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This Video

"Oh my god, this video is so fucking hot," Hannah breathed, her voice catching a little as her eyes stayed glued to the laptop screen. Her fingers were buried deep in her soaked pussy, moving in slow, slick circles that made soft, wet sounds in the quiet room.

"I know, baby... this one’s intense as hell," Luke replied, his breath uneven while he slowly stroked his stiff 4-inch white cock.

The deeply in love, good-looking 25-year-old couple sat naked together on their bed, shoulders brushing, legs tangled just a bit as they masturbated side by side to the hardcore interracial cuckold porn playing on the laptop. Hannah had that approachable, girl-next-door prettiness—5’6 with soft blonde hair, big full tits, and a body that curved in a way people politely called “a little extra” on her better days. Luke was the classic all-American type at 5’11, lean and toned from his regular triathlon training.

No one in their small Alabama town would ever guess they were into anything this dirty. They were active in their church, held steady professional jobs, and were genuinely well-respected by friends and neighbors. Yet here they were, hearts racing in the dim glow of the bedroom.

The video, titled “Ordinary Married White Couple Owned By Black Men,” showed a pretty blonde woman in her mid-thirties completely surrounded by three hung black men. One thick cock stretched her mouth, another drove into her ass, and the third filled her pussy while her husband—forced into a pair of her lacy panties—knelt nearby, berated and filming every second of his wife’s overwhelming pleasure.

“She does look… kinda just like you,” Luke said, his voice low and a little rough. In his head he kept imagining it was Hannah in that scene, those powerful black men taking her, owning her. The thought sent a confusing rush of heat and jealousy straight through him.

“I know… she sort of does, doesn’t she?” Hannah agreed, her fingers thrusting harder now, faster, her hips starting to rock against her hand. She was visibly enthralled, cheeks flushed, breathing shallow. For a moment her eyes flickered with something deeper than just lust—something almost like hunger.

Luke let out a shaky little laugh, trying to keep things light even as his cock twitched harder in his hand. “Well… like you if you shaved your pussy, anyway.”

Hannah burst out laughing, the sound bright and genuine, cutting through the heavy breathing in the room. She gave him a playful sideways glance, her fingers never slowing. 

“Maybe you’ll get lucky again soon,” she teased, her voice dropping just a touch, laced with something that made his stomach flip.

In the video, the black men were all tall and powerfully built, moving with a raw, dominant confidence that made the whole scene feel electric. Their deep voices rumbled with authority as they used the blonde wife like she belonged to them, and the sight sent a fresh wave of heat through both Hannah and Luke.

It was all so new and overwhelming. For the past couple of months, the young couple had started watching porn together as a way to shake things up in the bedroom. They’d begun with tame, vanilla stuff—soft lighting, gentle missionary, sweet whispered “I love yous.” Safe. Familiar. But over time, the videos grew dirtier, more forbidden, and it wasn’t long before vanilla just wasn’t cutting it anymore.

Luke had tried steering them toward lesbian porn for a while, thinking it might turn her on. Hannah had gone along with it a few times, but she’d been honest after the third attempt: “It’s just… not doing anything for me, babe. I don’t know why.” She’d shrugged, a little embarrassed, and they’d moved on. He’d even suggested some dominatrix clips later, imagining her getting off on the power play, but those left her equally cold. “Too staged,” she’d said, wrinkling her nose. “Doesn’t feel real.”

Then one lazy night they’d clicked on a video from BLACKED.

The high production values hit different—the sleek lighting, the smooth camera work, and especially the massively hung, muscular black men who carried themselves with such unapologetic power. Hannah’s breathing had changed instantly. Her hand had slipped between her legs without thinking, and Luke had noticed the way her eyes stayed locked on the screen, wide and hungry in a way he’d never quite seen before. From that night on, for the next three months straight, BLACKED was all they watched together.

They couldn’t get enough of how filthy and taboo it felt, especially as a couple raised deep in rural Alabama. In their world, people still mostly kept to their own, and race mixing was the kind of thing that got whispered about with disapproval, if not outright disgust. Their families would lose their minds if they knew.

That forbidden edge was part of the rush. A secret rebellion neither of them ever said out loud. They’d both quietly rejected the racist bullshit they’d grown up around—never brave enough to argue with uncles at Thanksgiving or challenge their parents—but the quiet resentment had always been there. Watching these videos felt like a private “fuck you” to all of it. And the more they watched, the more they both started to believe something else: that black men were sexually superior. The thought embarrassed Luke sometimes, but it also made his cock throb harder than it ever had. For Hannah, it stirred something deeper—an awakening curiosity that left her flushed and restless long after the laptop was closed.

But after months of BLACKED, they stumbled onto something that took the thrill to an entirely new level.

Interracial cuckolding.

It felt like stepping into a whole new world they hadn’t even known existed. At first they were genuinely shocked—could people really do this? Married couples actually letting other men, especially hung black men, fuck the wife while the husband watched? It seemed insane. But the more videos they watched, the more the shock melted into a dark, addictive fascination. Soon it was their favorite genre by far, the one that left them both breathless and desperate for each other afterward.

One night, after they’d been exploring the genre for a couple of weeks, things got a little more real. Luke was between Hannah’s thighs, his tongue working her slowly, teasing her swollen clit the way she liked while she moaned and gripped his hair. The laptop was still open on the bed beside them, another cuckold scene playing softly in the background. Between gasps, Hannah had whispered, “What if… what if we actually tried something like that someday?” Her voice was shaky, half from pleasure, half from nerves.

Luke’s heart had slammed in his chest. He’d lifted his head just enough to look up at her flushed face. “You mean… for real? Like, you with a black guy while I watch?” His voice came out rough, excited but uncertain.

“Yeah… maybe,” she’d breathed, hips rolling against his mouth. “God, the thought of it…” She didn’t finish the sentence. Instead she pulled him back down harder, and for those next few minutes the fantasy had felt dangerously close. But the moment she came—shuddering and crying out, thighs clamping around his head—something shifted. The hazy afterglow seemed to wash the boldness away. She’d gone quiet, almost distant, stroking his hair absently while her breathing slowed. When he tried to bring it up again later, cuddling against her, she’d just smiled sleepily and said, “It’s hot to think about… but I don’t know, babe. It’s probably better as just a fantasy.”

And that’s where it stayed. They kept circling back to the conversation during their heated nights, but it never quite got off the ground. It remained delicious, filthy fantasy fuel—something they talked about to make the videos hit harder—while the real-world risk felt way too big. There was no way they could actually go through with it… or so they kept telling themselves.

“It must be so fucking hot to have three big black cocks to play with all at once,” Hannah said now, her voice thick with arousal as she fingered herself harder, two fingers pumping in and out of her dripping pussy. Her eyes never left the hung black men dominating the screen. “I couldn’t even imagine that…”

“I just can’t get over how massive those black cocks are,” Luke groaned, his hand moving faster on his own modest 4-inch dick. “They make you look so… small. Fuck, it’s hot.” He was right on the edge already, breathing ragged, the fantasy of Hannah in that woman’s place burning brighter in his mind with every thrust on screen.

“It is unreal how big they always are,” Hannah murmured, almost to herself, her cheeks flushed deep pink. “Like they’ve got those big dick genes or something. And they can just… keep going for hours.” Her fingers sped up, matching the rhythm of the pounding on the laptop. There was a note of genuine wonder in her voice, mixed with something hungrier that made Luke’s stomach tighten.

“Look how much the blonde wife is loving it too,” Luke panted, eyes flicking between the screen and Hannah’s face. “She’s in fucking heaven.” In his head it wasn’t the actress anymore—it was Hannah on her back, moaning, taking them one after another, her body surrendering in ways she never had with him. The image pushed him dangerously close to the brink.

They kept watching in charged silence, the room filled with the wet sounds of their hands, heavy breathing, and the raw moans spilling from the laptop speakers. The blonde housewife was used in every position imaginable—bent over, on her knees, riding one while sucking another—her face twisted in pure, shameless ecstasy. The black bulls took their time with her, powerful and relentless, until finally they pulled out and took turns unloading. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her flushed face, her heaving tits, and dripped from her well-fucked pussy as she gasped and smiled in exhausted bliss.

“Come clean this up, whiteboy,” one of the black men commanded in a deep, authoritative voice that left no room for argument. He was clearly the alpha in the room, towering and confident.

“Yes sir,” the husband replied obediently, his voice small and submissive. The camera followed him as he crawled over on his knees, still wearing his wife’s lacy panties, and began licking up every drop of the thick black cum from her skin—face, breasts, and between her legs—before leaning in to kiss her deeply, sharing the taste.

The video kept going. The husband tried to fuck his wife next, sliding into her stretched, cum-filled pussy, but the black bulls just laughed and taunted him the whole time. “That all you got, little man?” one of them chuckled. Barely thirty seconds later, the husband was already shuddering and spilling prematurely inside her, to more mocking laughter from the three muscular black men.

It ended with the cuckolded husband personally thanking each of the tall, dominant black bulls for fucking his wife so well, his voice sincere and grateful. The extreme racial power dynamics—black men completely in control, the white couple willingly surrendering—hit Hannah and Luke harder than anything they’d seen before. The air in their bedroom felt thicker, heavier with unspoken possibilities.

“God… these videos are so hot,” Hannah said, her voice a little shaky as she kept slowly circling her clit. Her pussy was absolutely drenched, the sheets underneath her damp. “I still can’t believe real couples actually do this.”

“I can see why they do,” Luke managed, his own cock still rock hard and leaking in his fist. “It looks like… everyone’s having an amazing time.” The words came out rough, his mind still spinning with the image of Hannah in that same position.

“Hmmm, what does that say on the bottom right of the video?” Hannah asked, leaning forward and squinting closer to the laptop screen, her heavy tits swaying with the movement. “It looks like the name of some website or something?”

“Huh, I was too busy watching the action, I didn’t even notice,” Luke said, sliding the laptop a little closer between them. His heart was already beating faster.

“It looks like it says… BigBlackMasters.com? Is that even a real website?” he asked, his voice hesitant, a mix of curiosity and nerves.

“Well… let’s find out,” Hannah replied, still visibly horny, her fingers idly tracing circles on her inner thigh.

Luke’s pulse quickened as he typed the name into the Chrome browser and hit enter. For a second he paused, finger hovering, but Hannah was already leaning in, her bare shoulder warm against his.

“Come on, baby… let’s check it out,” she urged, a little impatient now, her voice low and eager.

He clicked “Enter.” The warning screen flashed up first in big bold letters: “WARNING: ADULT CONTENT.” with two simple buttons—Enter or Leave. Luke hesitated again, just for a beat, long enough for Hannah to nudge him gently with her elbow.

The real site loaded. Their eyes scanned the page hungrily as it filled the screen. Across the top, in large, commanding black and red letters, it read: “Welcome to BigBlackMasters, the number one Interracial Cuckolding matchmaker in America!” Below that were clean, professional-looking tabs: Forums, Videos, Verification, FAQ, and finally—most tempting of all—“Sign Up.”

Below that, four high-quality pornographic photos were arranged side by side, each one hitting them like a fresh jolt of electricity and cranking their arousal even higher.

