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It had been at least ten years since I last shared a long hidden, burning fantasy of mine with my wife, Lynda. My dream of seeing her on another man's big cock, stretching her to the limit, obsessed me; but the idea repulsed and offended her. "Why would you want me to do that? That's just sick! I don't want anyone except you, Ed. That's just a way for you to be free to fuck other women; isn't it! I would never do that!"
"No, I don't want any other woman," I protested in all sincerity. Did she think I wanted to leave her and our three preteens? "I just thought it really unfair that you never experienced sex with anyone but me. And while I can't explain why, the thought of you spreading your legs to fuck another man just really turns me on. I'm sorry."
I thought I'd primed her for the request, routinely fucking her with a big black dildo and even managing to double penetrate her pussy with it. She amazed me by taking its nearly two-inch girth along with my cock. She went wild the first time I managed to squeeze my dick in next to it. Hottest fucks of all time. I now wondered why we got away from that routine. The tight stretch always thrilled her and the feel of a cock sliding against mine inside her pussy, even if it was just plastic, pushed me over the edge in a matter of seconds every time. Yet the prospect of repeating it with the ultimate sex toy was most definitely not an option. Her swift rebuke convinced me; I'd never touch on that kink again; ever!
Then, just recently, she came home from a shopping spree wearing a silver anklet. I told her I loved it, wondering if she had the slightest clue what it meant. She wore it constantly. "It's so feminine," she told me, "I feel sexy wearing it." Soon after, I recognized a new confidence within her and asked what brought that on. She explained that so many strangers, guys, seemed to be striking up conversations over nothing just to talk with her. I smiled and I asked if any of them complimented her anklet. "How did you know that?" she asked in amazement.
"You really have no idea; do you?" I replied with a smile. "It means, I'm married but free to fuck anyone I want, and if worn on the right ankle (as she always wore hers), it means I'm looking to get fucked right now."
She looked at me incredulously. "You're making that up."
I just chuckled and told her, "Just keep wearing it. It's harmless fun and you'll see I'm telling you the truth. Google it." She did keep wearing it, and she loved the attention it brought her. It just made her feel good to know that at age 39, guys still found her appealing.
In the midst of all this, we booked a romantic, 7-day cruise for our 20th anniversary, our first ever get-away without kids. As we packed, I asked if she was wearing her anklet on the trip, adding that cruises are a place to, "let your hair down, just like in Vegas. What happens on the cruise ship stays on the cruise ship."
"Do you want me to wear it?" she asked.
I took the plunge, inferring my old fantasy was still burning inside me and hoping she wouldn't 'go off on me'. "Yes, of course I do. And I would love it if you chose some of your skimpy outfits to wear with it; and if you forget your panties and bra, that would be fine too."
She didn't answer, but what went into the suitcase told a story. She packed what looked like a conservative, white, one-piece swim suit that we both knew became almost transparent when wet, a couple of little sun dresses that she had never worn because they were way short, some tube tops that I hadn't seen her wear in years, a pair of skimpy shorts that let the cheeks of her ass peek out like two little smiley faces, and a couple of very short skirts and low-cut blouses to show off her ample cleavage. Was she really going to let go and do it; I wondered, or would she just tease me by teasing other men?
She dressed the part on the day of our cruise check-in by wearing one of the little sun dresses that just covered her bare ass when she stood up straight. A slight breeze, quick twirl or any bend from the hip clearly revealed a pantiles bottom. The little cotton dress, her strapped sandals and jewelry, including the anklet, comprised her entire ensemble. We rode in the back seat as our two girls drove us to the port. The younger, a 17-year-old, commented, "Mom, you'd never let me go out looking like that!"
"That's a fact," my demure wife responded, "but when you're my age, you can dress any way you want and I promise not to criticize."
I was boned up for the next few hours as I watched her flaunt herself and flirt with other men. When we reached our suite, we fucked like animals, both of us turned on by her bold, uncharacteristic, provocative public behavior. After we caught our breath, I told her that if she actually wanted to fuck someone else, it would be all right with me. Duh, as if she wasn't perceptive enough to know that. And since she was on the pill, I suggested she could even do it bareback. "You know how I love eating your creampied pussy," I told her, watching to see how she reacted to the idea of me eating another man's cum from her freshly fucked pussy.
If anything, I think she liked the idea. When she admitted she might actually give herself to another man, we began scheming about how to pick someone and get him back to the room with us. I suggested she bump into someone she wanted to fuck, as if she didn't see where she was going, then apologize, saying something like, "My feet just have a mind of their own, so as to direct his attention to your feet. I'll be very meek and just tag along, looking at the floor", I told her, "If he's game, he'll take it from there."
It only took seconds for her to dress for dinner. She simply pulled the little sundress over her head and said, "Let's go." I was shocked just moments later when she intentionally walked right into a very large black man standing with his back toward the elevator as we exited. He was probably in his mid-30's, well dressed in garb matching that of the three men he was chatting with. The well-proportioned man towered over my six-foot stature, almost compelling me to cower in the background as my wife said, "I'm so sorry, Sir, but my feet just seem to have a mind of their own," motioning toward her anklet as she spoke.
"That's quite all right, little lady. No problem," he responded as he turned back to continue his conversation.
We walked away with my heart pounding and my 'jack-in-the-box' cock springing to full-on boner again. "Oh fuck, honey, you are one hot little bitch. What a slut you are!" I complimented her, "I had no idea you wanted that. It's just got to happen now! You've got me so fuckin excited. Want to just skip dinner and go to the piano bar to see who's there?"
She declined, saying we were going to need some nourishment for what she had in mind. We gobbled down our food and went back to the room for a quick, urgent fuck. We didn't even undress. I pulled the couch away from the wall, bent her over the back with her head down and feet just off the floor. I flipped up her little dress revealing a juicy, freshly fucked cunt. I lowered my pants and slammed it in balls deep with one thrust. Thirty seconds later I was pumping in yet another load. I pulled out and dropped to my knees, licking my own cum from her while envisioning it being another man's. When she was clean enough to walk without dripping, I stood and pulled up my pants, tucking in what was becoming a perpetual hard-on. "It's time for the piano bar my little slut," I told her as I helped her to her feet.
Of all people, the big black man she bumped into earlier was alone, sitting at the bar. "There's the guy you were interested in sweetheart. Go sit next to him if you want," I encouraged.
"No, I can't do that. I already made a fool of myself in front of him and I can't do that. He'll think I'm stalking him. Besides, he's not interested or he would have talked to me earlier," she argued.
I gave her little choice. I grabbed her by the waist and walked her up to the bar, ushering her right onto the stool next to the big black man. She took the seat, telling me thanks, and then said, "Oh look honey, it's the guy I bumped into earlier. Be a sweetheart and buy him a drink."
He introduced himself as Mark and was very cordial. I bought him a double Scotch, neat, as he requested, and ordered a straight tequila for Lynda and a Heineken for myself, telling the bar tender to keep them coming. I then excused myself to the restroom. I took my time and before returning, found a secluded spot to watch what was happening.
Lynda seldom drank, and the tequila was doing a wonderful job of killing her inhibitions. As they spoke, she swiveled toward the man and slowly parted her legs. I knew that lucky guy was looking right at her freshly fucked, wet, swollen cunt. His hand came to rest on her inner thigh, just above the knee. He noticed me as I approached, but made no attempt to move his hand. I glanced at Lynda's lap before taking my seat and confirmed my suspicion. Her smoothly shaved mound and glistening pussy were clearly visible below the hem of her hiked up little dress.
I listened closely to their conversation while feigning total ambivalence, sitting with my back to them as I watched the pianist. They talked and laughed for another thirty minutes or so, as if I weren't even there. I obviously wasn't supposed to hear him say in a hushed voice, "Watch this," then, in a much louder voice, "That's a very pretty anklet. Did your husband give it to you?"
"Yes, he did," she lied, confirming I was OK with the hot wife life.
"Does he like to watch, join in, or just let you go off with other men?" he asked.
"We're new to this," Lynda honestly confessed as she slammed down another shot. "In fact, we've never done this before. Ed's the only man I've ever been with. But it's been his fantasy to share me for years, and I've finally given in."
"Well, Cucky Boy," he said, addressing me directly for the first time, "what do you have in mind?"
I didn't know what to say as I watched him lean toward my wife, obviously sliding his hand further up her thigh. "It's up to you and Lynda," I finally choked out, assuming Lynda would tell him what we wanted, but inadvertently making it his call. I averted my eyes and returned to my drink, embarrassed that I had just completely subjugated myself to this stud.
Lynda leaned forward, obscuring the view between their bodies as best she could and placed her head on his shoulder. I couldn't see what she was doing, but her rhythmic shoulder movements told me she was working the man's cock. I could hear whispers and soft moans from my wife. I concentrated to hear their words but managed only to pick up one here and there, enough to know they were discussing his size and her concern about taking it. I also picked up on another sound, a familiar squishing noise. He was finger fucking my wife, working his fingers in my wife's cum loaded pussy, right there on the barstool next to me!
He leaned toward me, speaking over Lynda's shoulder, "Cucky boy, I'm telling you for a fact, this little slut has never ever been so hot to fuck. If I wanted, she'd fuck me right there on the dance floor. She told me you want to watch, so don't blame her for it, but that's not going to happen. I'll be needing her full attention. Can't be having a horny little cucky boy interfering with her first real fuck. I'm sure you understand. This is going to be like fucking a virgin, for both of us. I know because I've got two fingers all the way inside her right now and she's fucking tight. She's going to have her first ever fuck by a real man with a full-grown cock."
He stood, sliding his fingers out of my wife and helping her to her feet. He took a moment to pull her dress down, covering her exposed ass before everyone in the bar noticed. "Maybe you can join us next time, but for now, you are going to stay here while I take your wife to your bed and fuck her like a whore. Do NOT interrupt us! You understand?"
I didn't expect this. I didn't want to scare off her potential conquests, but I obviously overplayed the sub role and this big alpha bull had totally taken over. I could object and put a stop to this, but Lynda was going willingly, and while I wanted to be a part of it, I wasn't going to selfishly deny her the first fuck of her life with another man. Besides, I wanted this for myself. Just knowing she was going to spread her legs and let another man slide his big cock into her was thrilling, even if I had to let it happen without me.
"You understand, Cuck?" he asked again when I didn't answer. I just nodded.
"Don't worry, I like to film my first fucks with a new woman. I'll leave a copy on your wife's phone for you. What's her favorite position?" he asked at the last second.
I immediately blurted, "Doggie," then realized he only asked to humiliate me. He just smiled. Lynda gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and staggered to the door, pulling the black stud along.
For the next nearly two hours, I sat at the bar in surreal, anxious anticipation. I was jealous, knowing my wife was fucking someone else; excited, knowing my wife was fucking someone else; and horny as fuck, knowing my wife was fucking someone else; someone with a huge black cock! I couldn't resist rubbing myself through my pants as discretely as possible, sliding my hard cock back and forth in its puddle of precum. I surprised myself when, for the first time since my early teens, I was uncontrollably releasing a flood of cum in my pants. I hoped no one would notice as I squeezed my cock with one hand and grabbed the bar to steady myself with the other. I closed my eyes and let the biggest cum load of my life soak my pants.
As it was happening, I envisioned being with them. I wanted to be licking her clit while he hammered her doggie style. I wanted to guide his bulbous head to her opening, then watching as his thick shaft pushed it home. I vividly imagined that big black cock thrusting in and out, covered in white froth as Lynda creamed. And finally, while I unloaded in my pants, thought of his ass muscles clinching rhythmically as he fully impaled my wife and filled her with his seed. Would she be able to feel me, I wondered, when I finally get my first sloppy second's fuck? My only consolation was reminding myself that at least I'd get to eat and fuck her yet tonight after he was done with her.
Seconds seemed like minutes as I waited. Should I have insisted on going with them? She was safe enough, I thought, but would she think I abandoned her? No, that's just stupid. She decided to go with him and leave me at the bar. Oh fuck, what have I done! My wife of 20 years was with a big black stud, fucking her brains out with my encouragement. Maybe I should go check on her, I thought, then recalled his warning. These thoughts played over and over in my mind.
I finally decided I had to go check on them. Just as I stood to get the bar tender's attention, Mark tapped me on the shoulder. "Get me another drink," he demanded. "I'm exhausted. She's a really good fuck for such an old slut. I usually tap younger ones, like your daughters. You're a lucky man to have such a hot wife."
"Yea, I know," I agreed.
He gulped down the scotch in one hit and told me, "You can go back to your room now." He gave me a big smile, then leaned in and whispered, "Did you cum in your pants, Cucky Boy? Just as well, cause you're not getting anything from my bitch tonight. She's totally fucked out. She's never really been properly fucked before, and she isn't going to want anything from you, especially not your pathetic little dick. I'll see you tomorrow." With that, he left.
I left my beer and hurriedly paid the bartender for the night's drinks so I could check on my wife. I tried to hide my wet crotch with my hands and walked quickly to our suite. I slipped my key card in the door and walked into a well-lighted room. In fact, every light in the suite was on, and there was Lynda's phone, propped up on the dresser and aimed at the door to catch my reaction as I discovered my wife. She lay spread eagled on the bed, covered in cum. She was barely conscious but managed a weak, "Oh, you beautiful man! Thank you, thank you, thank you! That was the best ever! I've never been so happy!"
I was thrilled that it went so well, but now wanted her for myself. Her cunt was gaping open, just like I envisioned, its elasticity fucked right out of it. I couldn't resist. I dove between her legs and licked up the cum dripping from her well used hole. I lifted my head to admire the beautiful sight, and was shocked to see her ass hole had obviously been used for the first time ever. I went back to pleasuring her with my tongue, licking from ass hole to clit.
"Easy, Baby," she begged. "I'm so sore. I had no idea fucking could be like that. I couldn't stop. It hurt so good. I can't believe we waited so long to do this," she told me as she grabbed my head to hold me still between her legs. "That's enough, honey, please leave me alone. I'll make it up to you, I promise," she said before closing her eyes and dozing off. She would have no knowledge of me dumping yet another load over her glazed body.
I left the "do not disturb" sign on the door, covered my beautiful slut, turned off the lights and checked her phone. I spent the rest of the night stroking and rubbing my cock raw as I watched the video of my hot wife servicing that big black bull, and I do mean big. I couldn't help but notice the large bulge in his pants at the bar, but seeing him naked with that massive cock was amazing. It was nearly the size of my wife's forearm; and somehow, she took that whole thing in her cunt. He fucked my wife on the balcony as she bent forward and held on to the railing, he fucked her over the couch like I had done earlier in the evening, he did her doggie, missionary, sideways, all-ways. He fucked her mouth and jizzed her face and breasts. When I found the clip showing his bulbous cock head stretching my wife's virgin ass open, I ran it over and over again. It was incredible. She had too many orgasms to count, and I was amazed that this stud could just keep going; and cuming. When I finally went to bed, Mark's last words to me kept playing in my mind, "I'll see you tomorrow."
But that's another story.
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Day two of our cruise started with the sun shining through the open balcony slider and a slight, warm breeze dancing over our naked bodies. The rhythmic sound of waves breaking against the hull was memorizing, almost hypnotic. My beautiful wife of 20 years and I lay exhausted on the cum stained sheets she and her bull made without me last night. We were both a little hung over, and still exhausted from our sex marathons, she fucking and me masturbating. She finally found the energy to snuggle against me. I kissed her cheek and said, "Told you about that anklet; now you know."
She wrapped her body around mine and whispered, "Oh fuck, Ed, last night was unbelievable. Mark promised you could be here tonight when he comes back. You'll see what I mean."
I was so horned up already, and the thought of my wife fucking that black bull again, in front of me this time, almost had me cuming without so much as touching myself. I rolled on top of her, determined to penetrate her well used pussy. "Please, Ed, I'm still sore from last night," she begged, "Let me just do you with my mouth."
I expected her to simply open her mouth and take me in, but to my surprise, she squeezed a dollop of lube onto her thumb and told me to raise my knees and spread my legs. She looked into my eyes for a reaction as she pressed her slippery thumb against my perineum, then slid downward until it locked in on my ass hole. "Oh, fuck!" I moaned, as she not only touched me there, but then buried her thumb as deeply as possible. She worked it in and out a couple times, each time stretching me tightly as she forced the heel of her thumb right into me. While thumb fucking my ass, she bent forward and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock. I immediately exploded with a massive cum. She sucked fast and hard, working her tongue over that magic spot on the underside of the head until I was completely drained. With her thumb still deep in my ass, she moved up to give me an open mouth kiss, feeding me all of the thick, sticky mess.
"That was awesome," I whispered after swallowing, "You've never done that before," referring to the fact that she'd never before even touched my ass hole and I'd never been allowed to cum in her mouth.
"Yea, I know. Mark made me suck him off like that. He said he wanted to feed me properly, and that if I fingered his ass, he'd pump out a bigger load. He really liked it, so I thought I'd treat you to the same. You pumped a nice, yummy load, but nothing like Mark! I had no idea a man could nut so much! He makes me swallow every drop. It's hard to keep up with his huge streams of cum. Each one totally fills what's left of the space in my mouth when he's fucking me there. My cheeks actually bulge out with the fullness. I have to gulp it down quickly to make room for the next spurt. Sometimes, it doesn't work out just right and it gushes out my nose. Mark likes that," she giggled, "It makes him laugh."
"He told me if ever sucked your dicklet again and wanted to make you happy, I should just collect your little load in my mouth, then feed it to you. He said all white boys are cum sluts, even if they don't know it; they love eating cum. I thought about that, and realized he knows what he's talking about. You know you like to lick your cum from my pussy; and you even said you would eat my pussy after another man fills it, and you just gulped down your load from my mouth. Maybe tonight you'll get to suck Mark's load from my pussy!" she said with excitement, not remembering that I'd already done that as she lay almost unconscious, totally fucked out last night.
I should have been humiliated, I guess, but I wasn't. The truth is, I am a cum slut. I was just thankful she understood and accepted it.
We lay in bed till nearly noon before ordering room service brunch. Being a cruise at sea day, there was no urgency to do anything. We talked openly about our new sexual awakening and agreed that, at least for the duration of the cruise, we would both be free to do anything, guilt free, with no judgements. When we got back home, we'd talk about how we wanted to move forward with the understanding that we love each other, and that will never change. Our marriage, we agreed, was sound and would be forever, regardless of anything else. After eating, we showered and put on our swim suits for a soak in the spa. As we left, Lynda told me, "Make sure you put up the room service sign. We'll need nice clean sheets to start the night with Mark."
At the spa, my hot wife enjoyed teasing me by shuttling between her lounge chair and the water, keeping her swimsuit wet. That way, it stayed almost transparent. The dark pink circles around her stiff nipples were clearly visible through the thin, white fabric that clung to her like skin. She made no attempt to obscure the perfect, smooth camel toe and beautiful ass cheeks that rivaled those of a young teen. Topping off her allure, she proudly displayed her sparkling "come-n-get-it" anklet. Needless to say, she got lots of attention. I sat across from her in the huge spa, almost as if I didn't know her, while other guys vied for the seat next to her. There was obviously lots of underwater touching going on; but she was just teasing. Her plans for the evening were already locked in.
Around mid-afternoon, I took her back to the room. "That was fun," she told me, referring to the spa as we walked, "I had my fist around five different cocks," she giggled.
"And how many of them had their fingers in your pussy, naughty girl?" I asked. She just giggled, knowing I realized all of them felt her up.
I was really looking for a quickie when we got to the room, but she put me off. "Let's just keep the mood going till this evening. The anticipation will make it even better," she told me. I wasn't happy about it, but reluctantly left her alone. We dressed and went to the bar for drinks followed by a leisurely dinner. By seven o'clock, she insisted we return to the room so she could get ready.
"You need two hours to get ready to spread your legs?" I asked, teasingly.
She took a long shower, then asked if I'd help her shave. She wanted to make sure there were no stray, embarrassing hairs like in her ass crack. When I'd finished, she was smooth as a baby from neck to toe.
"Your turn now," she told me, taking the razor from me. My body is pretty much naturally smooth with just the slightest bit of chest hair and the normal leg and arm hair everyone has. There was also some closely cropped pubic hair and hairy pits. What the hell, I thought, if she wanted me smooth, I'd try it. She was thorough. After cleaning off all the easily accessible hair, she said, "Bend over and spread 'em so I can clean the hair around your ass hole and in the crack."
After we patted each other dry, she asked me to find the baby oil. That excited me. I knew from experience it meant we were going to lube up and slide against each other as we fucked. I had a hard time finding it, and while searching, I came across an empty blister pack that looked like her birth control packet.
"What's this?" I asked, holding it up.
"Oh, that's my birth control. I don't know what happened to them," she said, almost convincingly.
"Well I don't either, but you sure as hell can't bareback Mark without them," I told her.
"What can I do? I really can't back out now. I promised I'd do whatever he tells me for the rest of the cruise. I'm sorry, but I know he's definitely not going to use a condom. He says real men don't use them; they're only for sissy white boys." She was silent for a couple of minutes as she thought, then continued, "Don't worry, Ed. It's just a few days and we'll be back home," minimizing the remaining six nights of our cruise. "It's not likely I'll get pregnant," she lied. We both knew she'd be ovulating this week. We didn't want our romantic get-away ruined by her menstrual cycle. "Besides," she said, "fucking him is such an awesome experience; it's worth the risk. Thank you, baby, for giving that to me. I have to have it again, Ed. I just have to! I'll behave myself when we get back home, but please let me have this."
I didn't agree, but I didn't object either.
I found the baby oil and, while slicking each other's smooth bodies with it, my dick came to life in anticipation of what was to follow; but my expectations were again dashed. I found myself sitting on the carpeted floor at her direction, painting her toenails blue while she applied makeup. When she finished, I gave her fingernails the same treatment. "You're absolutely stunning," I told her, "Come to bed with me now," I pleaded as I blew on her nails to dry them.
She just blew me off, "Oh, Ed, not now. Mark will be here soon,"
Dejected, I just nodded and, with a sigh, asked her what she wanted to wear.
"My birthday suit," she answered. "He told me to be naked and ready when he got here. He's coming to fuck, and doesn't want to waste time," she paused, "And you are supposed to be clean shaven, nude and ready too. Mark said if you refused, you could just go to the bar again and wait until we're done."
That was disturbing. I thought it was Lynda's idea that I be shaved smooth like a girl. If I knew it was to satisfy her bull, I'd never have done it. Just one more blatant sign of subjugation. And while I fully intended to get naked, I didn't want to start out that way. I was becoming perturbed about Mark calling all the shots; and Lynda letting him. He was coming to fuck my wife, and I should have something to say about it. I didn't like being called Cucky Boy either. I wanted to be more of a stag, an equal participant in the activities.
"I'm not going to be naked when he gets here!" I pouted.
"Please, Ed, please don't fight it. Just let him have what ever he wants. I want you to be here with me, but if you don't play by the rules, I know he'll make you leave," she pleaded; making it clear Mark was now making the rules and if it came to a choice between me and the bull, the bull wins.
Just moments before the scheduled main event, I relented, throwing the jeans and shirt I planned to wear into the closet. And there it was: "knock, knock, knock."
Lynda immediately lay on the bed in a promiscuous pose, knees raised and legs spread with her ready, available cunt aimed at the door. My heart raced with the overpowering thrill and excitement of the moment. I was about to open the door to a big black alpha bull and present my eager, willing wife to use and abuse. I knew Mark wouldn't much care how she or I felt about it as long as he could take his pleasure. She would be his slave; existing for no other purpose than to serve his needs and desires. I was okay with that, because Lynda wanted to be used. I not only wanted to give her to this black stud, I actually wanted to help him use her. I planned on holding her legs up and spread so he could get in deeper. I wanted to guide his cock to her hole and help him push it in.
I opened the door slowly, hiding my nude, oiled and smoothly shaved body behind it as I peered around the edge. As expected, there stood Mark; but another man was there with him. He was young, maybe twenty, dark as coal, thin, and kind of short at about five-and-a-half feet. He wore glasses and, with his large briefcase, looked a bit geeky.
"Ready Cuck?" Mark asked with a warm smile. This was just too much. I'd let him call me cuckold last night, ignoring it for my wife's sake, but now he was here insulting me in front of another man; a man I presume was also intent on fucking my wife.
