inside the new door that the clerk had opened for her. This time, John silently told him to keep the bloody door open with a stare as sharp as daggers.

Flicking his gaze back and forth, he took in the sights of the new room. Following the pattern of the rest of the building, it had plenty of space and little to fill it. In the middle of the room, there stood a wooden, man-sized cross. Restraints made out of leather hung from each corner of the cross. Not far from the strange object, stood a king-sized bed, made with fresh sheets. Curiously, the sheets were all white, evidently easily stained. John thought that odd for a place like this, a room with this specific function. He didn’t have long to ponder.

Behind him, the door suddenly shut. He was left alone with Sarina. A touch of unease ran up his spine but his wife seemed utterly calm. The clerk must’ve warned her while he was out of reach. Stuffing his hands into his pockets, he glanced at her and spoke up, gently.

“Are you alright, Sarina?”

“Couldn’t be better.”

Her teeth sunk into the softness of her lip. Her gaze trailed throughout the room. He saw how her gaze momentarily stopped on a closed crate by the bed. He saw how curious the contents of that crate made her. In truth, he was also a little curious. Nefarious sex toys intended to drive his wife over the edge? Short riding crops meant to make her squeal and squirm like a punished little whore right in front of his eyes? It was a mystery.

Crossing his arms over his chest, he took a moment to ponder on what exactly he had bought for his wife. He was aware of the rough concept. Not only had he signed a detailed document in order to properly deliver his consent, the CuckCorp website was filled to the brim with the necessary information needed to book a session. What troubled him a little was that while he completely understood what would happen to his wife, he didn’t completely understand what would happen to him. Was he only meant to watch?

Sarina, puzzled, was staring at the door. Five minutes had passed since the sleazy clerk politely suggested that they wait here. So far, his three thousand dollars hadn’t even pleased his wife. Tired of standing on his feet, he made his way past his wife’s disapproving gaze and went to sit down on the bed. “You can’t do that.”, her gaze told him. “It’s not yours.”

He sent her a gaze of his own. It simply said, “Watch me.”, as he slumped down on the comfortable mattress. It was bouncy, almost like a trampoline. Sarina, frowning at him, was about to open her mouth the moment someone grabbed the handle of the door on the other side. She froze, turning to face whoever was coming through the door. John, squinting, bent over and rested his elbows on his thighs, staring at the door with anticipation.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Only one man came inside. Couldn’t be more than a few years older than John. But he was bigger. Much bigger. His bulging arms were thick and veiny. His shoulders, broad by nature, made him look as strong as an ox. His back was wide, strutting to each side, supporting the large arms. With thighs that looked like tree trunks and a set of powerful abs, he almost couldn’t blame Sarina, who was gawking at him with sheer awe. It looked like her tongue was about to roll out of her mouth. Tall, dark and massive, a true bull by every definition of the word.

Slowly, the new arrival shut the door behind him. The silence in the room was suffocating, but not awkward. His sheer presence drove them both speechless and glued their eyes to his frame. When he turned to face them, he held a towering posture. Beaming with sheer and utter confidence, the large man eyed over Sarina, who curled up under his piercing gaze, then set his attention on John. Swallowing, John looked back and faked bravery.

All he wore was a pair of boxer shorts. Black, like his skin. In the dark, John hadn’t noticed the monstrous bulge on the front of his tight underwear. As he laid his eyes on the huge package, it was his turn to gawk. It was gigantic. Sarina saw it too. When he saw how she eyeballed the fat bulge with a mixture of terror and lust on her attentive features, he suddenly regretted the decision. It was a look he couldn’t remember seeing on her face before, and they had been married for quite a few years. Known each other for much longer.

Captivated by the sight, it looked like she couldn’t even make herself look away. Jealousy built up within him. He was just about to speak up when the dark man suddenly came marching for him. Sarina, glued to his every move, saw him and only him. Even as he stepped all the way up in front of John, towering over the top of his head like a beast full of muscle. John, inches from his crotch, cleared his throat and awkwardly stood up.

“I’m-.. I’m Jo-..”