The first showed a beautiful redheaded wife, her wedding ring clearly visible on her finger, wrapping both hands around a thick, veiny black cock that dwarfed anything they’d ever seen. Next to it was a brunette housewife on her knees, surrounded by a group of powerfully built black men who looked a lot like the ones from the video they’d just watched. Another photo was a close-up of a married white woman’s pussy, stretched and overflowing with thick white cum that could only have come from a hung black bull. But the final image was the one that really stopped them cold—an attractive white couple in their late twenties, both wearing matching black collars around their necks, kneeling submissively in front of a muscular black man as they pressed their lips together against the swollen head of his massive cock in a shared, reverent kiss.

“Oh my fucking god… this is actually a real website,” Hannah said, her voice a mix of genuine shock and raw excitement. Her eyes were wide, cheeks still flushed from earlier.

“No way. This is fucking nuts,” Luke muttered, equally startled, especially by that last picture. A strange swirl of jealousy, curiosity, and undeniable arousal twisted in his gut.

“Let’s, uhm… let’s read the FAQ,” Hannah suggested, her tone shaky but eager, the nervousness clear beneath the thrill.

Luke moved the mouse and clicked on the FAQ tab. A long, detailed list of questions and answers loaded on the screen. Both of them sat there, mouths slightly open, leaning in closer as they tried to absorb as much of it as they could, the weight of what they were seeing slowly sinking in.

Hannah read the first one out loud, her voice barely above a whisper.

Q: What is BigBlackMasters.com? A: BigBlackMasters is the number one website in America where white cuckold couples can find powerful, hung, and dominant black bulls. All the black men on our website are verified, clean, and skilled in the art of dominating submissive cuckold couples—giving them exactly what they crave while keeping everything completely discreet and safe.

She let out a shaky breath. “Holy shit, Luke… this is real.”

He scrolled down, his own heart hammering.

Q: How do I find a Black Master? A: All cuckold couples must sign up and verify themselves. Once verified, the Black Masters on the site can reach out and message you directly. We’ll automatically match you with bulls in your local area for better chances at real-life meetings.

“Local area…” Luke murmured, a nervous thrill twisting in his stomach. The idea of this happening close to home, in their quiet Alabama town, felt both terrifying and electrifying.

Hannah’s fingers had found their way back between her legs without her even realizing it, slowly teasing herself again as they kept reading.

Q: How successful is BigBlackMasters.com in connecting cuckold couples with local Black Masters? A: We have a very high, verified success rate. We can guarantee that within two weeks of signing up, you’ll have messages from plenty of real, safe, local black men to choose from.

“Two weeks?” Hannah whispered, her eyes wide. There was a mix of excitement and genuine anxiety in her voice now, like she was realizing how quickly this could move from fantasy to something tangible.

They continued down the list, reading silently at first, then trading comments in hushed, breathless voices.

Q: How can couples verify on BigBlackMasters.com? A: Submit a picture of yourselves together, holding a piece of paper with your username written on it. You can wear masks to protect your identity if you want. Once approved, you’ll get full access and can start your search for a Black Master.

Luke swallowed hard at that one, imagining them actually taking such a photo—naked or half-dressed, holding up some silly piece of paper while masked. The vulnerability of it sent a fresh surge through him.

Q: Is BigBlackMasters.com free to join? A: Yes! It’s 100% free, and all verified members get VIP status. Join today and find the Black Master you’ve been dreaming of!

The page ended there. For a long moment, neither of them spoke. The room felt smaller, the air heavier, charged with everything they weren’t quite saying out loud yet.

“That’s, uh… that’s a lot to take in,” Hannah said softly, her hand drifting down between her legs again. She slowly slid a finger along her still-soaked pussy, biting her lower lip as fresh heat bloomed inside her.

“I know… this is really fucking crazy, huh?” Luke replied, his voice rough as he wrapped his hand around his hard cock once more and started stroking slowly.

“This site does actually look really well put together,” Hannah murmured. The excitement in her voice was growing, almost electric now, like she was tipping over some invisible edge.

Luke hesitated, then tested the waters. “Maybe we could, uh… just sign up and check it out? See what it’s like?”

Hannah didn’t even pause. “Let’s fucking do it,” she said, the words coming out fast and decisive, her eyes bright with a mix of nerves and something bolder.

Luke blinked, surprised by how quickly and enthusiastically she’d answered. His heart slammed against his ribs. “I can’t believe we’re actually doing this…”


The Surge Of Power

They both felt an extraordinary rush surge through their bodies as the reality settled in—they were really about to cross the line they’d only flirted with for months. The quiet taboo fantasies were suddenly shifting into something real, something dangerous and thrilling.

They stayed mostly silent, breathing heavy in the dim room, as Luke navigated to the “Sign Up” tab and clicked it. He filled in their profile details carefully: a username they both agreed on, their ages, and their location in small-town Alabama. When he reached the section labeled “What we are looking for,” his fingers hovered over the keyboard. He turned to Hannah, a cautious, almost vulnerable look on his face.

“Wh-what should we write here?” he asked, his voice quieter than before.

“Uhmm… I don’t know…” Hannah said, letting out a nervous little laugh. “How about something like… ‘young white couple new to the lifestyle, looking for an experienced Black Master to guide us’?” Her cheeks burned with embarrassment even as she said it, but there was a spark of excitement in her eyes.

“Right to the point. I like that,” Luke said, smiling despite the butterflies in his stomach. He typed the words in carefully, his fingers a little unsteady on the keyboard.

They reached the final step of the profile creation. A simple box appeared on the screen that read: ‘Upload Couple Picture Here.’

“Well… I guess we should take our picture now,” Luke said hesitantly, glancing over at her naked body beside him.

“Oh yeah… let’s do it,” Hannah replied, her voice bright with a sudden rush of adrenaline. She shifted on the bed, sitting up a little straighter, her big tits rising and falling with quicker breaths.

Luke slid off the bed and rummaged through the desk drawer, grabbing a single sheet of printer paper and a black Sharpie. He wrote their new username across it in clear block letters, along with the current date and time. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears.

He held up the paper and looked at Hannah, searching her face. “Are you ready to do this, baby?”

“I’m ready,” she said, her voice softer than she expected, a mix of nerves and something braver underneath. She slid off the bed and walked over to him, pressing her warm, naked body against his for a moment before leaning in to kiss him—slow, deep, and a little shaky, like she was sealing some unspoken promise between them.

Luke’s hands trembled slightly as he set his phone on the counter and fiddled with the timer, giving them ten seconds. His heart hammered in his chest, a wild cocktail of excitement, fear, and raw arousal making his skin feel electric. This was really happening. They were about to take a photo that could change everything.

He walked back to her and held the piece of paper up high so it covered both their faces, their completely naked bodies pressed close together in the dim bedroom light. Hannah’s big soft tits brushed against his chest, her nipples still hard from everything they’d been doing. The air felt thick, charged with the weight of the moment.

The phone flashed.

It was the most surreal feeling—standing there exposed, offering themselves up to this hidden world they’d only fantasized about. For a second, neither of them moved, just breathing each other in.

Luke grabbed the phone and checked the photo quickly, then they both scrambled back onto the bed, laughing nervously as they tumbled together. They kissed again, deeper this time, bodies tangling under the sheets as the reality of what they’d just done started to settle over them.

They pulled the laptop closer and opened the photo, both of them staring at the image in silence for a long moment. Their faces were safely hidden behind the paper, but everything else was on full display. Hannah’s slender, pale body glowed under the soft bedroom lighting—her big perky breasts, smooth shaved pussy with those bright pink lips slightly parted, every soft curve completely exposed. Beside her, Luke looked lean and fit from his triathlon training, but his 5’11 frame seemed almost boyish next to hers, especially with his tiny flaccid cock and balls hanging there so small and unassuming. Together they looked innocent, almost sweetly docile—like the last couple in the world who would be doing something this filthy.

“Last chance, baby,” Luke said quietly, turning to her. His voice was gentle, giving her one final out even as his heart raced. “Are you sure you want to go through with this?”

Hannah looked at him—her high school sweetheart, the man she loved more than anything—and held his gaze for several long seconds. Then she leaned in and kissed him passionately, her hand sliding up to cup his face, her bare breasts pressing warmly against his chest. When she pulled back, her eyes were shining with a mix of love, nerves, and raw hunger.

“I want this so badly, baby,” she whispered, her voice trembling just a little. “I’ve been fantasizing about really doing this for months… and I know you have too. Let’s do it. Together.”

Luke felt his heart flutter wildly in his chest. Seeing her like this—brave, turned on, and so sure—hit him harder than anything. He’d jerked off to the thought of her with a black man more times than he could count, and now it was actually about to become real.

“I love you so much,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “Let’s do this.”

With slightly shaky hands, he uploaded their verification picture to the profile and hit enter. The confirmation message popped up almost immediately. There was no going back now—they had just stepped past the point of no return.

“Thank you for submitting your verification picture. We will have an admin review your profile within 12 hours. Once approved, you will be a full functioning member of BigBlackMasters.com.”

The words sat there on the screen, cold and final. Hannah and Luke stared at them, hearts hammering so hard it felt like they might burst out of their chests. The reality of what they’d just done crashed over them, leaving them both dizzy and hornier than they’d ever been in their lives.

Luke closed the laptop and pushed it aside. Without another word he moved over her, covering Hannah’s body with his own. He kissed her passionately, almost desperately, tongues sliding together as their naked skin pressed hot and urgent. His hands roamed over her curves, squeezing her full tits, gripping her hips like he needed to hold on to something real.

“I can’t wait to watch a big, strong black man fuck you with his huge cock,” he whispered hoarsely against her lips, voice trembling with lust and something deeper. “Give you the pleasure you really deserve, baby.”

He lined up and slammed his little white pecker into her soaked pussy as hard as he could. Even though he knew he couldn’t fill her the way those bulls in the videos could, the fantasy fueled him. He thrust with everything he had, driven by months of dirty thoughts finally spilling out into the open.

“Mhmmm, baby,” Hannah moaned, wrapping her long legs tightly around his waist and pulling him deeper. She kissed him hard, her tongue eager and hungry. “I can’t wait to be fucked like one of those girls in the BLACKED videos. I think about it every single day.”

“Really, baby?” Luke panted, his voice strained as he tried desperately to hold back. “Every single day?”

“Yes,” she whispered truthfully, looking up at him with dark, seductive eyes that made his stomach flip. “Every. Single. Day.”

Her words hit him like a drug. His little cock stiffened even more inside her, and he started fucking her harder, hips slapping against hers with frantic need. The contrast between his modest size and the images flashing through both their minds only made it more intense.

“I love your cute little cock too,” Hannah breathed between soft moans, her nails lightly dragging down his back, “but those huge black cocks… they’re going to fill me up in ways yours never could.”

That honest, hungry confession was all it took. Luke groaned loudly, his whole body tensing as his little dick erupted deep inside her after barely two minutes. He shuddered through the quick, intense orgasm, spilling everything he had.

“Mhmmm, baby… that was… nice,” Hannah murmured, still rocking her hips gently against him, her voice warm but carrying a hint of something unfinished. She kissed along his ear, moaning softly into it. “I enjoyed that.”

Luke didn't say anything, almost feeling a little embarrassed by how quickly he came hearing his girlfriend whisper to him about how much she dreams of big black cock filling her up in ways his dick can't. 

“You ready for the big black cock now?” Luke asked, his voice low and a little breathless. He already knew the answer. He hadn’t come close to satisfying her, and they both felt it.

“Yes, baby,” Hannah said, her legs still spread wide open, glistening with their mixed juices. “Go get the real dick, please.” She reached down and started slowly fingering his cum out of her pussy, pushing it out with two fingers in a lazy, obscene motion that made Luke’s spent cock twitch.