"I'm not a cuckold," I protested, "I'm stag. I'm here to play and share as an equal. As long as you want to play by my rules, I'll share my wife with you; but I didn't agree to this!" I said, pointing to the new guy, "And what the fuck, dude, you dumped my wife's pills? Really?"
"Listen, Cucky," he fired back, "I'm the man because your wife put me in charge. She's the only one who's opinion matters. She had a life-changing sexual awakening last night. The only thing she could do after that was give herself to me completely and unconditionally. She's a natural; a true black cock slut. She is mine to use as I please. In return, I promised to give her more new, exciting sexual experiences. The slut knows I'm pimping her tonight, and she's eager to fuck him."
"Her pills are gone," he told me, "because she accepted my offer. I told her if she dumped them, I'd do everything possible to knock her up while she's still young enough to pop out a black baby or two. If you've not yet noticed, her cunt is all mine; and you're not getting any of it. You're cut off until you get back home or maybe longer; that's up to her. Nine months from now, if you're lucky, all your friends and relatives will know your hot wife is a black cock slut; and you, Cucky, will get to raise your second family. You ARE a cuckold because your wife made you one. So just stop all the posturing and accept your role; Just look at yourself," he chuckled, "You're not just a cuck, you're a little cuckold sissy boy who needs to be fucked just like his slut wife."
Wow, that was a bit overwhelming! Mark had just convincingly made a case that I really was a cuckold and that my wife was intent on letting him impregnate her. I swallowed what was left of my pride and considered my options. Just like last night, before Lynda dragged him from the bar to fuck his brains out, the moment of no return was here. I could maybe stop this right now, or let it happen; but there would be no turning back once the decision was made. I looked down at the floor and stepped to the side, holding the door fully open for them. I stood with my back against the wall as they filed in.
"If you behave yourself," Mark said as he walked in, "I'll let you stay; but just like your slut wife, you'll do what you are told or I'll send you out of the room. Trust me, Cuck," he said as he lifted my chin to make eye contact, "I really do know what you need and want. Don't fight it."
"Jack, here," he continued, pointing to his friend, "goes both ways. Treat him right and he might give you what you secretly desire. And one more thing, Cuck, you will address me with respect. You may call me Sir or Master; and you will do the same for every man I pimp you or your wife to."
"Damn, Mark," Jack commented as he paused in front of me on the way in, "no wonder the bitch needs some cock, this one only has a clit!"
"Yea, I knew that. I'd not seen it before, but his wife told me," Mark replied.
"There's my slut! You ready bitch? Gonna tear your pussy up tonight!" he exclaimed as both of them stripped off their clothes. "I'd introduce you, but you don't need to know anything about him except he's hung and he's here to fuck you. You'll treat him the same as you do me. If he wants something from you, anything, you do it, no hesitation, no questions; understand?"
Lynda just smiled and nodded while rubbing her clit in anticipation. She and I watched in awe as two huge black cocks come into view. Jack's wasn't quite as long as Mark's eleven inches, but what it lacked in length he made up for in girth. His cock was really thick, like beer can thick! And unlike Mark, he was cut, so his bulbous, mushroom head was on permanent display. I had serious doubts about my wife's ability to accommodate this stud, but was anxious to see her try.
"We could use some drinks, Cucky Boy. You know what I want, and Jack drinks Jack and Coke. You can remember that; right?" he insulted me, "If you want something tonight," he told Jack, "just tell the cuck. He'll be very happy to stop whatever he's doing and get it for you; right Cucky?"
"Yes, Sir," I obediently, reluctantly and shamefully replied as I flushed with embarrassment. It was humiliating to subjugate myself so completely. I quickly pulled on the clothes I'd intended to wear earlier and dashed to the bar. I returned as quickly as possible, but by the time I walked in, Lynda was already fully impaled. She was cowgirling Mark while Jack somehow squeezed that monster cock of his balls deep into her ass!
"Just put the drinks down, Cuck, get your clothes off and sit on the couch. Watch and keep your mouth shut; and leave your little dicky alone. I'll tell you when you may touch it," Mark demanded.
As I watched, I wondered if my incredibly hot wife was really new to this. Intellectually, I knew she'd never fucked anyone but me before last night; but wow! There's no porn star in the world who could outperform her. She was not just being used; she was using them. It was thrilling to see the woman I loved making these studs fuck her with all they had.
The contrast of their skin, particularly where it disappeared into her incredibly stretched holes, was so erotic. When I fucked her, her pussy pretty much maintained its shape and size, it simply spread apart a bit and allowed my cock in. But with Mark fucking her, her cunt lips stretched so tightly they all but disappeared. When he penetrated, what was left of those lips clung to his black shaft and rolled inside. When he withdrew, it looked like she might turn inside-out. Her pussy refused to let go of that thick, invading member and distended at least an inch from her crotch before finally letting that thick dick break free and slide out. I watched in awe as Lynda creamed the big black cock tearing up her pussy.
At the same time, her ass was impossibly stretched around Jack's huge member. There was no extra flesh there to move in and out with his dick, just a very tightly stretched ring that Jack pistoned in and out of.
My girl met their thrusts with her own and moaned and screamed obscenities like I'd never heard before. "Fuck Me, Fuck me hard! Give me that big nigga dick! Pump it in! I want it all! Fill my cunt and ass! Oh fuck; I want your baby. Give me your baby!"
I knew I was not to touch myself, but what the fuck! Who the hell was he to tell me what I could do? Besides, it's my cock, and they were too busy to notice. I grabbed it and stroked madly. I was at the very edge of cuming when Mark noticed and scolded, "You wanna sit at the bar?"
"No Sir, please let me stay, I'm sorry," I replied, immediately letting go of my throbbing cock. I'd never before been able to restrain myself like that. I absolutely needed the relief that just one or two more strokes would have produced; but more than that, I needed to stay and watch my wife fuck. A single cum spurt somehow gently oozed out of my dick and dribbled onto my belly without giving me the pleasure of producing it. I so wanted to stroke out the big load behind it, imminently awaiting release.
Mark pushed down on Lynda's hips and thrust in as deeply as he could. As he held her on, I watched his balls pull up tightly. The tube on the bottom side of his cock expanded and pulse repeatedly as each cum jet raced through it. He did it over and over, at least a dozen times, as he filled her. While Mark climaxed, my wife worked her Kegel's, milking him and pushing Jack over the edge at the same time.
As soon as Mark finished, he let his spent cock slide out. Lynda's cunt gaped open, just as I envisioned it would, and a glob of thick cum dripped onto his cock and balls. He wiggled up, placing his frothy dick in her mouth. Jack collapsed on top of her, leaving his cock buried in her ass. When it eventually softened and slid out, he gathered his strength and knee-walked to Lynda's head, waiting for his turn to be cleaned.
"There's another mouth there," Mark said, pointing to me.
I gave him an angry look and shook my head, "I'm sorry, Sir, but I'm not gay. There's no way I'm sucking his cock," especially after it's just been in my wife's ass, I thought but didn't say.
Jack paid no attention to my protests. He sat on the edge of the bed and demanded, "Suck it Cuck, and don't stop till I say!"
When I didn't move, he walked over to me, slapped me across the face really hard and grabbed a handful of my hair. He dragged me to the bed, sat, and pulled me down by my hair. "Suck or leave," he demanded while using both hands to push my head down.



I opened my mouth and for the first time in my adult life, I sucked another man's cock. To my amazement, once I overcame the humiliation, I didn't want to quit. His big mushroom head completely filled my mouth. After a short time, I found the taste and feel rekindled fond memories of childhood suck sessions. It felt really good when I made Jack wiggle and moan with pleasure, encouraging me to work at it even harder. I voluntarily moved down to his hairy sack, carefully taking in each of his egg sized balls before returning to his huge mushroom knob.
"This little bitch gurl knows how to suck cock!" Jack exclaimed. "And he really likes it. Look how hard his little clitty dick is! Did you know your hubby was a cocksucker, Lynda?" he asked rhetorically as he pushed my head off, telling me he'd feed me more later.
"Go ahead, Cuck," Mark said as he climbed off the bed to join Jack in a drink, "Make yourself useful and clean up the bitch. Get her ready for round two. We sure as fuck don't want to tap that sloppy fuckin mess."
Strangely, I found nothing offensive about sucking their loads from my wife's cunt and ass. I loved how the slipperiness seemed to melt my face into her inner thighs as I dove in to lick her. The taste and feel of their thick cum filling my mouth incredible. I swallowed repeatedly, finding it difficult to get down. There was so much of it, and it stuck to my throat. Lynda loved it. She wreathed and moaned in yet another massive orgasm, holding my head with her hands and sliding her cunt back and forth from chin to nose as I licked and swallowed.
I humped the bed while eating her, and couldn't help myself; I pumped my load right onto the sheets. "Look at Sissy!" Jack exclaimed, "Doesn't his little ass look just like a girl's? And she's cuming!" he squealed with excitement as he watched my ass cheeks clinch with each squirt. "Get that ass up, gurl!" he demanded as he reached between my legs, placing his open hand over my spurting cock and lifting me to my knees. "Hell yea, this little boy bitch just dumped his load right in the bed!" he exclaimed as he pulled his cum slicked hand out from between my legs to show Mark.
They sat back, enjoying their drinks and the show as I finished eating their loads from my wife. Lynda had repositioned herself, sitting on my face so I could get the last drops. She finally lay over to the side of the bed, exhausted.
"Let's film the next session," Mark suggested.
Jack scurried around, digging through his brief case to retrieve the recording equipment. He also pulled out an ass plug and another Item I didn't recognize and set them aside. "These are for you, Cuck," he told me. They turned on all the lights for filming, then made me stand in front of them. "You can't seem to leave that clit of yours alone, so we're going to give you a little help with that," Jack said as he reached for the pink, plastic item he placed on the desk. "Ever been caged before?" he asked.
"No, Master. I don't think so. I'm not sure what your mean, Sir," I replied.
"Come watch this, Lynda, so you'll know how this works. You'll be keeping the key. This little sissy is going into chastity. We're going to cage that little clitty dick. No more stroking and certainly no fucking. Little bitch is just going to be horny all the time," Mark explained as he held the camera to capture the event as Jack put the device on me.
My nuts and cock were encircled by a tight ring. Jack then tried to force my cock into a tiny, downturned, dick shaped plastic enclosure having a hole at the end through which I could piss. It was no more than an inch in diameter and maybe two inches long. When he couldn't get it onto my erection, he became impatient. He placed his middle fingertip to his thumb, then released it with all the force he could muster, snapping my cock head. I howled in agony and backed away, covering my cock with my hands to protect it. Mark forcefully pushed me back into position and demanded, "Move your fuckin hands, Cuck!" When I did, Jack again snapped my deflating cock several times in quick succession to expedite the process.
"Fuck, Fuck, Fuck!" I cried as my tortured cock tried to retract right into my body. "That fuckin hurts, you asshole!"
They just laughed at me. "Watch your mouth, Cuck," Jack reprimanded, "You remember who you are talking to."
"Yes, Sir; I'm sorry, but that really hurt," I told him as I wiped the tears from my eyes while he worked my now flaccid cock into the sheath. Once fully inserted, he pushed it against the ring around the base of my cock and balls and locked it all together with a tiny padlock. It was truly diabolical. Not only was my cock totally inaccessible, there wasn't even room to allow an erection!
As soon as they had me locked up, Mark told me, "You can get us another round of drinks, Cucky, and if you hurry, you might get back before we fuck the whore again."
I knew there was no sense begging to stay, so made the fastest drink run I could. I returned just in time for the first filmed scene. "Watch this closely, Cuck," Mark told me, "Watch how obedient and eager your wife is. I expect the same of you when your turn comes."
He positioned my wife on her back, head near the center of the bed. He then stood with a foot on each side of her head facing her feet. "Just like last night, slut, you know what to do," he said as he lowered himself to his knees and then sat on her face. He leaned slightly forward, making it easier for Lynda to spread his ass cheeks. With the camera capturing a close-up, she stuck her tongue as deeply as she could, right into his ass! Mark moaned in pleasure as she repeatedly licked, sucked and probed his ass hole. I couldn't believe it. My straight-laced wife was eagerly rimming this black man's ass! She never touched mine before tonight; and here she was, feasting on this black ass like it was candy! I was in agony watching the action. My cock throbbed, trying to escape its confines. I reached for it, but there was no way to pleasure myself.
Mark laughed at me. "I warned you, Cucky, but you just couldn't leave it alone; could you? You're sure as fuck not going to play with it now. You can forget about anything touching that clit of yours, at least until you're back home. Your tiny dick, ass and mouth belong to me, just like your wife's holes. I own you as long as you're on this boat and you'll do what the fuck I tell you; understand?"
"Yes, Sir; I'm sorry, Sir. I'll behave if you take this thing off me, I promise. It's just not fair. You get to do anything you want with my wife, and all I can do is watch. I can't even get myself off. Please don't do this to me, Sir." I stammered.
"Don't be so dramatic, and stop your whining. You're very lucky I'm letting you watch. Keep it up and you'll be out of here. Jack will take care of you. You'll get off, just not the way you used to," Mark replied before refocusing on his ass reaming. After several minutes, he suggested, "Let's get a little double action going here. Lay here next to my slut, Cuck, on your back just like she is." I reluctantly followed his demands while Jack quickly mounted the camera on a tripod. As soon as I was in position and the camera was fixed to capture the action, he told Jack, "Come on, Dude, the Sissy is just waiting to eat your ass." I immediately sat up in protest, only to receive a hard slap across the face again from Jack.
"What the fuck, dude!" I protested while rubbing my cheek.
"What the fuck, SIR," he corrected as he pushed me back down with a hand around my throat. In seconds, the young stud was sitting on my face, sliding his ass hole back and forth over my pursed lips. I'd never even thought about doing something so degrading and disgusting. I thought I might vomit. "Tongue out, Sissy Bitch, get to work!" Jack demanded as he squeezed my balls for compliance. Seeing my wife do it emboldened me; besides, I really had no choice. I was in agony as his fist squeezed tighter and tighter. I mimicked Lynda. I pulled Jack's ass cheeks apart and stuck my tongue right in. It was totally repulsive. It had a very pungent, bitter taste; but after a short time, I found the only thing disturbing about it was the degradation. When Jack started showing his appreciation, working his hips back and forth and moaning in pleasure, I actually got into it. At that moment, I understood Lynda's compulsion to eat ass.
"Time to fuck these bitches," Mark declared as he continued to direct the action. "On your knees, both of you!" he demanded.
Oh shit, I thought. I'd long had a secret fantasy of bottoming, but I couldn't in front of someone else. I certainly couldn't do it with my wife there. What would she think? I moved slowly, trying to think of a way out.
"Come on, Cuck," Mark said, recognizing my reluctance, "Your wife already knows you're a sissy gurl and she doesn't care. She still loves you, she just needs more than you can give her. She doesn't give a shit if you want to be ass fucked. She understands; don't you bitch?"
"Uh Huh," Lynda concurred. "Just let yourself go, Ed. Enjoy it. I'm not stupid, you know. I know you want this. Just let it happen. Anything goes on this trip; remember? No criticism; remember? Let yourself go. You won't regret it, I promise."
I got to my knees, prepared for penetration. A hard slap hit my ass and a hand pushed on my neck. "Head down, bitch. See how your wife is doing it? Got her head down, back sagging, chest pressed to the bed, and her ass pushed out with her legs spread. She knows what the fuck she's doing. Gonna take the whole cock that way, all the way to his balls. Now do it the same fuckin way, bitch boy! And don't you dare try to run off when you feel my cock pressing against your cunt! You hold still and take like a real sissy!" He snickered and then warned me, "This is going to fuckin hurt like a bitch, you fucking sissy gurl, but you're going to take it."
I followed directions. Lynda and I lay on the bed looking into each other's eyes, panting, both waiting to be opened by big black cocks; me for the first time in my life. As Jack lubed my ass with his fingers, I asked my wife where she was taking it, ass or cunt. "I'm getting the same as you this time," she told me. Her mouth opened and eyes went wide. "Ohhhhh" came from her lips. Mark was in.
Jack pulled two lubed fingers out of me. It was more than I'd ever before had in there. Then the moment arrived. He put that huge, blunt, mushroom head right on my hole, grabbed my hips with both hands and pushed relentlessly. It hurt; really hurt. My ass hole was on fire. "Owwie," I cried like a little girl, "It hurts, I can't do this!" I cried as I wiggled away. "Take it out, Sir, Please!" He was way too big for my virgin ass.
I got up on my arms and tried to knee walk away. Smack, smack, smack, I heard and felt on my ass. "Bitch! I specifically told you not to do that! This is fuckin happening. I am going to fuck your sweet little ass, Sissy. Gonna make you my gurl. Now put your fuckin head down and push that ass out for me! Do it now; and don't you fuckin move again unless you're humping me!" he screamed as he again squeezed my balls for compliance.
I succumbed. My wife held my hand, encouraging me as tears ran down my cheeks. I forced myself to endure the pain as the black stud with the thickest cock I'd ever seen, even in porn films, pulled my hips while pushing into me. Ever so slowly, my ass opened until, all at once, the huge mushroom head popped in. My ass hole clinched tightly, gripping his shaft just below the crown, locking him in.
"Oh shit, that really fuckin hurts! You're tearing my ass!," I cried, "It burns so bad, Sir! Oh fuck; am I bleeding?" I fell forward, again trying to get away, but Jack fell forward with me, keeping his dick planted inside me.
"Give that boy's pussy a break, Jack," Mark said, coming to my rescue. "Pussy boy has never been fucked, and as much as you love taking virgin ass, that horse cock of yours may be too much to break the bitch in. I'm amazed my slut took it in her ass. Just stuff that butt plug up his ass. He can wear it to loosen himself up and I'll send him to see Tyrone tomorrow. He'll break him in for you and you can have him tomorrow night. You can use him all night if you want while I take care of his wife."
Jack withdrew the head of his dick and slapped my ass. "Okay, Sissy, you better give Mark a big 'thank you'. You get a reprieve till tomorrow night. Just remember, even though you didn't get reamed tonight, I was still the first to pop your tight little ass." As he spoke, he worked a large butt plug into my ass, "You can take this out if you have to shit, but you damn well better put it right back in when you finish. Your wife will let us know if you don't do as you are told. When you come to my room tomorrow night, you be ready; that means your ass ready to fuck and you dress like the sissy slut you are. Take your wife shopping and let her help chose some proper sissy clothing. I want you in panties, stockings and garters, all the gurly things a sissy like you should be wearing. Can you do that?"
Grateful that he had pulled out of my ass, I replied, "Yes Sir, I will do whatever you need of me." Any resistance I once had was gone. I accepted the fact that I'd do anything for these black masters, even let them impregnate my wife.
For the remainder of the night, they pretty much left me alone and used my wife for their pleasure. Between drink runs, they "made" me suck their cocks to get them up for penetration or to clean them after. I lived my favorite fantasy several times, laying under my hot wife, licking her clit and the bull's cocks and balls as they fucked her. The only thing that could have made it better would have been her mouth on my cock as I licked them, but that pleasure was denied. They also gave me the honor of eating her freshly fucked pussy every time they loaded it. This went on till nearly three in the morning.
We had plans of disembarking in the morning to visit one of out ports of call, but Mark told us that we would be staying on the boat. He told us to get some rest, and he'd call around noon with further instructions. My wife and I took a quick shower and hit the sack. We were still asleep at noon when the phone rang.
"Listen, and grab a pen cause you may need notes," Mark said, "You, Cucky, will go to room 1182. Be there at two ready to have your ass pounded. Tell your slut wife I expect her to be available for any man that comes to your room between two and four o'clock. You stay away until after four even if you're done early. After that, you may go shopping. Jack is expecting you in your new outfit tonight. Don't disappoint. You'll go to his suite, number 12110, at nine tonight, and your wife will come visit me in the adjoining suit, 12108. Got it?"
"Yes, Sir, I understand. I've written it all down," I replied.
Lynda was still asleep as I sat on the edge of the bed considering our fate. What had I set in motion? I was truly enjoying the debauchery, but at what ultimate cost? This had really gotten out of control; like totally. We could not have black babies!
I kissed my beautiful wife awake and told her what Mark said we had to do, then told her, "This is way out of control. I thought an anklet would set you free if you let it. I'd hoped you would finally fuck a cock other than mine and enjoy it, for both of us; but it's done so much more. Let's just be thankful we had this experience, and call it quits; go back to the way things were."
"You do whatever you have to, Ed, but I can't quit!" she told me with no further thought or hesitation. "I've never been so fulfilled in my entire life. I just can't wait to see what's next. And you are having fun too; admit it. It's okay. I always knew you had a feminine side and I'm happy you've finally accepted it. Just let it happen. It doesn't make you less of a man. I'll always want only you as a lifetime mate; I just need other fuck buddies. If I'm lucky enough to get pregnant, that will be a bonus. I really would like to have another kid, I've told you that for years; but you just kept saying no. So I kind of hope one of these big blacks plants a baby in me. Wouldn't it be fun to have a little black baby? If we have a boy, and he gets his daddy's genes, he'll be hung like a horse! I'd love to have a baby boy all the girls want. And if it's a girl, well, little mulattos are just so cute."
I was dumbfounded and had no response.
I arrived at room 1182 at two o'clock sharp. I wondered who Lynda would be seeing, but had no doubts he or they would be black, hung, and full of cum; and I knew what she'd be doing. I knocked on the door. A middle-aged white man, about my height and build, answered.
"I'm sorry," I said, "I was told this was Tyrone's room. Please excuse me."
"I'm Tim, and you are where you are supposed to be." As he spoke, he reached for my crotch and wrapped his fist around my caged dick instead of the customary hand shake I anticipated.
"Nice to meet you, Sir, I'm Ed," I replied as he pulled me into the room by my gentiles.
"Don't be shy, Ed, this is Tyrone" he told me, introducing his grossly obese back friend. I guessed he was about twenty-five. He was a bit shorter than Tim and I suspected he tipped the scales on the plus side of 400. "Just take off your clothes. You may put them in here," Tim continued, pointing to the little closet.
I hesitated. I'd never stripped in front of anyone for their entertainment, and found it humiliating, especially in my condition; smoothly shaved, oiled, cock caged and ass plugged. The thought of men getting excited at the sight of me stripping was strange; yet somehow exciting. My dick was aching and throbbing as it tried to burst out of its confinement.
"It's okay, really," Ty told me as he struggled to his feet and gave me a hug, "You're here to be fucked. We all know that; right? Don't be shy. Let that sissy bitch boy out. Be yourself. Show us what you've got."
"Yes, Sir," I answered, "Maybe you could put some music on?" I asked, thinking it might be easier if I could let my mind wonder and just move to the sounds as I removed my clothes.
They both laughed, as if I'd made a big joke. "Sure, whatever you like, Sissy," Ty answered as he plugged a thumb drive into the media system and hit play. The most horrible sounding RAP crap started to play. Oh well, I thought, it was better than nothing, and I knew I shouldn't criticize my master's music. I found myself moving as best I could to the noise while slowly removing my clothes; but it didn't take long to kick off my sandals, pull off my T-shirt, remove my jeans; and I was totally naked except for the butt plug and cock cage.
Tyrone and Tim sat next to each other on the couch, sipping drinks, watching, and cheering me on. "Move it, Bitch," Tim insisted, "Bend over 'n spread 'em. We wanna see that boy pussy."
I was thrilled, lewdly exposing myself and dancing for these men. I shook my ass, wiggled my caged dick, even bent forward and spread my cheeks for them, but before the 'song' ended, Ty pressed stop.
"That's enough of that shit, bitch," he said, "Hope you fuck better than you dance. I'm going to have your pussy first because I have a thin cock. That's why Mark gave you to me. Then Tim is going to stretch that boy cunt to get you ready for Jack tonight. Tim's not as big as Jack, but after he's done with you, you'll be ready for Jack, so let's get started." he said.
"Yes, Sir," I replied, obediently dropping to my knees and bending over with my head down.
Tim laughed, "Come on, Sissy. You're not getting that boy cunt popped until you bone us up. Get over here and suck our cocks till they're big and hard."