Suddenly, a large, firm hand interrupted him. It smacked him straight across the face with such force, John expected himself to tumble over for a moment as his world went temporarily black. Swaying, he reached out for the dark man, trying to latch onto his arm for support. He shouldn’t have, for the monster of a man grabbed him by the throat, smacked his hand away, leaned oh-so-close and growled at him with a deep, guttural voice.

“Your name is bitch, boy.”

Sarina gasped. In his dazed state, he couldn’t quite place her. In truth, he couldn’t really place himself. His head was spinning, and he barely registered his own steps as the dark man dragged him across the floor with a firm grip around his throat. Dragged backwards, his feet quickly gave in under him, but it didn’t matter. His rival easily carried him along. Upon reaching the wooden cross, he felt the harsh impact of wood crashing with his back. It knocked the air out of his lunges. Overpowering him with ease, the dark man began to wrap the leather straps around each of his feet, then each of his hands, tightening them, painfully.

John gritted his teeth. It all happened so swiftly. Before he properly understood what was going on, he found himself tied to the wooden cross with his arms and legs spread out. It was impossible to try to tug upon his restraints; so tight they were. In the midst of his confusion, he searched for Sarina, but only found three rows of shredded black abs. The stranger was blocking his sight, staring down at him and the way he hung. He heard a scoff and was about to raise his gaze to look up at him. Only, he didn’t quite dare.

“It’s good of you to bring your wife here. Now you get to watch her swallow my fat cock like the good, little, white slut she is. Do you wanna see my cock on her face, bitch?”

Sarina gasped again, a little louder. When the dark man moved out of the way, allowing him to set his hazy gaze on his wife, he found that she wasn’t looking at him. Dreamily, her eyes were set on the tall, dark man with the rock-solid abs. He glared at her, viciously, trying to force her gaze to him. Force her eyes into that of a worried, caring wife. It didn’t work. It hadn’t even begun, and already he was utterly invisible to her. Like he wasn’t in the room.

A buzzing sound came from a little speaker, subtly hung on the ceiling near a corner. Soon, the sleazy clerk spoke up. “Bzzt-.. Remember, your safeword is orange. I repeat, your safeword is orange. Enjoy the session.”, the voice said, and the noise died down. For a moment, John forgot he had a safeword. For a moment, it all felt so real. When he looked up, he saw the dark man approach Sarina, slowly, with patience and a little smirk.

“You don’t look like someone who’ll be screaming orange, do you, slut? I wager you’re the type who’ll scream for more. My name is Jamal, but you can call me Master. Understood?”

With parted lips, he left Sarina completely speechless. When he was done talking, she could only muster up a quick nod. Her bright eyes were glued to his firm features. She didn’t see the dark pair of hands that latched onto the green-tinted, busty tank top she wore. With a simple, firm yank, the powerful figure yanked her big tits right out of her shirt. Yelping, she tried to hide her bouncing breasts from view with the help of a forearm. He quickly grabbed her wrist, then her other arm, pulling them both up to catch a good look at her naked bosom.

On the wooden cross, John twitched. His wrists desperately fought the tight straps, trying to pull free, as he saw her pale breasts slip out of her shirt with a plop, wobbling around on her smooth chest like stirred dough. Struggling against the restraints began to hurt. Soon, he realized just how helplessly trapped he was. His hands wouldn’t budge an inch. All he could do was look on in terror as the dark man - Jamal - curled his fingers around both of her wrists and dropped his free hand down to cup a naked breast. Sarina, with her chest bare, and her arms in the air, bit her bottom-lip, then gave a quick scream as he smacked it.

For a employee, probably fucking white wives for eight hours a day, five days a week, Jamal certainly was impatient. With a quick kick, the black bull swept her feet away from under his wife, lowering her to the floor. Sarina couldn’t keep up, the aggressive manhandling leaving her to resemble something akin to a dead sack of potatoes. As her knees touched the floor, she only shot him a wide-eyed stare of surprise and anticipation. Keeping a hold of her hands, pinning them over the top of her head, Jamal hooked a thumb into his boxers and began tugging it down. Her big eyes dropped, staring straight at the bulging package barely an inch away. John, with his own wide eyes firmly locked at his wife, saw how the stranger glanced his way. With a simple command, the black man released Sarina.