He hopped out of bed eagerly and went to the drawer, pulling out the thick 8½-inch male-friendly BBC strap-on. He slid his little white weenie into the hollow sleeve at the base, adjusting the harness around his hips. Then he walked back to the bed, flexing playfully in front of her. Hannah burst into a bright, genuine giggle at the sight.

“Mhmmm, baby, I love your new cock,” she said, still laughing softly, her eyes locked on the massive black shaft. “So much better than your old one.”

Her teasing words made his little dick throb harder inside the harness. It had been Luke’s idea to bring the big black cock strap-on into their sex life in the first place, a way to keep her satisfied while feeding the fantasy that had taken over both of them.

Even though it was just a toy, wearing it made him feel strangely powerful for a moment—like he was borrowing some of that raw masculine energy he saw in the videos. For those few minutes he wasn’t just a wimpy little-dicked whiteboy anymore. He was something more.

Luke looked down at Hannah’s beautiful, puffy pink pussy, still leaking his cum, and drank in the filthy contrast against the thick, veiny black cock he now wore. He pressed the fat, realistic head against her slick entrance and slowly pushed inside her.

The moment was incredibly intense. He watched her face closely as the thick shaft stretched and filled her in ways he never could on his own. The way her eyes fluttered, the soft gasp that escaped her lips, the way her body arched to take it deeper—it sent a powerful rush through him. Seeing her properly satisfied like this was almost better than his own orgasm.

“Mhmmmm, baby… that feels so fucking good!” Hannah moaned, her head tilting back against the pillow. “Fuck me harder with your big black cock!”

Hearing those words in her breathless voice sent Luke into overdrive. He gripped her hips tighter and started thrusting harder, rougher, trying to channel every powerful stroke he’d seen in the BLACKED videos he’d watched obsessively. The harness slapped against his body with each deep push, and for those moments he lost himself in the fantasy.

“Yeah, baby, you love this big black cock, don’t you?” he growled, fully leaning into the roleplay. For a little while he almost believed it—almost felt like one of those dominant bulls instead of the skinny white guy he saw in the mirror every day. He drove the full length of the thick 8½-inch shaft into her tight pink pussy again and again, watching her big tits bounce with every impact.

“Oh my god, baby!!! Ohhhh fuuuuuccckk!!!” Hannah cried out, her body suddenly tensing hard. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around the thick black cock as she came intensely, thighs shaking, nails digging into his shoulders.

Luke looked down at her flushed, blissful face with a deep surge of pride. It wasn’t often he got to see her like this after he fucked her—truly satisfied, glowing, completely lost in pleasure. Even if it was the strap-on doing most of the work, the way she looked right now made his chest feel full and warm.

“Thank you for your big black cock, baby,” Hannah said with a soft, breathless laugh as the aftershocks faded. She pulled him down into her arms and they kissed—slow, tender, and full of affection.

“You deserve only the best, sweetie,” Luke whispered against her lips, his voice thick with emotion and lingering excitement. “I can’t wait for a real black man to come over and fuck you properly.”

“I’m so ready for it,” Hannah murmured, giving him one last gentle kiss, her fingers stroking the back of his neck.

Luke carefully removed the strap-on, cleaned it quickly, and put it away. Then he climbed back into bed and pulled Hannah close. They snuggled tightly together under the covers, bodies warm and relaxed, hearts still racing with everything that had just happened and everything that might be coming soon. Eventually they drifted off into a deep, happy, satisfied sleep, filled with nervous excitement for whatever tomorrow might bring.


The Night After 


“Oh my god, baby, I’m so nervous and excited!” Hannah said, her voice trembling with a giddy mix of anxiety and arousal as she peeled off the last of her clothes. She stood there for a moment, completely naked, her full breasts rising and falling quickly with each breath, before climbing onto the bed and pressing herself against Luke’s side. Her skin felt warm and slightly flushed already, like her body was ahead of her mind.

“I wouldn’t get your hopes up too high,” Luke replied, trying to sound measured and cautious even though his own stomach was twisting into knots. He shifted on the mattress, adjusting the laptop on his thighs. “Our profile hasn’t even been up that long. I doubt we’ve got many messages yet… if any.” The words came out steadier than he felt. Inside, his heart was already racing at the mere possibility.

The couple could both feel the anxiety building thick and heavy in the room as Hannah snuggled closer, her bare thigh draped over his. The memory of last night—stripping naked, taking that risky verification photo, hitting “submit”—hung between them like a charged wire. What had felt like a wild, impulsive fantasy in the heat of the moment now felt dangerously real.

Luke swallowed hard and turned on the laptop. The soft blue glow lit up their faces in the dim bedroom. With slightly shaky fingers he navigated to the BigBlackMasters site, typed in their fresh username and password, and hit enter. He held his breath, almost afraid to look.

The profile loaded.

They both gasped audibly, eyes widening in disbelief.

Their verification picture—the same naked photo of them holding the sign—was now their main profile image, and it had already racked up over a hundred likes from members of the site. Even more shocking, their inbox was flooded with fifty new messages from interested Black Masters. Fifty.

“Oh wow… they must really like us, babe,” Hannah whispered, startled and visibly overwhelmed by the sudden flood of attention. A visible shiver ran down her spine, and she squeezed Luke’s arm tighter, her nipples tightening noticeably as fresh heat pooled between her legs.

“This is crazy… holy shit, wow,” Luke breathed, equally stunned. His mouth felt dry. He stared at the screen, the sheer volume of interest hitting him like a wave. Part of him felt a strange surge of pride mixed with a sharp twist of jealousy and nerves. He hovered the cursor over their profile picture for a long second before finally clicking on it, both terrified and desperately curious to see what else awaited them.

It was absolutely surreal for them to see a naked picture of themselves on the internet for the world to see. Even though their faces were completely covered by the piece of paper, their naked bodies were on full display for all the hung Black Masters on the website to scrutinize. Hannah’s soft pale curves, full breasts, and smooth pink pussy were right there alongside Luke’s lean, fit frame and his tiny flaccid white cock and balls. The innocent, almost vulnerable way they looked in the photo only seemed to make the exposure hotter. A wild, exhilarating thrill rushed through both of them—part fear, part wicked excitement.

Luke clicked on their profile picture and started reading through the comments that the Black Masters had already left.

“Mhmmm. You two look delicious,” the first one read.

“Look at that little tiny white peepee. That girl deserves better than that! Send me a message,” another posted.

“I got 9 inches of BBC for you both to serve. HMU,” a different comment said.

“Those are some good looking white slaves,” another wrote.

“I’d make you both get on your knees and worship my cock. Let’s meet up,” read the final one.

“Oh my god… this is just a lot to take in,” Hannah said, her voice shaky as she read along. Her whole body trembled beside him, thighs pressing together instinctively as a fresh wave of heat flooded through her core.

“Wow… that is, uhm… intense,” Luke managed, his mouth suddenly dry. Under the covers his little cock had grown painfully hard again, throbbing from the raw, dominant words staring back at them. A confusing mix of jealousy, humiliation, and intense arousal swirled inside his chest.

“Should we check the messages?” Luke asked nervously, his finger hovering over the inbox icon.

“There’s so many of them!” Hannah squealed, overwhelmed, her voice cracking with a mix of disbelief and giddy excitement. She sat up straighter on the bed, completely naked, her big tits jiggling slightly with the movement as she stared wide-eyed at the screen.

“Oh god, I know… uhm, this could take a while,” Luke said, his own voice a little hoarse. He clicked on the ‘Messages’ tab, and the inbox expanded to show page after page of new messages. The sheer number made his stomach tighten with a strange blend of nerves and arousal.

For the next solid hour, the young couple stayed naked together in bed, shoulders touching, legs casually intertwined, as they slowly worked through every single message. The soft glow of the laptop screen was the only light in the room, casting warm shadows across Hannah’s pale skin and highlighting the way her nipples stayed stiff the entire time.

They loved clicking through to each Black Master’s profile, eagerly studying their photos. Most of the men had posted explicit naked pictures—powerful, muscular bodies on full display, with their massive, thick black cocks standing hard and proud in nearly every shot. Hannah would sometimes bite her lip or let out a soft little gasp when a particularly impressive one appeared, while Luke felt his own small cock twitch repeatedly under the covers.

As they kept reading, they were both a little shocked by how overtly dominant and racially charged many of the messages were. Some were blunt, commanding, full of degrading dirty talk aimed at “pathetic little white boys” and “eager white sluts ready to serve superior BBC.” Others described in graphic detail exactly what they would do to Hannah while Luke watched or cleaned up afterward.

But what surprised them even more was how they reacted to it all. The dirtier, more dominant, and racially intense the message, the longer they lingered on it. Hannah’s breathing grew heavier, her hand occasionally drifting between her thighs without her seeming to realize it. Luke felt a confusing storm inside him—sharp stabs of jealousy mixed with an undeniable, throbbing arousal that kept him rock hard. Something about that raw power dynamic clearly turned them both on more than anything else, pulling them deeper into the fantasy.

They slowly started narrowing down the options, discussing each promising profile in hushed, excited voices—comparing cock sizes, the tone of the messages, how close the men were to their small Alabama town, and whether they seemed experienced and discreet. The conversation grew more open and heated as the hour passed, with Hannah becoming noticeably bolder in expressing what she liked.

After more consideration, back-and-forth discussion, and plenty of lingering stares at certain photos, one Black Master in particular rose above all the others and became the clear center of Luke and Hannah’s focus.

His message to them was short and sweet. It simply read: “If you two really want to find an experienced, no-nonsense Black Master, someone to introduce you to the lifestyle, then let’s talk. I’ve been doing this a long time, dominating white couples for the last 25 years, and trust me when I say, I know exactly what you two need.”

The profile name was VetBlackBama. He appeared to be in his late 40s, remarkably tall, muscular, and powerfully built, and he lived not too far from them in the heart of Alabama. Everything about him felt dangerously close to home.

The couple continued to study his profile meticulously, scrolling slowly, barely speaking at first. He had a long military career behind him and now worked as a police officer—details that only added to the aura of authority radiating from every photo. He looked at least 6’5, with the kind of sculpted, bodybuilder physique that made Luke feel small beside him and caused Hannah’s breath to catch in her throat. Everything about this man screamed raw control and natural power, and that undeniable presence turned both of them on in ways they hadn’t fully expected.

His skin was a breathtaking, deep ebony, dark and smooth like midnight. But it was his cock that truly left them speechless. In photo after photo it looked glorious and commanding—easily nine thick inches, with impressive girth, completely shaved, and paired with big, heavy balls that hung low and full. The couple spent a long, charged stretch of time going through all his pictures, zooming in, lingering on every angle, both of them quietly marveling at the sheer size and presence of his supreme black manhood.

Hannah’s hand had found its way to Luke’s thigh, squeezing gently as she stared. Her cheeks were flushed, her nipples tight, and there was a visible slickness between her legs again. The contrast between this dominant, experienced Black Master and their own youthful innocence made her heart race with a potent mix of nervousness and intense desire.

“He’s so big and strong!” Hannah finally said, her voice full of genuine awe. “Like… wow. I feel honored he even messaged us.” She let out a soft, breathless laugh, clearly astonished, her eyes still glued to the screen as if she couldn’t quite believe someone like him had noticed them.