I eagerly helped strip them and gladly sucked, moving from one to the other until they were rock hard and oozing precum. They threw me onto the bed, on my back. Ty got between my legs and lifted them over his shoulders. He spit into his hand reached under his belly to rub it over his hidden cock. He next grabbed the butt plug I had gotten so accustomed to. I had forgotten it was even there until he unceremoniously ripped it out. He pushed my legs up further till my knees nearly touched my shoulders, rolling my butt upward so he could spit on my ass hole, then rested them on his shoulders again. Finally, he lifted his belly out of the way, laying it on top of me. He eased forward. The head of his cock found my hole on its own and penetrated.



I had assumed all fat men had little dicks, but Ty's was unusually long at about ten inches. It was, as he said earlier, thin; not much bigger around than mine. It slid in smoothly, and oh, what a wonderful feeling it was to be filled by a cock. I never imagined being ass fucked could feel so good. While he fucked me, Tim fed me his sizable cock. Ty pumped it to me for about ten minutes before filling my ass with a big load. He finished by withdrawing his spurting cock and demanding, "Quick, get down here boy, suck the rest out! Hurry!" He grabbed the back of my head and pushed me to his cock.
I got on my knees to finish Tyrone off, and Tim wasted no time in taking my upturned ass. Thankfully, he wasn't as thick as Jack, but my ass refused to open for his bulbous head. Ty finished using my mouth and pushed my head down to the bed between his legs. He laid forward over my back to help Tim by grabbing my ass cheeks with both hands and spreading me apart. I was totally immobilized between these men. Tim pulled on my hips and kept pushing. My cum lubed hole finally popped open and he was in. It burned, but not as much as when Jack ripped me open. When I complained, he gave me a minute to get used to it; then slapped my ass really hard to distract me as he pushed himself all the way in.
"Oh, fuck!" I screamed with pain as I grabbed fists full of the sheets and tried in vain to wiggle away. "Aghh, Oh, Oh, Oh!" I grunted. "That really hurts." I cried.
Tim totally ignored me and worked his cock in and out of my ass with long, slow strokes, pulling it out until the very tip of his cock just kissed my ass hole, then sliding it back in slowly until he was balls deep again. After a couple of minutes of this, I stopped complaining and just moaned and grunted with each thrust.
"You still want me to take it out, bitch?" he asked.
"No, Sir," I answered, "just go slow; It hurts, but it hurts so good. I've never felt like this."
He continued slow fucking me until I met his thrusts with my own, then all restraint was gone. He slammed his cock in deep, hard and fast while helping me slam my ass back by pulling on my hips. To my utter surprise and thrill, as he thrust in and out, punching my prostate, I had the most intense orgasm of my life. "Oh shit, fuck, I'm cuming! Fuck! I'm cuming!" I screamed. That sent Tim over the edge. I felt his cock pulse repeatedly, stretching my ass hole ever so slightly more as he pumped in his load. While he filled my ass, I unloaded through the little hole at the end of my pink cage. It was awesome.
With my ass fully loaded, Tyrone quickly grabbed the butt plug and jammed it back into me. "Keep that in there for Jack. It will be a nice surprise for him," he said while laughing. "You can clean Tim's cock and then we're done with you," he told me.
"Yes, Sir," I responded. I licked and sucked Tim till he was satisfied then dressed and left without so much as another word from either of them.
I still had an hour before I was allowed back in our room, so went to the bar where I thought about how much fun it was to be fucked. I also thought about my wife who was, at that very moment, fucking black cocks in our bed...again. This was kind of like my first night at the bar as Lynda fucked Mark for the first time while I was forced to wait till they finished. But this time, my cock was caged and my freshly fucked ass was plugged.
As soon as four o'clock rolled around, I opened our room door. Lynda was supposed to be done by then, but there was still a black cock thrusting into her pussy as she lay with her legs wrapped around his waist. I was in awe watching her fuck.
"I'm just about done with her. Wait in the hall," the man thrusting into her demanded.
I stood with my ear to the door and heard, "Here it comes, bitch! Oh fuck! I'm pumping it in!"
"Give it to me. Fill my pussy!" I heard my wife say.
A few minutes later, the guy came out. "Your turn," he said, "But you better check with Mark before you do her. She's supposed to be black breeding."
"I know, she's my wife," I told him.
I went in to find her on rumpled, cum stained sheets, just like after she spent the night with Mark. And just like then, she was cum glazed and had a fully loaded pussy. She spread her legs and invited me between them. "Clean it out, baby."
After eating her out, we cleaned up and hurriedly left the ship, having only a short time for our essential shopping trip to find my sissy-wear. As we walked the dock, I told my wife how I'd been ass fucked for the first time and how good it felt.
"I had a great time too," she told me. "I did four different guys, two of them at once. Mark also stopped by just to make sure I was treating his friends right, and he gave me a quick fuck too. None of them cared how sloppy my pussy got. They just pumped in more and more cum. The first one told me I'd be pulling a train. I didn't understand till he said, 'coupling after coupling'.
"Think you can handle heels?" she asked me as we neared the tourist shops.
I just laughed. "There's no fucking way I'm wearing heels. I might wear some girly panties, stocking and a garter belt under my jeans, but that's it."
Lynda laughed, "Oh, you ARE wearing heels; and much more. You are going full blown sissy tonight. Mark told me how to dress you, and you are going to do it. Don't think you're getting out of this now."
The first store she took me to specialized in designer women's shoes. She chose a pair of red ones with four-inch heels that sold for nearly $500. "Are you nuts?" I asked. "I'm not paying that kind of money for something that I'll only use once; if ever. I don't think I can be seen in those. I wouldn't pay that kind of money for shoes for you, and I'd give you the world if I could."
"You don't know if you're only doing this once," she said, "You may really like it. Maybe you'll be whoring yourself out regularly. In any case, you are going to do it tonight, and you may as well do it right."
"Do these come in a size 10?" she asked the salesman.
He looked at her foot, and then back up to her face, puzzled. "They're for my husband," she blurted out to my embarrassment. He spent the next twenty minutes retrieving shoes and fitting me, making me walk around in them as he and others snickered and laughed with great amusement.
The rest of the selections were less humiliating because I didn't have to try things on. She chose some pink silk, lacy panties with a matching garter belt and some black stockings. To finish the undergarments, she chose a black, lacy, padded bra with a conservative B cup. "I'm not going to wear that!" I protested.
"You most certainly will," she stated emphatically, "All real sissies have tits."
A short, box pleated, red plaid skirt and see-through, low cut, black blouse completed the ensemble.
"I have all the makeup you need, even the eyelashes" she said, "We just have to decide what to do with your hair. We can take out your pony tail and I can curl it, or we could put it in little girl pigtails. These black boys like blonde girls. But we need to get busy to get it all done in time."
We had dinner delivered by room service so we could get started. As we ate, Lynda kept teasing me about how she was going to turn me into a girl. I showered, washing my hair three times to give it the fluffy, clean appearance I wanted, and shaved my sparse beard extra close. Lynda covered what was left of it with makeup. She plucked my eyebrows and used a pencil to define them. Next came the eye lashes followed by eye liner, classic blue eye shadow, and red lipstick. Finishing touches included the blue nail polish I'd used on her earlier for both my toes and fingers. Finally, she used her curling iron, rolling my hair into lots and lots of curls.
Before helping me into the girly clothes, she had a surprise for me. She told me Mark said she had to do this, so for me to just go along without complaining. She lay a towel on the floor and told me to, "Lay on it, on your left side and pull you right knee up." As I followed her orders, she emptied a sixteen-ounce bottle of water into the sink and filled it with warm tap water. She then pulled out my butt plug and stuffed the mouth of the bottle to my ass and squeezed, emptying the contents into my ass. "Hold it in as long as you can, then you may sit on the toilet before we do it again," she told me. We went through this process another three times in the next thirty minutes, after which I was allowed to sit on the toilet for another thirty minutes to assure I'd completely emptied my ass before she pushed the butt plug back in.
Next came the feminine clothing. She started with the bra, making several adjustments until she was satisfied with the positioning of my 'tits'. Then she helped me with the garter belt and stockings followed by the little panties. As small as my cock cage was, she didn't like the way it bulged out in front, so she attached a string to the tip of it and wrapped the other end around my butt plug. She pulled it tight and tied it together. "Much better," she said as she refit the little panties. The black, see-through blouse came next and finally, she had me step into the short skirt. She pulled it up, tucked in the blouse, buttoned it and pulled up the zipper. "OK, hubby, time for the red slippers," she said as she helped me into the heels. And finally, the finishing touch: A gift from Jack; my very own anklet with the letters "B B C" dangling between spade shaped charms. Lynda placed it on my right ankle!
I honestly didn't recognize myself in the full-length mirror as I strutted back and forth, practicing in my new heels. I looked fuckin hot! What a fuckin slut. My skirt was just long enough to cover my panties, and my tits, while small, were just perfect.
Lynda needed only minutes to get ready for her date with Mark. I'd helped shave her pussy again earlier and now helped her into her 'fuck me now' clothing. When she was finished, we walked together to our appointed rendezvous. We knocked on the doors simultaneously, and were both greeted at the same time.
Mark looked over at me in shock, "Damn!" he exclaimed. "Is that you, Cuck? If you had your wife's pussy, I'd do you instead of her! You're one hot fuckin bitch! Get over here and let me look at you, cunt!"
I walked toward him, exaggerating my hip movements, as Lynda showed me, while holding my arms and hands in a feminine manner. Mark stood with his mouth gaping. "Unfucking believable!" he said.
"The bitch is all mine, tonight," Jack shouted to him before telling me, "Fuck, gurl, you are hot! I never dreamed you could look so fucking good. Before we spoil the look, you're going out dancing with me. I want everyone to see what a hot sissy bitch I'm fucking."
He grabbed my hand and pulled me to the elevator. I tried to be inconspicuous when walking with my wife to our fuck sessions, but now, with Jack's encouragement, I was strutting my stuff, pretending I was really female. People were doing double takes. I hoped it was because I was hot, and not because I was a tall white woman dating a short black man. And I certainly hoped it wasn't because they knew I was a man. Whatever the reason, Jack was enjoying the attention.
We found a couple of seats at the bar. I sat with my back to it, crossing my legs and swinging my anklet to capture the attention of anyone knowing my intent; and it worked. Even though Jack was kissing and fondling me, men, black men, were complementing my choice of ankle jewelry and asking me to dance.
"The next time some dude asks for a dance, bitch, you go. I want to see you on the dance floor grinding that fine ass against him and you copping a feel of his cock. When you find a guy that reciprocates and doesn't run; you bring him here. Got it?"
"Yes, Sir. Thank you for this. This is so much fun! It's fucking exciting!"
Within minutes, I was on the dance floor. I even had two men dancing with me at the same time. I rubbed and squeezed the crotch of all my dance partners. Of course, they responded by slipping a hand under my little skirt. They all liked my ass, but most ran off when they discovered my caged little cock. Until, that is, I met Scott. I kissed his cheek and told him to come with me. "Jack, this is Scott," I introduced them and explained, "Scott likes the way I am."
"We both do," Jack said as he shook Scott's hand. Scott was an average size man in all respects, except he had a bigger than average bulge in his pants. I knew that for a fact.
"You got a big cock?" Jack bluntly asked with no embarrassment.
"See for yourself," Scott answered as he moved closer to Jack.
TAfter confirming the man's size, Jack said it was, "time to get it on." He told me to pay for the drinks and led us back to his suite. The privacy door between suites was open, and Mark was obviously giving Lynda a hard fucking. Scott peaked in, "Fuckin hot! There's a brotha fuckin a hot white bitch in there!" he exclaimed in a whisper.
"I know, Sir," I replied, "That's my wife."
"Yea," Jack added, "You want to fuck her? She's being black bread. Nothing but black cock for her pussy till she's knocked up. That's why this sissy is caged."
"Fuck yea," Scott replied, "but let's do the fagot first. Then I want to fuck his bitch in front of him," he replied as if I wasn't there.
We Joined Lynda and Mark in his room where Jack made me straddle him on the couch, sitting on his lap. "This is it, Sissy. You're in control. Now get on it; all the way on bitch!" Fully dressed in my slut stuff, I pulled my panties to the side to remove my plug, then placed his lubed cock to my hole. I wiggled my ass back and forth while lowering myself slowly until he was all the way in.
"Fuck," I gasped as I sat motionlessly with his thick member buried in my ass, "You're so fucking big! It still hurts, but oooooh fuck."
Jack moaned in pleasure too. "You are one hot bitch. What a tight boy cunt you have. I love it. Now fuckin move it. Don't just sit there! Fuck me!"
I lifted myself to the tip of his dick, then let myself freefall, taking his whole cock all the way to his balls. It wasn't long before I was bouncing wildly on his cock, matching Marks thrusts into my wife. Scott slow stroked his cock, while watching to see who would be available for his use first, my wife or me.
As it turned out, Jack finished first. I got to my knees in front of the couch to suck him clean and Scott immediately filled the void in my ass. As he fucked me, Jack pulled his cock from my mouth. He was boned and ready again, and wasted no time taking over for Mark, who just emptied his load into my fertile wife.
As the night progressed, all three of them fucked my wife repeatedly. Jack and Scott used my ass over and over, often while I sucked cock or ate cum from my freshly fucked wife.
The remainder of the cruise was much the same. Lynda and I would be pimped out during the afternoons whenever Mark found a black stud needing a fuck, and every night, Mark and a few of his friends fucked us until they were thoroughly satisfied.
After our final fuck session on the last night of the cruise, Mark made sure to get our address and phone numbers, and said he'd be in touch. When we got home, things went pretty much back to normal. I retired the red heels, but Lynda continued to wear her anklet with the full intent of finding big black cocks to fuck on the side. She was obsessed with having a black baby, and made me wear condoms until she confirmed her pregnancy. By the end of her first trimester, it was too late to do anything but have the baby. Lynda's belly bump told the kids we were having another kid. They thought we were insane, but didn't know how insane it really was. We decided the pregnancy, with no further explanations, was enough of a shock for the moment and we'd broach the baby's appearance after the birth.
Mark kept in touch and was thrilled to learn Lynda was knocked up, possibly by him, but definitely black bred. When our son, Mark, was born, he sent us an all-expense paid vacation to Panama for our entire family. Apparently, he owned interest in several establishments in the El Cangrejo neighborhood of Panama City. "We'll see if we can give your new son a brother or sister," he told me.
"Your daughters must be fascinated with their new brother. Bet they have a whole new appreciation of interracial sex knowing that mama obviously likes black cock; right?" he asked, not really expecting a response. "By the way, my trip package included some very nice anklets for your girls. Make sure Lynda tells them what it means to wear one. I'll be looking to see if they have them on when you get here. I'm really anxious to meet your kids. Lynda has told me so much about them. Let's see if I remember correctly, there's a 17-year-old daughter, Martha, and 18-year-old twins, Carl and Debbie; right?"
"Oh, please, leave my kids alone. I know what you're thinking, and it's just vile. They're just kids," I protested.
"They're not kids, Cucky. They'll all be at least eighteen when you get here. It will be entirely their decision. The legal drinking age in Panama is 18, and even that's not enforced; but there's no doubt your kids will be enjoying that. I'll keep them under escort for their safety and, if they happen to get drunk and want to fuck, well, that will be entirely their decision."
A month after that talk, over my objections, our whole family boarded the flight to Panama City. Lynda insisted it would be fun; a real learning experience for the kids.
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Our plane touched down at three PM on a Sunday, as scheduled, and while my family rejoiced, ready for a fun vacation, my heart sank. We were only here in Panama at my wife's insistence. She couldn't turn down her bull's offer of an all-expense paid family vacation; one that promised another big black cock breeding for her, and if they wanted it, for our daughters as well. She insisted the bull's namesake baby, our two-month-old son, Mark, really shouldn't be the only mulatto in the family; he needed a sibling. And the girls should have the opportunity of discovering the most awesome human experience one could have. "There's nothing better or even close to the total euphoria of being fucked by one of those big black studs," she told me. Then I heard her actually encourage both of our teenage daughters, Martha and Debbie, to give their virginity to her bull. "If you haven't already given it up, you soon will," I heard her tell them, "so make it unforgettable. Do it with someone who can do it right," she told them, while giving them each a beautiful, gold anklet, "These are gifts form my friend, Mark. If you're even thinking you might let him make you a woman, wear it on your right ankle. He'll understand."
Less distressing but still concerning were the kids' bar hopping plans. They were looking forward to it in a country where eighteen made it legal. I didn't mind if they wanted to drink, but I just knew it would be under Mark's oversight. It would be an avenue to fulfill his vile plans of fucking our kids. But Lynda insisted I was being needlessly apprehensive. "No one is going to be forced to do anything if they don't want to. The kids are old enough to make their own decisions; so let them," she told me.
We picked up our bags and processed through customs. I was looking for signs directing us to ground transportation when I noticed a man with a "Lynda, Ed & Family" sign. I introduced myself and confirmed he was there for us. Wow, I thought, when he escorted us to a stretch limo, Lynda's bull knew how to impress.
Thirty minutes later, the limo pulled up to the curb in front of Mark's palatial estate. He was there to welcome us with a big hug and kiss for my wife. I was embarrassed for her as he grabbed her ass to pull her in for a spit swapping kiss in front of our kids. He followed with hugs for the girls, cupping an ass cheek in the process, and handshake for Carl while totally ignoring me. "You girls are absolutely gorgeous, just like your mama," he told Martha and Debbie, "And I'm so pleased to see you like the anklets." He spent a minute doting over baby Mark, then complemented Carl, "You are a very good-looking young man, Carl. You're fortunate to look like your mother." He then escorted us to our rooms.
There were three of them, all behind a mirrored wall of glass sliders opening to the pool. Carl had his own room, the girls shared a room, and Lynda and I had a two-bedroom suite between them. The interior wall adjoined a hallway and the room across the hall, we were told, is where we could find Maria, our any-time, always-available babysitter. As we looked across the pool, we could see the main house. It loomed over the neighborhood, like a castle.
I had no idea Mark was so incredibly wealthy. What an asshole, I thought, when I remembered how he made me pay for all the drinks when we were on the cruise. Just a way to keep me in my place; sub cuckold.
"Make yourselves comfortable, kids. Put your things away and feel free to use the pool if you like. That's Thomas over there," he said, pointing to the Hispanic man dressed in all white. "If you want anything, just ask him. He'll bring you drinks, snacks, weed, or just about anything else you can think of."
He then turned his attention to Lynda and me. "Let me show you to your room," he said as our kids gave us a knowing look and smirk. As soon as we entered the room, he took Markie from my wife's arms and handed him to me. "Watch the baby, Cuck," he demanded, insulting me for the first time since our reunion, "while I fuck your wife."
He wasted no time stripping off his clothes as Lynda eagerly did the same. I paced the floor with the baby, noticing there were no window dressings on the full-length poolside sliders. Privacy was simply a product of the reflective window tint. He took her on her knees, slapping her ass with his flat belly every time he bottomed out. As before, I was amazed that my little wife was able to take that massive cock balls deep. Lynda moaned loudly and yelled out with no apparent concern that the kids might hear through the wall, "Oh fuck, Mark, I've been waiting so long for this. You're so fucking big. Oh fuck! Give it to me! Harder! Harder! Oh fuck!"
"Here it cums!" He announced after just a few minutes of rutting. He held her on tightly while pushing all the way in to plant his seed. His ass cheeks clinch at least a dozen times as he loaded her pussy. When he finished, he pushed her off and said, "Lay there on your back for a while and let that baby batter soak in. Maybe the first fuck of your vacation with a real man will do it. Damn, you're good for an old bitch! Thank heavens for C-sections. That pussy would have been ruined if you'd pushed a football out of it!" he said with a chuckle.
He looked over at me. I was cradling Markie in one arm and stroking myself with the other. "Not caged, Cucky?" he asked as a criticism. "I guess I understand that, with your kids along. Wouldn't want them to see you in full chastity; right? At least not right away. Caged or not; you keep that little dicklet out of my bitch's cunt while you're here. I'll send your ass home by yourself if I catch you fucking her; understand?"
"Yes, Sir," I dutifully responded, "but please, Sir, don't belittle me in front of the kids."
"We'll see how it goes, Cuck. I don't really give a shit how you feel about that. I'll discuss it with your wife and we'll decide how we're going to treat you. For now, just put little Mark on mama's tit and get busy with your cleanup chores; and hurry up, your girls are waiting for me in the pool."
I eagerly cleaned Marks huge black dick and then tended to my wife's overflowing pussy. Mark paused at the door for a moment to watch. As little Markie suckled, I ate her cunt. Lynda orgasmed, thrusting her hips as she feed me. "Oh fuck, Ed, eat it! Eat that cum! Suck my clit and push your tongue in!" she screamed as she held my head and worked her pussy over my face.
Mark mockingly laughed, "You fuckin white boys are such pussies! Gobble that black spunk, Cucky!" He then stepped out, completely naked, and jumped into the pool. As I ate my wife's freshly fucked pussy, I got so excited I pumped my load out right onto the sheets, just like I did on our cruise. Lynda and I just laughed with satisfaction as we thought about what we had just done. I rested my head on her smooth mound, relaxing; then was distracted by the frolicking in the pool.
Martha, Debbie and Carl ganged up against Mark for a splash fight. I sat up and watched for a minute, then remembered Mark was naked. I pulled on my shorts and walked out, not really knowing what, if anything, I'd do about it. To my relief, the kids at least had swim suits on.
Mark, noticed I was watching and called a truce in the water fight. "You see that sign, don't you, kids?" pointing to the prominently displayed sign reading, ROPA OPCIONAL. "You know what that means?" he asked.
Carl, who took Spanish for three years in high school volunteered, "Yea, Clothing Optional."
"Bingo," Mark replied, "No one here cares if you want to go au' naturel; right Dad?" soliciting my endorsement of nudity.
"No, you do whatever you want," I replied as expected.
"Come join us!" Mark shouted to me.
I fully understood. It wasn't an invitation, it was a command. Mark expected me to set the example, fully exposing myself in front of the kids. I swallowed hard, turned my backside to the pool, stripped off my shorts and raced into the pool to hide my nakedness.
Mark wasn't having it. He climbed the steps and told me to follow. We found Thomas and requested strawberry daiquiris for the kids and my wife who came out to sit poolside, scotch for himself and beer for me. As we returned to the pool, he told me, "Move your fuckin hands, Cuck, I want the kids to know what a real cock looks like compared to a white boy's tiny dicklet. You don't have to be embarrassed about it. The girls will know that's just the way white boys are as soon as Carl gets naked."
"But I'm kind of boned up. I've never been naked in front of the kids. I know that shouldn't be an erotic thing for me, but even if they are my own kids, they're so perfect, even Carl. They're toned and smooth, nice flat tummies, flawless skin, and the girls are sprouting those frim little titties. All of them still have that naive, little kid charm and innocence, but they're just perfect for their first fuck. I can't help but think of them that way. Its embarrassing, but it does this to me, Sir," I confessed as I discretely showed him how hard my cock was.
"All the better," Mark said, "They'll see your full erection doesn't even begin to compare to a real man's cock. Move those hands, Cuck, and walk slowly!"
My cock, even erect, looked like a little boy's, especially in its smoothly shaved condition. Compared to Mark's huge swaying member, I had nothing. My little cut dick bounced with each step and my ball sack retracted close to my body, pulling my marble-sized balls right into my groin. Mark's massive, uncut organ, on the other hand, swayed from side to side, slapping his thighs with each step. It hung over half way to his knees. His egg sized, heavy nuts stretched his sack downward, and they too swayed back and forth as he walked.
The exhibition didn't go unnoticed. Even Carl's eyes were darting between my genitals and Mark's, and all three of them froze in place, mouths agape in awe.
I was about to follow Mark back into the pool when he told me I could sit with my wife and watch. I moved a chase lounge next to hers and took a seat, knowing better than to cover myself. Lynda knew without being told that she would have to be nude at the pool. She'd given the baby to Maria for the rest of the day and was enjoying her freedom. We both watched; me with great apprehension and Lynda with excited anticipation as Mark manipulated our kids. All three of them were giddy with drinks and open to suggestion. Within the hour, Mark had them naked and in the hot tub, a girl on each side with an arm around them as he cupped their firm little tits. Carl sat across from them, watching the thirty-something-year-old black man fondling his sisters.
I was conflicted as I watched. I was angry with Mark for abusing my little girls right in front of me, and at the same time, sexually excited and jealous. I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to touch their hot, perfect bodies and feel the treatment they were giving Mark with their little hands around his cock. Lynda just smiled. "They're so lucky," she told me, "They are going to discover what it's like to fuck a real cock before they lock themselves into a lifetime of sex with a tiny dicked white boy."