“Pull them down, slut. Unwrap your present.”

Collapsing on all fours, Sarina was breathing like a bitch in heat. Her head, submissively bowed before the great, big bulge, carefully cocked back a bit to look up at the dark bull while her hands left the floor. Slowly, she hooked her fingers into his underwear. John, on the cross, wanted to look away, close his eyes. Powerful temptation ensured that his gaze never left the adulterous couple. Not even as Sarina, shivering with excitement, tugged the black-coloured briefs down his thighs until a fat, swollen beast of a black cock sprung free from the boxershorts, smacking his wife so firmly in the face that she flinched and cowered.

In times past, when John and Sarina lived in their old house, perched up on the top of a little hill, surrounded by their middle-class neighbors, the local plumber was black. In times past, a recurring joke circled around his group of friends. Don’t let the plumber in when your wife is home alone, they’d say to each other, flashing teasing smiles. He’s black, so your wife won’t be able to resist him. Can’t expect them to stay away from cocks that huge, ey?

Back then, it was a joke. Something to snicker at while their wives gathered a little further away to gossip about who knows what. Now, here in this little room, surrounded by darkness and trapped to a cross, John finally realized there was merit to their jokes of old. Jamal was a big man in every sense of the word, but below the belt, he was enormous. Where it lay upon the face of his wife, like a lazy predator resting upon tamed prey, it looked like it was as thick as her wrist. Dark, with a pink, bulbous head, covered in prominent veins.

It took his wife by surprise too. Sarina, recovering from the sudden dickslap, stared crosseyed up at the monstrosity upon her face, blankly. John, sensing his jealousy brew up to new dimensions, knew it was the biggest one she had ever laid eyes on. Not the sort of woman to look at visual porn, Sarina had been stuck with his thing for so many years. In comparison to the virile, throbbing length on her face, John thought his own resembled little more than a meager nub, unfit to be put in the same category as this massive beast.

For a moment, Jamal simply kept his cock on the stunned wife, boasting his superior masculinity, bathing her in the scent of his dick. Sarina, driven completely passive by his dominance, sat still on the floor until a black hand roughly latched onto her hair. With a gasp of surprise, she hurriedly looked up, and found Jamal pointing right at John.

“Now go unwrap his, slut. Let’s see what he has.”

John parted his lips. Sarina, hesitating, bit her bottom-lip and fell on all fours. Slowly, she started crawling for the cross. She only picked up the pace when Jamal, with a firm kick to her swaying bottom, hurried her along, desperately crawling over. Not once did she look up at John, where he hung in his restraints. Not even as her hands deftly reached for his zipper to pull it down. A slim hand slipped into the warm confines of his pants. Shuddering as he felt her gentle fingers embrace his flaccid manhood, he tensed against the wood of the pole behind him. For a moment, he considered objecting. The last thing he wanted was for his meek length to be put on display next to Jamal. But her caring touch felt so good.

He didn’t speak up. Not as Jamal, lurking behind Sarina with a predatory gaze, came up to catch a glance. Not as Sarina, pulling out what probably looked like a short, skinny dicklet, dropped it and spun on all fours to face her incoming lover, obediently. All he did was drop his gaze to the floor as his face flushed with blood, radiating heat throughout the room. His wife might as well have taken off his pants, bent him over and spread his buttcheeks. Never before had he felt so naked. The powerful presence of the bull crept closer. Jamal stepped all the way up to Sarina, who gawked up at his swinging member. She was between them now, stuck between a pair of dicks, the meat on a masculine sandwich.

When he heard Jamal scoff, he dared a quick look up. He was staring at him, at his crotch, at the little cock that hung free from the prison of his pants. Immediately, John felt himself blush up even further, gluing his gaze to the smooth, clean floor. In the corner of an eye, he could still see how Jamal placed a heavy hand on the top of Sarina’s head.