“I know, he’s built like a damn NFL linebacker,” Luke admitted, his voice a mix of genuine awe and nervousness. “I’m intimidated just looking at him.” He shifted uncomfortably on the bed, very aware of how small and ordinary his own body felt next to the powerful man dominating the screen. At the same time, that intimidation sent a fresh throb through his little cock, the conflicting emotions only heightening everything.

“What do you think, babe… should we message him back?” Luke asked, turning to look at Hannah. His heart was racing, part of him still hoping she might hesitate even as another part desperately wanted her to say yes.

“Yes… we should,” Hannah replied after a moment, her voice soft but decisive. “I think he might be the one for us.” She leaned in closer to the laptop, her naked body warm against Luke’s side, eyes lingering on the photos with clear hunger. The confidence in her tone sent another confusing rush through Luke.

“Alright, let’s message him back and let him know we’re interested,” Luke said, swallowing hard. “Wow, this is all happening so fast.” The intense rush of the entire evening—the likes, the flood of messages, zeroing in on this dominant Black Master—left him feeling dizzy, excited, and more than a little overwhelmed.

He navigated back to the messages tab, clicked on the chatbox with VetBlackBama, and took a deep breath before he started typing. His fingers hovered for a second, then began moving as Hannah watched intently over his shoulder.

“Hey sir, thank you for reaching out to us. We spent a while looking through your profile and we’re really interested. You seem like you know exactly what you’re doing and you’re not too far from us either. If you’re still open to it, we’d love to keep talking and see where things go — hopefully meeting up eventually and starting this lifestyle thing with your guidance. Thanks again, and have a good night.”

“Oh wow, baby, that was really well written,” Hannah said with a playful smile. “I bet he’s going to appreciate your good manners!”

“I hope so,” Luke replied with a nervous laugh. “He doesn’t look like someone you want to upset.” The thought sent a little shiver through him, but it wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“This is so exciting, baby! I think he’s the perfect guy for us,” Hannah said warmly, leaning in to kiss Luke softly on the cheek. Her naked body pressed closer to his, radiating heat and quiet anticipation.

“I know,” Luke agreed, still staring at the screen. “He just looks like a true Black Master. And he’s been doing this for twenty-five years? That’s as long as we’ve been alive. Wow.” His voice carried a mix of awe and disbelief, the reality of the man’s experience making their own fantasies feel suddenly more serious.

“Even when I pretend with the strap-on, I’m still not as big as him,” Luke added with a self-deprecating laugh. “That really is humbling.” He moved the cursor over to the “Videos” tab on the BigBlackMasters website, clicking it open.

Hannah and Luke were both amazed by the seemingly endless library of homemade interracial cuckold videos available on the site. These weren’t polished studio productions like the BLACKED videos they were used to. These were raw, real clips uploaded by actual couples and Black Masters themselves. The content felt much more intense and personal, with a heavy, unmistakable emphasis on racial domination and the sexual superiority of the black bulls over the white cuckold couples. The titles, thumbnails, and comments all dripped with that powerful dynamic—something that clearly resonated deeply with both of them as they sat there naked together, scrolling in charged silence.

One video in particular really caught the young couple’s attention. It showed a drop-dead gorgeous redhead wife who didn’t look much older than Luke and Hannah herself. She was on her knees, lovingly sucking on a Black Master’s large, heavy balls while he looked straight into the camera and harshly taunted and degraded the husband who was filming every second. The raw dominance and humiliation on display were intoxicating.

Luke was frantically masturbating to the video, his hand flying up and down his little cock, right on the verge of cumming all over his own stomach, when a light beep from the website suddenly pulled them both out of their horny trance.

“Babe, look! We got a new message!” Hannah pointed out excitedly, her voice breathy.

Luke quickly switched over to the messages tab and saw that, sure enough, they had a new reply from none other than VetBlackBama.

“Oh wow, he responded pretty quickly…” Luke said, his heart rate spiking as he clicked into the private chat. His palms felt sweaty against the laptop.

The message read: “It’s good to hear that you two have made the smart decision to accept me as your Black Master. I love nothing more than breaking in a fresh, new white couple into the lifestyle, and I look forward to training you both. Leave your phone number in the reply, and let’s make this happen this weekend. Have a nice night, and I expect to hear from you two soon.”

“Oh my god! He wants to meet up this weekend! That’s so soon!” Hannah exclaimed, her eyes wide as she tried to process how fast everything was moving. A visible shiver ran through her naked body.

“He doesn’t waste any time, does he? Just straight to business. I like that a lot,” Luke said, a nervous but thrilled edge in his voice. Without even hesitating, he typed his phone number into the reply and told the man he could text him anytime.

The couple turned to each other and embraced tightly, their bare skin pressing together. A powerful combination of nerves, fear, and intense arousal washed over them as the full reality of the situation finally sank in. In just a few short days, they would be serving a real Black Master together—and there was no turning back now.


An Anxious Saturday Night

Both Hannah and Luke sat anxiously on their couch, pressed tightly against each other, holding hands as they tried their best to reassure one another and calm their racing nerves. It was almost 8 PM, and their Black Master would be arriving any minute. The quiet ticking of the clock in their small living room felt deafening.

Over the past couple of days, Luke had stayed in regular contact with VetBlackBama through texts and a couple of short phone calls. He had learned that the man’s real name was Andre, and that he was always to be addressed as either “Black Master Andre” or simply “Sir.” Luke had quickly picked up on just how seriously Andre took this dynamic. The older man’s messages and tone left no room for ambiguity — this wasn’t playful roleplay to him. It was real. And with every exchange, Luke became more aware of exactly what he and his longtime girlfriend were stepping into.

There was still a small, anxious part of Luke that worried this might be too extreme for them. What if Andre turned out to be too authoritarian, too intense, or even genuinely dangerous? Those doubts lingered in the back of his mind, whispering warnings. But the overwhelming horniness that had been building for days easily drowned them out. The thought of what was about to happen kept Luke in a constant state of semi-arousal, his body betraying any hesitation he felt.

Luke had never in his life considered himself weak or a “beta male.” In fact, he’d never really given those labels much thought before. Even when watching interracial cuckold porn with Hannah and naturally identifying with the husband on screen, he had never fully applied those terms to himself. But over the last few days of texting and speaking with Andre, it had become impossible to ignore. Through nothing more than words on a screen and the deep, commanding tone of the man’s voice on the phone, Luke felt an intense wave of submission wash over him. Andre’s powerful, masculine presence was overwhelming, even from a distance. It made Luke’s knees feel weak and his stomach flutter in a way he couldn’t explain. He couldn’t even begin to imagine how he would react when he finally saw the man in person for the first time. Just thinking about it made him incredibly nervous.

Luke turned and looked at his girlfriend, taking her in for what felt like the hundredth time that evening. He leaned in and gave her a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek. “You look so fucking beautiful in that outfit,” he whispered warmly into her ear, his voice thick with both love and nervous arousal.

“Thank you, sweetie. I hope he likes it,” Hannah replied, turning to kiss him back on the lips. There was a shy but excited smile playing on her face.

“How could he not? You look absolutely stunning, baby,” Luke said, pulling back slightly so he could look her up and down again with open admiration.

Hannah was wearing exactly what Andre had requested: a short white blouse that barely covered her midriff, showing off a tempting strip of her soft, pale stomach, paired with a skin-tight black mini skirt that hugged her curves and highlighted her long, sexy legs. On her feet were sleek black stilettos that accentuated her cute toes and gave her that extra height and elegant, feminine look. The whole outfit made her appear both innocent and irresistibly slutty at the same time.

Everything she wore had been specifically chosen by Andre, and Luke had made sure to follow the instructions to the letter. First impressions mattered, especially with someone as imposing as their new Black Master. Luke wasn’t about to risk starting things off on the wrong foot.

Suddenly, Luke’s phone buzzed on the coffee table. He picked it up and read the message aloud in a hushed tone.

“I’m coming in.”

“We are ready and waiting for you, sir,” Luke texted back quickly, his fingers moving fast across the screen.

“He’s here,” Luke announced, his voice catching slightly as he set the phone down.

“I can’t believe we’re actually going through with this,” Hannah said, her excitement bubbling over. “We’re really going to be one of those couples in the videos we watch!”

“I know!” Luke replied, grinning even as his heart hammered in his chest. “Everyone’s doing this now, and I can see why. It’s so hot… and exciting.” The two of them leaned in and kissed deeply, holding each other’s hands tightly for reassurance.

“Remember, you deserve this, baby,” Luke murmured between kisses, his voice sincere and loving. “I want you to have the best of everything.”

“Awwwhhh, baby,” Hannah said, blushing deeply as she smiled against his lips.

Suddenly, there was a firm, authoritative knock on the door. Their Black Master had arrived.

“The door is unlocked… you can come in, sir,” Luke called out, the nervousness clear in his voice as it cracked slightly.

Andre opened the door and stepped inside the couple’s modest home with the calm, effortless confidence of a man who knew he was in complete control. He looked even bigger and more imposing in real life than in any of the photos—tall, broad-shouldered, powerfully muscular, his presence filling the room instantly.

Hannah and Luke looked up at him from the couch as if he were some kind of god, mesmerized by his sheer stature and the commanding aura that radiated from him. Andre gazed down at the young couple, immediately sensing their nervous, submissive energy. A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face as all the dirty, filthy thoughts of what he planned to do with them ran through his mind.

“Mhmmm, finally,” Andre said in his deep, rich, commanding voice. “It’s great to see you both in person. I think we are all going to have a very exciting night.” His dark eyes slowly moved over them, taking in every detail.

To Andre, the couple looked even younger and more innocent than they had in the photos. He still couldn’t quite believe a pair this fresh and attractive was ready to dive headfirst into something as extreme as serving a Black Master at their age. Already, his thick 9-inch black cock was starting to swell and stir inside his pants at the delicious possibilities ahead.

“We are so glad you could make it, sir. We’re really excited to finally meet you,” Luke said, his voice respectful but clearly intimidated by Andre’s overwhelming size and powerful presence.

“Hello… sir,” was all Hannah could manage at first. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the massive man standing in their living room. Her heart hammered wildly in her chest, a rush of heat flooding through her body as she took him in.

“The young lady looks absolutely drop-dead gorgeous, dressed up just how I wanted her,” Andre said approvingly, his gaze traveling slowly and shamelessly over Hannah’s body in the slutty little outfit. “I’m impressed.”

“Ohhh, thank you, sir,” Hannah replied, blushing hard as a shy but thrilled smile spread across her face.

“She doesn’t normally dress like this, sir, but we went out and bought this outfit just for you,” Luke said, his voice respectful but laced with unmistakable excitement. His little cock was already getting hard again just from watching Andre openly check out his girlfriend right in front of him.

“That’s great to hear. I’m impressed by both of your attitudes so far. Keep it up,” Andre replied in that same deep, commanding, and slightly intimidating voice. He shrugged off his coat with casual authority and draped it over the back of a chair near the couch.

The young couple continued to stare up at him in quiet awe as he moved through their living room with the relaxed confidence of someone who already owned the space. Every movement he made seemed to emphasize his size and power.

Andre then sat down on the couch directly beside Hannah, close enough that his muscular thigh pressed against hers. He casually wrapped one strong arm around her shoulders while she kept a tight, almost desperate grip on Luke’s hand.

The moment Andre touched her, Hannah felt an instantaneous, electric rush surge through her entire body. Her breath caught in her throat. When she glanced down, she could clearly see the massive, thick outline of his hard erection straining against the front of his pants. The sight made her gasp softly, her cheeks burning.