As Mark played with our girls, Carl climbed out of the hot tub and, while trying to hide an obvious erection, staggered to us and asked, "Dad, can I talk with you?"
I helped him walk to the far end of the pool deck overlooking the sea. "I don't know what to do," he said to me, "I have to talk to someone, Dad. I'm so confused, and drunk too, I think. I've never been drunk before," he admitted as he giggled like a little girl. "I know I should be protecting Debbie and Martha, but I can't, and I don't want to. It's fun watching him use them; I just can't help it."
"It's OK, son," I told him as I sympathized with his predicament. I hugged him and told him, "I'm having some problems with this too. Your sisters are really, really hot. So fuckin sexy with their perfect bodies. Don't feel bad about being aroused."
"Yea, Dad, I know you're right," he replied as we stood closely, our hard cocks actually touching as we both pretended not to notice, "but do you ever look at other guys? I mean, I can't help but look and compare myself. I can't help but look at Mark. He's so big. His cock is just awesome. Do you ever do that? Is that normal?"
"Yea, Carl," I replied, "you're not alone. That's more normal than most men can admit. Don't weird out about it. We all look at those monster cocks and imagine what it would be like to have one of those. The women all want it, and we want to give it to them, even if we don't personally have it to give. Just look at your sisters and your mom. They all want to fuck Mark. It's just a normal, natural thing. The fact is, most everyone would like to play with his cock, and I don't mean just women."
Carl replied, "When I was little, you told me it's OK to masturbate. We all do it; right? But would it be so wrong to actually play with one of those big dicks. I mean, not just think about it, but actually do it. I just want to know what it feels like. I think I'd even suck on it if I could." he said as he flushed with embarrassment, obviously wishing he could retract the question.
I was so proud that my son was codmpletely trusting and honest with me, even if it was under the influence of booze. "Son, you do whatever makes you happy. There's nothing more important in this life than being happy, and there's no one who knows better than yourself what makes you happy. There're very few people in this world who are absolutely straight or gay. Most of us are somewhere in-between. I think the luckiest of us go both ways. Your Mom and I are very proud of you, and encourage you to do whatever makes you happy. If it makes you feel any better, I secretly like to play with guys too."
"You've probably noticed that Mark likes to be in control," I continued, "He's very perceptive and has seen how you look at him. He knows you want to play with him. Just call him Sir, like I do, and do whatever he tells you to. He's not overly interested in playing with you, but he'll let you suck his cock if you want, and if you want more than that, he'll fix you up with someone to use you any way you like." As I finished my little talk, I realized this is exactly what Lynda did with the girls. Over my objections, she encouraged them to fuck a big black cock, and here I was telling Carl it's OK to be a sissy cock sucker for one.
Carl seemed to be at ease with himself after that, so I walked him back to the hot tub.
"Mind if I get back in, Sir?" he asked Mark.
Half an hour later, to the kids' disappointment, Mark climbed out of the tub. I was amazed at his control. He was fully erect and had three willing kids ready to do him right there in the spa, but he chose to put it off till later.
"Come here, Cuck," he demanded as he dried himself.
The kids didn't seem to catch the insult, so I almost ran over to him before he could say it again.
"After dinner, we're going to hit a few clubs for drinks, dancing and whatever," he told me, "Then I'm taking your kids to one of my private clubs to fuck. You want to watch?"
"That's just sick, Sir. I'm a perv, I know that, but what makes you think I want to watch you defile my children? That's the pit of depravity."
"Suit yourself, Cuck," he replied with ambivalence, "Fact is, most parents would love to be the proverbial 'fly-on-the-wall' to watch their kids lose their virginity; especially if it's a little white girl giving it up for the first time with a big black cock, or their feminine little boy doing the same. I'm just offering you that opportunity."
"So they wouldn't know if we watched? How would that happen?" I asked, ashamed of myself for revealing I might actually be interested.
"I'm going to take them to one of my clubs after we're done partying. They're already so hot to fuck, and by the time they have a few more drinks, dancing, and lots of people feeling them up in public, there will be absolutely no resistance. They'll do anything, and that's going to happen at ten o'clock. We have two nice rooms at the club with mirrored walls. Everyone likes them because they can watch themselves fucking. You know I love mirrors; and just like the mirrored sliders on your rooms, these mirrors can be seen through from an adjoining dimly lit room. It's one of our most popular venues. I usually sell whores who fuck their johns in those rooms and then charge others to watch through the mirrored wall."
"I knew this night was coming before you even arrived," he continued, "I've been advertising it for a long time; three little white teenage virgins, two girls and a boy, will be fucked by huge black cocks. Spectator fees are high for this premium show, but it sold out, mostly to American and European tourist within the last week. There's room for twenty in each room, and you can walk from one to the other, so you can watch your girls in action or see your girly boy get fucked. This is all going to happen if you are there or not. Are you sure you don't want to be there?"
I just shook my head and headed back to our room to join my wife. "You know what Mark wanted us to do?" I asked her before giving her the details.
"Oh, fuck yea!" she exclaimed, "We're going to be there! Tell him I want to watch all three kids being used. I especially want to watch Carl give himself to a man. Ask Mark if he can put Carl in chastity while everyone watches. It was so fuckin hot to see you forced into it, and I think Carl would really get off on that. I know I would, just watching it."
All three of the kids, wrapped in towels, came to our room, wondering what they were supposed to do next since everyone left the pool area. "Mark is taking us to dinner this evening," Lynda told them, "and then you are all going out with him and some of his friends. He's going to show you the town, so dress for partying."
Lynda walked our giddy, drunken girls to the door and whispered to them, "You may want to help each other shave your privates extra clean. I know what you plan on doing this evening, and the men will appreciate it."
"Ed," she called me over, "Before Carl leaves, you may want to suggest he shaves himself real smooth. I know he only has to shave his beard every couple of weeks, but he will want to do it for tonight, and he needs to take care of his pubic hair too."
I was a little apprehensive about telling my son to shave his whole body, but he seemed very appreciative of the advice. Since he took that so well, I added, "Remember, don't fight it. Do whatever they want without objection. You won't regret trying anything at least once. Just have fun."
When Mark came by the room to see if we were ready, I asked if he would cage Carl tonight. I told him Lynda wanted to watch as they put him into chastity.
He laughed. "Great idea, Cucky. I love it. I'll be right back," he said as he made a quick trip to the main house. When he came back, he told me, "Pants down, Cuck," and he handed a little cock cage to my wife. "You know how this works." he told her.
"Please, Sir, you don't need to do that. I haven't tried to fuck Lynda since we got here and I promise; I won't. Please don't do this to me again," I begged.
"Why should you run around free to jerk off whenever you want while your teenage son, a boy who probably needs to jack off at least five times every day, is going to be caged; and at your request, you hypocrite! I'll cage the boy, but you are going to wear this," Mark insisted, taking the cock cage from my wife to dangle it in front of me. "So stop your whining, spread your legs and let your wife put it on you; now!"
And so, once again, I found myself in chastity and knew I'd be that way for the duration of the vacation, just like my son.



The kids joined us in our room for another drink and Mark's inspection before our departure. He was pleased with all the girls' presentations, they young ones braless and in short skirts and, of course, wearing their spade charmed anklets. But he sent Carl back to change. "A young, handsome boy like you should be showing those legs, Carl, haven't you got some shorts to wear; and maybe some sandals?"
"Yes, Sir. Sorry, I'll be right back," he obediently replied as he raced back to his room to change.
Mark was flanked by our daughters during dinner while Lynda and I sat across from them with Carl. When we finished, he told us, "I'm taking the kids out for a couple of hours. You can take a cab back to the house, and I'll have the limo pick you up at 9:45 for some special entertainment," he winked, "I've arranged for a couple of my friends to keep you company until then. You'll meet them back at the house."
As I expected, his friends were two big black guys. They were nude, in the pool when we arrived, and wasted no time stepping out as we approached. They introduced themselves to Lynda, took her by the hands and led her to our room. I tried to follow, but was told, "You can wait out here until we're done with her."
They turned on the lights which had the effect of turning the sliders into mirrors on the inside. From the outside, I had an unobstructed view. My wife was ready and willing. Over the next hour plus, I watched in total frustration as my confined cock struggled to free itself and begged for attention. Lynda sucked and fucked them in every possible position while precum dripped from the little hole at the end of my cage onto my leg, further reminding me how much I needed to cum.
When they were done using her, they came out to reclaim their clothes. "You can have her now, boy," one of them told me. "Bitch is a good fuck. Maybe we'll do her again sometime, but we have other cunts to fuck tonight, so we have to go."
I found myself eagerly cleaning my wife's well fucked holes. It was maddening as she climaxed on my face. I wanted so much more than that. I needed to plant my own seed in her pussy, or at least in her mouth, but I wouldn't be coming anywhere. I couldn't even dry hump the bed in this contraption. So frustrating!
Lynda ignored my needs; not that there was much she could do to satisfy me anyway, at least not without removing the cock cage, and that wasn't going to happen. I was destined to be horny and sexually frustrate as long as we were here.
"Wow, how time flies when you're having fun!" she exclaimed as she rushed to get dressed. "The car must be waiting for us. Hurry up," she told me, "We don't want to be late for this."
The car pulled up to what was obviously a brothel where a young man greeted us at the curb and escorted us through the lobby and down a hallway. On the way, he gave us instructions, "You must try to be quiet. The performers know other people are fucking in adjacent rooms, and will be expecting some noises, but you must not yell to the performers or cheer them on. They do not know they are on display, and you must not let them know you are watching. You may take off your clothing if you wish and may engage in sex with anyone willing. Please be courteous and don't block other's view of the show. Are there any questions?" he asked before opening the door to the dimly lit room for us.
We were expecting two separate rooms, but found one long, narrow room from which two separate rooms could be seen, each paralleling the room we were in. There was a handrail mounted the length of the room keeping all the spectators three feet from the windows, and behind that were two rows of custom-made couches that ran the full length of the room at two levels, like theater seating. The rooms were quite full with perhaps forty people, mostly standing at the railing waiting for the show.
There were a few couples, but mostly men in the audience, especially at the first room. A sign over that window, in both Spanish and English, read: WHITE VIRGIN TEEN MALE, and over the other room, a similar sigh read: WHITE VIRGIN TEEN GIRLS.
"This is going to be so fucking hot," one of the few women in the audience said to Lynda. "They guaranteed us these kids are real virgins and they're willingly going to let big fucking black dicks initiate them. Can you imagine taking one of those for your first fuck?" She was excited at the prospect, and openly fondled her husbands cock as she spoke, her eyes glued to the entry door for the room in front of us. "Here they come! Here they come!" she whispered loudly as the door opened and our daughters staggered in with help from their black, male escorts.
Lynda and I moved to a position between the two rooms, knowing our son would soon be performing as well. Our position was not the best for viewing either room, but it gave us opportunity to watch the action in both at the same time.
Following the girls and their escorts into the room were Mark and the two more studs, the guys that had just fucked my wife! "You girls ready?" Mark asked. Our drunken daughters just pulled off their tube tops and flopped down on the bed, lifting their little skirts to reveal they'd lost their panties somewhere before getting here.
The guys stripped, revealing the huge cocks Mark promised. "Take their skirts off before you fuck them. They have to be completely naked," Mark told them, "There's lube on the nightstand. Use lots of it. They're going to need it. I'm fucking this one first," Mark said as he spread Martha's pussy lips and sprinkled a white powder over it before fingering it into her self-lubed hole. "Make sure you do this to Debbie too, it will numb them up." He lubed up his huge cock and placed the blunt, bulbous head to her cunt. "Feed her your cock," he told one of the others, "It will muffle her screams."
As drunk as Martha was, she slurred out a question, "No condom?"
"Fuck no, bitch. You sluts are taking it raw for your first fuck. Trust me, you don't want to ruin your very first fuck with a damn rubber. This has got to be skin to skin. I know there's a real pregnancy risk, but it will be worth it!" he told her as he pushed forward between her spread legs.
Debbie was on her knees next to Martha anticipating penetration from behind. She already had her mouth full of cock when the man behind her held her hips and pushed forward.
"Here we go," Mark said, "Let's do them at the same time. On three. One; Two; Three!"
The girls both convulsed and struggled, screaming around the big cocks filling their mouths, unable to form words. Their protests were indistinguishable as they drown each other out, but the message was clear. They wanted those cocks out of their tight, virgin cunts!
The men just laughed. "What did you bitches expect?" Mark chuckled. "I told you it was going to fuckin hurt, a lot! You wanted a real man for the first time, and you're damn well getting your wish. There's no stopping this. You're both well past the point of no return. We're fucking your cunts till they milk the last drop of cum from every cock here. May as well try as best you can to enjoy it, cause it's not stopping till we're finished with you." With that advise, they mercilessly fucked the shit out of your little girls.
"This is the tightest cunt I've ever been in!" Mark exclaimed as he fucked Martha hard, "Its not going to last! This is just too fuckin good!" he said just before blasting his load inside her.
Debbie took her first load at the same time. The man inside her held her on tightly as he pumped in big jets of thick, sticky cum.
"Switch," Mark exclaimed, and the guys feeding became fuckers while the fuckers moved up for a cleaning. The girls didn't object or resist, they just gave their all and fucked back with their little bodies.
Meanwhile, Carl had been pushed into the adjoining room followed by two big black men. "Strip!" one of them commanded.
Our drunken little boy, with slowed reflexes, just laughed and slurred, "That's funny. I'm not gay, you know," while, at the same time taking off his clothes. He was even more effeminate than me, having smooth, flawless skin, no beard or body hair, and the fine facial features of his mother. His cock was at full staff, nearly five inches in length.
"We're going to cage you, bitch, but you'll need to lose the boner first," he told Carl. Then, addressing his partner, he asked, "Shall we slap the shit out of his little dick till it goes down, or make him cum?"
"I've been told he's going to be wearing this for a while, so let's let him have one last squirt," his friend replied as he dropped to his knees and sucked Carl's cock.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh that's awesome! No one has ever done that to me before," he exclaimed as he thrust his hips while the black man sucked. As he sucked, he sild a finger into Carl's ass. The boy grabbed the head bobbing on his cock and pushed it all the way onto himself. "Ahhhhh," he sighed, and then fell back onto the bed.
"That's better," the other black man said as he worked Carl's junk into the cage.
When he finished, Carl looked down, startled, and asked, "What the fuck?"
Get used to it pussy boy. Your mama is going to have the only key to let you out of this, and she's not doing it. You are going to be one horny little teen for a while. The only sex you are getting is a cock in your mouth or ass. You may not want it yet, but we're going to introduce you to it; and you'll learn to appreciate it. Soon, you'll be so fuckin hot you'll do anything to be used by as many cocks as you can get."
For his first fuck, they put him on his back, legs up, so everyone could see his little caged cock. He screamed like a little girl when that big black cock penetrated, but it made no difference. They fucked him hard and filled his mouth as well.
As the action unfolded in front of us, the spectators were getting randy as well. Many had gotten completely naked. Men stroked their cocks as they watched our kids being defiled. Two women and one of the men bent over the handrail and were taking cocks, one after the other.
"Take your pants off," Lynda demanded, "and go over to where Carl is being fucked."
I did as she ordered, and as soon as I got there, one of the men stroking his cock noticed. "Fuckin hot! You look just like the little slut getting fucked. Bend over the railing!" he told me.
I shook my head, and Lynda corrected me, pointing to the railing and nodding. I did it, and found myself pulling a train of cocks with my ass; all the while watching my little boy doing the same right in front of me.
"Don't you wonder what their parents would think if they could see them now?" the guy slow stroking his cock next to my wife asked her. "Look at the hot little fucks! The little blonde is getting double penetrated. And the other chick is eating the ass of the one on top. What nasty little fucks! So hot!"
"They're pretty drunk," my wife excused them, "I don't think they would do that otherwise."
"They only do drunk what they want to do sober, but don't dare. They are natural sluts. They love to fuck. It's obvious. And now that they've had a taste of that, they're never going to be satisfied with a white boy," he retorted.
Lynda didn't reply. She knew first hand it was true.
We watched our perfect children with their smooth, flawless, bodies giving themselves totally to these big black studs. Their size absolutely dwarfed the kids. We, like everyone watching, were absolutely astounded at the ability of their little pussies and asses to accommodate the huge cocks. At the first penetration, both Lynda and I wanted to somehow stop it. It was cruel and mean to rip them open the way they did; but after the first fifteen minutes, they were begging to be fucked harder; even Carl. This was the best porn anyone had ever seen, and for us; well, we took secret pride in the fact that it was our kids performing for everyone. We were so proud of them.
After the first hour of their fucking, Mark came back to get us. He was immediately recognized as he walked in, "Holy shit," one of the black men in the audience said, "It's the big fucker that popped the little blonde's cunt! You lucky fucker!"
"You want some of that, dude?" he asked, "It can be arranged. She's not cheap, but she can be had if you're black and have a big cock," he told him. He then went on, addressing us in front of the group, "I need the parents of these kids to come with me."
We obediently followed him out of the room to the utter silence of the crowd; everyone in shock with the realization that the parents of these little ones were there watching.
"I need to send you home now. The limo will return to get your kids soon and bring them back too. I'll see you in the morning," he told us.
All three kids were still very busy fucking and sucking, so we hated to leave, but we weren't given an option. We waited impatiently at our room for the kids, but Mark kept them for another two hours. Lynda and I went out to check on them when they finally arrived. The girls were being carried, like babies, by two of Mark's men while he and the limo driver helped Carl stager in. All three were completely naked, and didn't seem to care.
After putting our kids on their beds, the men gathered at the pool for a nightcap and invited us to join them. Lynda and I felt a little foolish, being nude among the fully dressed guys, but we accepted the hospitality. While drinking, Mark asked, "Anyone want to fuck this slut tonight?" as he wrapped an arm around Lynda. All declined, saying they were tired except for the limo driver. He was not a part of the earlier activity with the kids, and readily volunteered.
"Go ahead," Mark told him. "take her in there and fuck her on their bed. Leave the lights on so we can watch; and you be good to him, Lynda," he added, "my driver usually doesn't get to play. He's not one of my regulars because his cock is not huge. Still, he's twice the size of Cucky. He'll give you an okay fuck."
They put their chairs in front of the room windows and let me drag one up to join them. My cock throbbed, trying to escape it's confines as I watched my wife in action with yet another black cock. The other men watched with mild interest and made lewd comments about my wife and here cuckold husband, as if I weren't there.
"Watch," Mark said, "as soon as he's naked, she's going to her knees to suck. She does it every time, and watch what she does with her thumb; she'll spit on it and slide it right into his ass."
They all laughed as it unfolded right on que.
"Now watch, she's going to lay on the bed, and when he gets ready to push his cock into her, she'll pull him up to sit on her face so she can eat his ass."
They laughed again and clapped their hands. "You fuckin know this bitch!" exclaimed one of them.
"And next, she's going to get on her knees and beg to be fucked like a dog."
"Oh fuck! She's so predictable, isn't she," another said as they all laughed with Mark's one-hundred-percent accuracy. "Is she like that for you too, Cucky?"
"No, Sir, not really," I truthfully answered.
"This Cuck doesn't have a cock. Its amazing he was able to father children," Mark explained, "My bitch doesn't fuck him anymore unless he begs for it. She lets him eat her cunt until she gets off, and if she gets tired of his whining, she might let him fuck her. If she's not pregnant, he has to wear a condom cause she only breeds black now. Isn't that right; Cucky Boy?"
"Yes, Sir," I simply acknowledged as we watched the driver flood her pussy.
"There's your que, Cuck," Mark told me when the driver exclaimed he was cuming, "You may go. You have chores to do."
I went inside and sat on the bed as the driver pulled out of my wife. When he stood, I opened my mouth and motioned him over so I could lick and suck him clean; then pulled my wife to the edge of the bed and dove in to suck the cum from her messy pussy. I could hear the guys cheering and clapping as I licked her out. When I'd finished, Mark stuck his head in the door and told us, "Go to bed, and don't worry about the kids. They're fine, just drunk and well fucked. They'll be sleeping in tomorrow, so leave them alone. They made enough money tonight to pay for your vacation three times over!" he told us with a laugh. "And by the way, no clothes allowed tomorrow. You may want to go to the kid's rooms and collect their stuff so they don't try to dress. And I don't want to hear any whining from you Cucky Boy, I know you're caged, and I don't fuckin give a shit. Your boy is too, and in the morning, he's going to wonder what the fuck it is and how it got there. You can explain it to him."
Lynda and I slept in till ten, then sat out by the pool where Thomas brought us coffee and asked if we would like anything for breakfast. We both passed, choosing to nurse a mild hangover with black coffee. "Think we should pack up the kids' clothes before they wake?" Lynda asked.
"It might be easier than insisting they take their clothes off," I agreed, "They didn't mind getting naked when they were stoned, but I'm not sure they would be so eager to get naked when they are sober."
We quietly stepped into the girls' room first. They lay on top of the bed, naked, one face down and the other on her back; both with their legs spread. The sheets were soaked between their legs and their pussies and asses still glistened with cum that slowly drained form their well filled holes. Their poor pussies were a mess, swollen and very, very pink. They were the apotome of the cliché, 'ridden hard and put away wet'.
Carl's room was next. Like his sisters, he lay naked on top of the bed. He was face down and, in addition to being caged, we saw he had a large plug stuffed in his ass. We gathered his clothing and slipped out. Lynda picked up Markie so she could nurse him while we relaxed at the pool.
About noon, the girls came out wearing only a towel.
"Did you have fun last night?" Lynda asked.
"Yea, I think so," Debbie answered, "I don't remember a lot. I don't feel so good. And it really hurts between my legs. I think we were really naughty."
"We were," Martha confirmed, "I don't know how many guys did us, but my pussy sure as hell knows it was fucked hard, and my ass hurts too. Would a guy do that, mom; I mean fuck our asses?" the younger daughter bluntly asked.
"Yea, baby, they would. Especially with little virgins, like you girls," Lynda told them.
"Can I get you ladies some coffee, or perhaps milk?" Thomas asked as soon as he noticed they were up.
"Coffee, please, with lots of cream and sugar for both of us," Debbie told him.
Lynda explained the house rules; no clothing allowed today. "That's why we gathered all your stuff," she told them, "We thought it would be less embarrassing if you didn't have a choice about it. Before Mark comes out, you may want to get rid of the towels too," she added, "you know this vacation is all about sex and being dominated by huge black men. Even the boys are expected to yield."
"Is that why Dad is in that?" Martha asked of her mother, like I couldn't answer for myself.
"Yes, and he's happy to be caged if it makes me and my bull happy, that's what a fuck buddy with your Dad's permission is called. I get the pleasure of riding big black cocks and your Dad gets the pleasure of knowing I'm being well fucked, and he services them as well; plus he enjoys taking care of me after I've been used. We'll talk about that later. Your brother is caged just like Dad. Don't make fun of him. Its not his choice, but he's enjoying it. I expect you to just encourage him to be himself and do whatever he likes; OK?"
They nodded their agreement as they threw their towels onto a chair and took a seat, waiting for their coffee. Just then, Carl stuck his head out the door, "Dad, can you come here, please, I need you right now!"



I hurried to see what was so urgent.
Flushed with embarrassment and humiliation, he said, "Dad, look at me! What the hell is that? My cock is trapped in it. How did that happen? What the fuck happened to me? And I had this in my ass!" he exclaimed as he held up the big butt plug he'd obviously cleaned off at the sink. "I worked it out of my ass, and fuck, does my ass hole hurt and burn! It dripped liquid, almost like I was pissing!"
"You don't remember anything about what happened last night?"
He thought for a few minutes. "No, well, not really. There're some surreal thoughts, fantasies like come true, but I'm not sure. And I'm so hung over. Oh shit, Dad, I hurt all over!"
"Just take it easy," I told him, "It will come back to you as the day goes on. In the meantime, it would be best for you to work that butt plug back into your ass. Our host probably put it there or at least approved of it, and I don't think you want to disappoint him by removing it without his permission. After its back in, come join us on the deck."
"I can't. My clothes are gone. And I can't be seen like this!" he said, motioning to his cock cage.