“I’ll let you decide for yourself. Take a good look, then pick which cock you wanna suck on, slut. Don’t worry-.. If you pick his, I’ll still let you suck on mine.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Her chest was heaving up and down at a rapid pace. Soft eyes were staring up at Jamal as he spoke. They never left him. Not even for a second. John, grimacing, felt like a rock slid down his throat and landed in the depths of his tummy with a hefty thud. A part of him desperately wished she hadn’t been given a choice. If she hadn’t, Sarina wouldn’t have the opportunity to emasculate him. Now that she had the choice to pleasure them both, John knew it would hurt that much more when she made the inevitable choice.

Jamal didn’t wait for her response. Instead, he took a couple of steps closer, pressing Sarina further up between the two men. His hand found his own cock, hoisting it up, positioning it right next to his white, little willy. Cocking an eyebrow, he looked down at Sarina, expectantly, giving the fat anaconda in the palm of his hand a gentle shake. Jamal dwarfed him. It wasn’t even comparable. He was so much bigger, John doubted Sarina would ever feel him again.

Her reaction was like a knife to the belly. Splitting her lips, her lustful gaze only touched his little member for a brief moment, then locked upon the black adder. She was upon him quickly, planting a hefty kiss straight on the side of the dark beast. Eagerly, she marked the dick pink with her lips, leaving stains of gloss on the thick, veiny shaft. Kissing her way across the whole length of the cock, she didn’t stop until her lips touched the bulbous head. With a grunt, Jamal turned away from John. Turned to face her. Only her.

John could only watch as the stranger pulled the swelling prick across the soft lips of his wife, then aimed it, held it steady, tried to squeeze between the plush kissers. Hungry eyes trailed across his muscular frame as she obediently parted her lips to let him in. With a gentle buck of his hips, he thrusted into her mouth. She twitched with surprise, taken a little back by his confidence, his determination. Black cock stuffed her mouth to the brim, bulging her cheeks out a bit. He was so large that she could barely take him, but she did her best, pressing herself forward in order to swallow inch after inch of musky, dark dick.

It slid deeper, across her tongue. John saw how her lips stretched to accommodate for the massive girth, saw how the length slowly disappeared down her throat. She was on her knees, squishing her thighs together, resting her bottom on the back of her ankles. Her head was cocked back to allow him to drive his dick down her throat. When well over half of of the large member passed her lips, his wife plastered her hands on his tree trunk thighs. It was too much for her. She couldn’t take it all. When she blew him, she never had that problem.

When he pulled out, she gagged, bowing her head. A trace of salvia connected the black member to her lips, hanging casually between them. Swallowing a few times, she steadied herself and brushed loose strands of hair behind her ears. His hand found the back of her head, quickly, pulling her closer. His massive pride stood erect, pointing at the blonde, kneeling woman on the floor, threateningly. Meekly, she stuck her tongue out and gave the pink tip a couple of quick licks, ushering a puff of hot air out at him. Pursing her lips, she began planting kisses across the swollen member, leaving the thick cock painted with pink lips from tip to base, like she was worshipping it, lovingly. Smooching her way down the belly of the black beast, his wife was about to leave the fat shaft for the huge, leathery pair of balls that hung between his legs just as Jamal yanked her back by the hair, growling down at her.

“If you wanna kiss my balls, slut-..”, he sneered, looking up at John, who couldn’t help but cringe under the sharp stare. “You’ll have to give his balls a clap.”

There was a pause, a long-drawn silence. John, squinting down at Sarina, stood quiet as the realization dawned upon him. Widening his eyes, he began to shake his head down at Sarina, back and forth in a panicky motion. “No, Sarina-.. Nonono-..”

She interrupted him. Threw her hand sideways so that her closed fist smacked him straight between the legs. Gasping for air, it felt like his balls shot up into his stomach. A sickly feeling spread through his frame. Without a care in the world, she had punched him right in the balls. Falling forward, supported only by the straps, John heaved for his breath.