There was already an incredibly charged sexual energy filling the room, thick and heavy in the air. The seemingly docile young couple sat silent and awestruck by Andre’s overwhelming presence, hearts pounding, bodies tingling with a potent mix of nervousness, submission, and raw desire.

“So tell me, I’m curious,” Andre began in a cool, calm tone, clearly trying to ease some of the young couple’s obvious nerves. “What made you two want me as your Black Master over all the others? I’m sure after that adorable verification picture you uploaded, your inbox was flooded. How did you make your decision?”

The young couple glanced at each other, unsure who should speak first. A brief, awkward silence hung in the air before Luke finally took the initiative, clearing his throat.

“Well sir… it was a hard decision to make,” Luke said carefully, doing his best to keep his voice steady. “A lot of the Black men who messaged us were very impressive and qualified, but your profile really stood out to us, sir. We just felt like you would be the best Black Master for us.”

“Also uhm… we really liked your pictures, sir,” Hannah added shyly, barely able to make eye contact with the powerful man sitting so close to her. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“Interesting,” Andre said, a wide, knowing smile spreading across his face. “I’m glad to know the pictures on my profile had such a profound impact on you two.”

“They were definitely very uhm… very impressive, sir,” Luke added quickly, his face flushing.

“I’m glad to hear that,” Andre continued, his deep voice smooth but carrying unmistakable authority. “I’ve been doing this for twenty-five years now. I know exactly what you two need and how you need to be treated. I always take great care of my couples. I’m sure you both understand how this works. But just to be clear, I do not tolerate nonsense. As long as you two understand and fully accept your roles, there shouldn’t be any issues at all. Is that understood?” His voice grew firmer and slightly louder toward the end, the shift sending a clear message.

“Yes sir… we uhm… we know what we’re getting into, sir,” Luke replied, his body shaking slightly from the sudden change in Andre’s tone. The weight of the older man’s dominance felt even heavier now.

“I don’t think we are going to cause any problems for you, sir,” Hannah added with a nervous little laugh, also feeling the increased tension crackling in the air around them.

“Excellent. Everything always goes smoother when the bull is allowed to run the show, unimpeded,” Andre said, letting out a low, satisfied chuckle. He was clearly amused at how easily this was all unfolding, feeling extremely confident that he could push this young, weak little couple as far as he wanted without any real resistance.

“Hey Luke, how about you go grab us some drinks?” Andre demanded casually, but with clear authority in his deep voice.

“Yes sir,” Luke replied obediently, almost automatically.

Luke slowly stood up, his knees feeling a little shaky as he headed toward the kitchen. His little cock was rock hard in his shorts, throbbing at the thought of leaving his girlfriend alone with Andre even for a couple of minutes.

When Luke returned with three glasses of wine, he saw Andre sitting comfortably with one large hand gently but possessively caressing Hannah’s smooth, pale thigh. They were engaged in light conversation, but the sight hit Luke hard. The stark size difference and the beautiful contrast between Andre’s dark skin and Hannah’s creamy white legs were electrifying. He couldn’t hide his arousal—his little boner was clearly poking against the front of his shorts as he set the drinks down.

“Good job, Luke. Keep it up, boy,” Andre said approvingly as he took his glass of wine.

Luke felt a strange, warm rush of pride at the compliment from the much larger man. He sat back down on the couch beside Hannah, heart pounding.

For the next solid twenty minutes, the three of them sipped their wine. As the alcohol helped them loosen up, Andre spoke passionately and proudly about his life as a dominant Black Master bull. He casually mentioned how he had guided and ruled over more than a hundred different white cuckold couples across twenty-five years. He talked about the wild events he had attended, how the lifestyle was growing more popular every single year, and how his absolute favorite thing was “breaking in” and taking full control of a new, young, innocent white cuckold couple like Luke and Hannah.

Hannah and Luke listened to Andre intently, hanging on his every word as he spoke about his long history of dominating white couples. The more he talked, the hornier they both became, knowing they were next in line. It was becoming clear that Andre was a highly sought-after and deeply respected bull in the lifestyle, and the young couple started to feel genuinely fortunate — almost honored — just to be in his powerful presence.

“I’m always curious to hear the story of how couples end up going down this path to a Black Master,” Andre said smoothly, his large hand slowly sliding further up Hannah’s thigh, disappearing beneath the hem of her short skirt. “How did it happen for you two?”

Luke swallowed hard, feeling the weight of the older man’s gaze. “Well sir… our sex life had gotten a little bit boring,” he began, his voice slightly unsteady. “So to spice things up we started watching porn together. Pretty soon after that, we discovered interracial porn, and it quickly became our obsession. It was all we watched for months. It was just so much hotter than regular porn for us. The taboo of it, the skin contrast, those big black cocks… it added an extra layer of arousal we couldn’t get enough of. Then we started watching the cuckold videos too, and those were even more intense. One of them had the BigBlackMasters link at the bottom, and that’s how we found the website.”

The more Luke confessed out loud in front of Andre, the harder his little cock throbbed in his shorts. Admitting their journey like this, right in front of the man who was about to take control, felt incredibly vulnerable and arousing at the same time.

“I just love to hear that,” Andre said, grinning ear to ear, his strong fingers still gently stroking higher up Hannah’s inner thigh. “The explosion of online interracial porn has really helped the lifestyle grow recently, which has been a great thing for real Black Masters everywhere. You two are beginning very early, and it is a great thing to see.”

“We loved the interracial videos so much that Luke went and ordered a big black cock strap-on to fuck me with!” Hannah said, laughing softly, a playful but clearly turned-on glint in her eyes.

“That’s hilarious,” Andre chuckled, clearly amused. “How are you enjoying the black cock strap-on, Luke?”

“It feels so good to wear, sir,” Luke admitted with surprisingly little shame. “It almost makes me feel like a real black man when I use it on her.”

“It’s good that you undersized whiteboys can wear it and pretend to be a real man for a little while,” Andre replied with supreme, unshakable confidence. “But I’m sure you two are aware… the real thing is always better.”

“You are one hundred percent correct, sir,” Luke said quickly, his voice respectful.

“The strap-on is nice but… I just want the real thing,” Hannah confessed passionately, her voice dropping lower as she looked at Andre. The hunger in her tone made it very clear just how ready and horny she already was.

“The real thing is always better…” Andre echoed, picking up on her cue immediately. His large hand slid all the way up her thigh and under her short mini skirt, boldly rubbing against her panties. Hannah glanced down and saw the massive, thick outline of his erection straining hard against his pants.

Andre noticed where her eyes had gone. Without hesitation, he took her hand and placed it firmly on the swollen head of his cock through the fabric. “Feel it,” he demanded, his voice low and commanding.

“Oh my god… I can’t believe how big you black men are,” Hannah breathed, her voice full of genuine awe as she ran her entire hand slowly up and down the thick, hard length of Andre’s erect cock through his pants. She could feel the heat and impressive girth pulsing under her palm, and it made her squeeze her thighs together instinctively.

“I think your girl is ready, Luke,” Andre said, his deep voice calm but commanding. He gave Luke a long, intimidating stare down while Hannah continued rubbing his massive bulge with growing eagerness. “Are you?”

“Please fuck her, sir,” Luke said, the words tumbling out in a rush of adrenaline like he’d never felt before. His heart was slamming in his chest. “She’s been dreaming of being with a Black man for so long. Please give her what she needs, sir.”

Andre’s intense gaze never wavered. “You’re going to be a good little cuckboy and watch… and do exactly what you’re told, correct?” he asked, his tone leaving no room for doubt about how serious he was.

“Yes sir,” Luke replied immediately, almost without thinking. His little dick was raging hard in his shorts, throbbing painfully with a confusing storm of humiliation, excitement, and submission.

“Good answer, whiteboy,” Andre said with a satisfied smirk. He rose slowly from the couch, towering over the young submissive couple as he looked down at them.

Hannah and Luke stared up at him in complete awe, as if he were some mythical creature. They were hypnotized by his sheer size, his unnatural masculinity, and the effortless confidence that radiated from every inch of him. The power imbalance felt overwhelming — and deeply intoxicating.

Andre couldn’t stop smiling. He knew he already had full control over this fresh young couple, and he could barely contain his own growing excitement for what was about to happen.

He extended a large, strong hand toward Hannah. She accepted it eagerly, letting him help her up from the couch. In one smooth, powerful motion, Andre swooped down, grabbed the backs of her thighs, and lifted her effortlessly over his broad shoulders.

“Ohhhhhhhh wow!” Hannah gasped, a delighted laugh escaping her as she felt herself being carried like she weighed nothing. The feeling of being manhandled so easily by such a big, strong black man sent a thrill racing through her body.

“Let’s go, cuck,” Andre commanded casually, giving Hannah’s ass a firm, possessive slap that echoed in the room. He carried her toward the couple’s bedroom without waiting for a response.

“Yes sir,” Luke said obediently, his voice quiet but filled with nervous excitement. He quickly got up and followed them down the hallway, his heart pounding and his little cock straining in his shorts.


Eye Contact

Hannah looked up as she was being carried and made eye contact with Luke. The two of them exchanged soft, reassuring smiles, their faces lit up with a mix of nervous excitement and pure thrill. Luke’s little boner was blatantly poking through his shorts at the incredible sight — watching the love of his life being effortlessly carried by a tall, muscular black man into their bedroom.

Andre took a seat on the edge of the bed. Hannah slid down onto his lap, straddling him as the two began to passionately make out. Andre’s large hands lifted her short skirt and firmly grasped her soft, round ass cheeks, squeezing and kneading them possessively. Luke sat down on a chair just a few feet away, close enough to see every detail.

Luke’s head was spinning a million miles per hour. Seeing Andre intimately kiss his girlfriend — their tongues clearly dancing together — while he sat so close was the most intense feeling he had ever experienced. A powerful wave of jealousy, arousal, and submissive excitement crashed over him. He couldn’t contain himself any longer. He pulled his shorts down and started stroking his little 4-inch white pecker as he watched the action unfold right in front of him.

Andre eventually pulled Hannah’s panties down and off her body, tossing them aside. He then glanced over at Luke furiously stroking his small weenie and gave him a look of clear disappointment.

“Hey, did I give you permission to touch your tiny little dick, whiteboy?” Andre asked, his deep voice suddenly rising with clear authority.

Luke was startled beyond belief. He immediately tensed up and yanked his hand away from his skinny dicklet, his face burning with embarrassment.

“I-I apologize s-sir. I know I shouldn’t have done t-that,” Luke stuttered out, his voice small and shaky. Hannah turned her head to look at him, a brief flash of concern crossing her face before she stayed quiet in Andre’s lap.

“You really don’t want to make me mad, just saying buddy,” Andre said firmly, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. “Make sure it doesn’t happen again. Understood?”

“I understand, sir,” Luke replied quickly, feeling deeply embarrassed for messing up so early. The sting of being scolded like that in front of Hannah only made his little cock twitch harder.

“Actually, you know what…” Andre said, a slow, vicious smile spreading across his face as he held up Hannah’s damp panties in his large hand. “Put these on.”

Andre commanded it with a raised voice and tossed Hannah’s panties across the room toward Luke, the lacy fabric nearly hitting him in the face.

Luke took off his shorts and shirt without hesitation, standing there completely exposed. He grabbed his girlfriend’s damp panties, feeling the soft, lacy fabric in his hands, and slowly pulled them up and over his tiny white weenie. The material felt tight and humiliating as it cupped his small package. He looked back up at Andre, waves of extreme humiliation and emasculation crashing over him like never before.