"Are you so preoccupied with your own humiliation to notice you're not alone? Look at me," I told him, pointing to my matching little pink cock cage. Son, this is a sex vacation. We're here to be used and abused. If you have no appetite for that, I understand, and you may return home," I told him, knowing he wasn't going anywhere after his submission last night. A few moments later he joined us on the deck, cock caged and ass plugged.
Mark must have noticed our entire family up and alive at the pool so came out to greet us, in the buff as normal. "There's my pussy's, all five of them!" he said. Knowing the kids would be severely hung over from their black-out drunk, he couldn't resist teasing them. "Do our heads hurt today, kids?" he chided. "Its okay, you'll live. I know your bottoms hurt too; right? You've all been fucked hard and you did really well. If you don't remember, trust me, you had a really good time. You can have the rest of the day off to recover. Tomorrow afternoon, I'll bring you all new clothes for another exciting evening. Enjoy your day," he said, and left.
By the following day, everyone had fully recovered. The kids were up early and asked Thomas for mixed drinks with breakfast. He brought them straight orange juice. "Master said you were to stay sober today. He said you needed to be numb and dumb for your first night out, but tonight he wants you to be fully aware," he told them.
At around noon, a young lady delivered clothing for the kids in individual gift boxes with their names on them. Carl was amused that his read, 'Carla'. The girls opened theirs to find the minimalist wardrobe; heels, short skirt and a T-top cut off just below the tits. "That's it?" Martha exclaimed.
"You don't know anyone here and will never see them again," Lynda told her. "Just wear it and have fun."
Carl opened his and was in total shock. "What the fuck!" he cried, seemingly ashamed to even show us what was in his package.
"Show us, Carl," Debbie told him.
"This is just wrong. Its got to be a mistake," he said as he lifted some of the items from the box. It contained the same items the girls received, but he also received sexy, female undergarments and a blonde wig.
"Hmmm," Lynda replied, "I think you need to talk with your Dad about that, Carla. I don't think it's a mistake."
"He made me dress like that too, son. Don't be embarrassed, just go with it. They are not interested in your straight side, they only want to use your feminine traits. Its all good. Let Debbie and Martha help you with it. It can be fun."
The girls were actually excited about dressing up their brother. They took him to their room and went to work on him. They bathed and shaved him, rubbed him down with lotion from head to toe, put him in stockings with a garter belt and pulled on the silky lace panties. Then came the matching bra and a little cut-off T-shirt and short skirt. They made up his face, just like my wife had done to me when we were on cruise. I knew that if I could 'pass' as I did, that Carla would have no difficulties at all. 'She' was much more feminine than I in every way.
It was nearly five o'clock when they finished primping and all three girls emerged from the room, ready for dinner and a night on the town. They all looked a bit slutty, like very young, high class, teen hookers. They were gorgeous! Carla had obviously been practicing in the heels and had it down pat. He already had the feminine mannerisms, by nature, so she now presented the complete, convincing package. She was incredibly hot!
Mark sent Thomas over with one drink for each of them just to calm their nerves and bolster their confidence. Then, at about six, he and two other escorts came for them. Lynda and I were surprised to see Jack, the guy with the massively thick cock from the cruise, kneel at Carla's feet and place one of those BBC and spade charmed anklets on her before helping her from the chair. Oh fuck, I thought, our boy was in for it tonight!
"I'll have the kids home by one, Mom and Dad," Mark jokingly told us. "Don't worry about them. I'll see to it that they are well taken care of. We're doing a repeat of last night, but this will be a night for them to remember," he said with a smile. "Some friends will be by for you to entertain this evening. Do have fun with them," he told us, then leaned over to me and whispered, "One of them is strictly a gay top, just for you, bitch."
They walked the girls out to the limo and left while Lynda and I ran inside to clean up for the evening's activities.
The remaining days of our family sex vacation continued much unchanged. Carla stayed in character until the day of our departure, and what little inhibitions they still had after the initial night of fucking were completely gone after the second adventure. After the fourth night of our adventure, we noticed our kids' anklets were augmented by a tattoo; a queen of spades for the girls and jack of spades for our son. Our perverted voyeurism progressed from watching them fuck in their rooms to joint fuck sessions at the pool. Carla and I both had the privilege of clean-up duties for both males and females; all of them. Oh, what a thrill it was to place my tongue into those almost brand-new little girl cunts full of cum and lick them clean. On the very last night of our trip, Mark allowed my son and I to remove out cages just long enough to do a sixty-nine suck off for everyone's amusement. It was our first, cock induced cum since we had been paced in chastity, and it was great!
On the flight home, all wondered which of the girls might be pregnant. Were we going to have another black baby or two in the family? Was 'Carla' going to be attracted to women again, or was he strictly a faggot bottom cock sucker? Were the girls going to entertain any of the white boys they used to date? Maybe they'd be lucky enough to find one who would love and support them, and help them find big black cocks to fuck, like I was destined to do for the rest of my life. What a wonderful, fucked up life has come from that stupid anklet!
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Daughter Goes Black and Takes Mom Along for a Ride
I may have the greatest family ever, and have to attribute much of their character to my military career. They experienced multicultural environments, living in various countries throughout the world, and adopted many of their ways, like the casual nudity so common in Europe. But perhaps the most valuable part of the military life was very limited bigotry, so common in the civilian world.
My pre-retirement duty assignment brought us to Colorado, where our oldest child, Shellie, graduated high school and enrolled in the local junior college. This story is about her evolution from innocent little girl to, well, you decide. She spent a lot of time hanging with her friends at the mall and was away more than home in the evenings. She had been dating for quite some time, but had a breakup a few months ago and hadn't brought a boy home since.
She came home late one night as usual, after her mom and I had gone to bed, but I didn't hear her climb the steps and enter her room. I lay silently, listening to confirm it was she who'd entered the house. After fifteen minutes or so, I pulled on some pajama bottoms, quietly opened our bedroom door and tip-toed down the steps to investigate. I peered around the corner at the base of the stairs into the living room, lit only by the street light shinning through the front window.
"Holy shit!" I thought as my heart raced and my breath quickened. There, in the dimly lit room, I could make out two figures rolling around on the floor. Between passionate kisses, they took turns removing each other's clothing. When it became evident to both that they were intent on getting completely naked, they stripped off their own clothes in the interest of expediency.
I knew it was wrong and perverted to just stand there watching my daughter making out; no, putting out. I realized she was a young adult and I needed to respect her decisions about this, but she was still my baby girl, and I wanted to protect her. Still, I couldn't resist pushing down my PJ's and stroking my cock as I watched. I was confused, considering turning on the lights, or just going back to bed. I opted for the latter. As I was about to sneak back to our room, Shellie's head started bobbing between the boy's legs. He held her head and thrust his hips while whispering his appreciation, "You are so good at that, Shellie, Oh fuck, you really know how to suck cock." I was so close to cuming, watching my little girl with a big cock in her mouth. I knew that very shortly, she would be fucked right there on the living room floor. I had to leave or risk being caught. I reluctantly turned to climb the steps, but in my excitement, I forgot I was even wearing pajamas, let alone that they were down around my ankles. I tripped.
I quickly pulled up my pajamas and pretended to just be walking down the steps. The kids scrambled for their clothing, but couldn't cover quickly enough to hide their predicament.
"Oh, excuse me," I said, "I didn't know you were here."
The boy, doing his best to stuff a huge erection into his jeans, blurted, "I'm sorry, Sir, I shouldn't have done this. I'm sorry, I'll just leave. I'm so sorry, Shellie."
"Settle down," I told him. "Just go to your room," I said.
Shellie picked up her clothes, not even trying to cover herself, while the boy raced for the door carrying everything except the jeans he just pulled on.
"I meant both of you; take him with you, Shellie, the living room isn't the place for this." I told my baby. The boy was shocked, and froze like a deer in the headlights. My nude little girl grabbed his hand to lead him up the stairs.
"Just keep it down," I told them, "your Mom is asleep," I whispered.
"And you, boy," I said before getting a good look at him, "You better not knock her up. My baby doesn't need a baby."
As he walked directly in front of me, I got my first good look at him. "Shit," I though, I just called her black boyfriend 'boy'. Oh well, it wasn't meant as an insult, and I was certain that with all the thoughts racing through his mind, he wasn't thinking about that. I couldn't believe I'd just given my little girl permission to take him to her bed for a big black cock fucking; but I was thankful I'd made the decision before recognizing the kid's race. I like to think I'm not a racist, but knowingly giving my little girl to a black man for his pleasure would be the ultimate test, and I wasn't sure I'd pass.
Contrary to everything I knew was right, I couldn't resist listening with my ear to her door. "Oh, oh, oh," I heard my little girl grunting as the bed squeaked rhythmically, "I've never been fucked like this!" she squealed, "It's so big! I'm so full! Oh, Ty! Ohhh my god! Ohhhh, fuck; do me, do me hard!"
It only lasted a few minutes before, while listening hard to make out the words, I heard the boy moan, "I'm so close, I've got to pull out, I'm cuming!"
"Noooo! Cum inside me! I want your nut!" I heard Shellie beg. That was too much for me. It pushed me right over the edge. I stroked out big thick ropes of cum all over the hallway carpet. I hoped it would dry by morning and not be noticeable.
I snuck off to bed and lay awake, conflicted and excited about what was happening across the hall. I suspected she might have given up her virginity recently, but never thought about her fucking black boys; I don't know why, there was no reason she wouldn't. I got up to confirm his car was still in the driveway, stroking my cock like a teen boy with out-of-control hormones.
"What are you doing, Bob?" my wife asked, startled by my silhouette in the window. I thought she saw me stroking, so didn't bother trying to hide it.
"I'm so fuckin horny, Gail," I said as I moved next to the bed, still pumping my dick. "Suck it, Sweetheart. Suck my cock, please." She seldom refused me and didn't disappoint this time. She sucked out my load and I climbed back in bed with her.
"What brought that on in the middle of the night? You have an interesting dream?" she asked.
"No, its not a dream. I'll tell you, but you have to promise to stay calm. Our daughter is in her room with a big black boy fucking her brains out right now," I told her. I gave her the details, including a description of the six-foot-two thin black boy with a cock as big as Shell's forearm. I even confessed to watching them for a short time and listening as she begged him to load her cunt with his spunk. "Is she on the pill?" I asked.
"She's on this health kick and said she'd rather use condoms when the time came, so no, she's not," Gail told me, "I can't image how Mishelle could take a guy that big. She's all of five-feet tall and weighs a big eighty-six pounds."
"I know; she's tiny," I concurred, "She looks like a twelve-year-old with the ass of a ten-year-old boy. His hands, no doubt, totally cover her little ass cheeks when he cups them. And yet, as tiny as she is, she's riding his huge fucking cock."
As strange as it may have been, Gail and I were both thrilled about our little girl giving it up to a big black boy, begging him to load her pussy. Gail climbed on top of me and in no time, we were fucking like kids ourselves. "Oh, fuck, Bob! Two timing tonight," she was surprised, complimenting my 'second' successive erection, "Give it to me! Fuck me! Oh, Fuck!" she cried out, much louder than she intended. Her hot pussy milked out my third load of the night, a record I'd not reached for years. We finished and lay panting, exhausted, catching our breath; and listening to grunts and squeals from across the hall. Obviously, they heard us, realized we were excited by them, and threw caution to the wind.
Throughout the night, Gail and I took turns checking the driveway to see if the boy's car was still there. Had we just stayed in bed and listened, we would have known without looking. After fucking our little girl one last time at about four AM, we heard him leave.
Somehow, Shellie was up before us in the morning. She was busy loading the washer with bedding. "Morning, Mom," she greeted Gail as she joined her in the kitchen. "The boys got up early this morning and are already out," she said.
Gail made the morning coffee and asked Shellie how her night was.
"Mom!" Shell retorted, "You know I had a great night; just like you did!"
Gail laughed at the reply, then told her, "I'm okay with you exercising your adult prerogative, and don't want to interfere; but your Dad and I are concerned that you may not be protecting yourself. You could get pregnant or expose yourself to an STD."
"I'm being careful, Mom. That was my first time since I broke up with that ass hole. And I only do it bareback for a week on either side of my period. Don't worry so much, Mom."
"If you say so," Gail told her. She paused, then asked, "When are we going to meet this new boyfriend?"
"I don't know how to tell you this, Mom, because I know you won't approve; so I'm just going to say it. He's not really my boyfriend. He's just kind of a 'fuck buddy'," she whispered. "I was telling my friend, Shantel, how frustrated I was getting since breaking it off with Ass Hole. I hadn't had sex for months; and she offered to let me use her boyfriend, Tyrone. That's how I hooked up with him. Shantel told me he thought I was sexy and that he always wanted to do a little white girl. It seemed like the perfect solution. And oh my god, Mom, I'm kind of sore today, but oh my god!"
Gail was shocked that our baby girl shared that with her, and more shocked that she would take a virtual stranger home and fuck him. She didn't know how to respond, so she didn't. Instead, she came to discuss it with me. "What should we do?"
"Nothing, I told her. She's an adult. We've never been overbearing, and we're not going to start now. She knows she must live with the consequences of her actions. If she were a guy, lots of parents would say 'good for you, stud, go for it;' and we're not going to treat her differently just because she's a girl. Girls like to fuck too; right? Just be glad she's happy and getting what she needs."
The next afternoon, while I was at work and the boys at school, Shellie invited Ty to the house. She said nothing to her Mom about it, so when the doorbell rang, Gail quickly pulled a robe on to cover her nudity and answered.
"Hi, Mrs. Jenkins, I'm Tyrone. Shellie invited me over," he introduced himself.
Shellie came up from behind, naked, as we usually were in our home. "Thanks, Mom," she said, "I've got this." She grabbed his hand and led him right up the stairs.
Gail was now in the same situation I found myself in the night before, knowing our daughter was in her room fucking a big black stud; and like me, she couldn't resist her voyeuristic tendencies. She found herself at Shellie's door, listening intently.
"Your mom is a real MILF," Ty said, "Think she'd fuck me too?"
Shellie just laughed, "No fuckin way, Ty. Are you nuts? What, between Shantell and me, you're not getting enough pussy? Just put that big fucker in my mouth and I'll make you forget all about Mom."
Within the minute, Gail was hearing the black stud praising Shellie's cocksucking abilities, just like he did when I watched them. It was soon followed by the squeaking bed springs, moans, muffled screams of pleasure; and the obligatory "Here it comes!" pronouncement.
After Ty filled our baby's cunt with his load, Gail went across the hall to finish herself off. She masturbated with our favorite dildo, a seven-inch black one, slightly thicker than my five-inch cock. She thought about Ty calling her a MILF, closed her eyes and envisioned the boy on top of her as she worked the dildo in her pussy.
Shelly and Ty stayed in her room while Gail went outside to lay on the back deck, soaking up some sun in the buff, as if there were no one here but family. She had only been there for a few minutes when Shelly, still nude, came down to ask, "Mom, do you have some personal lube I could use?"
What ever brought on this boldness, Gail wondered. She responded without further thought, "Yea, let me get it for you."
As Gail led the way up the stairs, she noticed the door to Shellie's room was wide open and of course, like anyone would do, she looked in. Ty was laying on his back, slow stroking the biggest cock she had ever seen. She paused, ignoring the fact that Shellie was with her, and watched as Ty rolled the foreskin up over the bulbous, plumb sized head repeatedly.
"Mom!" Shellie brought her back to reality.
"Oh, sorry, sweetie," she replied as she walked to our nightstand and grabbed a bottle of "Wet" that she'd just used with her silicone black friend. She knew the kids had been fucking hard, and didn't need it for vaginal penetration. Our little girl was obviously going to give her ass to that big black stud.
Once again, after Shellie left our bedroom, Gail had to dig out our black silicone friend; no lube available or needed this time.
Sometime later, Shellie convinced Tyrone to come down to the kitchen for a drink and snack. "Don't dress," she told him, "we don't wear clothes in our house." He was standing at the island bar when Shellie called out, "Mom, can you help me find the mustard?"
"You know where the mustard is, Shellie. Just look. It's where it always is," Gail yelled from the back deck.
"I can't find it," Shellie insisted.
Gail walked in, surprised to discover it wasn't just Shell in the kitchen. Ty, like a family member, stood there naked. "Sorry to bother you, Mrs. Jenkins. I told Shellie I'm fine without it," Tyrone said as he stood up straight, fully exposing himself while checking out my wife.
Gail, knowing the boy wanted to fuck her, couldn't resist teasing him. She went to the refrigerator and, with legs spread, bent forward at the hips as she supposedly looked for the mustard on the bottom shelf. "I don't see it, Shellie," she said while shifting her weight from side to side, knowing her pussy was on full display to the horny teen stud.
"Oh, here it is," Shellie said, pulling it off the top shelf where they both knew it was, "Thanks for helping, Mom. How about joining us for lunch?"
"Thanks, but I think I'll just have a drink," Gail told them as she poured a shot of Scotch into a short glass. She'd never offered a drink to our kids before, but was somehow compelled to welcome Shellie and Ty to adulthood by asking if they wanted a drink also. They accepted, and enjoyed a couple of refills after.
"Before Dad and the boys get home," Shellie said, "we're going back upstairs for a little while. Ty wants to know if you want to come up with us," she boldly asked, surprising both my wife and the boy.
A little tipsy and very horny, Gail simply said, "Yes."
Ty led the way up the stairs with Gail right behind. She nearly dreuled at the sight of his tight ass cheeks wiggling with each step. His huge, uncut cock and ball sack swayed between his legs. "Let's use your bed, Mrs. Jenkins, its bigger," Ty suggested, "Besides, it's really hot fucking a married woman in the bed where she makes love to her husband. I've only had one other married woman, and I've never done a mother daughter team. I thought that only happened with crack whores in the hood, not in nice, middle-class, white neighborhoods. This is so fuckin exciting." As each word came from his lips, his dick got a little bigger. By the time they reached the king-sized bed, he was fully erect.
"Wow!" escaped from Gail's mouth without her even thinking about speaking.
"I know; right?" our daughter confirmed. "And he knows how to use it too, Mom. You can have him first if you want."
Gail lay on her back, knees up and legs spread, ready for penetration. "Wait," Shellie said, "let me get the lube. You're going to need it, Mom." She was back in seconds with a handful of slipperiness. She immediately slapped it against her mom's exposed pussy, then slid a couple of fingers right in, making sure the entrance was ready. Gail turned her head, ashamed of the pleasure she experienced on her daughter's fingers. Shellie took another generous amount of lube and slathered the full length of Tyrone's huge cock, then guided it to her mom's eager cunt as Ty positioned himself above, holding himself up on straight arms. She placed his bulbous, blunt cock head to her mom's pussy, then told Ty, "Go for it. She's ready."
Gail wrapped her lily-white legs around the black boy's waist to pull him in. Other than that, the only place their bodies touched was between her legs. Ty eased forward. Gail's slippery lips parted, allowing that massive glans access to her tight hole. For the first time in twenty years, the moment of penetration by a cock other than mine had arrived. The boy watched my wife's reaction as he opened her. Her eyes snapped open widely and her mouth gaped, as if trying to scream, but no noise escaped. The entire head popped through her opening and was lodged inside. "Oh my god," Gail moaned, "that's big; really big."
"You should see it, Mom," Shellie said as she reached between their legs to help push the rest of his cock into her. "I bet you've never been fucked like that before; right? Isn't it awesome?"
The black stud continued his slow, non-stop penetration until his entire length was buried inside my wife. "Oh, Mrs. Jenkins, you are so fine," he moaned as he started rutting. As he fucked her with full length, slow strokes, he moaned, "Ahhhhh, that's fuckin hot. Your little girl has her tongue right in my ass!" he bragged, letting her know what a slut our daughter really was.
"Get on your knees for me, Mrs. Jenkins," Ty instructed as he withdrew. My wife quickly obliged and within seconds the kid had his big black cock back inside, doggie fucking her.
"Put your head down, Mom," Shellie directed, teaching my experienced wife how to fuck, "Put your tits onto the bed and push your ass out so he can get all the way in." She used both hands, one on her mom's mound and the other on her back to help position her for the deepest possible penetration. Ty held her hips and slam fucked her balls deep.
"Oh shit, I'm going to cum already," Ty announced as he continued thrusting, "You want me to pull out?"
"NO, fuck no!" my wife told him as she met his thrusts with her own, "Fill me, Pump it in!" she screamed, insemination not even coming to mind. She hadn't thought about that since my vasectomy fifteen years ago.
The big convulsing black boy held her on firmly and pushed in as deeply as possible. He stopped all movement except for the involuntary spasms forcing jets of thick, sticky, sperm laden cum deep into my wife's womb. When he finally finished, he rolled off to the side.
"Oh my god!" my wife exclaimed as she rolled onto her back. "How ever do you take him, Shell?"
"I told you! Isn't he awesome! Help me clean him up and I'll show you," Shellie said as she licked and sucked his frothy cock. She placed her mouth over the big knob when she saw the last of his cum ooze from its slit. They took turns sucking and licking him. Only a teen boy's stamina could produce yet another erection in such quick succession. The girl's skillful mouth action had him boned and ready to go in just minutes.
Shellie climbed on top, cowgirling him. She put her little pussy at the head of his cock and slid right on, all the way to his balls. "Oh fuck this is good," she cried.
Gail watched the unbelievable impalement of our baby girl. She put a hand on our Shellie's belly, wanting not only to see it bulge with every penetration of Ty's cock, but actually feel it; almost like feeling a baby kick in a pregnant woman's belly. "Touch my ass, Mom, while I fuck his cock. I want to have both holes filled."
My wife knew what our little girl really wanted. Gail wasn't a sadist, but our little girl was begging to be used. She retrieved our silicone black friend, lubed it well, and put it to our little girl's ass. Shellie pushed back against it and took it inside.



"Oh shit, Fuck!" Shellie yelled as she rode both Ty and the rubber clone, "This is the best thing I've ever felt in my life! Ahhhh, Oh, Yea, Oh shit!" she exclaimed as she started crying from the overpowering orgasm that racked her little body. Gail was in awe, watching the impossible double penetration of such a little girl.
Shellie's orgasm pushed Tyrone over the edge. "I'm cuming again!" he moaned as he held Shellie in place, pushed in deeply, and filled her cunt yet again. Gail eased the dildo out of Shellie's ass and watched as Ty withered and slipped out of her pussy. Our daughter's cunt gaped open and dripped hot cum on the boy's cock and balls.
"I didn't know you could be so much fun, Mom," Shellie said as she rolled off to the side of the big black boy.
"I did," Ty said, "I love to fuck married women," he added as he got to his knees and put his dripping, messy cock to my wife's mouth. She eagerly cleaned him up. He pushed her head off and told her, "I've got to go, but I'll call you tomorrow, Mrs. Jenkins."
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The last time Lynda and I returned from our romantic getaway cruise, she came back black bred and knocked up, cuckolding me and keeping me in chastity much of the time. I'm now the proud father of a three-month-old black boy, Mark, her bull's namesake; with strong prospects of having more black babies. She helped me discover my feminine side and turned me into a sissy slut for the big black cocks she services. It all came about by my own perversions, encouraging my beautiful wife to wear a sexy anklet and go along with whatever fate it brought.
Now, a year later, returning from our week-long family vacation provided by her bull, I was again in chastity as was our teen son, Carl, with Lynda holding the key for both our cock cages. Our son was always a bit famine, but now, following my lead, he was a full-blown sissy for big black cocks. His twin sister, Debbie, and younger sister, Martha, were also converted to black cock sluts, just like their mom. They proudly displayed their new queen of spades ankle tattoos beneath their sparkling anklets; just like Carl's except his was a jack of spades.
Both of our daughters and my wife, all fertile, had been black bred, repeatedly, by dozens of pre-selected black men chosen by the bull for their large sexual endowment. So now, as we stood in line for security clearance at the Panama City, Panama, airport, we all wondered what would come of our lives, changed forever by the debauchery of the last week. There were no longer secrets between any of us, especially about our personal sexual desires and practices. We all shared everything and helped each other fulfill every fantasy imaginable.
We placed the contents of our pockets in one of those small containers for X-ray along with our shoes and cell phones. The girls walked through the metal detector and collected their belongings followed by Carl. Alarms went off. "Have you emptied your pockets, Sir? And removed your belt?" the security agent asked.