Sarina didn’t pay him further attention. Through his teary, hazy gaze, John saw how she leaped under the fat, black cock. Pressed her lips harshly against the churning nutsack, full of dark, untrimmed pubes. It was as if she was oblivious to the untamed hair coating his nuts like a soft layer, pecking away at the musky nuts with wild and careless passion. Like a little whore, she crawled up between his legs and took a ball between her lips. Her cheeks went hollow as she suckled on the nut, staring up at the straight cock hovering over her.

John blinked tears out of his eyes, desperately trying to regain his breath. There was a constant, painful pounding in his crotch that simply wouldn’t go away. Through the pain, he caught on to the slurping sounds his wife made as she sat there, underneath her new lover. He felt the powerful gaze of the bull upon him, but didn’t dare to look up and meet his gaze. So quick she was to inflict such pain upon him. Just to suck on a pair of big, black nuts. Lowering his head, John glared down at Sarina while she gobbled up his hairy rocks.

Jamal, taking a few steps back, revealed Sarina. She stared after him as if he just took away her candy, pouting up at him, unhappily. Her pout was met with a poke of his cock, nudging the tip of his dick against her lips. He slid in with ease when she accepted him. She glued her lips to the fat shaft and quickly began bobbing her head up and down, tracing the painted, velvet kissers across the beast. Deftly, she blew him, sucked the fat cock like John had never seen her suck cock before. In this room, it looked like she was born to do it.

Grunting, the big, black bull put his hands on the back of her head and pulled her further down on his massive pride, splitting her lips on the thick dick. There was a gag, a meek whimper and a twitch, but Sarina held herself down, forced the sheer length deeper and deeper down her throat until it seemed to come to a natural stop. With cock lodged against the back of her throat, John caught a glimpse of watery eyes.

When Jamal withdrew, she heaved for her breath, panting heavily as tendrils of drool hung from her mouth, uniting her with his dick. The tip of his cock slipped out of her sealed lips with an audible plop. Blinking, she flashed Jamal a naughty grin and wiped away one of the  tendrils from her chin, like a cockhungry, naughty pornstar. His wife. Never before had he seen her this way. It was as if Jamal, the muscular hunk, gave her back ten years of her life. Made her feel young, like a dainty, bubbly bimbo skipping around on campus grounds.

Turning on his heels, facing away from John, Jamal patted the side of his hip and flicked his fingers, pointing down at the floor behind him. Wordlessly, Sarina obeyed, crawling into place, on all fours behind him. For a moment, John didn’t understand what was about to happen. He didn’t understand why Jamal grabbed his wife by the hair, put a hand on his muscular buttock and pulled it a little to the side. It wasn’t until Sarina, with a gasp, flew head-first between his firm asscheeks that he realized what she was going to do.

She was going to lick his ass.

No. No. No. Don’t do it. Pulling upon the restraints, he tested his bonds with panic. They sat as tightly as ever, clutching him to the wooden cross. With horror, he watched as the pale, flawless face disappeared up between the black buttocks until there was nothing left of her but a head of puffy, blonde hair. Jamal engulfed her entire face with his butt, holding her in place with the powerful muscles in his rear-end. Flustered like never before, John let his jaw drop and stared at the sight, blankly. Sarina, who would flash him a grimace if he tried to kiss her after going down on her, was on the floor, lapping at the ass of a stranger.

His attentive ears caught on to the sound of a wet smooch. It made him shudder. His wife was kissing a butthole. Once more, he sensed Jamal looking his way. John, no doubt with a stark red face, resisted the temptation to meet his gaze. He couldn’t look him in the eye. Not now, that he had his wife’s tongue up halfway up his ass. She was slurping between the black cheeks, pushing her face between the buttocks, shaking her head back and forth like she was trying to please him with her face. Barely audible, a series of moans escaped the lips of his wife, muffled by black bum. Ushering a shaky breath, John felt his cock stirr.

Suddenly, Jamal withdrew her from his ass and threw her to the floor. Yelping, she softened her landing with her arms, looking up at him from below, attentively. With his deep, husky voice, the large man squatted by her side and spoke, with a nasty smile.