“Good boy,” Andre said, clearly satisfied with Luke’s quick obedience.

“Until you can learn to control yourself, I’m going to keep you in panties,” Andre continued harshly, a cocky, dominant smile on his face. “I don’t want you even touching that tiny little thing of yours unless I give you permission. Is that understood, cuck?”

“Yes sir…” Luke mumbled under his breath, his face burning with deep embarrassment as he stood there in his girlfriend’s panties.

“I didn’t hear you,” Andre said firmly, still staring him down with intense authority.

“Yes SIR!” Luke repeated much louder this time, unable to look Andre in the eyes. He kept his head down, cheeks flushed, feeling smaller and more submissive than he ever had in his life.

“That’s a good cuck,” Andre said approvingly, giving Hannah’s cute, pale ass a couple more firm, possessive slaps. The sharp smacks echoed in the room, causing Hannah to moan softly and bite her lip in pleasure.

While a small part of Hannah felt a flicker of concern for her boyfriend, she also understood this was simply how things worked in the lifestyle. Luke should have known better than to touch himself without permission. Deep down, a darker, more aroused part of her actually enjoyed seeing Andre so effortlessly boss her boyfriend around.

Luke quickly moved his hands away from his panty-covered dicklet and placed them obediently on his thighs. He looked up at Andre, who continued running his large, strong black hands all over Hannah’s soft, naked ass. The stark contrast between Andre’s dark skin and Hannah’s pale body was humiliatingly beautiful. Luke’s face burned with shame as he sat there in his girlfriend’s lacy panties, feeling utterly emasculated — reduced to a helpless, panty-wearing observer in his own bedroom.

Despite the intense waves of humiliation washing over him, his little cock continued to grow and strain against the delicate fabric. The sight of Andre passionately kissing his girlfriend right in front of him made his heart pound and his stomach twist in the most confusing, arousing way. He wanted so desperately to stroke his little willie again, to find some relief from the aching need, but he wasn’t about to challenge Andre’s authority. Not even for a second. He kept his hands firmly on his thighs, trembling slightly as he forced himself to watch.

Andre felt deeply satisfied with how quickly and completely he had already emasculated the young white cuck. He could feel Hannah getting more turned on as she melted into his kisses. His own thick cock was practically bursting through his pants now, throbbing with urgent need for relief.

Andre stood up from the bed as Hannah slid down off his lap, gracefully dropping to her knees on the floor right underneath him.

Both Hannah and Luke watched in stunned awe as Andre began to undress. He casually tossed aside his dress shirt, then his pants, and finally his boxers. When his magnificent black cock sprang free, hovering heavily right above Hannah’s head, the young couple felt another powerful wave of submission wash over them. It was thick, veiny, and undeniably superior — radiating raw power that made both of them feel small, weak, and completely out of their depth.

“Suck my cock,” Andre demanded in his most authoritarian voice yet.

Hannah didn’t even hesitate. She simply reacted, leaning forward eagerly and wrapping her soft lips around the thick head of his superior black manhood. An extraordinary rush surged through her entire body the moment she tasted him — warm, heavy, and masculine. She closed her eyes for a moment and took in as much of his impressive length as she could without gagging, then settled into a steady, passionate rhythm, worshiping his black cock with genuine hunger and dedication.

“Look up at me,” Andre ordered, his voice growing even more commanding. “I want you to look me in the eyes while you suck my cock.”

Hannah obeyed instantly, lifting her gaze to meet Andre’s powerful, intimidating eyes. He stared down at her with the look of a man who already owned her completely. The intensity of that stare made Hannah feel deliciously weak and powerless — a rush of submissive heat flooding through her body that made her suck his thick black cock with even more passion and devotion.

“Mhmmmm, look at those eyes,” Andre groaned approvingly, admiring Hannah’s beautiful hazel eyes as she took more and more of his impressive 9-inch black cock into her pretty little white mouth. A thin string of his precum began to drip down her chin, and she didn’t pull away — if anything, it only seemed to encourage her.

Luke sat there in his girlfriend’s panties, his own little cock absolutely throbbing and leaking against the soft lace. The sight before him was overwhelming: his sweet Hannah on her knees, eagerly worshipping a superior black cock right in front of him. He was aching to pull out his tiny white weenie and stroke it desperately. Almost without thinking, his right hand drifted down and started to lightly rub his dicklet through the delicate fabric.

“What did I tell you, whiteboy?” Andre snapped firmly, his voice cutting through the room like a whip. “No touching without my permission. Don’t try me again. Last warning.”

Luke startled badly and yanked his hand away immediately, his face burning with fresh embarrassment. “I apologize, sir,” he mumbled, quickly placing both hands back on his thighs where they belonged. The humiliation of being corrected again — of being caught like a disobedient child — made his stomach twist even as his panty-covered cock twitched harder.

“Balls now,” Andre ordered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Hannah gave the head of Andre’s glorious black cock one last loving kiss before eagerly shoving her face lower, burying herself between his powerful thighs. She pressed her mouth against his big, heavy black balls with surprising enthusiasm, licking and sucking on them with genuine hunger. The sight shocked both Luke and Andre — Hannah was clearly losing herself in her new role.

She took one of Andre’s heavy balls gently into her warm mouth and sucked on it with slow, reverent care before moving to the other, lavishing the same loving attention on it. All the while, her soft hand continued to stroke the thick head of his massive cock, her fingers barely able to wrap around its impressive girth.

Hannah was practically melting under Andre’s sexual prowess — a deep, overwhelming pleasure and sense of being truly dominated that she had never experienced with Luke. A powerful urge to please this superior man surged through her. She wanted to worship him, to show him how much she craved this. She continued sucking and licking his big black balls for several long minutes, completely lost in the act, her own pussy growing wetter by the second.

Andre sat back with a look of total satisfaction on his face, occasionally glancing over at Luke with a smug, playful smirk. He clearly enjoyed taunting the young white cuckold, knowing exactly what he was putting him through.

Luke remained forced to sit there in his girlfriend’s lacy panties, hands obediently resting on his thighs. The frustration was intense. His little cock was painfully hard and leaking, twitching desperately against the soft fabric as he watched his girlfriend worship another man’s balls right in front of him. The humiliation burned deep — being denied even the smallest relief while Hannah gave herself so eagerly to Andre. Every smirk from the older man only deepened his emasculation, making him feel smaller and more helpless with each passing second.

“Very good,” Andre said appreciatively, his deep voice full of approval. The praise made Hannah blush hard, a visible wave of pleasure washing over her face. “Stand up,” he added, his tone once again strong and demanding.

Andre helped undress Hannah with deliberate, confident hands. He pulled her top off slowly, cupping and squeezing her full breasts as they spilled free, teasing her hard nipples with his thumbs. Then he slid her tight mini skirt down her legs, leaving her completely naked except for the sexy black stilettos, which he intentionally kept on her. The heels made her legs look even longer and more elegant, adding to the slutty, feminine look he clearly wanted.

“Get on the bed. Face down, ass up in the air for me,” Andre ordered, his voice full of total control over the room.

Hannah moved into position with record speed, dropping onto the bed face down and arching her back deeply. She pushed her flawless, shaved, bright pink pussy high into the air, presenting herself completely. Her whole body was trembling with raw anticipation, desperate to finally feel Andre’s thick 9-inch black cock stretching and filling her.

“I got a new job for you, pantie boy,” Andre said, turning around and looking down at Luke, who was still sitting obediently in the chair. “I want you to go get your phone. I want you to record as I fuck your girlfriend. Got it?”

“Yes sir,” Luke replied submissively, without any hesitation.

Luke quickly retrieved his phone from his discarded shorts on the floor as Andre slowly climbed onto the bed, his hard 9-inch cock standing fully erect and intimidating.

“I always love to film when I’m with my couples,” Andre explained casually, his tone almost conversational. “That way we can all watch it back later and relive the memories. And don’t worry — if I decide to upload the videos to my profile, I’ll make sure your pretty little faces are blurred to protect your privacy. Because we wouldn’t want the whole town knowing what sweet Luke and Hannah are secretly doing in their bedroom with a big black man, now would we?” He let out a deep, amused laugh.

“Yes sir, I understand,” Luke said quietly, his face burning as he started recording on his phone. The thought of being filmed sent a new, different type of thrill racing through Hannah’s body — a rush of naughty excitement mixed with the vulnerability of knowing their most private moment was being captured.

“Baby, are you excited?” Luke asked softly, holding the phone close to Hannah’s face to capture her expression clearly.

Hannah turned her head toward the camera. The extreme lust in her eyes was unmistakable — her cheeks flushed, pupils dilated, lips slightly parted. She looked completely lost in the moment.

“I want his big black cock so badly, baby! I need it! I fucking NEED IT!” Hannah confessed, her voice trembling with raw desperation and anticipation. Her whole body was shaking as she stayed in position, ass high in the air.

“I know you do,” Luke replied, his voice thick with emotion. “You deserve it. I want you to enjoy every single second of it.”

“Please do a good job filming so we can watch it later!” Hannah pleaded, her voice breathy and urgent.

“I’ve been doing this for twenty-five years,” Andre said with a deep, amused chuckle. “Trust me, little whiteboys like you always turn into Steven Spielberg when they’re sat there filming their women with a big black cock. I’m sure Luke is going to do just fine.” He gave Hannah’s upturned ass another firm, loud slap that made her moan.

“I love you,” Luke said sincerely. He leaned in and gave Hannah a deep, passionate kiss, the phone still recording every second of their intimate moment.

“I love you too,” Hannah whispered back against his lips, her voice full of affection even as her body trembled with need for what was coming next.

Andre positioned himself behind her. He slowly and carefully pressed the thick head of his 9-inch black cock against her wet, yearning bright pink pussy and began pushing inside.

“Oh fuck, oh my….fuck…oh my fucking GODDDD!!!” Hannah screamed the moment he penetrated her, her hands desperately grabbing fistfuls of the bedsheets. “IT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOOD!!!”

“God damn this pussy is tight! Fuck!” Andre yelled, his deep voice filled with raw pleasure as his long, thick black cock slid powerfully in and out of Hannah’s soaked pussy.

Luke felt like the official cameraman in one of the BLACKED videos he used to watch obsessively. He held his phone just inches away from the intense interracial action, capturing a close-up of Hannah’s bright pink pussy lips stretching tightly around Andre’s massive black shaft. The breathtaking skin contrast — Hannah’s pale-as-snow white skin against Andre’s dark-as-midnight ebony body — was hypnotic and deeply arousing. Luke wanted nothing more than to pull out his little whiteboy pecker and stroke it furiously, but he knew better. He needed permission first. The denial only added another layer to his humiliating, thrilling submission.

For Hannah, this was by far the most intense sexual pleasure she had ever experienced. Every deep, powerful thrust from Andre’s skilled, well-hung black cock sent waves of ecstasy crashing through her body. For Luke, witnessing the love of his life getting so thoroughly dicked down right in front of him — up close and personal — was more thrilling and overwhelming than he could have ever imagined. The couple was completely lost in the moment, floating in a kind of twisted heaven.

“Give me the phone, whiteboy,” Andre said, reaching out his large hand. “I want to film from this angle up top and get the Black bull POV.”

Luke obediently handed over the phone. He watched as Andre held it high above Hannah’s ass, continuing to drive his massive black manhood in and out of her with strong, rhythmic strokes. Hannah’s moans grew louder and more desperate with every thrust, filling the bedroom with the unmistakable sounds of her pleasure.