"Yes, Sir," Carl replied, after which they pulled him to the side for a hand scanning. I thought the tiny lock on his cock cage was setting off the alarm, but discovered later that Mark set him up. He placed Carl into a steel cock cage instead of one like my little pink plastic restraint, and also forced a large steel butt plug up his ass for the trip home. Mark's diabolical plan was playing out exactly as he planned.
"Do you have something in your pants?" the officer asked Carl after the hand scanner beeped every time it passed over his crotch and ass. Carl, too embarrassed to admit he was wearing a tiny chromed cock cage and had a big steel plug up his ass, just denied having anything; prompting the agent's invite to a private room for further inspection.
Once again, the officer used the hand scanner to confirm the location of detected metal. "Let's start with your right ankle," the agent said, "Show me your ankle, please."
An embarrassed Carl lifted his pant leg and pushed down his sock, revealing a two-inch jack of spades tattoo just above his ankle, and resting on it was his gold anklet featuring three large letters, B B C, interspersed with spade shaped charms. The black agent smirked. "Cute," he said, "You like black cocks?"
"Yes, Sir," Carl answered as his face flushed.
"OK, son, let's see what's in your pants, now," the big black agent demanded as he stood back waiting for Carl to lower his pants and expose himself. Carl's shiny cage lifted slightly from his body as his dick tried to erect within its confines. "That explains the front, now let's see the back," the agent demanded.
Our totally embarrassed boy bent forward, showing the agent a big blue jewel protruding from his ass.
"I'm sorry, son, but I have to see exactly what that is. You'll have to remove it. There's a sink if you need to use it," he told Carl.
Carl shuffled over to the sink with his pants around his ankles. He bent forward and reached between his legs to pull out the plug. "I'm sorry, Sir," Carl told the officer, "but I can't seem to get it out. I need to sit on the toilet to make it come out. It's bigger than I'm used to."
"Well, you're not going anywhere until I see it," the agent insisted.
Carl, in tears, begged, "Could you get my mom or dad, please, Sir?"
"You're an adult. We only allow parents in here with their minor children. So, no, I'm not getting your mommy or daddy, boy. Now pull that thing out of your ass or I'll have to arrest you," the agent barked.
"But I'm going to need some help to get it out. Could you help me get it out, Sir, please?" Carl begged.
The agent just smiled, pulled on a rubber glove and stepped behind our young son. He placed his ungloved hand on Carl's firm, little ass to hold him in place, then grabbed the protruding end of the ass plug. He wiggled it in a circular motion as he pulled with ever increasing force. Manically, he worked it out to its widest girth, then let Carl's sphincter contract and pull the huge plug back in. After amusing himself with several in and out repetitions, he finally pulled it far enough so the boy's contracting ass hole squeezed it out. He placed it in the sink. When Carl attempted to stand, the officer pushed his head back down and told him, "Stay there."
Carl heard the agent's zipper, he felt hands on each of his ass cheeks spreading his gaping ass hole even further, then recognized the feel of a big, blunt cock pressed to his boy pussy. "Oh, yea," he moaned. He never dreamed he'd be fucked here. He held onto sink to steady himself, grunted and moaned, "Oh, Oh, Ahhhh, Yea, Oh fuck!"
"Shhhh!" the officer cautioned him as he smacked his ass to get his attention, "You have to be quiet!" The agent grabbed his hips and pounded him hard, feeding his ass a massive load. As soon as the last spurt left his cock, he pulled out and trapped the cum inside with the massive ass plug.
"On your knees, boy," he demanded. Carl knew what was next, and gratefully licked and sucked the agent's big black cock until it was thoroughly clean. As the agent tucked his dick into his pants, he told Carl, "Hurry up, bitch, pull your pants up. We have to get out of here."
Carl was giddy and giggling like a little girl while sitting next to me on the flight home. I asked what was so funny, and he burst out laughing. "I'll tell you when we're in private," he said. When we got into the car for the final leg of our journey, he couldn't wait to tell his story. He entertained the whole family with details of how the big black agent discovered his anklet and tattoo; and then the cage and plug. "I was so scared," he said, "but then he fucked me so hard!" Carl exclaimed. His laughter was contagious. We laughed until we had tears in our eyes at the absurdity of the event.
When the laughter died down, I wondered how the fuck one week of debauchery turned my whole family, as conventional, reserved and straight-laced as they were, into black cock sluts. They totally lost their sense of decency, modesty and respectability; they had no sense of decorum, absolutely no inhibitions; all they wanted to do is serve big black cocks in any way they could. Every one of them, myself included, epitomized the definition of big black cock slut. And somehow, I was proud of it.
If there was any hope of reclaiming the lifestyle we knew before our trip, it was dashed within moments of our arrival at the house. Lynda nursed the baby on the way home and passed him off to me, "You'll be taking care of Markie from now on, Ed. I'll of course play with him when he's in a good mood and nurse him, but you'll do everything else. And Carl, your dad will be helping, but you are going to take care of the house from now on. I mean everything that I used to do, like cooking and cleaning. The girls and I are going to be busy with other things that are of no concern to you or your father. And one more thing, boys, the girls and I will wear whatever we want any time we wish, but unless you're given permission by one of us, you will remain naked whenever you are in the house or in the back yard around the pool. Please, both of you, don't disappoint me. You will be punished."
I knew better than to disagree with my wife's newfound authoritarianism and simply replied, "Yes, Dear," as I took off my clothing; but Carl was appalled.
"Mom, you can't be serious," he argued, "I have stuff to do. School work and I'm looking for a little part time job. I don't have time to do all that stuff; and why don't the girls have to help? And why do I have to be naked all the time if I don't want to be? That's just not fair!"
"Carl!" Lynda snapped, "Watch your tone! I'm dead serious about this. Its been a long day and I'm tired, I don't appreciate your attitude; and this is not up for discussion! Now that the whole family is part of the lifestyle, I'm fucking done with our old life. I'm your key holder, remember? If you ever want your little dick touched again, you'll do exactly as I say. Now take off your clothes like a good boy," she demanded.
Lynda took a seat on the couch and as soon as Carl was down to nothing but his cock cage, she told him, "Come here and bend over my lap." He had never in his life been spanked, and didn't anticipate what was coming. His mom held him in place with a hand around his neck while her other open hand whooshed through the air, landing full-force on the boy's bare ass. "Smack! Smack! Smack!" the noise reverberated through the air in quick succession as she repeatedly applied the stinging blows. "You will not question me or disobey me! I'm in total control here! If I'm not here, the girls are in charge! You will listen to them! And you will address me as Ma'am and your sisters as Miss from now on! Understand?"
"Yes, Ma'am. I'm sorry, Ma'am." Carl sobbed. He had been humiliated before about his little dick compared to the huge blacks he'd learned to suck and fuck. He'd even rimmed their asses and licked their loads from his sisters and mother; but laying over his mom's lap while caged and naked, taking an ass whipping and crying like a child was the most embarrassing experience of his life. He was absolutely mortified.
The girls giggled and cheered their mom on, "That's the way, Mom! Spank that naughty boy! Make him cry, Mom!" I, on the other hand, stood silently, in fear of what may lie ahead for me if I objected to this treatment.
When she was satisfied with his submission, she looked at me and asked, "Do you need some too, or are you going to be a good boy?"
"I'll be good, Ma'am," I replied.
Lynda laughed at my quick response, "Ma'am is what our son will call me, Sweetheart, not you. You will address me as Mistress. It's important that you and Carl know your places, and addressing your daughters and me with respect will help remind you. You do understand; right?"
"Yes, Mistress," I obediently replied, thankful that she didn't decide to spank me as well.
"You know what, Carl? I've reconsidered the clothing requirement for you. If you want to dress like the girly boy you are, I'll let you. Just make sure it's something your sisters would wear. And if you decide to wear clothes, you'll first put on makeup. The choice is yours. I want you to be happy, so you'll be naked, like your father, or you'll dress and act like the sissy girl you are. Whenever you leave the house, you'll ask me how you are supposed to dress. I'll decide if you're going as Carl or Carla; got it?"
"Yes, Ma'am, I got it. Thank you; but please don't ever make me go out of the house in girl's clothes. People know me here." Carl pleaded.
"But they don't know Carla. No one will recognize you. Now don't argue with me; that's just asking for another spanking. You boys can go to bed now," she said, meaning go to bed. It wasn't just permission.
The next morning, as I prepared for work, Carl came into the kitchen and confessed, "I'm sorry, Ma'am, but I made a mess in the bed last night. I haven't done it in years, but last night I had a dream, and I accidentally cummed. I didn't mean to; I'm sorry it happened, but I can't help it. Can't you let me out of this thing? Please? It won't happen again if you just let me jerk off. I'll do it in private if you prefer."
Lynda just laughed, "Son, I know what you need, and it's not more masturbation. I only remember you having one other wet dream in your life. I was surprised because it happened when you were only twelve. After that, you started jerking off all the time, depriving yourself of lots and lots of wet dreams, and I'm going to make sure you finally have them. It felt good, didn't it; waking up squirting your load?"
"Yes, Ma'am, but it's not fair. I need the real pleasure of getting there, not just a dream and a shocking, surprising cum in the middle of the night that leaves me extremely frustrated, horny and needing more as I lay in my soggy bed with no way of even touch myself," Carl explained.
"I'm so sorry to hear that, Son, because that's the only way you're going to cum unless you're entertaining a man with your ass. I know when you get ass fucked, you cum. I've seen you do it. Just like your father, you will remain in chastity until I feel like releasing your little dicklet. If you dare ask again, I may never release you. If I let you out, you'd better not masturbate or even touch it without my permission. You will never again masturbate privately, as you suggested. If I allow you to jerk off, it will only be to entertain others, not to satisfy yourself. Trust me, Carl, I do know what's best for you. Now tell me all about the dream that made you cum."
"Its kind of embarrassing," Carl began, "I was hanging with my friend, Bob, at the park and we met this girl. She was really sexy. She had big tits and was dressed really slutty. I watched Bob make out with her. She opened Bob's pants and sucked on his cock, then they lay on the bed. I don't know where the bed came from, it was just there, in the park. Bob reached into her panties and quickly pulled his hand out, yelling about her having a dick. He got up and said let's go, unless you want her. So I got in bed with her, and found she had a pussy too; a real girl pussy. She had no balls, just a juicy pussy. I started fucking her, then Bob got on top of us. His cock somehow was big and black, and as I fucked the girl's pussy, he shoved his cock right into my ass. Then I woke up, spurting cum in the bed."
Lynda laughed and told him, "See, that wasn't so bad; right? You are going to have more stories to tell me like that. Now go clean up your mess and when you get done, come ask me what you're going to do next. You'll have to watch Markie today, while your Dad is at work, and there's lots of housework to catch up on since we've been gone for over a week."
As Carl worked his ass off, scrubbing floors, cleaning bathrooms, vacuuming, dusting, and tending to his baby brother, Lynda and the girls lounged around the pool, exposing every inch of their bodies to the mid-day sun. "Mom, I'm bored," Debbie whined.
"Me too," Martha added, "Can you call Dad and see if he can bring someone home with him; you know, a black guy that we can all fuck? He used to bring guys home for you after you thought we were asleep; right? Or maybe you could take us out for the night, somewhere you used to go when you were 'spending the night at aunt Pat's'?"
"Fuck, yea," Debbie agreed, "You know, Mom, you can't just give us those 'BBC' anklets and take us to meet your bull, who not only took our virginity but then gave us to all his friends, and then expect us not to need it when we get home."
"Damn, what whinny batches you girls have become. Maybe you'd like to join Cinderella in the house?" she responded.
"Carla," my wife called out to our son, "Will you please refill our wine? You may take a break and enjoy a glass with us if you like."
As our son rushed to fulfill his mother's request while she answered the phone, "Hello. Oh, Hi Mark, thanks for calling." She broke out in laughter, "Yea, he was mortified! It was even better than you thought it might be. Ended up the security agent fucked his ass right there in the airport!" She listened and then replied, "No, I haven't heard from anyone yet. The girls were just begging me to find them someone. I was going to call Ed and ask him to bring his boss home again or stop at the bar and pick up someone for us," she paused again, then answered, "Okay, Mark, but I hope they come soon. You did a thorough job of corrupting my proper little family, and we're all hungry for some."
"That was Mark," Lynda told the kids as they sipped their wine. "He's having some of his associates come by soon, so drink up and clean up. You're going to get your wish. We all want to look our best. You girls make sure you're shaved nice and smooth down there, and don't bother dressing, except for you, Carla. Let the girls help with your makeup, and put something very sexy on."
Lynda took only a few minutes to get ready herself, then called me at the office. "Ed, on the way home, stop at the grocery store and pick up a hand of ginger. I realize you don't know what that is, but just ask for help. Pick out a hand with big thick fingers. And when you get home, take your clothes off before you come in the house. I don't want to see you clothed in the house."
"Yes, Mistress," I whispered in reply with my hand covering the phone.
"What?" my wife replied, as if she really couldn't hear what I said, "I can't hear you. Speak loudly so I can understand what you're saying."
I flushed with embarrassment, swallowed my pride and spoke out clearly and loudly so everyone in the office could hear, "Yes Mistress." Everyone noticed and looked at me with a smirk. I don't know why it bothered me. After all, everyone there knew, after the birth of our last son, that my wife fucked black men and I was obviously okay with that. Everyone knew I was a sub cuckold, at the mercy of my wife.
The kids finished their preparation and the girls went back to the pool while Carla sat in the living room, intently watching for a vehicle to pull up. He ran to the pool slider to announce, "They're here!" before returning to the living room in time to open the door for two young black thugs. They were both in their early twenties, about six-foot tall and muscular, wearing wife-beaters to showcase their muscled bodies and dark skin.
"You Martha or Debbie?" one of them asked as the door opened.
"I'm Carla," our son answered.
"Damn, you're fuckin hot! Mark told us there was a little faggot sissy called Carl, of Carla," he replied while lifting the hem of Carla's little sun dress.
"Oh fuck yea, sissy got a dick. Bitch is all caged up, but she's got a dick!" his friend exclaimed.
Carla escorted them to the pool. Debbie and Martha stood as soon as they entered the area, each wrapping their arms around one of them before their mother had a chance. They introduced themselves to Zak and Mike, who wasted no time taking liberties with the young girls.
"This little slut is ready to fuck. Cunt is all nice and wet," Mike told his friend.
"So is this one," Zak replied as Martha slid her hand into his pants while he fucked her with two fingers.
"Carla, help the guys undress; will you?" Lynda asked. "And help get them ready if they need a little help."
Our son eagerly got to the task, alternating between the two young men, removing shirts first and then the rest in rapid succession. Zak was fully boned. He walked Martha over to a pool float on the deck and laid her. Mike was chubbed, but didn't have a full-blown erection. Carla dropped to her knees and gave the guy one of the best blow jobs he'd ever had, his cock sliding right down the sissy's throat.
"That's enough, Carl," Debbie complained, afraid the stud would just fuck that hot mouth instead of doing her.



Carl reluctantly removed his mouth and followed them as Debbie took him to a cushion next to her sister. They stood there for a moment watching Martha fuck Zak. She was fully impaled and begging for more while pulling the man in deeper with a death grip on both his ass cheeks. "Do me just like that," she told Mike as she lay down and spread her legs. Carla eagerly guided the stud's massive black cock to his sister's pussy, slid it up and down her slit, then put the blunt head at her entrance and pushed, signaling Mike it was time to fuck.
"Carla," Lynda called, "Markie is crying, go tend to him, and then bring some beers for our guests."
When Carl returned holing the baby and two cold beers, the men were still fucking his sisters who were moaning and begging for more.
"Mama, you ready for some?" the guy riding Debbie asked as he looked at Lynda, "Mark told us we could fuck all of you, but he wanted us to cum inside you. Said you all need black breeding, but he really wants you knocked up. I'm getting really close, so spread 'em wide and show me that cum dump pussy."
Lynda scooted down in her lounge chair and spread. She had been masturbating as she watched her daughters fuck and was eager for the young man to enter her. She wanted a good hard, long fuck, but she'd take whatever she could get. She knew these studs would rather fuck our young daughters and flood their pussies with a big load, so she was grateful her bull had instructed them to nut inside her.
"Here it cums!" the stud cried out as he urgently moved from Debbie's gaping pussy and plunged into Lynda's ready and waiting cunt. "Oh yea! Fuck!" he moaned as he began spasming immediately after entering my wife.
Zak yelled, "Get out of her, now, I'm gonna nut!"
"Just do it in the girl, I'm not done filling this bitch!" Mike replied.
Martha wrapped her legs around the man riding her, holding him in deeply as he dumped his seed in her womb.
When both had finished, they eased out their spent dicks. Lynda volunteered to take the baby from Carl so he could clean up the guys and lick their loads from two well-filled pussies.
As everyone caught their breath and relaxed with their drinks, Lynda asked the guys how they knew Mark.
"Mark is a very important man. He manages drug sales and whores all over the world. He travels a lot and is really good at picking up new sluts for the business. Then he subcontracts management of his girls; and sissy boys," he added with a nod towards our son. He then looked at Lynda and continued, "He told us you were left to do your own thing after you were knocked up last year, but it wasn't just because you were pregnant. There's a big market for bulging belly sluts, but you're older than most of his girls. Now that your kids are involved, we'll be managing all of you for Mark."
"We do love to fuck," Lynda told them, "and I'm pleased to see the kids enjoy it as much as Ed and I do. It would be a shame to deprive them of such pleasure; but we're not whores. We only do it for our own pleasure. We do black men because lots of you are really hung, and size does matter. And the taboo pregnancy risk is thrilling. I love having a little black baby and want more. The girls aren't really ready to have kids yet, but when they do, they want black babies too. Mulatto babies are just adorable. But we don't need a pimp. We can find our own black studs."
The thugs weren't taking no for an answer, "If you're going to fuck strangers, why not get paid for it? Mark told us he gave you girls one G each for your Panama work. You took that. We can guarantee you that much every week. We'll be keeping half of everything you make and Mark splits the rest evenly with each of you. He's asked us to sell you girls to black cocks only until you're knocked up. We understand your preference for big black cocks, but after you're pregnant, you'll serve anyone with the money to pay for you."
"White girls, especially young ones, like you two," he said while looking at Martha and Debbie, "go for a premium price when the john knows they're fertile and unprotected. Guys just love to knock up little white bitches with no possibility of being held responsible. So of course, we insist on no birth control of any kind. We offer the johns a money back guarantee. If we can't provide documented and video proof of pregnancy within eighteen months of their coupling, they get half of their money back. That's what keeps the price up. You'll, of course, have to see our doctor to verify you're fully ready for pregnancy and routinely after that to be sure you haven't picked up an STD. We'll keep all of you as busy as you want to be; and you'll fuck us or any of our friends that we send over for free."
"Your husband and son will be used as well," he told Lynda, "I hope they like it cause there's not much money in it for them. They can keep any tips they get, as may you and the girls, but after Mark takes his cut and we get ours, all that's left for the faggots is ten percent."
Directing his comments to Debbie and Martha, he went on, "One other thing, you girls will never fuck anyone except as directed by us. You may date. In fact, we want you to find a boyfriend who will do anything for you; someone who will be a good cuckold. He should marry you, support and love you, and enjoy watching you fuck other men; but you will never fuck him. I know that may sound strange, but there are men like that out there. Look toward those with a gay demeanor, like the boys in your family."
"We have one more requirement for all the young girls we manage. Call us as soon as your period starts. We'll reschedule all of your bookings and we will want you to see our piercing expert at that time. No sense taking good fuck time to heal from nipple, belly button and vaginal piercings."
At about five o'clock that afternoon, I returned from work and, as instructed by Lynda, I stripped off my clothing in the garage before entering. Not seeing anyone in the house, I glanced out to the pool and was surprised to see all three girls on their knees, ass up, head down with Lynda in the center. A big black stud was thrusting into each of our daughters, leisurely fucking them as they drank a beer and chatted with each other, discussing the quality of the cunts they were using as if the girls couldn't hear. I joined our son, who stood in front of them, watching.
"I think Debbie's cunt is tighter than Martha's. What do you think?" Zak said.
"Yea, could be. She's the older one, but I agree, she's tighter. Both of these bitches have been well used, so its hard to tell. Ain't no way we can pass them off as virgins. But they're both good fucks. Haven't seen too many young ones able to take me balls deep like this. Think either of them could take a fist?" he asked.
"Hey, bitch," he said directly to Martha as he slapped her ass, "You ever had a guy stuff his whole hand in your cunt?"
Martha was consumed by her orgasm. The guys words didn't even register. She moaned and rocked her hips, bringing herself off on the man's huge cock. Mike just smiled and looked at me, "See your little slut, daddy! Your baby girl is cumming on my big black cock again! Can you see how big her tiny pussy is stretched?" he chided. He held himself steady on his knees while my baby girl wildly worked her cunt back and forth on his member. "That's it girl, work that cunt," he encouraged her while he casually drank his beer.
Just to humiliate me, as Zak rode my other daughter, he said, "Hey, daddy, you don't mind us fucking your little girls; do you? We won't cum in them if your wife's cunt is available. Of course, if we both cum at the same time, one of your babies is going to have to take some nut. I hope that's okay cause we already had that happen once. You don't mind; right?"
Knowing my place, I answered, "No, Sir, not at all."
"You ready, Lynda?" Mike asked, not expecting an answer. He pulled out of Martha and plunged non-stop, balls deep into my wife's cum lubed pussy. He held her onto him as he grunted with pleasure, obviously pumping in his load.
"Next!" Zak yelled. Mike withdrew from my wife, still dripping seed, to be replaced by another huge, throbbing cock about to erupt. Zak pushed all the way into her well loaded cunt to deposit yet another load. I'd never seen anything like it. She was completely full, and every time the stud shot into her, cum gushed out between his cock and her tightly stretched cunt. I immediately lay on my back and worked my head up between her legs. I opened my mouth and caught the thick, sticky globs of jiz that dripped from their union. When the thug finished and pulled out, a huge gush of cum splashed my face. Lynda planted her overflowing pussy right on my mouth and rocked back and forth, seeking the orgasm she had been denied as the guys used our daughters instead of her.
The men used Carla for clean-up service as they watched my wife getting off on my face. After Carla and I finished our tasks, everyone fell into a chair, totally relaxed and fucked out. Everyone, that is, except Carla and me. "Carla, go check on Markie, and Ed, go make some snacks for everyone, and bring us another round of drinks."
While I was gone, Zak informed the girls that their services would be required the next night. "There's a stag party, all middle-aged to older black men. There should be about twenty of them. They want a young cuckold couple for entertainment. I'm sure the wife will be giving up all her holes, often at the same time, and there may be some double penetration of holes. Hubby will do prep, clean up, and give up his ass to anyone who might want it."
"We can do that," Lynda replied.
"That's nice," Mike told her, but you missed the operative word; 'young.' Your sissy boy will have to dress like a real man. He's going to be Martha's husband for the night. Can you pull that off?" he asked Martha.
"They'll do it," Lynda said before our little girl could answer. "How long will they be out?"
"It'll be an all-nighter, they'll both be thoroughly fucked when we bring them home in the morning. You'll have to let them stay in bed the next day," the answer came.
"That means I'll have to watch the baby myself," Lynda replied, "So it better pay well."
"If they do the job convincingly, and enjoy themselves, Martha should make about $500. The cuckold will only get about $100; like I told you earlier, there's not a big split for the faggots. We can send a few guys to the house for you and Debbie tomorrow evening. Ed can do prep and clean up. If you like, we can send someone to fuck him as well. You should get $75 for each one you do, Lynda, and Debbie $100; she's young. We'll give you an hour and a half for each trick."
I waked out to the pool deck in time to hear the last of their conversation. This shit couldn't get any worse. My whole family had turned into a bunch of anklet wearing whores; and, while it was exciting, it was just so wrong; but it seemed there was nothing I could do about it.
As the evening wore on, our guests cuddled with the girls, swapping them and alternately letting them suck and fuck them. Carla tended to Markie while Lynda and I lounged in the pool, watching the action. "This is really exciting," I told Lynda, "but I thought our week in Panama was a one-time deal and that we'd kind of have a normal life again when we got home. I knew you would never stop fucking black cocks instead of mine, but do the kids have to do it too?"
"Of course they do," Lynda told me, "They've already done it. That can't be undone, and once done, they are not going to give it up. So stop whining about it."