“If the little slut wants to get fucked, she’s going to kiss her bitch right on the lips.”

Gasping, John glanced between Sarina and Jamal, wildly. His wife only pouted her lips, nodded her head a bit, then crawled up on all fours before she found her feet. When John held his head down, the blonde woman was as tall as he was when she rose. Her teeth sunk into her bottom-lip. Staring at him thoughtfully, she took a step closer, then another. For a moment, John tried to back up, forgetting about the cross that held him in place. Stretching a hand out for him, his wife slipped even closer. When she was within an inch of him, John swore he could smell the butt on her breath. He shook his head at her. Flashing him a sultry smile, she nodded in return, then pouted her lips. Pressing the back of his head against the cross, he tilted his head back and forth, attempting to escape. She refused to let him, softly placing both hands on each of his cheeks, caressing them lovingly, holding him in place. Her lips sought his and as she found them, she grazed them, gently, then mashed their lips together, muffling his weak objections. Fresh from the ass, her lips touched his with a passion she’d never shown him before, sneaking her tongue inside his mouth.

When she withdrew, she gave him a warm smile. Like the smiles new wives send their beloved husbands on the first day of their honeymoon. Suddenly, Jamal grabbed her by the arm and tugged her backwards. He watched her disappear into his strong grasp. Without a word, the big bull led her past the cross. It wasn’t until he heard the door come open that Jamal spoke, clearly standing in the doorway behind him. He was addressing her.

“I’m going to fuck you in a new room. This loser doesn’t deserve to watch. Don’t worry, you can come back and untie him when we’re done.”

When the door shut, his deep voice died out. Perking his ears, John spent the next few hours hanging on the cross, desperately trying to hear the moans of his wife and the grunts of her new Master. In what felt like half a lifetime, he never heard the slightest sound.


Epilogue

◆◆◆

There was a knock on the door. John, stacking the dishwasher with dirty plates, stood up and glanced at the door. Whoever was on the other side began pounding on the doorframe and did not seem to stop. Huffing, John offered the door a glare and dragged his feet through the kitchen, through the hallway, all the way up to the entrance. Bracing himself, he took a deep breath and sought to unlock the door, then push it open for the visitor.

In the doorway, stood a tall, dark-skinned man full of hulking muscle. Jamal wore a simple set of worn-down, loose jeans and a tight, sleeveless shirt, glued to his rows of rock-solid abs. Before John had a chance to greet him, the big man pushed his way past him and casually entered the house, making his way for the stairs. Coming to a stop on the bottom, he eyed the upper-floor for a moment, then spoke up with his bouldering voice.

“Get your ass down here! We’re about to be late!”

Upon the top of the staircase, Sarina appeared, slipping into view just a moment after Jamal roared up at her. Beaming down at him, she darted down the stairs. Her white skirt, free of wrinkles and stains, barely covered up her bottom. John gawked at her as she ran past him, hurling herself at Jamal, right into his open arms. Giving him a quick hug, she took him by the hand, then hurried for the doorway, grabbing her purse on the way out. Just when they were about to disappear out of the doorway, Jamal muttered, indifferently.

“Don’t wait up. We’ll be late.”

John muttered a weak, “Yes.”, though Jamal slammed the door shut on him before he had a chance to hear it. Emitting a long-drawn sigh, John walked into the kitchen. Leaning on the counter, he stared at the couple, hurrying for their car. It was Friday night, and he wanted Sarina to stay home with him on Fridays. It used to be their favourite day of the week. They’d make a good dinner, sit down on the couch and find a nice movie. He huffed again.

Now, their days were the days when Jamal was occupied, stuck at work or just simply didn’t want his wife’s company. That was their days now. Outside, Jamal held the door open for Sarina, who struggled momentarily to get in. John couldn’t help but wonder how long his wife would be comfortable running around in such short skirts. Was she not ashamed at how the little skirt left her ass hanging out like a slut? When she was just about to be a mommy?

The End
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