“You want to get a better look, cuck?” Andre asked, briefly withdrawing his massive black cock from Hannah’s dripping pussy. He looked down at Luke, who was visibly desperate to stroke himself, his little dick straining hard against the panties.

“I would love to, sir,” Luke pleaded, his voice thick with need.

“Go crawl underneath your girlfriend then,” Andre ordered. “I want you to get a nice close up view as a real man fucks her.”


Close Up

Luke eagerly moved into position, sliding down onto his back directly under Hannah. Her wet, freshly fucked pussy hovered just inches above his face as Andre slowly reinserted his thick black cock into her.

It was total bliss for Luke. He could see, hear, and even smell everything as Hannah got the fucking of her life right above him. The sight of Andre’s powerful black shaft stretching her tight pink pussy, the wet sounds of their bodies slapping together, and the intoxicating scent of her arousal mixed with Andre’s masculinity overwhelmed him completely. Andre began fucking her with tremendous force, his big, heavy balls swinging just barely above Luke’s forehead with every deep thrust.

“How’s the view down there, whiteboy?” Andre asked, looking down at him with a smug grin while still recording everything on the phone.

“Holy fuck, It’s the hottest thing, like seriously it’s the most breathtaking thing I’ve ever seen, sir,” Luke answered, completely mesmerized by the raw, hot interracial sex happening just inches from his face.

“Now you need to lick your girlfriend’s clit while I fuck her,” Andre ordered, his voice deep and commanding.

Luke obeyed immediately. He lifted his head and began licking Hannah’s delicious, swollen pink clit with eager, soft strokes of his tongue. He had to carefully navigate around Andre’s big, heavy swinging balls, which brushed against his face with every powerful thrust. The humiliation of licking his own girlfriend’s clit while another man fucked her so deeply was overwhelming — yet it only made Luke’s little cock throb harder inside the panties.

The combined sensation of Luke’s gentle, familiar tongue on her clit and Andre’s relentless stamina and thick black cock pounding deep inside her quickly sent Hannah spiraling over the edge. She erupted in the most powerful orgasm of her life. Her entire body shook violently in ecstasy, her pussy clenching and pulsing around Andre’s shaft as wave after wave crashed through her.

“OHHHH MY FUCKING GODDDD!!!!!! OHHHHHH!!!!” she screamed, her voice raw and broken with pleasure. Her legs trembled uncontrollably as she finally collapsed forward, panting heavily on top of Luke.

“That’s the best fucking pussy I’ve ever had,” Andre growled in satisfaction. He gave Hannah’s ass a hard, possessive slap that echoed through the room, leaving a visible red handprint on her pale skin.

Hannah slowly came back to her senses, still breathing heavily and trembling from the intensity of her orgasm. She turned around on the bed and leaned down to give Luke a deep, loving kiss, her body still flushed and buzzing from the thorough fucking she had just received.

“So uhm, did you like it?” Luke asked her, a hint of playful sarcasm in his voice even as his own arousal was obvious.

“It was amazing, baby,” Hannah confessed, her voice still shaky with lust. She slid several fingers back down between her legs, gently playing with her soaked pussy. “But I’m still so fucking horny. I want some more.”

“That’s good to hear,” Andre said with a confident grin, his thick 9-inch black cock still rock hard and glistening with Hannah’s juices. “Because we’re just getting started. I can fuck all night.”

“I still need you in Spielberg mode, got it?” Andre added, handing the phone back to Luke.

“Yes sir,” Luke replied obediently. He gave his girlfriend one last lingering kiss before reluctantly getting off the bed and resuming his position as cameraman.

“This is so much fun, baby,” Hannah said breathlessly, looking directly at Luke as he held up the phone to record again. “I’m so glad we did this!”

“Best decision we ever made. I can’t wait to watch him fuck you again,” Luke said, his voice thick with excitement as he moved the camera closer to Hannah. She sat on the edge of the bed, slowly spreading her legs wide for the lens and for Andre.

Andre climbed back onto the bed, his massive, muscular figure completely dwarfing petite Hannah. He positioned himself on top of her, his powerful body pressing her down into the mattress.

Luke couldn’t get over how intense and beautiful the scene unfolding in front of him was. His beautiful blonde girlfriend was completely underneath Andre’s domineering, powerful frame. The startling, erotic contrast of Andre’s dark black skin against Hannah’s pale white body sent intense shockwaves of arousal through Luke. His tiny cock strained desperately against the confines of her lacy panties, leaking steadily as he filmed every second.

Hannah wrapped her long legs tightly around Andre’s waist as he slowly pushed the full length of his 9 inches of thick black superiority deep into her wet, pink pussy. She yelped out in pleasure once again, her back arching off the bed.

“Don’t be afraid to get a little closer, Luke,” Andre said over Hannah’s increasingly loud moans. “We want you to get the best shot possible.”

Luke obediently crawled onto the bed, positioning himself just inches behind Andre. He zoomed the phone camera in closely, capturing the explicit, hypnotic sight of Andre’s massive black cock sliding in and out of his girlfriend’s stretched pussy. The heavy slapping sound of Andre’s big balls against Hannah’s ass echoed through the room, mixing with her loud, unrestrained moans of ecstasy.

For the next full hour, Luke remained on the bed with them, holding the phone steady as he filmed the love of his life getting fucked in every position imaginable. Andre took her from behind, on her side, riding him, and piledriver style — bringing Hannah from one shattering orgasm to the next with the skill and stamina of the most highly sought-after black bull in all of Alabama.

Luke’s little dick and balls were absolutely aching, throbbing painfully against the tight lace of Hannah’s panties. The denial was excruciating. He was begging internally for any kind of release, but he knew he wasn’t allowed to touch himself. He could only watch and film as the intense interracial scene continued to unfold right in front of his eyes.

“OHHH GOD!!! OHHH FUCK!!! OHHHHH!!!!!” Hannah cried out loudly, her voice raw and broken with pleasure. Andre was once again on top of her in a deep missionary position, pile-driving his entire massive cock deep into her stretched-out, creamy pussy with powerful, rhythmic strokes.

“Tell me, where do you want this load?” Andre yelled, his voice strained as he neared the edge.

“Please sir! Please cum deep inside me! I need it! Please!” Hannah begged desperately, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, her body shaking with need. She was longing to feel a real hung black stud fill her up completely.

“You better get ready, cuck! This is going to be a big load!” Andre roared, looking straight at Luke, who was still filming intently just inches away from the action.

Andre let out a raw, primal roar that shook the room as he buried himself to the hilt. He erupted deep inside Hannah, shooting thick rope after thick rope of hot black bull semen into her womb. After several powerful pumps, he pulled his glistening cock out and continued stroking, spraying even more heavy loads across her belly, tits, neck, and pretty face. The young couple watched in complete astonishment as Hannah was absolutely covered and marked by his superior cum.

“OHHHHH! Oh my fucking god!” Andre yelled out in satisfaction, breathing heavily as the last spurts landed on her skin.

“Oh my god babe… look… it’s everywhere!” Hannah said, completely overwhelmed as she looked down at her own body. Andre’s thick, white cum was splattered across her tits, belly, neck, and face in heavy ropes. She was breathing hard, still trembling from the intensity of everything that had just happened.

“Baby… you look so beautiful,” Luke whispered, his voice thick with heavy breathing and an intense dopamine rush. Seeing his girlfriend covered and marked by another man’s cum filled him with a powerful, conflicting wave of arousal and humiliation. He had an overwhelming urge to lean in and kiss her, to taste the evidence of Andre’s dominance right on her skin.

“I’ll take that now,” Andre said calmly, reaching out and grabbing the phone from Luke’s hand as he slowly got off the bed.

“What are you going to do now, Luke?” Andre asked, holding the phone up and pointing the camera directly at him, recording every second of his response.

Luke had watched enough interracial cuckold porn with Hannah to know exactly what was expected in the lifestyle. The humiliation burned hot in his chest, but the conditioning from months of fantasy made the words come out naturally.

“I’m going to clean up my girlfriend, sir,” he answered submissively, looking straight into the camera lens.

“That’s right you are,” Andre said approvingly, continuing to film as he slowly panned the phone across Hannah’s glistening, cum-covered body. He took a long moment to admire just how massive and thorough his load had been. “You better get all of it too, understood? I don’t like it when cucks are lazy with cleanup.”

“Yes sir. I understand,” Luke answered obediently as he crawled over to his girlfriend on the bed.


The Ultimate Submission

It was the ultimate act of submission — lowering his face to lick another man’s thick semen out of his own girlfriend’s freshly fucked pussy. Luke’s heart was pounding wildly in his chest and his tiny dick was throbbing painfully inside the lacy panties as he positioned himself between Hannah’s spread legs. He took a deep breath, then shoved his tongue deep into her cum-filled pussy.

“Mhmmmm baby, that feels really nice,” Hannah moaned softly, clearly enjoying the gentle, soothing sensation of Luke’s warm tongue on her sore, well-fucked pussy. She reached down and grabbed her boyfriend’s hand, holding it tightly as she savored the intimate, filthy moment.

Luke began to passionately eat Andre’s cum out of Hannah’s pussy, his tongue working with increasing enthusiasm. The more he tasted the thick, salty load, the more turned on he became. He dug his tongue as deep as he could, licking and sucking greedily to get every last drop of the superior black bull’s semen out of his girlfriend. The humiliation was intense, but so was the arousal — he was loving every degrading second of it.

“You’re a good little cleanup boy, Luke,” Andre said, clearly impressed with his enthusiasm. He kept the phone recording the entire scene with a satisfied smirk.

“Thank you sir,” Luke mumbled between licks, feeling a strange, genuine rush of pride at being complimented by such a powerful, experienced Black Master like Andre.

After Luke had thoroughly licked every last drop of cum from deep inside Hannah’s pussy, he moved higher. He slowly and methodically licked up all the thick ropes of semen from her belly, her full tits, and her neck. Finally, he cleaned the small amount from her chin. Then, with their faces glistening, the two of them came together in a deep, passionate kiss — embracing each other with more lust and raw connection than ever before.

“Well aren’t you two just adorable,” Andre said with a deep, amused chuckle. He continued filming the intimate moment between the young couple, clearly enjoying the sight of his thick cum still glistening on their lips as they kissed passionately.

“That was the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen, baby,” Luke whispered between kisses, his voice full of awe. “You looked so happy! How many times did he make you cum?”

“He fucked me so good, baby,” Hannah replied, still catching her breath as her body slowly recovered. “I came five times all over his amazing black cock… he had my whole body shaking. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“So I guess it’s true what they say then, right?” Luke asked, still incredibly horny and almost whispering. “Once you go black… you never go back?”

Hannah looked at him for a long moment, then let out a soft, breathless laugh. Her eyes were still dark with lust as she answered with surprising passion and honesty. “I can never go back, baby. I hope you know that. I love you more than anything… but I just need his cock. I fucking need it, baby.”

“Of course baby, I know,” Luke said softly between kisses. “You deserve to have the best. Watching you get fucked like that and being completely satisfied makes me happier than anything. I’d love to watch him fuck you as often as possible.”

“Well you know, I am a little busy now,” Andre replied with a deep, confident laugh, “but I think I’d be able to find the time to come fill up that beautiful pussy any day of the week.”