"But they're so young. Its just not right. How can we stop this? These guys are pimps and they think they're going to sell all of us. My family is not a bunch of whores. And who the fuck is going to support more black babies. I love our little one, but if the girls start having black babies before they're even married, am I going to have to support them? This is just fucked up!"
"Watch your tone with me, Cucky Boy," she replied, degrading me with her bull's pet name for me. "The girls and I will do whatever we want, and you boys will do whatever you're told; understand?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, resigning any hope of dominance now or ever again.
"You come with me," she told me, leading me to the kitchen, "I knew I'd have to teach you a lesson. Let me show you something."
She had me get the hand of ginger and cut off a thick finger of it, leaving a big knot of the hand part attached to the base of the removed finger. "Now, peel the finger and shape it to a nice point, and then cut a half-inch wide narrower ring near the base," she told me.
When I finished, she took me back out to the pool area and had me lay a pool float with the head up near the ladder. "Lay on your stomach with your hands above your head so you can reach the pool ladder," she instructed. When I did, she tied my hands to the ladder. "That's to keep you from doing something stupid, like trying to remove this," she said, holding the ginger root for me to see.
"Spread 'em,' she directed as she kneeled between my legs. As soon as I did, she pushed the shaped ginger root into my ass until my sphincter squeezed into the narrow ring I'd cut into it. It wasn't about to slide out on it's own.
The others all watched with great interest. "What's it supposed to do?" asked Carl.
Zak just chuckled, "You are one cruel bitch! Just watch and you'll see what it does. Right now, daddy's not feeling anything unusual except that he's got a little butt plug stuffed up his ass; but give him a couple of minutes or so, and that root is going to go to work. His fuckin ass is going to burn like fire, worse than anything he's ever felt. Go find something to gag him with, Carla. Otherwise he'll be disturbing the neighbors with his screams."
"Not that it matters," Lynda said, "because I do want to get his attention, but it can't be that bad; can it? I found this online. Its called 'figging'. I found it was supposedly even used in Victorian England as corporal punishment for disruptive school children."
Our son raced back from our bedroom with a ball gag just as the root was beginning to take hold. "Fuck! That fuckin really hurts. Oh shit! It burns really bad! Oh fuck, please don't do this, Lynda, please take it out!"
She just laughed and asked the black guys to help put the gag in my mouth. I found that when I moved, the intensity of burning increased, so I lay there as still as possible. I broke out in a sweat and screamed into the gag, the pain intensity exceeding anything I had ever before experienced. It had become much worse than before the gag was placed in my mouth. I feared I may faint, and hoped I would.
"This will only last about thirty minutes," Zak told everyone, "then it will gradually subside and thirty minutes later, he'll be all back to normal. If you want to continue it, just pull it, peel it a little more, and push it back in. That will start it all over. Watch this," he said as he smacked my ass with an open hand.
I clinched my ass in response, and the intensity of burning skyrocketed. Everyone laughed as my body stiffened and I screamed as loud as possible into the gag.
"Go ahead," he told the girls, "smack his ass. You don't have to hurt him, you just have to startle him so he squeezes that root with his ass. It will give him the most excruciating, burning pain every time."
Lynda reached up and slapped my ass. They all laughed as it solicited the promised response. Soon the others, except for Carl, were all taking a turn at torturing me. It must have been great fun for them. They smacked my ass, I stiffened and screamed, they laughed, and then it happened again. I was so thankful when, after what seemed like hours, the burning began to subside and Lynda took the gag out of my mouth.
"Let's do it again!" Martha gleefully suggested.
I shook my head violently, "NO, NO, NO, Oh please, Miss, please don't" I begged.
"Stop your whining, bitch," Lynda told me, "It doesn't matter what you want. If the girls want to torture you a little, then that's what will happen. I'm so happy you've learned what can happen when you don't fully cooperate. Don't ever forget it. I think our son should experience this valuable lesson too; don't you, Carl?" she asked him while untying me.
"Please, Ma'am," Carl pleaded, "I'll be good. I'll do anything you want. You don't have to do that to me," he cried.
"Man-up, Carl. Take this to the kitchen and peel just a little off from it, all over," she told him as she gave him the ginger root she'd pulled from my ass, "And hurry up!"
I soaked in the pool, letting the cool water sooth my asshole. I'd not wish to see anyone subjected to the pain I'd just endured, except maybe for my wife; just so she'd realize the pain she's inflicting. When Carl returned with the rejuvenated ginger root, I stupidly begged Lynda not to do it to our little boy.
"Oh, maybe you want to take his place?" she asked.
I liked to think I was brave, but I wasn't. "No, please. I can't do that again."
"Lay down, Carl," she demanded, but the boy resisted.
"Please, Ma'am, I've been good. I haven't objected to anything you wanted me to do. I'll do whatever you want," he pleaded.
"Yes, you will, Carl, and right now that means you are going to lay here on this mat and let me shove this ginger root right up your ass," she replied. When he refused, she asked the black thugs to help.
The big black men, one on each side of our little boy, lifted his frail little body and effortlessly flopped him down on the mat, securing his hands to the pool ladder. When Carl wiggled around, trying to avoid penetration, one of the guys just placed a foot on his ass and pushed him down. Lynda put the tip of that torturous root to his ass and pushed it in while the other man gagged our little boy.
"There you go, Debbie and Martha, you can tease and torture your brother like you've never done before. Just give it a minute or two and he'll be feeling it. Smack his ass and make him squeeze the juice out of that thing. I really do want both of our boys to understand what can happen if they misbehave," Lynda said.
The girls relished tormenting their brother, repeatedly smacking his ass and laughing every time it solicited the agonizing scream. It went on for half-an-hour, just like my ordeal. By the time they released him and let him join me in the pool, my ass had fully recovered. I was grateful that something so unbelievably painful completely disappeared so quickly.
"I've got one more little game for you boys tonight. You'll like this one," Lynda said as she pulled a dart from the dartboard. She pinned up next month's calendar and told Carl and me, "One of you get to throw a dart at the calendar. Whatever date it lands on, I'll let you both have an hour out of your cock cage. You only get one dart, so don't miss or you'll have to wait for another month."
"You throw, Carl," I said, "You're better at it than I am." He stood a few feet from the board, preparing to throw the dart.
"No," Lynda corrected him, "from the official throw line."
The boy arched his arm repeatedly, aiming and reaiming. "Its okay, Carl, I told him. You can do this. Just hit the calendar. Don't try for the first day of the month, you might miss completely."
He threw as we held our breath. It hit near the center of the month. Lynda checked and announced, "Looks like you boys have a date to look forward to; Wednesday the twelfth will be cock Freedom Day. You'll have an hour to play with it in front of us and any guests we may have that day."
I had a lot of thoughts running through my mind that night as I tried to sleep. Two of my kids were going to whore themselves out to a black stag party the next night while my wife, other daughter and I would be servicing several black studs at out home. The girls were all intent on breeding black. My son and I were either going to get our sexual pleasure as faggot sissies or none at all. It was such a mess. On one hand, it was absolutely depressing; and still, it was exhilarating and exciting. It was fun not being in control and letting all these things happen to us. And it all started from a little piece of silver jewelry I placed on my wife's ankle.
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I'm a happily married forty-one-year-old man with three teenage children, two girls and a boy. My very beautiful, petite wife, Lynda, is truly my soulmate and the only girl I've ever known intimately. I'm the IT administrator for a major firm in Florida, and recently hired a new assistant to keep up with the demands of the job.
Among the six applicants, Jack was unanimously selected by the hiring committee. He's a college graduate relocating from Mississippi. His prior position as a State employee had been eliminated. He came with the highest of recommendation from his previous supervisor, had impeccable personal references, and most importantly, he really knew the job and would fit right in. He came to the interview overdressed for the position and treated all with the utmost respect, addressing everyone as Sir or Ma'am. When I called to let him know the job was his, he acknowledged with a very proper, "Thank you Sir. I'll not disappoint you."
Uncomfortable with formal address, especially from Jack who happened to be black, I asked, "Please, call me Ed." My aversion to unearned expressions of respect from blacks was rooted in a childhood experience that burned into my memory. Having been raised in an all-white community, my first encounter with a black man came while vacationing in the South with my parents. I remember riding a cog train up a mountain, and upon reaching the top, I raced through the gift shop asking the clerk where the restroom was. I was in a hurry and never missed a step. She recognized the urgency with a smile and snicker and pointed to the back door. I darted out and ran directly into the black janitor who was sweeping the walk, nearly knocking him over. "I'm so sorry, Master," he apologized in spite of the fact that I was the one who should be asking forgiveness. I was too preoccupied to respond to his apology and simply demanded to know where the bathroom was. He pointed towards two doors at the back of the building with three signs above: Men, Women, and Crows; with an arrow under it pointing toward the woods. I dashed for the men's room and made it just in time. While relieving myself, I puzzled about the sign; Crows? Was the sign for birds meant as a joke?
My father came in shortly after, making sure I was okay. I told him how I'd run into the janitor and that he called me Master, acting kind of like he was scared of me. I wanted to know why he acted like that and why would he call me Master. "That's normal here. It's a sign of respect because you are white. The niggers here know their place," he told me. Then I asked about the Crows sign over the bathroom door. He went on, "Bathrooms are for white's only. Crows have to use the woods." It still took me a moment to process; niggers were crows.
Even at my young age I knew that was outrageously wrong. Not that the N word itself bothered me; I'd seldom heard it and never heard any other word for the race; but the blatant, self-righteous degradation of people, simply because they weren't white, really bothered me. I wondered how my father could think that way. I never really got over it. To this day, I still experience pangs of guilt and shame when a black person renders what I think may be undue respect. I sure as hell don't want to be treated as special just because I'm white. It's not an accomplishment.
I waited through an awkward delay after asking Jack to call me Ed. Finally, he replied, "Yes Sir, but only if you insist. I'm really not accustomed to addressing the boss by first name. At my last job, I could have been dismissed for insubordination had I done that."
It took a week or so before Jack was comfortable enough to address me on a first name basis. We really got along well and he was fitting in perfectly. By his third week of employment, I had to ask him to stay after normal work hours to install new software on all the machines. His only issue was finding a night-time baby sitter. I told him I'd ask my wife if she could help out as this was just an unusual, but urgent requirement.
Lynda was more than willing to assist. We started our task at seven the next evening and finished by nine-thirty, a good hour ahead of schedule. "Great job," I commended, "You made easy work of this. Let me buy you a drink before we go home."
We walked to the bar just across the street, and as one drink turned into four, Jack opened up about his personal life. He told me how he'd become the single parent of two little girls, eight and ten-year-old's. He explained how he and his wife were constantly arguing about his infidelities, and she finally insisted on a divorce. "I wished nothing bad for her, but she threatened to take the girls away from me. Before she could serve divorce papers, she had a fatal car accident. That was nearly two years ago. I was devastated and still miss her. But at least I still have my girls; something that wouldn't be if she'd gotten the divorce. She knew before we were married that I fucked lots of women and she should have known that wasn't going to change. It really pissed me off that she wanted a divorce over it."
"I'm sorry things worked out that way for you, but I've never heard a more classic cake dilemma. I'm glad you still have your little girls anyway," I told him. Then, after some delay, I ignored my better judgment and confessed, "I have to tell you, I really envy your sex life. I've only had one woman my entire life, my JUNIOR High sweetheart. Been married to her now for 20 years. I always wondered what it would be like to fuck other women; and think my beautiful wife surely must have similar thoughts. We started young. First time we did it she was only thirteen; I was fourteen. We're lucky she didn't get pregnant before we married."
"My wife first fucked me on her eighteenth birthday," Jack responded, "and she did get pregnant before we married; but she wasn't my first fuck. I was a horny eighteen-year-old virgin when I discovered 'Personal Contacts' on Craigslist and opened a category called 'Man and Woman looking for a Man.' There was an add there from a married, forty's couple that said they were looking for a young, hung, thick, eight plus, BBC for their first threesome. They included a photo of a very hot little MILF, thin with perky little tits and the ass of a ten-year-old boy. They said the respondent would have to be OK with some MM play, at least accepting oral from him, and that the person must be drug and disease free because there would be no condoms. Bareback only so hubby could clean up. I thought, why not? I really didn't want to play with the guy, but if all they insisted on is that he be allowed to suck my cock, I didn't care. A mouth is a mouth; right? I sent them a reply and met them at a hotel the next night."
"The woman was so horny and fucked my brains out while the wimpy husband helped. He sucked my cock while I worked on his wife's pussy until she was gaping open and wet, then he guided my cock to her pussy and played with my balls and licked my ass while I fucked his wife. I was amazed that my whole cock fit inside her little cunt. After I nutted, he cleaned my cock then ate my cum from her pussy while she sucked on me until I was boned up again. That was my first fuck; the best ten seconds of my life! But I can go four or five times a night, so I made up for it. She told all her friends about me, and soon I was fucking a different bitch every night, sometimes two of them the same night."
"And your wife knew you were doing this when you met her?"
Jack broke out in laughter, "Fuck yeah she knew. About three years after I'd first fucked her mama, the bitch I just told you about, I took my wife's virginity. When she turned eighteen, her mama rented a hotel room, stocked it with booze, and gave her daughter the key as a birthday gift. She told her a guy named Jack would meet her there at nine, and that she should go early to shower, put on the negligee laid out on the bed for her and have a few drinks. When he gets there, she told her, just follow his lead, be nice and do whatever he wants. He'll make you very happy, she told her. I was really excited about it. I'd been fucking lots of women, but mostly older, married cunts. This was my first really young pussy, my first virgin cunt."
"Oh, shit! Her mom actually gave you her daughter?" I replied in astonishment. "She must have thought you were something very special if she was willing to give you her daughter's cherry."
"I guess. She must have suggested it to her best friend too, cause when her friend's daughter turned eighteen, I became her birthday present too. Cunt wasn't the virgin her mama said she was though. When I fucked my wife for the first time, I really had to work at it. I only fingered her deep enough to touch her hymen without disturbing it. I wanted to bust through it with the big, blunt head of my cock. I took her on her back with her legs on my shoulders, used lots of lube, and took at least five minutes just to pop the head inside. It was slow going. Damn, she was tight! And when I finished, the towel I put on the bed to catch the cum gusher that always follows one of my fucks was pink with blood."
"But with the daughter of her mom's friend," he continued, "I was disappointed when I found no hymen. I damn near had my whole fist in the bitch before I even fucked her. When I got ready to mount her, she told me, 'Wait!' She got up on her knees, ass up, head down and pussy thrust out for deep penetration. I plunged in balls deep in one thrust. Fucked the little bitch hard and loaded her cunt. After I nutted in her, I kept her on her knees and worked my hand completely inside, all the way to my wrist. I balled it into a fist inside and pulled out. I just love seeing a cunt almost turn inside out when I do that. That little bitch let me punch fuck her cunt over and over. What a fuck slut she was! I thanked her mama for giving her to me, but never told her the little bitch was already ruined."
"So how is it, with all the fucking you were getting, you got married?"
"Like I told you, she got pregnant. Knocked her up on our first fuck session, or soon after. I was fucking her regularly. She and her mama sometimes met me without the cuckold, usually in the middle of the afternoon. They'd take turns riding me. My wife liked to fuck me till I nutted in her, then sit on my face and watch her mama ride me before I could lose my erection. When she discovered she was pregnant, mama and the cuck offered to pay for my college and give us a place to live if I'd marry her. It was a great deal. I was still fucking both of them and all the other chicks too. Then my wife started getting jealous. She never cared how many women were fucking me until we got married. But I just couldn't give it up. I needed it."
"You still getting that much pussy?" I asked in curiosity.
"I'd like to, but the girls take up most of my time. It was really nice of your wife to babysit them this evening. This is my first night away from them since we moved here. I've got to find a regular sitter so I can get out to meet some women. I've snuck a couple of whores in late at night for a quickie, but I miss the spontaneity that comes with chance encounters," he told me.
"I'm sure Lynda wouldn't mind sitting for you more often. I'd better be careful though, you might be sending her home totally fucked and knocked up," I laughed.
"Oh, fuck no boss! Don't ever think I'd make a move on your wife. I've never fucked a married woman unless the husband wanted me to," he paused, then told me, "You'd be surprised how many men want to share their wife; especially white couples who want to experience a really big black cock. I'm pretty sure almost ever white couple thinks about it at some time. I bet you've even fantasized about it."
"To be honest, yea, I've jerked off to that fantasy many times. That and the thought of my wife taking a fist in her cunt. I've actually tried that, but she's too tight. We've role played the big black cock scenario. When we do that, I usually work four fingers into her, then tell her that she'd get my whole fist if guys with big black dicks didn't have huge hands. She tells me she can't take any more and to just give her my big black cock. We've got a black dildo, and I work her with that until she cums at least twice, then tell her it's time for hubby's sloppy seconds. It's a fun game. By the time I get in, I'm usually so excited I have one of those ten-second-fucks you mentioned earlier. But I know she'd never really fuck another man," I confessed with disappointment.
"You might be surprised, Ed. Older women in secure marriages are often open to it. They just need a little encouragement. I bet if you let your wife know that you'd like it if she spread her legs for another man, she would do it. I can help you out with that. I can introduce her to fisting too if you like."
"Your hand is way bigger than mine, and I can't get mine into her. There's no way, even if she would do you, that you could push that mitt of yours into her little pussy," I insisted.
"You only think she's too tight for that. Hell, you've got three kids. They all popped through that hole. There're very few women who can't take a large fist. It's just a matter of getting them excited enough and lots of lube. You have to make them beg for it. When they say stop, cause it hurts, you back off, get more lube, and try again; patiently and slowly. While stretching them, you need to work their clit till they get so hot they actually push their cunt onto your hand. It might take an hour or more, but I guarantee I can get my fist completely inside your wife's cunt," he told me, knowing I was intrigued.
"Sounds fucking hot!" I told him, "I don't know why I'm confiding in you like this. You're just so easy to talk to; you understand me. Maybe Lynda would open up to you too. When you go home tonight, why don't you offer her a drink. Flirt with her a bit and let her know you're interested. She'll reject your advances, but you can blame your behavior on the drinks, and apologize for your behavior; maybe telling her it's partly her fault for being so sensuous. Then when she gets home, I'll encourage her to let you have your way with her," almost begging him to use my wife.
"Don't suggest she do anything with me until you've got her in the mood. She'll only entertain the idea when she's in the throws of passion, really hot and horny. Role play the big black cock theme, and pretend you are me. Let her fantasize about fucking Jack; not just any big black cock. Tell her you're going to put your thick ten inches of pulsing meat deep inside her and fill her with your nut," he instructed me.
"You really have ten inches?" I asked in amazement.
"Yes," he confirmed, "That's why all the white bitches can't resist. Most any white slut will spread for me if they think they can have it with discretion and no serious consequences. If you let your wife know she can fuck me and you'll be okay with it; she'll spread for me. We just have to work on her a little. If you really do want me to fuck her, it will happen. I will fuck your wife," he stated for a fact, then paused before telling me, "The first time I fuck her, I'd really like to be alone with her. Would you be okay letting me fuck your wife without you being there; just for the first time?"
"I really want to be there. I'd like to watch; but if you can get her to fuck you without me being there, I'd be thrilled if she came home with a loaded pussy and told me all about it. I'd lick her cunt while she told me about it, then take sloppy seconds," I confessed, then admitted, "I don't know why I'm telling you this. I've never told anyone about these secret desires. Sometimes, after I fill her cunt, I don't let her clean up. That way I can do her later, using my own cum as lube. It always thrills me fantasizing the load is someone else's. Knowing it's your load in her cunt while I fuck her would give me one of the quickest fucks of my life!" I admitted.
"Okay then; it's a done deal. I'm going to fuck your wife; it's only a question of when," he stated.
We finished our drinks and bid each other good night. I arrived home ten minutes later and, even though Jack lived only blocks away, waited another hour before my wife pulled into the driveway. I greeted her with a kiss and asked how her evening went.
"It was actually kind of fun. The girls are just little angles, well behaved and fun to play with," she answered.
"I thought you'd be home a little earlier," I replied, fishing for more information.
"I would have been, but Jack invited me to stay for a drink so he could thank me again for helping him. Just as he poured the drinks, the little one cried out. She was having a nightmare. I told him I'd tend to her. He said if I didn't mind, he'd take a quick shower while I did that. When I came back down the stairs, he was stepping out of the bathroom wearing just a towel!" she giggled.
"What'd he do?" I asked as my dick stiffened.
"He just apologized and said he thought he'd have time to dress before I returned," she said, "I told him not to be embarrassed; he was covered and it's just not a big deal. I thought he'd get dressed, but he took me quite literally and walked up to the kitchen bar and sat on the stool next to me with just that towel on. We finished our drink and had one more before I thanked him and told him I really had to go. He's really a big guy, Ed. You should see his chest and muscles," she exclaimed as she repressed her excitement.
That night, with thoughts of Jack fresh in her mind, we played the big black cock game again. "Call me Jack, Sweetheart, that's who's going to fuck you with a thick ten-inch cock tonight," I told her as I lubed up the black dildo dwarfed by visions of Jack's actual cock.
Lynda really got into it, "Oh yeah, Jack! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Give me that big black cock! I want your cum, Jack! Pump it in deep! Fill me Jack!" she cried out as I thrust our black dildo in and out at jackhammer speed.
I let her have two cums on the black toy before I took my quick fuck; then licked my load from her cunt, telling her, "Your hole is so stretched out. I can get my tongue in really deep to lick Jack's load out. There's so much cum. Your pussy is so full!" And once more, as she grabbed my head in both hands and humped my face, she had an orgasm.
She snuggled with me after and we talked about what a hot fuck that was. We both agreed that we'd have to do that again. I so wanted to tell her she could have the real thing; but didn't think she was ready to really consider it.
At work the next day, Jack asked if Lynda told me what happened when he got home.
"Yeah, she said you had a couple drinks with her, wearing only a towel! Bold move dude!" I answered.
Jack smiled, "Did she tell you I let the towel fall off?"
"Seriously? You really did that? No; she didn't tell me. She probably thought I'd be pissed off about it," I replied. "What did she do? Tell me about it!" I begged.
"As your wife was tending to my daughter, I dimmed the lights and ducked into the bathroom for a quick shower. I stood at the bathroom door wearing just a towel, waiting for her to catch me like that. I apologized and said I'd be just a minute getting dressed. She told me I was fine the way I was and asked me to join her at the bar. I walked over and she couldn't take her eyes off me. I reached for my drink and let the towel slip to the floor. My cock wasn't hard, but it was clubbed and looks really big like that. It almost reaches my knees. Her eyes locked on my cock and balls and her mouth gaped open. I told her I was sorry, and slowly reached down for the towel. I took my time putting it back on. Your wife was astonished and wordless. She finally blinked her eyes, looked up at me, then gulped down her drink. I poured another and kissed her cheek while leaning in to set the bottle down. Hey, I didn't get slapped. She didn't object. She just slammed down her second drink and told me she had to go. This is going to be so fucking easy!" he assured me, "Set up another late work night, send your wife over to babysit, send me home from work early, and I'll be fucking that hot wife of yours."



I didn't tell him about our hot fantasy sex when she came home. He didn't need any more confirmation of his imminent conquest. It was only a matter of selecting the right day to give him my wife for his pleasure. I really wanted her to fuck Jack, but didn't want his baby. My vasectomy kept us safe, but Jack would be shooting live seed and it was just two weeks ago that her menstrual cycle ended. I know because I'm always anxious for that first fuck after she's ready again.
"One more week, Jack. Give us one more week and I'll let you have her," I told him, agreeing with his assessment.
As the date neared, I kept working on my wife. We role played Jack fucking her every night, and I hinted that she might really like to do him. By the end of the week, I was encouraging her to really do it. She always objected, telling me it was just a fantasy, but each successive fantasy got hotter and hotter as she obviously thought about actually fucking his massive cock.
A week passed and the plan was set. It would be a late work night once more with Lynda babysitting. She tried to back out, knowing she'd not be able to resist and fearful of how this was going to turn out. I explained that I really needed to work and I needed Jacks assistance. I begged her to help and told her not to worry about anything. "I know Jack likes you, and if you want to give yourself to him, I would really like that. I love you and want you to be happy; and I'd be very proud of you and happy knowing you are taking another man's big cock. It thrills me to know how happy you can make another man while using him. Any man you fuck will be so jealous of me, knowing they just get to fuck you, but I have your love and your lust all the time. Just do whatever you want. It will be okay. Don't worry," I assured her.
Jack and I met at the bar for a few drinks while Lynda watched his girls. He told me, "This is the big night, Ed. Your wife is supposed to have the girls in bed by nine, so I can go home any time after that. I'm going to fuck her all night long and send her home full of my nut. Not that I need any help, but does she have a favorite position or any quirks I should know about?"
"She really likes it on her knees," I told him, then paused before telling him, "She finally admitted she's seen your cock. If it's as big as she says it is, you'll have to be careful doing her doggie. You could hurt her with that thing," I said, sincerely concerned about my wife's ability to even take his cock.
"I think you'd be surprised how much cock your wife can take, but don't worry, I promise not to hurt her. I've never hurt any of the women I've fucked. She'll be taking my fist too. I know you don't think she can, but when you see her gaping, ruined pussy after I'm done with her, you'll understand. Your wife is going to feel like a virgin tonight, getting fully stretched and truly fucked for the first time in her life," Jack bragged.
I was beginning to worry; not for my wife so much as for myself. The 'once you go black' thing was tugging at me. I wanted to share my wife, but didn't want to lose her. Jack's descriptions of how he's going to fuck her like she's never been fucked before had me about to pull the plug; but it was too late. My lifetime fantasy of having a big black cock fucking and filling my wife's pussy was going to happen. Before the day's end, Lynda would know the thrill of a massive cock pumping her full of cum.
The magical hour was almost upon us, and while Jack insisted on having my wife to himself, I just had to know what she'd be taking in her pussy. "Jack," I said, "I've got to know before this happens. Do you really have a ten-inch cock? It's okay if you don't, but I so much need to know what you're going to fuck her with."
He scooted toward me in the booth and took my hand, placing it between his legs so I could feel his flaccid penis. "Is this what you want to confirm?" he asked as I squeezed his dick, starting at his crotch and working my way down toward his knee.
"Oh fuck, Jack! What the hell is that like when you're boned up? Please let me see before you leave. Come to the restroom with me, please. I know it sounds really gay, but I've got to see what Lynda is going to be fucking; Please!" I begged.
Jack didn't seem to mind and followed me to the men's room, joining me in a stall. I sat on the toilet while he stood in front of me and pulled down his pants. His cock was indeed huge. "You'll have to help me a bit if you want to see it the way your wife is going to see it," he said as he hoisted the bulbous head up to my mouth.
I'd not played with a cock other than my own since I was a very young boy, but it seemed only natural to open my mouth and take the big cock head in. It completely filled my mouth. I thought about how I liked to be sucked on and did my best to replicate it. It must have been okay with Jack because in a very short time his cock doubled in girth and length and pointed up towards the ceiling. He was huge, hard as glass; and I was unashamedly sucking him, hoping he would feed me his load.
"Oh shit, Ed, I didn't know you were such a good little cocksucker!" he told me as he pushed my head off his cock, "I'd let you finish me, but I've been saving this load for almost a week, and I'm going to fill your wife's belly with it tonight. If you want some of it, you'll have to wait until she gets home."
He stuffed his cock back into his pants as best he could, told me, "See you tomorrow, Ed. I'll send Lynda home when I'm done with her. She'll be late. Don't wait up;" he chuckled, "like you won't be counting the seconds as you spend the night jerking off thinking about your wife impaled on my cock."
"Don't tell her I sucked you, please," I begged.
He just smiled at me as he stepped out of the stall. I locked the door after him and quickly stroked out my first of many loads that night.
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What a mess I am, I thought, as I stroked myself in the bar restroom, thinking about my employee's cock, that huge black fucker that I'd just sucked; the one that would be pumping a load into my wife within the hour. He only let me suck on it because I begged him to show me what he'd be fucking my wife with. He lifted that huge dick to my mouth, telling me if I wanted to see it like my wife was going to see it; I'd have to give him some help. It was awesome. I didn't want to quit once I'd gotten it into my mouth; and I'm not gay. I hadn't sucked since experimenting with little boyhood friends; but I loved the feel and taste of his bulbous, mouth-filling glans. I sucked him like I'd do my own if I could get to it. I wanted his nut, but he pushed my head off, telling me he'd saved his load all week to fill my wife's belly. As he stepped out of the stall, I begged him not to tell my wife I'd sucked him. I didn't want her to think of me as a cocksucker...now or ever. Still, the excitement of it had me pumping one of the biggest loads of my life right into the toilet.
After relieving my sexual tension, I rushed out of the stall hoping to catch Jack before he left the bar. I needed to stop the inevitable; but it was too late. I sat at the bar for another drink while contemplating my options. My wife was babysitting for Jack, and in just minutes, she'd be greeting him at the door. I'd done my best to convince her to spread her legs for him and now feared I'd succeeded. If so, other than my six-inch dick, she'd be taking the first cock of her life. I was excited and happy for her, but having serious doubts about what it might do to our relationship. What if she found his cock as irresistible; like I, a straight man, just did? Would she need it more than mine; I worried. I convinced myself that our marriage was sound. This would just be a fling for her; one that could bring new thrills to our sex life.
My heart sank when I turned the corner to our home and saw Lynda's car was not in the drive. I went in to assure the kids all was fine. Our son, sixteen-year-old Carl, was spending the night with friends so only the twin girls, Jane and Heather, seventeen, were home. I explained that Mom was babysitting for Jack and would probably be home late. They went off to their rooms to do whatever teenage girls do, leaving me to do my own thing. I stripped off my clothes, as is usual for everyone in the family when we have no guests, and went to the bedroom.
I looked at our bed, imagining my wife as she lay on Jack's bed at that very moment. I turned on the computer and surfed to interracial sex, finding the hottest vids of little white cunts stretched on big black cocks. I stoked out another load, imagining I was watching Lynda. No doubt she was doing the same thing at that very moment. I couldn't tear myself away from it until I'd milked out the third, feeble, load some thirty minutes later. I checked at the window to see if she'd just pulled into the drive, but of course that was not the case. I spent the next hour pacing the floor, checking at the window, and then finally, I lay on the bed, slow stroking my raw cock while envisioning my dear wife performing for Jack. Seconds lasted minutes, and minutes; hours. I thought about calling but knew better; after all, this was an arrangement of my own making.
I finally drifted off and awoke with Lynda straddling my face as the sun was breaking the horizon, dimly lighting the room. She grabbed the headboard for balance as she worked her freshly fucked pussy on my mouth. Her clit bumped my nose repeatedly as she used it and my probing tongue to get off. I swallowed as much cum as I could suck from her pussy, but the flow still covered my face. She was loaded.
"Oh shit! I'm cuming again! Fuck! Eat it, Ed, suck all that cum out of me! Uhhh, Uhhh," she grunted as she grabbed my head with both hands and ground her open pussy against my mouth. "Oh fuck, I've never had so many orgasms in my life," she confessed as she caught her breath. She let me lick her out a little more before moving off to my side. I rolled over on top of her, ready for my long-awaited sloppy seconds when she stopped me.
"Please, Ed, not now. I'm so sore. I wanted to just climb into bed and go to sleep when I got home, but Jack made me promise to feed you his load," she told me, "He said you needed to know what a slut I am. He made me promise to say that; that I'm a slut; his slut," she admitted.
"Oh, Ed, Jack worked my pussy so hard. I never thought I'd be stretched and filled like that. His cock is huge; and he pushed the whole thing into me; all the way to his balls! He pumped his load into me five or six times and in positions I'd never imagined. He made me promise to tell you that he even stuffed his hand into me; the whole thing, all the way to his wrist! Oh fuck, Ed, it was wonderful. Thank you so much you sweet man for letting me do that," she said before driving a stake into my heart, "I can't believe I wasted my whole life, not knowing what that's like. You've done your best, but it's just not possible for you to fuck and use me the way he did!"
In spite of the hurtful denigration, I was still totally horned up, nearly cuming without yet touching my dick. I sat between her wide-spread legs examining her. Her clit was engorged and stuck out like a hard, little cock. Below it, her lips were swollen, red and spread apart, revealing a gaping hole, still oozing more thick, white juice.
"Just lay here with me, Ed, and I'll tell you about it. You can stroke your cock while I give you the details," she told me. I reluctantly moved up next to her and held her as she began, "I wore that little red thong you got for me, no bra and that obscenely short jean skirt. He gave me the once over when I arrived and told me I looked hot. When his girls weren't looking, he slapped my ass and gave me a tentative kiss on the lips. The babysitting part of the night went as usual. The girls were perfect. I put them to bed at nine, as planned. The whole time I was there, all I could think about is what would happen when Jack returned. My pussy was so wet and ready; but I resolved to resist my urges. I decided I would leave as soon as he got home."
"Obviously, that didn't happen," I said.
"No. When he got there, I adamantly told him I was leaving. He just looked at me and smiled. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me against himself. I tried to push away, but in an instant, he had his hand under my skirt, cupping my bare ass. He leaned forward so he could cup both ass cheeks in his hands, then he lifted me off the floor. I grabbed his neck to keep from falling back and instinctively wrapped my legs around him. I felt his cock through our clothing, pressed against my pussy, and there was no hope of resisting him further. He carried me to his bedroom like that, kissing me on the way. Oh, Ed, what a kiss! Those full lips of his covered my entire mouth as our tongues intertwined. I sucked those lips into my mouth too. So fucking hot, Ed! He laid me on the bed and in no time, I was completely nude. I lifted my hips to help him pull off my little skirt and thong together. He unbuttoned my blouse and pulled it off. That was it; that's all I was wearing."
"Did he take off his own clothes or make you do it?" I wanted to know as I tentatively touched my cock, afraid I'd cum in three strokes or less if I grabbed it in earnest.
"He took off his shirt, shoes and socks; then told me I'd have to help with the pants if I wanted to see what's in them. I sat on the edge of the bed and quickly worked at releasing his cock. I let his pants fall to the floor. His cock was straining to get out of his tight, bikini underwear. It was all boned up and laying to the side, almost touching his hip. I grabbed the waistband and lifted it over the bulge. His erection popped out at me, hitting me right in the face. I quickly pushed his undies down so he could step out of them, then immediately grabbed that absolutely gorgeous, huge cock. Oh my god, Ed, Oh my god! What a fucking huge cock! It's all veined, and really black; even darker than the rest of his body. I wrapped both hands around it and slid the skin up and down. He's uncircumcised, and I got to see the foreskin slide up over that big, purple knob and back off, over and over. He started dripping precum and I couldn't resist. I took the head right into my mouth. It completely filled it," she told me, not realizing I knew that from personal experience. She then added, "You know how I can take your whole dick right into my throat; right? But with his, I was lucky to just fit the head in. I'm talking huge!"
I had to jerk myself as my wife detailed how she sucked another man's cock for the first time in her life, a huge black cock! I exploded almost immediately, splashing cum all the way up to my face and completely glazing my torso.
Lynda watched me spurting, but just continued her story, "It's time," Jack told me, "I've been saving myself all week for this moment. Lay back and spread 'em wide. I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before, he told me. He didn't even explore my pussy with his fingers; he just crawled up between my legs, lifted them to his shoulders and held them there with an arm on each side. I was like his captive. His big cock head found my pussy on its own. He looked into my eyes and slowly pushed his hips forward. I was so wet and ready. I felt my lips spread apart over the blunt end of that bulbous cock head. I thought he was just about in, then he pushed harder. 'Oh fuck!', I screamed. He knew he was stretching me like never before. He just smiled and kept pushing. My hole finally gave way and that big fucker popped inside. It was so good, Ed!"
"Ohhhh, fuck, that's so hot, Baby!" I admitted, letting her know how much I loved her fucking that man. I wanted to hear more; how else did he fuck her; did he lick her pussy; did she suck him off; did she discover anything new, like licking his ass hole; did she maybe finger his ass, or did he do her's while fucking her; did they use any toys; did he try to fuck her ass; did they talk about doing a three-way with me, or maybe doing a gang-bang with his friends? I needed to know everything. As I rubbed my load into my chest and belly, my well fucked, exhausted wife drifted off to sleep. It had been a long, hard night of non-stop fucking for her; and it was nearly seven o'clock in the morning. I turned off the nightstand light, now diminished by the rising sun, and closed my eyes. Thoughts of that sexy little girl next to me fucking a big black stud and taking his fist to please me; at least initially, played over and over in my mind.
I woke at ten, thankful it was Saturday. I went to the kitchen to make breakfast; my wife's favorite omelet: bacon, green pepper, mushroom and cheese. In our twenty-years of marriage, I'd never done that; but after last night, she deserved it; and so much more. I'd never be able to do enough for her. When the coffee and toast were done, I fixed a tray and brought it to her in bed. Needless to say, she was impressed.
She awoke with a smile, "You sweet man," she commended, "I'll have to make this up to you. You are so wonderful. Look at this nice breakfast!" she exclaimed as she sipped her coffee laced with brown sugar and a splash of Irish whisky, "But even better, you gave me the best gift of my life. I can't thank you enough for sharing me with Jack. It's impossible to tell you how much that means to me. I didn't know sex could be so incredible."
"It makes me happy too," I admitted, "I've always fantasized about you taking another man, a big man; and when Jack offered, I thought maybe it might work. I'm so happy it did and that you're OK with it."
"Okay?!!!" she exclaimed, "I'm absolutely, fucking thrilled! I'd have never known how awesome it is to be fucked like that if you didn't arrange it."
"Well," I replied dejectedly, "What's that say about our sex life?" almost afraid to hear the reply.
"I'm sorry, honey," she started.
My heart sank in anticipation of even further rejection.
She finally gathered her thoughts and continued, "Remember seeing your first, hometown, ten-minute fireworks show as a kid? You just knew it was the most spectacular sight of all time. There could never be anything more beautiful. Then, later, you saw the nearly hour-long fireworks extravaganza at Epcot, all choreographed to music that you could actually feel as well as hear, laser lights, torches that radiated heat and light at the exact right moment, erupting fountains and so much more; and you wondered why in the world you were so impressed with the little hometown fireworks display? It's kind of like that. Sex with you is great. I love your little dick. We've had lots of fun, and I've never complained; right? And you did give us three beautiful kids with it."
"But fucking Jack is kind of like the fireworks analogy,"she explained, "He's bigger; way bigger! He lasts longer, goes deeper, stretches me tighter, completely fills my belly, and pumps a much bigger load. Not only does he stretch my pussy with his cock, he also magically stuffs his fist into it without hurting me. Talk about a thoroughly stretched, totally fucked pussy! And all the time, while doing it, he overpowers me with his big, muscular body and thrills me with those huge, hot, wet lips. He is a great kisser, but I told you that before; right?"
"It's still fun to watch the little fireworks show," she concluded, "but it's the absolute, ultimate thrill to experience Epcot. If it's any consolation, I like sucking on you more than sucking his monster. Yours goes right down my throat and when you cum, I can swallow it with no problem. When I suck Jack, I struggle just to fit that massive head in my mouth; and when he cums, it's such a torrent I can't swallow fast enough. It gags me and I end up shooting cum out of my nose. He thinks it's cute; but I don't. What would be really fun is getting on my knees to give Jack my pussy while I suck your cock. Can we do that sometime?" she asked.
She knew the answer without my reply. Her explanation left me wishing I'd been blessed with Jack's endowment, but still excited and thrilled that while she was happy with her new discovery, she still liked my cock, at least to suck on.
She finished her breakfast and told me, "We need a new dildo, Ed. Take me wherever you get something like that. I want to pick out a bigger one; one like Jack's cock."
I took her tray to the kitchen, cleaned up and did the dishes; another first for me, while she took a shower and dressed. She came down the stairs dressed like a street walker, but I wasn't about to complain. I was just grateful the kids were already out for the day so they didn't see her. I'd been trying for years to get her to loosen up and show more of her sexy charms, and wasn't about to complain.
We pulled into the adult bookstore and theater, a first for Lynda. The parking lot was surprisingly full and when we walked in, she immediately caught the attention of several guys shopping the vid's and adult toys in the front of the store. Lynda was excited to see the never-before imagined variety of erotic items on display. After a quick check of the store, she gravitated to the dildos, taking special interest in the large black ones. She checked their every attribute; texture, firmness, length, girth and color. At least five guys crowded around us as she made her selection, a ten-inch, realistic black cock. "I need this one," she whispered to me, handing me a huge silicone cock that resembled Jack's.
"Great choice, little lady," the only black man in the group surrounding us said, "Are you two married?"
"Yes, we are," Lynda told him as she hugged me, "and very much in love."
"I really like cuckold couples," he responded, totally ignoring me as he spoke directly to my wife, "are you interested in having the real thing? I'm experienced in these matters and know how to keep your cuck in his place while I service you."
I wanted to interject; I was not a cuckold, but waited for my wife's response while repositioning my rapidly growing cock, trying to ease the tension imposed by my restrictive underwear. Lynda flushed with embarrassment as this obscene proposition was made in front of several onlookers. She realized that dressed as she was, and in a place like this, she should expect to be treated like a whore instead of a lady; but she wasn't accustomed to it. "Thank you, but we really have to leave now," she stammered.
"Are you sure? Your cuckold hubby is ready to share you; just look at him playing with his hard, little dick," he responded, referring to my ongoing struggle to reposition my confined erection.
"Perhaps another time," Lynda told him as we walked away.
"I'm here most afternoons, after two. If you don't see me, just ask the clerk if she's seen Tyrone," he told her with a big smile.
As we walked to the front of the store to pay for Lynda's selection, I quietly asked her, "Were you really considering doing him? You know not all black dudes have a cock like Jack's."
"Of course not," she indignantly replied with less than full sincerity.
The young girl behind the counter asked if we found everything we were looking for. I just gave her a nod, not wanting to extend our conversation of intimate, private matters. She recognized my discomfort and tried to put me at ease, making obscenely personal comments as if discussing the time of day. "Do you have any questions about your purchase? With such a large dildo, you'll need some lube. You'll need water-based lube for this one. I recommend this," she said, reaching into the glass display for a rather large bottle.
"Thanks," I replied, "we'll take that too."
"Is this for you; sweetie?" she bluntly asked Lynda.
My poor wife just turned red and stood there, humiliated.
"We have special offers for the ladies," the clerk said, changing the subject, "The back rooms are always free to the ladies. There's peep show booths; two theaters, one straight and the other gay; and private rooms. Ladies receive a free pass to all of those if you're interested."
"I know about peeps and the theater," I told her, hoping my wife wouldn't ask how I knew, "but tell us about the private rooms."
"They're for whatever you want. We charge twenty dollars an hour for using them. That includes clean linens for the cot. The room is yours for whatever you want to do. You invite whomever you want to join you, or just like the peeps, you can leave the door ajar as an open invite."
"Maybe another time," Lynda replied, anxious for me to make the purchase and get out of there.
On the way home, Lynda unwrapped our new toy for a closer inspection. "This is going to be fun," she said, "It's just like Jack's! Look how big this is!" she said with excitement, "Did you ever think something like this would fit completely inside my pussy? I can't wait to try it!"
"So don't," I encouraged her, "Go ahead and get on it. Remember when we were young? You climbed onto my lap and fucked my brains out as we drove down the highway at seventy miles an hour, with the top down. I Had to struggle to get a glimpse of the road to keep us from crashing."
She reached under her little skirt with both hands and pulled her thong off, leaving the skirt bunched up around her waist, then laid back against the door with a foot positioned against my seatback. She planted the other one in the footwell near the center console and spread widely. The effects of the bookstore adventure were evident. Her pussy lips spread and glistened with natural lube. She was ready for penetration.
She put the huge dildo to her mouth and opened widely, engulfing the big knob. "Oh yeah," she said after pulling the bulbous head from her mouth, "it's exactly like Jack's!"
She put the spit lubed head to her juicy pussy and, using both hands on the thick shaft, tried to pull it into herself. I glanced over as often as possible to watch her work it in. She was struggling, not being able to take much more than the big knob.



"Silly slut," I told her, "You've got a big bottle of lube in the bag. Juice that big fucker up!"
"Oh, yeah, thanks," she said and immediately drenched the ten-inch dick with slipperiness. Then, inch by inch, she pushed it into herself. She withdrew and reinserted it repeatedly, each time deeper. As the big balls neared her ass, she begged, "Help me, Ed. Fuck my pussy with this thing; please!"
I had to release my cock from its confines before doing anything else. I was completely boned up, throbbing and leaking precum. I grabbed the balls of the big, thick dildo and repeatedly plunged it into my wife's pussy.
"Oh fuck, Lynda!" I exclaimed, "Look at your belly! I can see it bulge when this thing goes all the way in. That's fucking hot! You're such a naughty fucking slut, girl. Where have you been hiding this side of yourself? I love it! My fucking hot wife! I love watching you fuck! You've got to do Jack for me. I've got to see you take the real thing like this!" I cried out as my cock spurted without being touched.
Lynda laughed as I involuntarily shot spunk all over myself. "Yeah, I see you like watching me take a big one," she said as she grabbed the dildo to continue fucking herself as soon as I let it go. She repositioned herself, placing her feet on the dash and reclining her seat. "Pull up next to that truck," she panted as her orgasm started.
I did as she wished, pacing the eighteen-wheeler so the driver could look down into our car for an unobstructed view of my hot wife's cunt working her new toy.
"Is he watching?" I asked.
"Yeah, he's definitely watching," Lynda moaned as she spread wide and pounded her pussy, slamming the whole length of that rubber cock into herself. She looked up at the driver, mouth open and face contorted, "Ohhhh!" she moaned, holding the big dick tightly against herself, wiggling it up and down while she was fully impaled, "Ohhh!" again, "I'm cumming! That man is watching me cum on this big black cock! He's looking right at my cunt!"
I let her have her moment of extreme exhibitionism, then sped up to leave the truck behind. The driver sped up and sounded his horn, begging to follow us for more, but I went even faster and left the horny bastard behind.
"Christ! You're a little exhibitionist too?" I exclaimed, more of a statement than a question.
"I guess," she answered, "I've thought about doing things like that all my life, but didn't dare. I didn't know what you would think; and I know if I ever intentionally exposed myself, and word got out, I'd be an outcast with our friends. This freedom is so fucking exhilarating! I love you more than ever!" she told me as she smoothed down her skirt, sat up in her seat and leaned over to kiss me.
When we got home, Lynda raced through the house hoping the kids wouldn't see how she dressed for public appearance. As it worked out, the kids were out in the pool, giving her a clear shot to our room. While she stashed the new toy and took a quick shower, I went out to greet the kids.
I found Carl and his girlfriend skinny dipping, as usual, and our girls, dressed in little string bikinis, lounging in the chairs. In their old age of nearly eighteen, they rediscovered modesty. They weren't prudish about it, often changing into their suits and drying off to dress in front of others, but for the last year or so, they seemed more comfortable with their privates covered. Even lounging in the house, they seldom sat around in the buff these days. We've always let them know, by example, that whatever they chose to wear or not is totally up to them. There's never been criticism in our home about nudity. We did, however, encourage them to masturbate in private. All of the kids needed an occasional reminder when they were younger; but with Carl, it became a routine thing. The whole family knew to just say his name loudly, snapping him back into reality so he'd either quit or go to his room. It's become a family joke now that he's outgrown the impulse to do it regardless of his surroundings.
A few minutes after I'd taken a seat next to our girls, Lynda came out. "Can I join you?" she asked the young couple in the pool. She knew they wouldn't object, and now there were three skinny dippers. "Come join us, Ed," she suggested. And then we had four skinny dippers. Our daughters joined in the frolics, but choose to do so with their little string suits in place.
Thirty minutes later, I'd gotten out and fired up the grill. We had burgers and hot dogs and talked about what we might do the next day.
"We should ask Jack and his girls to join us for a cook-out. I'm sure the kids would like to meet them." Lynda suggested.
"Sorry, Mom, got plans already," Heather said.
"Me to," added Jane, "Carl is going with me to grandpa's to fix my car."
"Another time, then," Lynda suggested, "You know you girls have a birthday coming up in a few weeks. Try not to make plans yet. I've got the most amazing surprise birthday gift in mind for the two of you, but you'll have to keep that night available."
Both Heather and Jane begged to know what it would be while I had no doubt. Of course, Lynda gave no hints and I pleaded ignorance. We hadn't talked about it, and we definitely needed to.



        