“Sir, you can come over whenever you want,” Hannah said eagerly, still glowing and somehow a little horny even after the intense hour-long fucking she had just received. “Our home is also your home now.”

“Don’t worry, I’m gonna be coming over multiple times a week. Count on it,” Andre said firmly. Then he turned his attention to Luke, raising his voice. “Now, what do you say, cuck?”

“Oh uhm, thank you sir,” Luke mumbled in a low-energy voice, his back still turned to Andre as he continued kissing Hannah.

“NO! I’m over here!” Andre demanded, his deep, intimidating voice cutting through the room like a whip. “You come to me and say it, boy.”

Luke felt a sudden, strange rush of arousal course through his body at being ordered around so bluntly by such a big, strong, muscular black alpha male. The humiliation mixed with submission made his little cock twitch hard inside the panties. He quickly pulled away from Hannah and got off the bed. Andre pointed down at the floor, indicating a spot directly in front of him.

“You know better than that,” Andre said, his voice laced with clear disappointment in the young cuck.

“Yes sir, I apologize,” Luke said for the third time that night, his cheeks burning with fresh shame. Andre continued pointing firmly at the spot on the floor in front of him, not moving an inch until Luke obeyed.

Luke got down on his hands and knees and crawled slowly over to where Andre was pointing. Once there, he looked up at the towering black man, whose formidable, dominant gaze was almost too intense to hold. The power imbalance felt crushing.

“Now, what do you say, cuck?” Andre asked again, this time in a more restrained but still commanding tone. He stood with his muscular arms folded across his broad chest, clearly enjoying the sight of the skinny whiteboy — wearing nothing but his girlfriend’s panties — kneeling obediently at his feet.

“Thank you sir,” Luke began, his voice trembling with submission. “Thank you for satisfying my girlfriend in ways I never could, and giving her the pleasure she desires. Thank you, sir…” He kept his eyes lifted respectfully toward Andre, the words coming out with genuine deference.

Andre continued to stare him down, arms still crossed, his expression making it clear he wasn’t finished yet. Without saying a word, he pointed down to his right foot.

Luke understood exactly what it meant — and what Andre expected of him. Without a word, he lowered his head and pressed his lips reverently against Andre’s large, powerful foot. Extreme waves of emasculation and total submission rushed through his body, making his skin burn with shame even as a confusing thrill ran through him.

Andre silently pointed to his other foot. Again, without uttering a single word, Luke obediently bent lower and pressed his lips against that foot too, kissing it with the same submissive respect.

“Good boy,” Andre said, his voice full of satisfaction. He was clearly pleased with how completely Luke had transformed into a total submissive beta male cuck right before his eyes.

“Thank you for everything, sir,” Luke murmured, still on his knees. He felt completely owned by Andre in a way he hadn’t been expecting when they first started this journey.

“Other than a few little mistakes, you’ve been a good little cuckyboy today. Keep it up,” Andre said, reaching down to pat Luke on the head like an obedient dog.

“Thank you, sir,” Luke replied softly.

Even more than licking Andre’s cum out of his girlfriend’s pussy, being made to bow down and kiss the older man’s feet was the most intense humiliation Luke had ever experienced. The most confusing part was that deep down, in a secret part of himself he was only just discovering, he actually enjoyed being bossed around and put in his place by such a profound, large, muscular Black alpha male. Once again, his little dicklet was rock hard and poking obviously through the front of his girlfriend’s panties.

Luke felt his cock and balls aching like never before. The denial had become almost unbearable. He looked up at Andre with raw desperation in his eyes, his face still flushed from everything that had happened.

“Please sir, may I fuck my girlfriend?” he asked, lowering his head again and pressing his lips to Andre’s right foot in a show of deep submission. He was trying extra hard to impress the powerful man, feeling almost obliged to ask for permission under the overwhelming dominant energy that now completely controlled the couple.

Andre looked down at him and let out a low, amused chuckle, clearly enjoying how thoroughly broken in and respectful Luke had become in such a short time.

“I know it must be hard to watch all that hot action without being allowed to touch yourself,” Andre said, still laughing lightly. “And you did do a good job with cleanup and filming, so I’m going to allow it. Why don’t you go ahead and take off her panties.”

“Thank you sir, for your kindness,” Luke said as respectfully as possible, his voice full of genuine gratitude mixed with embarrassment.

He stood up on shaky legs and slowly pulled his girlfriend’s panties down off his body, finally revealing his skinny little barely 4-inch white pecker and tiny nutsack. Andre couldn’t help but laugh out loud at the sight of Luke’s tiny manhood, the contrast with his own massive black cock still hanging heavy between his legs making the moment even more humiliating.

Luke quickly crawled on top of his girlfriend on the bed and kissed her with deep, passionate hunger. His body was trembling with need after everything he had witnessed and been denied.

“Please fuck me baby,” Hannah whispered urgently against his lips. “Just because I love his big black cock now doesn’t mean I don’t still love your cute little cock too. I want you inside me!”

Luke felt like he was about to burst before he had even entered her. He had never felt so insanely horny in his entire life. The combination of watching Andre dominate her, the denial, and the overwhelming arousal left him shaking. He lined up his little cock and pushed into her soaked, well-stretched pussy. The feeling was absolute heaven — warm, slippery, and still loose from Andre’s much larger size.

He tried his best to fuck Hannah hard, but he could already feel himself dangerously close to the edge. So he slowed down, going slow and steady, desperately trying not to cum too quickly. The sensation was intense — her pussy felt completely different after being thoroughly used and stretched by Andre for over an hour and multiple powerful orgasms.

“That’s the best you got whiteboy?” Andre taunted playfully from the side of the bed, not surprised in the slightest by Luke’s embarrassingly weak sexual performance. “You can’t fuck your girl harder than that?”

Luke felt deeply embarrassed by how poorly he was performing, especially with Andre watching the whole thing. The sudden pressure of the moment, combined with how incredibly amazing Hannah’s stretched-out, well-used pussy felt around his little cock, quickly led to the inevitable outcome. After barely one minute of frantic thrusting, Luke came prematurely, shooting his pathetic little whiteboy load deep inside his girlfriend with a weak groan.

“Awwhhh baby, it’s okay. You tried your best!” Hannah said in a soft, caring voice, trying her hardest to reassure him and keep him from feeling too humiliated.

“Typical whiteboy,” Andre said, laughing loudly and without restraint at Luke’s quick, disappointing performance.

“That’s why Andre is here!” Luke joked weakly, trying to laugh along even as his face burned with shame.

“Yup! That’s why so many white couples are joining the BigBlackMasters website,” Andre added with a deep chuckle. “These married women are desperate for some real dick!”

Luke obediently ate his own cum out of Hannah’s pussy one more time, then crawled up her body and kissed her deeply. The two of them intertwined and snuggled tightly together on the bed, embracing each other with a mixture of love, exhaustion, and lingering arousal.

“Well, looks like my job here is done,” Andre said as he began to get dressed. “It was a great night. You two are the perfect little couple. Let’s set something up for next week too. Keep in touch.”

“We can’t wait,” Hannah replied warmly, turning to give Luke another loving kiss.

“Looking forward to seeing you again, sir,” Luke added, giving him a respectful wave.

Andre walked out of their house with a confident stride, his thick cock still half-hard in his pants. He was already fantasizing about the next time he would get to fuck Hannah again.

“Well it makes sense now,” Hannah remarked softly, still glowing from the night’s events.

“What does, babe?” Luke asked, a slightly confused but content look on his face as he held her close.

“It makes sense why there are so many of those cuckold videos online with those huge big-dick black men in them!” Hannah said with a little laugh. “I get it now. They just fuck so good! No wonder it’s so popular. We should have started earlier!”

They both chuckled together, the shared realization lightening the intimate moment.

“I know!” Luke agreed, letting out a big yawn. “I can’t believe we really are one of those couples that does this now… and I hope we continue to do it for a loooooong time.”

“Andre was so good to us,” Hannah said dreamily, already reminiscing. “He really gave us everything we needed and more. What an incredible man.”

“He is a very good but firm bull,” Luke joked. “He really doesn’t hesitate when I mess up, does he?”

“Be honest,” Hannah said, turning to look at him with a playful smile. “You liked it when he bossed you around, didn’t you? I thought it was kind of hot myself.”

“Yes… I did. I can’t deny it,” Luke admitted, feeling surprisingly good about saying it out loud without any shame.

“That’s good to hear. I love you so much, baby,” Hannah whispered, pulling him in for a deep, passionate kiss.

“I love you too,” Luke responded, returning the kiss with equal affection. He eventually got up, turned off the lights, and hopped back into bed with her.

The two snuggled up tightly together, completely exhausted and overwhelmed from the most intense night of sexual pleasure they had ever experienced — all thanks to their transformative cuckold session with Andre. The couple fell asleep in each other’s arms, smiling and as happy as could be, already extremely excited for their future with their new Black Master.
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The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

It started as a quiet obsession—fantasies I couldn’t shake: my faithful wife with another man, specifically a Black man.

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

I thought that would end it. Instead, the seed took root. She began indulging me—just whispers in bed, a teasing name, small crumbs of dirty talk to keep me sane.

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

Slowly, she grew bolder. Curious. Until one night I invited him into our home and watched from the shadows as my hesitant wife whispered “I can’t”… right up to the moment she spread her legs and begged for more.

Now she’s on our bed, still dripping his cum, eyes locked on mine with raw, unashamed lust.

No regret. No tears.

This is the origin of my Reluctant Hotwife—and I’m the one who set her free.

I only hope I can handle what comes next.

Caribbean Heat: Inhibitions Melt in the Caribbean Sun

Chloe never planned for this. She didn’t come to the Caribbean searching for trouble — she came for sunshine, cocktails, and a break from real life. But paradise has a way of loosening restraints… and some temptations are impossible to ignore.

It started with a look. A touch. A spark of chemistry she shouldn’t have indulged. And yet somehow the married good-girl found herself flirting with danger… then stepping over a line she always swore she’d never cross.

Because once she felt the heat of another man’s attention — the confidence, the hunger, the sheer electricity of it — there was no pretending it meant nothing.

Now Chloe has to face the truth. She's on her knees, only inches from something that made her husband look tiny. And she can't help it, she can't stop it. Her mouth is opening!

This isn’t fantasy.
This isn’t harmless fun.
This is real.

And in the Caribbean night — with the taste of risk still lingering on her lips — she knows life with her husband will never go back to the way it was before.

Taken: In Front Of Her Husband

I thought I was just a normal guy. My wife Jenny and I had a great marriage, great sex, and no secrets—until the night everything changed.

It started as a night out with friends. Drinks, dancing, harmless flirting. But when a tall, tattooed Black stranger pulled her onto the dance floor, I didn’t stop him. I watched. And when his hands wandered, when his mouth found her neck, when she let him… I still didn’t stop it.

That night, I watched my wife get taken by another man. A man with a thick, powerful cock that stretched her in ways I never had. I watched her moan for him. Ride him. Beg for more. And somehow, I couldn’t look away.

I thought I’d feel jealous. Angry. Broken.

Instead, I got hard.

Jenny changed that night—and so did I. She loved being used. Loved being a slut for him. And when she turned her wicked smile on me, I realized something else: this wasn’t just about her being taken.

It was about me being made to watch.

What started as a fantasy became something raw, filthy, and brutally real. I’d never seen my wife like this before. I’d never fucked her like this before. And by the time it was over, I didn’t even recognize the man I’d become.

All I knew was, I didn’t want it to stop.
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